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Chapter One

Enya Black had returned home from work
with her tail dragging from an eight hour shift at the restaurant
where she worked. Without even taking the time to transfer her tips
from the pockets of her service apron to her tip jar, she collapsed
tiredly on her ragged old couch—sprang up again when she discovered
a spring that had sprung—and then moved to the depression where it
had been, was supposed to be.

She’d just begun to drowse when a near
deafening roar brought her from near slumber to electrified in zero
point zero seconds.

Just about the time her mind
registered ‘jet’, the roar was followed, almost instantaneously, by
a tremendous explosion that not only shook her house, but blew out
all the windows.

Or rather in.

Enya dove for the floor, but she
hadn’t even landed before she was showered with glass
shards.

Stinging from dozens of tiny cuts, she
lifted her head after a stunned moment and shook it to shed the
glass fragments.

Before she could decide if she could,
or should, get up and try to get out of the house, she heard a
second roar of a jet engine and then a third and fourth in quick
succession. Explosions preceded or followed each one.

Escape was the only thing that
actually registered in her mind and that wasn’t even real thought.
It was instinct—good or bad, on point or way the hell off base. She
didn’t know and she couldn’t analyze it at the moment.

She scrambled up and raced toward the
front door, hearing the crunch of glass with every step, skidding
on the slick pieces.

Her tips crossed her mind when she got
the door, and she whipped a look back at the couch where she’d
dropped her apron.

She might as well be dead without a
penny to her name.

Rushing back, she grabbed it and raced
to the door again, twisted the knob and dashed out that time
without hesitation.

The delay while she’d stupidly run
back for the thirty-odd dollars in tips, she discovered, might
actually have saved her life.

There were bits and pieces of burning
debris still raining down from the sky, but it looked like most of
it—the biggest pieces—had already hit the ground.

Terrified and totally disoriented and
confused, she looked around at the debris and finally looked
up.

A jolt of shock went through her that
literally froze her to the spot. She stared at the ‘thing’ she
could see blankly, without comprehension, trying to wrap her mind
around it.

It was a ship, though, she finally
accepted.

Not a blimp.

Not one of ‘ours’, but a
ship.

A flying saucer.

Jets were zipping around it like a
swarm of furious wasps. There were explosions—she could see
them—though the sound took a couple of seconds to reach
her.

When it did it was hard enough to
rattle her teeth.

And her eardrums.

While she stared at the aerial battle,
too dumbstruck for any sort of brain function at all, a second ship
like the first came into view.

It looked like it was firing on the
first flying saucer—which was shooting back—but she knew that had
to be wrong.

That flicker of thought finally
unfroze her enough, though, for it to filter into her mind that she
needed to run.

She did.

Mindlessly, tore off across her front
yard—leaving the dubious shelter of her wreck of a home.

And her rattle trap car.

If she hadn’t, literally, fallen into
the deep ditch just beyond her yard, she might not have survived
the next few minutes, but she did. And when she landed, she was
staring at the large culvert that ran under the
intersection.

She glanced up at the sky, saw there
was still a furious battle in progress with two enormous flying
saucers and what looked like maybe fifty US fighter jets and then
dove into the culvert when more smoldering, flaming debris began to
fall.

She’d already planted her ass on the
bottom of the culvert—in the puddle of water there—before it
occurred to her that she might have something a lot closer to worry
about. She jumped up again and searched as far as she could see for
anything slithering.

She saw a couple of frogs hopping away
as fast as they could, but no snakes, thankfully.

The chill of a wet ass was enough to
bring her out of the depths of shock—had already.

When she’d settled again, she listened
to the near deafening battle overhead for a time, trying to figure
out what in the hell was going on.

A battle.

An alien invasion.

Her mind obligingly provided her of
‘snapshots’ of what it had collected from the door of her house to
the ditch.

It was so weird that it seemed like
the two alien ships were fighting each other—no surprise that the
military was attacking both of them, but …. She decided she was
just shocked and confused and, maybe, it was just her perspective
that made it seem like the two alien ships were in a battle. They
must have been shooting at the jets.

She didn’t recall anything that
suggested it was two different alien types of ship. They’d looked
identical and surely that meant ‘same’?

Discovering after a little bit that
she’d reached safety without the apron she’d risked her life to go
back for, dismay distracted her from her terror for long enough to
look around for it.

She discovered she’d slung the damned
apron when she’d lost her balance and instinctively tried to catch
herself.

Her money was strung all over the
ditch.

And as pathetic as her
‘haul’ of the day was, she counted every penny. She
needed every penny just
to scrape by.

She stared at it, willing the cash to
stay put.

It didn’t.

The wind teased her, flipping the
bills first one way and then another, threatening to snatch them up
and run with them.

She watched until she couldn’t stand
it anymore and darted out to grab what she could, shoving it in her
pockets when she grabbed a bill or two, taking quick, darting
glances around for more and to check out her
surroundings.

It was a good thing she
did.

She just happened to pop her head up
for a look in time to see one of the alien ships hit the ground and
start straight toward her, plowing up everything in its path—dirt
and grass, houses, trees, cars. She leapt for the safety of the
culvert, trying to block from her mind the possibility—likelihood,
that she was about to be buried alive if she wasn’t
crushed.

She managed to scramble deeper into
the culvert as dirt and debris began to fill the ditch she’d been
sitting beside. By the time the ‘landslide’ stopped, she’d nearly
reached the other end.

Shaking like a leaf, struggling with
tears of pure terror, she bowed her head and covered her ears for a
few seconds, trying to convince herself she was alright—that she
was going to be ok.

Finally, she decided to duck out of
the culvert again to see if the Fighters had chased off the other
alien ship, or shot it down.

She popped out just in time to see
that the second ship was down, as well.

Not only that, but the thing had
opened to disgorge—a battalion of screaming demons—giants—yellow,
red, and bronze, some winged, some without wings, some carrying
swords and shields and spears, others carrying what looked like
guns.

And all of them looked like they were
charging straight for her!

Before she could duck back into the
culvert, something grabbed her and snatched her right up into the
air.

She whipped her head around to see
what it was—certain it must be one of the winged, demon-like
aliens—and discovered it was the biggest, most horrible looking …
metal thing—robot maybe—she’d ever laid eyes on. She screamed,
began trying to fight it to get loose.

She’d nearly worn herself out beating
at it when abruptly one of the winged giants landed on the thing’s
head and began hammering on it with the hilt of his
sword.

In a couple of moments there was
another and then a third—another bronze and a yellow
alien.

It threw her into a renewed state of
shock.

She couldn’t decide whether the aliens
were fighting the metal monster to save her or if they were just
fighting it, period, or if they were fighting it to try to get
her.

Finally, the one that had landed on
the thing’s head managed to break a cover off the back of the
robot’s head. He shouted … something and then shoved his blade into
the opening. The machine abruptly stopped, released her.

She screamed all the way
down.

The landing knocked the breath out of
her and broke it off.

It took her a couple of seconds to
realize she hadn’t hit the ground.

She wasn’t sure she would have then
except she discovered she was hanging head down from something and
she could see an ass and churning legs that weren’t hers below
her.

It was totally bizarre and yet she
felt completely detached.

Planting her hands on the back above
the ass, she pushed herself up as far as she could go and
discovered she was being carried by the wave of aliens running back
the way they’d come.

The cavalry had arrived.

They were shooting—or at least
deploying with guns.

The yellow aliens formed a line
between the wave of aliens running for the ship and the soldiers
and began to hum. Within seconds the hum was rattling her eardrums
and then—she didn’t see the concussion wave per se, but she saw
soldiers and weapons and even vehicles flip over and fly backwards
as if they’d been hit with an invisible hand.

And then darkness swallowed
her.

And she discovered the alien carrying
her was racing up the ramp she’d seen them race down just a few
minutes earlier.

That was when she realized the first
ship had disappeared.

And the one she was being hauled into
was about to.

“Put me down!” she yelled.
“Put me down!”

He set her on her feet, but she wasn’t
certain it was a response to her demand—knew it was very unlikely
that it was.

But she took off.

He caught her around the waist, close
lining her and knocking the breath out her. The door was closing.
Gasping for breath, she clawed at his arm mindlessly in an effort
to get loose while there was still time to escape.

He drew her back against his length,
coiling both arms around her. “Hab to catch dem. No harm liddle
ting.”

It took Enya a few moments to realize
she actually kind of sort of understood some of that and she
twisted her head to look back and upward at him.

Way up.

“Let me go!”

“He cannot. We must catch
them before they escape.”

The voice—speaking heavily accented
but completely understandable English—instantly snagged her
attention. She whipped a look toward the sound and discovered it
was one of the bronze, winged giants.

“Don’t eat me!”

A shock wave seemed to roll over him,
followed very closely by anger and then a flicker of
amusement.

“I wouldn’t be any good
for whatever you have in mind! You might as well throw me back.
Well put,” she added when it dawned on her she was in a very big
ship that moved really fast.

He scanned her length in a thorough
examination that seemed to strip her naked—or maybe look right
through what she was wearing. “Actually, I think you might be
perfect for what comes to my mind,” he murmured, his voice husky
enough that time that it sent shivers through her.

That she didn’t want to
identify.

She gaped at him.

The man holding her said something to
him—in a language she found completely incomprehensible.

“Bastin joke. No harm. Put
back. No can now, dough.”

A third arrived and Enya
had a feeling she was looking at her ‘rescuers’.
“They’re going to get away if we don’t move
quickly. What are you going to do with her?”

Bastin shrugged.
“Put her in the cabin—we’ll have to lock her in.
She doesn’t know what’s going on and we can’t afford to let her
wander around the ship … and get into mischief.”
He smiled faintly. “You are a mischief maker, are
you not? What is your name?”

Enya gaped at him. She hadn’t
understood what had passed between the two … men … aliens, and she
was damned if she knew why he’d suggested she was a troublemaker.
The name, though—she’d heard it was always good to force abductors
to see you as a person. “Enya. Black. It’s Irish.” She frowned. “Or
maybe Scottish?”

“Rayn is going to take you
to a cabin where you’ll be comfortable until we can … release you.
We have another battle to fight. Can I trust you to behave while we
are gone?”

She stared at him with a mixture of
uneasiness and hopefulness. “Yes.”

He chuckled. “How did I know you would
say that?” he wondered aloud.

Her lips tightened since it seemed
obvious he didn’t trust her or believe her anymore than she did
him—any of them—but she saw no reason to try to argue the
point.

The yellow man that was coiled around
her eased his hold, but then grasped her arm just above the wrist
and led her away.

Rayn and Bastin.

She wondered who the other one was—and
if he actually was one of the ones that had fought the nightmare
robot. She’d thought he was more bronze skinned than this one—who
was actually more red than … maybe mahogany? They both had the
wings, though—and that had really stuck in her mind—wings. That
looked a lot like bat wings.

Or … maybe dragon wings?

Rayne took her into a cabin that had
three bunks and showed her a tiny ‘bathroom’ that looked like
something on an airplane—like you could sit on the toilet and wash
your hands at the same time.

“Must stay, Enya. Ok? I be
back.”

Enya actually met his gaze for the
first time when he commanded her attention by speaking directly to
her.

It nearly set her back on her
heels.

His features were not only shockingly
human, they were well formed and put together in a way that created
handsome. Very handsome.

It was hard to reconcile the things
‘very alien’ about him with the face—and frankly the beautifully
formed body that went with it.

He wasn’t wearing much, she realized.
Boots, something suspiciously like a loincloth. Straps crisscrossed
his chest. And he was wearing what looked like leather
wristbands.

Well the whole ensemble looked to be
made of some kind of leather.

But his garb revealed bulging muscles
in his thighs and arms and chest.

And what looked like maybe tribal
tattoos.

He was watching her face, she
discovered, when she finally met his gaze again.

His gaze was heated in a way she was
absolutely sure was hunger.

But not for food.

Heat poured over her. She felt a
little breathless—as if she was standing on the edge of a high
cliff.

“Enya berry beautiful to
my eyes,” he murmured huskily.

She felt her face heat—mostly with
discomfort because she thought he must have noticed she was a long
way from appalled at his appearance.

“Thank you,” she
responded, struggling to smile.

He frowned. “No be ‘fraid, ok? I no
hurt liddle ting, ok?”

She nodded a little jerkily and he
turned and left her.

The door panel closed behind
him.

Enya hesitated, scanned the room for
any sign of a camera and then moved to the panel to listen. When
she was sure she’d heard him walk away and he hadn’t stopped to
watch, she began trying to figure out how to get the door
open.

She checked for pressure panels,
motion sensors—there was no point in looking for a handle when she
could see plainly that there wasn’t one.

When she’d checked every inch of the
wall as far as she could reach all the way around, she checked the
door.

He hadn’t touched it that she’d
seen—either when he brought her in or when he’d left.

Finally, realizing she wasn’t going to
get the door open, she moved away from it and settled uneasily on
one of the bunks, wondering what they had in mind for
her.

They had almost seemed to suggest that
she hadn’t been targeted.

Maybe they actually did think they
were rescuing her?

And they’d carried her with them
because …?

She frowned. To be fair, there was a
battle being waged and she might have gotten shot by the soldiers
if they’d just let her go, left her behind when they’d charged back
into the ship.

Which they’d suggested wasn’t a
retreat but a determination to catch the ship that the robots had
come from.

So they’d just brought her along
because they didn’t have time to do anything else? Didn’t want to
spare the time?

She wanted to think that, she
realized. She really, really did want to think that.

Because then she could believe they
actually did intend to return her to Earth.

Because she knew they were definitely
leaving if they were going to chase the other ship.

She got up after a moment and checked
out the facilities.

She’d torn her stockings all to hell,
she discovered with dismay if not a lot of surprise.

She was filthy.

And she had dried flecks and smears of
blood all over from being peppered with glass and possibly from the
debris falling out of the sky and dug up by the crashing alien
ship.

Her hair looked like the wrath of God.
It wasn’t just wildly tangled. It was full of dirt and
debris.

And her clothes were also
filthy—especially where she’d sat in the muddy water—and still
damp.

“That poor man,” she
muttered. “He must be blind as hell.”

She wasn’t beautiful on her best
day.

And she looked like warmed over death
dipped in shit at the moment.


Chapter Two

The men had formed up to ‘storm’ the
alien ship, fully expecting a prolonged, pitched battle. When they
transported onto the fleeing Sheloni ship, however, they discovered
that it was virtually deserted … except for the Sheloni.

Apparently, they’d taken off and left
the majority of their metal monsters behind.

By the time all of the warriors had
beamed onto the ship, those who’d arrived first had taken out most
of the metal monsters there were left and the last of the warriors
took out the last of them while the first dispatched the
Sheloni.

They gave no quarter.

The Sheloni never had and they saw no
reason to take pity on their enemies—simply because they were so
physically inferior.

Ordinarily, that would have swayed
them. It was against the Hirachi way to prey upon the weak, but the
Sheloni were a pestilence. So long as any survived, they would prey
upon others whose technology—or lack of it—made them
vulnerable.

They had preyed upon the Hirachi
people so that they could not advance beyond where they had been
generations earlier when the Sheloni first arrived.

They had preyed upon the Saitren
because, although they were more technologically advanced than the
Hirachi, they were not the equal of the Sheloni and beyond that had
been decimated by a global pandemic.

They had preyed upon the Earth people
because they could.

To the mind of the Hirachi, they were
wiping out a species that needed to be eliminated to protect those
weaker than them.

When they had flushed the corpses into
space, they redirected the ship to the moon of the Earth and found
a place to conceal it until they had time to thoroughly examine it
for any sort of devices that might have been planted to destroy the
ship. They had no idea whether the Sheloni knew, yet, that they
were waging war on them, but it was best not to chance
it.

And then they beamed back onto the
ship they had brought to the fight to move it to the surface of the
moon to affect repairs.

It had sustained damage.

They had no idea how much, but repairs
needed to be made as quickly as possible.

Before another Sheloni ship
arrived.

A collective of the Hirachi combined
their telepathic capabilities to report the success of the mission
and request further orders regarding the disposition of the new
Sheloni ship they’d acquired.

Most of their forces and the ships and
technology already captured were focused on protecting the home
world, Ach. But Bastin, who was in command of the mission, thought
that it was worth considering the advisability of dividing their
forces between the three worlds they knew the Sheloni frequented
since the first battle had been waged within weeks of taking up a
forward position above Earth.

Or, alternately, dividing forces
between Earth and Ach until they had run out of prey and had to
search elsewhere.

Because no one knew where the Sheloni
actually hailed from.

They had tried, with every ship taken,
to discover that information, but so far had had no
luck.

* * * *

The bathroom contained a toilet and a
teacup lavatory. Enya decided on what her grandmother used to refer
to as a buzzard bath—or slopping off. She used her ruined hose as a
bath cloth since she had no idea where one might be found. The
good/bad part about using the hose was that it found every fucking
piece of glass lodged in her skin.

Tweezers would have been nice, but she
wouldn’t have had any if she’d actually had enough sense to grab
her pocketbook—instead of her waitress apron—when she took off.
Thankfully, there wasn’t a lot that was lodged deeply. Mostly she
got it out by digging with her fingernails and then she cleaned the
wounds with the soap provided.

She thought, hoped, that was what it
was. It made soapy bubbles.

Antiseptic would have been much
better, but she didn’t have that.

She had the forethought to beat the
dust, dirt and trash, out of most everything before she tried water
and soap and that made bathing in a teacup more doable. But she
wasn’t as happy about it as she would’ve been if she could’ve had a
nice long, hot shower, followed by an antiseptic bath.

She’d stripped down to her underwear
to bathe since she thought she could count on the aliens being gone
a while.

Her panties—no surprise—had soaked up
muddy water like her uniform, but she decided she was just going to
have to live with it until she could clean up her uniform a little
bit.

Nothing short of washing it was going
to have much effect, but she had nothing else. Mopping it off would
have to do.

She did manage to get enough dirt off
to make it look—well, not presentable—but not filthy.

Setting it aside to allow the damp
patches to dry, she peeled her panties off. She could put the
uniform on without them, she reasoned, and then wash
them.

Unfortunately, the fucking door opened
just about the time she managed to get her panties to her ankles
and stepped out of one leg hole. She jerked upright instantly and
stretched her panties from her heel to her crotch … almost,
flapping around like a chicken in panic mode while she tried to
cover everything and succeeded in covering nothing.

They didn’t move.

They didn’t even blink.

They looked like they’d hit a brick
wall.

She let go of the panties and grabbed
her uniform, trying to drape it over herself while her face flashed
like a neon sign—fool here, fool here.

Finally, thinking about the bathroom,
she whirled around and ran for cover.

It wasn’t until she managed to close
the damned door that she realized she’d held the uniform to her
front all the way and fanned her ass at them. “Shit!” she
whispered.

And she’d left the panties.

Fuck it!

She almost fell on her ass trying to
get the uniform on in such tight quarters—because she was so
jittery and weak and couldn’t keep her balance.

When she finally managed to cover
herself and peeped out, she discovered they’d vanished.

Feeling totally blank, she left the
bathroom.

She was almost inclined to think she’d
imagined the whole thing.

Finally, she picked up her panties and
went to wash them, wrung as much water out as she could and then
found something sticking out of the wall to hang them up to drip
dry.

* * * *

“I forgot what I went
for,” Bastin said irritably as the three of them strode down the
corridor.

Rayn frowned. “Clothes?”

“Shit!” Loki
growled.

All three stopped in the corridor and
glanced back toward their cabin.

“I believe I will go ahead
and wash the blood and gore off,” Rayn said after a
moment.

“And put what on
afterwards?” Bastin asked dryly.

“There are cloths,” Rayn
said reasonably.

“I bet that will thrill
her no end,” Loki muttered.

They were all hot, felt disgusting and
in dire need of a bath, and weary from the aftermath of battle
rage, though, and dismissed their qualms in favor of
comfort.

“Do you think she staged
that?” Loki asked pensively as they reached the shower
room.

Bastin and Rayn looked at him blankly
for a moment. Then Bastin grinned and Rayn chuckled.

“I am convinced of it,”
Rayn said, mock solemn. “She wants me. I could tell by the way her
eyes widened until I could see white all the way around as soon as
she looked at me.”

“That was love,” Bastin
said, deadpan.

“You think?” Rayn asked
doubtfully.

“Absolutely. I am certain.
Because that is the way she looked at me.”

“It was the double-take
when she looked at me,” Loki said thoughtfully. “And the way her
mouth fell open with a gasp of amazement and desire.”

“Well,” Bastin said when
he had stripped and stepped under the shower. “Since we have
established that she is a ripe plum … just waiting to drop into our
hands ….”

“There is not enough time
to convince her that she is enamored with me,” Rayn said
pensively.

Loki shrugged. “The ship must be
repaired. I could convince her … very quickly.”

Rayn’s humor vanished. “I will beat
the fuck out of you if you use that mating kiss on her,” he
growled.

Loki studied him coolly. “You
think?”

Rayn sized him up. “I will try,” he
amended. “You do not know how the mating kiss would work on them
anyway.”

“As it happens I have a
very good notion.”

Rayn narrowed his eyes. “And also a
good notion of how it will affect you?”

Loki shrugged. “Negligibly. She is not
a Saitren woman. It is not mating I have on my mind, in any case.”
He did not bother trying to explain to the Hirachi that the mating
kiss was exactly that—part of their mating cycle—meaning it could
not be summoned at will. Certainly, according to legend, they could
enthrall human women with it, but, also according to legend, it had
minimal effects—short term. They could use it to seduce the
women—who seemed singularly disinterested in allowing a Saitren man
within a mile of them—however drawn to the human female Saitren men
were.

Even that much might not be true,
however. He had no personal experience. He could only rely on
legends from a very long time ago.

Bastin sent him a wry look. “I am
shocked.”

Loki grinned. “Or you either—or either
of you.”

Rayn looked uncomfortable. “It is
still underhanded,” he growled. “You must court her for her
favors.”

That comment pissed off both Loki and
Bastin.

“You say that because you
cannot use the mating kiss to your advantage,” Bastin
growled.

“I have all the advantage
I need,” Rayn said confidently.

“You would not think so if
you could hear how you sound speaking her tongue,” Loki said with a
snort of laughter. “That is the look of awe she keeps sending
you—complete incomprehension.”

Rayn looked his friend
over and decided not to say anything about his dick. It was an impressive tool,
if he did say so himself, but the bastard had an unfair advantage
there, too.

And Bastin.

* * * *

As disconcerting as it was to think
she’d flashed her ass at them, it was even more disconcerting to
discover it had driven them from the room instead of driving them
to anything lustful.

Which, naturally, she was very
grateful for.

But it was still
disconcerting.

She shook it. She was a human. They
probably thought she was gross.
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