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CHAPTER ONE
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Pam Dalanie hugged her best friend, Jody, ignoring the group of men shouting remarks and catcalling them. 

Intuition was driving Pam to hold Jody close for a long time. It was as if their goodbye was forever, not just until next year.

“Sounds good. Love you, be careful in your travels.” Reluctantly, she let her go.

Still monitoring Jody, Pam’s steps dragged toward the limo she’d hired for the night, then waited beside it. Jody’s Uber arrived a minute later. She heard the driver of a vehicle with an Uber sticker call out to her, “Are you Jody Lancer?” With a lop-sided grin, Pam waved at her, and Jody returned the gesture. As the car drove away, she wanted to yell at her, to come back. But didn’t... it could be the wine from dinner.

She vigorously rubbed her arms to chase goosebumps that had risen away. “It’s nothing, just that cool breeze.”

With a nod at her driver, she climbed in and sat back, thinking about their annual get-together. They had a wonderful meal and exceptional wine. A little too much wine, maybe; since neither of them was driving, it didn’t matter.
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Pam’s limo driver, Ezras Bonly, leaned against his vehicle, throwing a glance toward the entrance of the restaurant where he’d dropped off his fare. He had stuck around after dropping Pam at the restaurant and had bribed one of the waiters to let him watch her and Jody eat the first part of their dinner. They should have finished eating by now. Frustrated, he checked the time. Two minutes had passed. 

“Great.” He saw a group of males approaching the entrance from another direction. Their presence could cause him to be late. The urge to pace was overwhelming. He forced himself to stand still as he waited for Pam and her friend to come out. Time was of the essence. He had to get her home.

He took a deep breath and let it out. Where in the ten moons of Omni are those women? It is too early for the kidnappers. His timing must be perfect. It will be my only opportunity to get my mate.

The group of males went in, and another came out, stood to the side, and chatted in small groups. Two left. The rest acted like they were waiting for something. At least one man in each small group kept an eye on the door, before returning to the conversation.

“What is taking so long?” slipped out of his mouth with a mutter. He’d been standing there for ten minutes. Time was running out.

Loud catcalls and whistles drew his attention to the front doors. It was them. Both looked stunning as they walked gracefully toward the valet station. He wanted to wipe his forehead, but with his curious passenger, she would ask him what was wrong.

He pictured his father and the King of his people, Reginald Bonly, after dinner, sitting and discussing the importance of his actions today. His father told him to keep the two women separated. When the kidnappers arrived, only Jody was to go. And if they were together, they would steal them, and he’d never have his true mate. In order for Jody to be his, she must be on her own. This way he could snatch her and get her off Earth. Then, he would be the first one of his race, in centuries, to find his true mate.

Smiling to himself, as he pictured her traveling the star systems and time with him. He was sure once she got over being kidnapped, she would love his family and nation. There were so few of them left, only one hundred still alive throughout the universes. They were the only species that could travel back and forth when intervention was needed for all the worlds.

Just gazing at her from the dining room entry told him she was perfect for him. Goddess, he hoped she would forgive him for kidnapping her, and love him as much as he already loved her.

As for Pam, his ancestors, who had seen some of the future, said she had to go with the Tjare, or havoc would reign.

Unfortunately, his people, the Lunas, had tricked the leadership of the Tjare into kidnapping the women and keeping them in stasis during the trip. If they didn’t pick her up, or she didn’t make it, planets and possibly a universe would be lost.

Smiling, he shut the door after Pam was seated, then got behind the wheel. While he pulled into traffic, he reminded her there was free champagne and some snacks in the center console for her.

Through his rearview mirror he glanced back at her. She was on her second drink and was eating something. Her attention diverted. He drove around town for an extra fifteen minutes without her noticing.

A low beep from his wrist told him he was on time as he pulled up in front of her building. The doorman opened the door and handed her out. As soon as she was clear, he left to go get his true mate.
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The doorman, Simon, helped her out of the limo. She watched it drive off; she leaned on Simon and stumbled. “Oops. Sorry.” 

“Now, Miss. Let me help you up to your place, so’s I know you made it safely inside.”

She swayed; her vision was blurry. “You know, Simon. I think you’ve got a grand idea. I’m going to take you up on it.”

Outside her door, Simon propped Pam against the wall. “Miss Pam, I’m going to take a quick walk through your place. You stay here, okay?”

“Sure. Don’t be long. I’m not too sure I can stay upright much longer.”

It had been so good to see Jody. Together, they had formed their own family. She was her sister from different parents. The hard part was her job kept her on the road all the time. She missed her.

The hallway started tilting when she heard Simon’s footsteps.

“Miss Pam, I’m back. No one is in there, so let’s get you in. I’m going to put you on your sofa. Okay?”

“That’s good. Yep, it’s comfy.”

After Simon had sat her down, her upper body slid to the side and her head landed on its curved arm.

The sound of his footsteps came to a stop. “I put your keys on your coffee table. I’m leaving now.”

“Night, Simon. Thank you.”

The sound of the door closing had Pam dragging herself to her bedroom to change into pajamas. She could never get comfortable enough to rest if she didn’t. Dropping on top of her bed, she curled on her side and fell asleep muttering, “Why can’t I meet someone nice like Simon?”
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Where am I? 

She waved her hand in front of her face in the hopes it would dissipate the cloud filling the room. There was a window, wide open on one side. The rest of the room was in the shadows. A man stepped toward hers. The dim light filtered by the window’s curtains revealed it was her father.

What on earth is going on? No way! It can’t be... he died when I was ten years old. Hey, this isn’t funny.

“Calm down, Pammy. It is me. They let me be the one to come to you.”

“No, no! This is a dream. It isn’t happening. I had too much wine.”

“You must believe me. I must leave shortly.”

Pam shook her head and flung out an arm to hold him away.

“Please, my little princess, listen. You need to understand, everything is going to be okay. No matter how bleak it seems. I’m sorry...”

It was her father, only he and mother called her ‘little princess.’

Pam ran to him and tried to hug him. When her arms went through him, she stepped back. “Daddy?”

He shook his head at her. “We can’t touch each other right now. I’m sorry, I only have a few seconds to tell you some things. I love you, Pam. Remember, your destiny is to be a queen, just as your mother was.”

“Wait... Daddy! I have missed you so much. Why did you leave me? None of the other royals would take me into their homes. They said since our country was no more, and you were gone—

“I was put into foster care. It was awful until Jody showed up. And then Mrs. McCarthy saved us both. Why did you have to die?”

He extended his hands toward her as he faded out of sight.

“Daddy. Daddy? Comm back!”

She woke up fighting her covers and threw a quick glance around her room—no one was there.

It had to be a dream, and yet it felt so real.

It has to be the wine.

Pam rolled over, pulling the covers up to her chin. Pam glanced around the room; it was [image: image-placeholder]

just as it always had been. She closed her eyes, relaxed her body, and drifted back to sleep.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Admiral Neb Char was furious with the Luna and hid it from his warriors. To save their people and planet, they had to accomplish this two reay mission for them. The first requirement of the Luna was before they left the entire crew had to have their vocal cords taken out. Leaving them with the only way of communicating through telepathy. Initially, their planet’s proximity allowed them to check on their loved ones’ well-being. But everyone knew that no one had telepathic abilities with a range of light years.

Many of the decisions the Luna scientists made were of little sense. Shortly after the work on the ship began, he realized something was missing from their thought processes. He did not trust any of their plans. As soon as they left on their journey, he sent teams to investigate their supply situation, from food to parts. It was supposed to be a 200-reay trip... but that figure did not include room for any problems. In his experience, anything can and will happen in space.

He had read his officers’ reports about their situation, then shredded them, tossing them into the trash. He had to block his thoughts from everyone. The last thing the crew needed was to be aware of his emotional state. Thankfully, he had the forethought to set the clearance on their reports as Code Red. No one would dare discuss what they found with each other.

He had always heard how incredibly smart the Luna were from other worlds that had dealt with them. But the actions of those in charge were brilliant on one hand yet dropped to total lunacy on the other. And to top it off, no one could question anything. 

It made him think of a saying his fader had. ‘It was as if they were missing a few suction cups from their hands and feet.’ 

Now he realized how necessary it was to have everything investigated.

There wasn’t enough food to make complete the mission. And gods, they had only supplied them with a few backup parts. And now, unless they ran into another species that was telepathic, they had no way of asking for help.

When he informed the crew of the results of the investigations, they had assured him of their willingness to do what needed to be done; they had shared their thoughts of those they had left behind; they had all felt this was a suicide mission. Their loved ones were all that mattered, not themselves.

He couldn’t do anything about the parts, but hopefully there had to be a planet from which they could get food supplies. After briefing his crew on the situation, he ordered his first officer, Commander Bavin, to form a team to search for a planet with viable food resources. After two months, they still had found nothing. Something had to be found. His males would not starve to death.

Char entered the bridge and took his seat. A few moments later, Commander Bavin entered and sat next to him. He turned on the main screen, showing a view from the long-range scanner. Shifting in his seat Bavin moved closer to the Admiral as he mentally blocked the others from his report. “Sir, our long-range scans have found an abundance of food sources on the planet we are heading to. I will continue checking for any others. Wherever we can find it, with your permission, we can bring it onboard using the equipment the Lunas had us install to retrieve their cargo.”

“Yes, permission granted. Use whatever resources we have, to get it on board.”
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Admiral Char opened his mind wide, enabling him to reach every one of his crew. All of them had been awake for the retrieval of the unknown cargo. It was time to put everyone back on schedule. 

“We are headed home. It is time for those scheduled to go into stasis for the next fifty reays to report to their pods. The medics are standing by to assist you. You have fifteen snims to report.”

Each member of his crew was at the top in their fields. They all had volunteered for this mission. Like him, they had willingly paid a high price to save their planet and people.

He thanked the Goddess that his people, the Tjare, had telepathic abilities and didn’t require physical speech. Giving up their ability of speech was the second biggest sacrifice they had to make to be part of this crew.

The first one, and hardest of all, was leaving their loved ones. He hoped some would still be alive when they returned in 200 reays. The crew would all survive thanks to the cryostasis pods and barring any other incident. Not being able to talk meant that they could not communicate with anyone they met or with their families from their homeland. The lack of communication left them with no way of knowing what they would come home to... that was what was killing them.

How can beings that are so smart, yet they can’t even count? They kept saying it was 200 reays, insisting the trip would only take that long. Hah! More like 400 reays. They had not allowed for any accidents, worm-hole failures, streams of asteroids or any other problems. After the first two rotations of 50 reays in the pods, they had determined exactly where their ship had been programmed to go. If everything went smoothly, they could do it... barely. But if they had any difficulties, there was no extra time or fuel to make it back on time. Unfortunately, from his experience, nothing went smoothly in space.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Six Months Later 

Commander Bavin met with the Admiral, alone.

“Sir, we’ve found another planet that can supply us with nutritious food. It is one week out. But there is a problem. We won’t have the time to restock completely if we are going to reach the pickup points at our destination. But it will be enough to get us there without dipping into the backup rations.”

“Increase speed to warp seven.” He saw Bavin’s eyes widen. “I know it is dangerous to travel at that speed with the space charts indicating several asteroid belts, but it will give us more time to load supplies. As soon as we are close enough, bring all that you can onboard. And if we are off schedule, increase speed until we are back on schedule.”

“Aye, Sir. It will take us three dats to get there and with the Goddess’ blessing only four to get back on schedule.”

Three dats later, Admiral Char sat in his command chair on the bridge. “Commander Bavin, were you able to retrieve the supplies?”

“Yes, Sir. We placed them in the 1st Cargo Hold, the Cold Chamber, and Ice Room between 1st and Middle Cargo Holds. Oh, and Sir. It should last for five to six mons.”

The supplies they had retrieved from that unknown planet enroute had sustained them well. They had just reached the end of them when they arrived at their destination.
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Orbiting Earth When Bavin entered the bridge, the ‘ bing’ from the security sensor sounded. His data pad in hand, he went straight to his chair next to the Admiral.

“Sir, we’ve loaded all the supplies from the destination planet and have secured them in the same areas used with the prior load. We are on target for our assignment here.”

“Excellent job, Bavin. Tell your team I’m proud of what you accomplished.”

Admiral Char stood and limped to the viewscreen. He couldn’t help overhearing everyone’s whispers of sympathy. Somehow, he had tripped when he got out of his cleansing bowl and one of his suction cups was torn half off. The healer had told him he would have to get in his stasis pod and let its regenerative capabilities fix it.

First, though, he needed to collect the cargo the Lunas had sent them and to bring it back.

“Navigation, how far are we from the first item?”

“Ten snims, Sir. According to our instruction, it will be retrieved and placed in the middle cargo hold with no help from us.”

“Security, are they in position?”

“Aye, Sir.”

“Nav, let me know when we are near the fifteenth spot. I’ll want all senior officers with me outside the middle hold.”

“Aye, Sir.”

Now, it was all up to the program the Lunas had set up to collect whatever they were there for. With the ship on autopilot, Char contemplated the beauty of the planet, taking up the entire viewscreen. He’d never seen one so blue and white before. The water masses surpassed the land. How wonderful! Their planet had almost as many as this one—and the frozen spots made him shiver. Only once had he gone to one. Never again. He’d never been so cold and had thought he’d never get warm again.

“Sir.”

Nav interrupted his thoughts. He tilted his face toward his officer.

“Sir. In three snims, we’ll be able to transport the first one.”

Leaving his chair, he glanced at his Second. “Commander Bavin, you have the bridge. I’ll be outside the Center Cargo Hold.”

When the Admiral arrived at the cargo hold, he was greeted with anger and fury from the security team and the officers in charge of retrieving the assignment. They had arrived a few snims before him. They were shouting so loud, their voices overlapped over one another, he couldn’t understand what they were upset about.

He picked the quiet one in the crowd.

“Please, please. Be quiet. Sergeant Sio, tell me your grievance first.”

“Sir, we had been told we were getting cargo for the Lunas. It is cargo, but not the kind we would ever take, sir. The... they—they’re females! Fifteen of them. We don’t steal females.”

Char stiffened at what he had just heard.

Colonel Cire, the Chief of Security, interrupted. “Sio is right. What are we doing, going into slavery to save our people? We have never condoned such behavior. Our people would give their lives rather than enslave anyone.”

Char limped to the nearest stasis pod, then went to each one. Abruptly, he turned and faced the others.

“It is too late now. We agreed, our government ordered us to comply. We can only pray to the Goddess that this is not what we assume it is. From now on, no one is to go inside this hold unless ordered so. The system is set to monitor them and alert us if there are any problems; for the time being, only medics and healers will be allowed in. Am I understood?”

Cire, with his males behind him, spoke up. “Admiral, this is so wrong. If we must continue on this path, we are no better than our blackmailers.” He paused. “What if they die in transit? What then?”

A glance around showed him the shock on each male’s face. “We do not have the luxury of objecting. The lives of our loved ones and our planet are at stake. As for the potential of them dying while in stasis, that is up to the Gods.”

He grimaced as he twisted toward the door, “Dismissed. We’re heading home.”

The thoughts of the others kept flooding his head, but this time they weren’t full of fury anymore.

They were only halfway done with their job. They still had to get back home safely.

Stepping onto the bridge, Admiral Char’s gaze swept over his crew. He could hear their determined thoughts of finishing their mission. Reaching out to each one, he reassured them they were doing the only thing they could in the circumstances.

Char told his number one to take them home. In turn, Bavin ordered Nav. “Take us home.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Cold. Why I’m I so cold? 

As she reached for her bed covers, Pam’s hands encountered only air and her PJs. She struggled to open her eyes; they felt glued shut. She rubbed them with her knuckles until she cracked them open a sliver. What the...!

Black. No color, no light, nothing.

“Damn, it has to be a power outage.” She mumbled.

The last time it took a whole day to get the electricity up. Things wouldn’t be so bad if her apartment was totally electric. But, after the last one, she had put a flashlight on her nightstand. Not ready to pick it up, her thoughts went to Jody.

“Wonder if the outage is affecting her place, too.”

She rubbed her hand across her face. Hope she’s okay.

Shifting to her right side, she reached for the flashlight she kept on her nightstand. Her fingers smashed into something hard, not her lamp or flashlight. Shit! 

Pam nuzzled her fingers, then palms against it. Metal? There was no metal near her bed. Her fingertips encountered metal again as she rolled onto her left side. “No.... No, no, no.” 

Breathe, Pam, breathe. You’re not a kid anymore. Don’t panic. You can figure it out.

She kept remembering the big boys that stood over her, closing the lid on a toy box, and hearing the snick of the lock was all she could see or hear. She screamed! “Fire!”

Nothing. No one came running to her rescue, just the echo of her voice getting softer and softer.

She shivered. 

She was so cold but sweating like she was in the sun at high noon on the beach in a jacket. 

God, she hated being in restrictive spaces. She used her hands as her eyes, touching her way on each side and over her head.

What the hell?

Her stomach clenched as panic rose. This was her worst nightmare. 

She started panting again. Breathe, Pam, breathe. In and out. Slow and steady. Damn it! It wasn’t helping. 

Her head was spinning, blackness overcame her.

What a weird dream... she stretched and banged her hand into a wall of metal.

Oh God, oh God! It wasn’t a dream.

Where am I? No, I have to get out.

Panic. No, don’t panic. Breathe... No, sing. Therapist said to sing. It would help to get her breathing under control. 

One of her favorite songs burst out of her, “I am woman, hear me roar....” Finally, she got her breath under control by the end of the song. The fear was still there, but she wouldn’t pass out.

Singing would not be enough. She had to get out.

While singing, she had tried to push against the part over her body; she didn’t have the strength in her arms to budge it. Maybe using her feet. She remembered reading an article about the physical strength of a woman was in her legs. 

Pulling her legs up till her thighs ran the length of her torso and planted her feet on the metal overhead... and pushed. Ten pushes later her ankles hurt, legs were like wet noodles, and her head was spinning like a top.

A scream woke her... Shit it was her own voice. Her fingertips hurt like she tore her nail down to the quick. Pulling her hands to her mouth, she ran her tongue over her fingertips. Scabs. Why would she have scabs on her fingers?

She reached for her cover and couldn’t find it. She sat up, banging her head.

Tears ran down her face as the memories poured in. She was in a metal box, and she couldn’t get out. Curling her legs up to her chest she pushed against the top, holding her breath, trying to pour more strength into her legs, and passed out.
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Pam’s voice woke from her sleep. She was yelling, “Jason Rosary, art critic, my ass! Any time I paint something unconventional, your reviews are snarky and personal.” 

The last words she said she heard echoed back to her. “You can’t box me in. Art is revolutionary, not superfluous. You jerk...”

Her arm smacked into a hard wall when she flung her arm out when she rolled over. Shit! I am in a box. No—NO!

She closed her eyes as memories of when she was a teenager and she had hidden in her closet, shaking in fear as she heard the door to her bedroom squeak as it opened. She peaked through the keyhole in the door. It was her foster father, a drunk and uncouth man, with his two drinking buddies. They were giggling as they approached her bed, where she put her pillow and dirty clothing under the covers to look like she was there. One of them had ropes in his hand. They were drunk, weaving on their feet. How they thought someone could sleep through their bumbling. She didn’t want to know.

When they pulled back the covers, they cursed, long and loud.

The front door of the house slammed shut. Her foster mom was home from work. 

She was trembling so badly; she knocked against the empty hangers. When her foster father turned toward the closest, she stepped further back. She was trapped; there was no way out. Unable to catch her breath she started hyperventilating. It was too dark to see anything... the door swung open, and a big meaty hand grabbed her arm and yanked her out. She tried to scream, but it came out with a squeak. Taking a deep breath, she tried again and screamed, “FIRE!” As loud as she could, her foster mother ran in and saw what was going on. She saved her.

Terror gave her strength. She battered the top with her fists, as she pushed with her feet against it, and screamed ‘fire’ until her voice was hoarse. In the end, all she could do was sob.

Who would do this? What do they want? Oh God, help me.

Her sobs changed into whimpers as she drew herself into the fetal position. The whimpers became sighs as she slipped into a troubled sleep.
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Silence woke her this time. It was still dark... she was still in the box. Realization had tears dripping down from the corners of her eyes into her hair. 

Suck it up, buttercup. Here, there was no one to rescue her. You can and will do this. It isn’t your time to die. 

She sniffed and used her sleeve to wipe her eyes and the bottom edge of her top to blow her nose. 

She’d never felt so scared in her life. The only thing that kept her sane was the air was fresh and she could breathe. Kept in the darkness and confined to a box she couldn’t get out was killing her. She refused to dwell on where she was; she concentrated on hyping herself up like the cheerleader she had wanted to be in high school. “You can do this. Nothing has ever beaten you. You will get out.”

The first time she said it, it came out as a whisper. Each time she repeated it got louder and louder.

When she was shouting, she centered her palms on the box above her chest and placed her feet between her hands. Pam pushed with her hands until they were uncontrollably shaking, she used the sleeve of her PJs to wipe the sweat from her face.

Time to take a break.

When her body stopped shaking, Pam spoke to the top of the box over her head. “You will move.”

Focusing on the lid being removed, she pressed again. This time, she didn’t hold her breath. Instead, she breathed as she counted. She had pushed for one-hundred-and-thirty seconds.

Unaware, she went from weeping in fear to being furious. Whoever placed her here had a duty to her. That’s what her dad would have said. It was their fault, and she was going to make them take responsibility, whether they liked it.

Fury had her shouting, “Get me out of here! You hear me?”

No one answered her, and the only sound she could hear was her own breathing.

“Do you think you’re going to get away with terrorizing me? No way! I’m going to see that you are prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law. YOU HEAR ME?!!

Taking a deep breath, she pushed against the top, her whole body trembled with sweat from her efforts. The only sounds were her grunting and panting. Every muscle in her body was shouting at her to stop. Break time. She listened for any kind of movement, but there was only silence.

Can anyone hear me?

“Help me. Somebody help me. I’m locked in here. Please, help me!”

Bracing her back against the bottom, she pushed until her arms gave out.

All right, self, we will give it one more go. We got this. So, push!

Pam pushed, and the lid moved. Holy crap, it worked!

It scraped like nails on a chalkboard, then it stopped, and a dim light was visible. Someone or something had lifted the lid, allowing a small bit of light to filter around her. She bolted upright, scrambling to the corner farthest from whatever had lifted the lid. Her breath caught as two protruding eyes with horizontal pupils stared back at her. She wrapped her arms around her knees, shaking like a leaf in the wind.

Crap! Where am I... What is that?

She took a shaky breath. “Who are you? Where am I? What’s going on?”

He pointed at her with a finger tipped with a suction cup, then to the floor in front of him.

Her arms wrapped around her knees, drawn to her chest. She shook her head at him. “No. No, I am not moving,”

He jabbed out his instructions again. It was as if he was mute.

She studied him. “You can’t speak, can you?” Weird, he understood her. 

Why do I feel calm now when a minute ago I was frantic just a moment ago?

He shook his round head, once more repeated his mimed command.

“No. I’m staying here.” She tucked her legs under herself into a tighter ball while her heartbeat raced.

Like a snake striking, he grabbed her arms. She screamed as a searing pain from his touch hit her as he lifted her out of the container. She fought to get out of his grasp, to get away. He swiftly placed her on the metal floor in front of him. As soon as he removed his hands, the pain subsided. A glance at her arms revealed suction cup marks burned into her skin.

She touched the marks his touch left on her arms as she raised her eyes to his and stared at him. He was tall, close to average height for a man, around six feet. His face was as round as a basketball, his eyes bulbous. A wide mouth that took up over half the width of his face, and his Kelly-green skin glistened in the dim light.

Breaking off her stare, she gingerly touched the burns. “Don’t touch me again,” she snarled at him.

He nodded.

She stepped away from him and planted her feet. She wasn’t sure, but the look that swept over his face made her think she frustrated him. When he screwed his mouth up in a grimace, though, she was sure of it. He pantomimed by stomping his feet and putting a hand on his hips, then he motioned again to the door.

“Can you answer any of my questions?”

Shaking his head, he mimed for her to follow him. He pointed to a partially open door across the cavernous room, providing them with dim light.

“No, I don’t think so.”

He pointed and stamped his feet in emphasis.

She glared at him and stamped her foot, too. “No!”

He looked around as if he was trying to find something and couldn’t. Finally, he grabbed her and dragged her out the door into the hallway.

He motioned for her to walk to the left. The pain in her arm still burned, as he had grabbed her in the same spot. She could feel her strength waning, and her legs trembling.

Can’t take it anymore.

Swaying on her feet, she reluctantly followed him. He stopped in front of the first door they came to, pushed a button on his belt, and it swooped open. The lights came on when they stepped in. The room smelled as if someone had just cleaned it.

Glancing around, she saw three walls that had counters with beakers in stands. The one next to her also had a sink. In front of her was a cage, ten-by-ten feet, close to the center of the room. Oddly enough, a hose ran from the sink in through the bars on the floor. Inside the cage there was a bed, a table, a chair, a large basin, some strange packets, and a pile of other things in a corner.

Pam switched her gaze to him. He mimed for her to enter the cage.

She backed away, toward the open door. She shook her head. Her terror stripped away any fear of pain from his touch. No, not another box!

“No, I can’t.” She sprinted, adrenaline flooded her bloodstream, as she ran for the door. He grabbed her before she could touch it. Struggling against his burning touch increased the pain, but she continued her attempts to trip him. Using her body and feet against him.
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