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“Let there be life,” a solemn scientist uttered as he played God. A single Hybrid opened his eyes, changing the course of humanity.

Lucien was living without hope for a mate while the military pursued him. Everything changed the minute he looked at Avery. Now he was not only fighting for his people but for a chance to experience love.

Avery was barren, living in a world that only prized women who could have children. Her right to live and die exploded the minute she accepted a drink from a Hybrid and a spark of hope ignited between them.

They became the couple the world hated, danger stalked them, reporters hounded them, and the military wanted the streets to run red with their blood.

War was raging. Could a romance doomed from the start survive? Who would win?
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Chapter One
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In the beginning God created

the heaven and the earth.

Genesis 1:1

That’s not what happened when

the Hybrids were created.

Hybrid history as recorded by Elias.

––––––––
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Lucien stood on the roof of a tall building, a part of—yet apart from the world that passed by underneath it. It didn’t know him. If it did, it would never have accepted him. When there was a lull in traffic, he jumped. The twenty-story building didn’t faze him, and the chance that someone was looking up was laugh-worthy. Humans didn’t look up. They moved with their eyes firmly in front of them while some had a modicum of self-preservation and tried to watch what was going on around them.

When he landed, he slipped out of the shadows he merged with and melted into the street traffic. He walked until he came to Café Bean. It was an upper-crust café that served some of the best coffee in the city. It’s where executives sent their assistants for a mid-morning coffee or their afternoon lunch with another cup of coffee.

He sent the barista a smile when he walked in and then went to sit with the others waiting for him. After his tea was delivered, he acknowledged them.

“What was so important I needed to come here?” Two other males were sitting at the table. Each of them was a Hybrid, someone and something that shouldn’t exist. There was nothing like human ingenuity and scientists who thought men were nothing but test subjects.

“Good morning, Lucien,” Damian greeted before he took a sip of his coffee.

Lucien ignored his friend turning to look at Mikhail. “Good morning, Lucien.” Mikhail’s lips twitched, he enjoyed messing with him.

Lucien closed his eyes, not something he would usually do around others before replying. “Morning, Damian and Mikhail. Why are we here?” There was a note of laughter in his voice. If anyone could erase his bad mood, it was the friends with whom he shared his new life.

“Have you seen the news?” Damian asked him.

He had seen it; that was the cause of his bad mood. If things weren’t hard enough, the government decided to do them one better.

“Genetic experiment... The government takes full responsibility... We aren’t God, shouldn’t be playing with man’s DNA... Did I miss anything?”

“Lots,” Mikhail said. “But that sound bite will do.”

The project had been touted as man’s next big evolutionary step. Not that mankind knew about it. It was kept hush-hush. Only those among the need-to-know knew. It never went as high up as the president; they called it plausible deniability. The truth was they didn’t care what he thought.

The plan was simple, easy, really. The experiments started in a petri dish until the right team of scientists walked in one day and found life.

Man thought he became God.

The experiments continued until they realized that growing a child from the DNA they collected was still out of their reach even in the world of clones and in vitro fertilization. Their God status was reduced to only being gods, but that didn’t deter them.

It was time for human trials. They wanted patriots, men who were loyal to country, family, and the American dream. They were plucked from battlefields, reported MIA to a family that would mourn, to children who would grow up without a father. What was one fatherless child compared to the future of the human race? 

When they had an army of superior white men to lead them into the future, it was time for step two. Mixing their genes with the general population. They brought in willing and sometimes not-so-willing women to reproduce with those males. The rewards they promised the women for their children never manifested. The thought of superior children, the next great evolution in mankind, never occurred.

The scientists weren’t defeated. They went back to the modern age of egg and sperm and sat back as they waited for the first egg to be fertilized. It was to their shock, their utter horror, that the sperm destroyed the egg, attacking it like it was a foreign toxic substance. 

Man’s next evolutionary step had become a dead end. The project was decommissioned; the males who were genetically manipulated either destroyed or left to live a long life in solitary confinement. That’s what the internal documents that were highly redacted suggested. The world would go on, never knowing what they could have become.

Where the slightly ethical scientists ended, the mad scientists began.

“The government didn’t tell the media our names or even what we looked like. They leaked just enough information that anyone with half a brain will be able to figure it out,” Mikhail said drumming his fingers on the table to keep from clenching them.

Lucien spied several humans, giving them second and third looks. Not that it was out of the ordinary, but today in light of the media, they were now wondering if they had been correct all along.

“They want to draw us out. To reinforce the understanding that we are no longer human.” Damian’s hand fisted to control his anger as the coffee in their cups heated.

“Having you around guarantees me the perfect cup of tea,” Lucien dead panned, making Damian’s lips twitch.

They looked from their coffee to his tea and sighed. Lucien was a lost cause as a coffee drinker.

“It’s time we came out of the shadows and made this an equal playing field,” Mikhail said. He was tired of playing games with a government and a military that would destroy them if they could.

“I agree, but why put effort into repudiating the government when we are an evolutionary dead end. Our scientists agree we are not able to procreate with human females,” Lucien said.

“But we can procreate,” Mikhail reminded them. Their scientists had run every genetic factor on their sperm, finding out that they could father the next race, just not with the females available to them.

“Do you suggest that we try to find other races around the galaxy that we are compatible with or find the original aliens that our DNA is now linked with?” Damain asked. He didn’t expect any answers. These were questions they asked themselves in the beginning when it still hadn’t sunk in what had been done to them.

Lucien’s phone rang; he looked around before answering. The person on the other end was frantic.

“Josh, calm down. What happened? I see. Keep your peace; I am meeting with the other two. When a decision is made all will be informed, until then you are no more than you present.” He frowned before placing the phone on the table beside his cup of tea.

“Josh was called into his supervisor's office to be asked if he had seen the news on those Hybrids masquerading as humans.”

“Humans are quite descriptive.” Mikhail laughed.

“Give it some time; we’ll be the nightmare they discipline their children with.” The thought of children gave each of them a soul-deep pain. It wasn’t that they wanted to be fathers right now, but every other male had an opportunity that had been denied them and others like them. That was one of the reasons the old ones had been picked, loyal to family.

“We have a decision to make, one we can no longer put off.” Lucien placed his elbows on the table and steepled his fingers. They had walked up to this line many times only to back off. They were part of this world and thus far had placed more importance on it than on their lives. One leak to the media had changed all that. Now they would have to fight to protect the lives of those they cared for, their brothers.

“How much longer can we hide, Lucien? How much longer can we ask our people to put the wellbeing of those who would see them dead before their own?” Damian said. “Now that the humans know about us, the media will dig until they find the next tidbit of news and exploit it.”

Lucien knew they were right. They had played by the rules the pure humans placed upon them. Those humans had broken the rules leaving more than enough room on the playing field for them to steal the ball. The next choice was obvious, but that didn’t stop him from playing the human side of this game.

“What does it matter? We might not even be alive in a year or ten.”

“The opposite is also true. We may be alive a hundred or a thousand years from now. The scientists, not even ours, can figure out the decomposition rate of our cells.” Mikhail took another sip of his coffee.

“Apoptosis, that’s what Galen calls it. He hates the word decomposition, says that is what happens after death.” Damian chuckled, thinking about their other brother.

That was what the future looked like for them. They had no knowledge of when or if they would die. Their chance of having a family was gone, and now the world would be watching them with wary eyes.

“Not every female wants a child,” Mikhail said.

He was right, of course. Lucien flashed back to the scientists who thought the answer to their problem was simple. They would take females, turn them into Hybrids and mate them with males who hadn’t been part of the test. If one option fails, follow up with another. 

“This is a brand-new future,” one scientist had taunted him as he placed him in a viewing room. “I want you to see what you will never have.”

On the other side of the two-way glass were twenty women. They were all naked and strapped down. The oldest couldn’t have been more than twenty-one. In their mouths was an athletic guard worn to keep their teeth from breaking through the painful process.

“You will be the mothers of the next race of humans,” one of the scientists told the women as he checked to make sure the straps were secure.  

A covering was dropped over each female. It was clear so they could see what was happening within. They would be given a serum that would change their DNA, but they would also be bombarded with a light that would make the internal DNA change possible. One did not work without the other.

They were white and fit. Most of them had blue eyes and blonde hair. The perfect master race, or so the scientists thought. The clear glass domes lit up with a light that caressed the women's skin on the table like it was a lover. The light made their skin shimmer with a glow reminiscent of a beautiful pearl. 

With a word from the lead scientist, the serum was pumped into their veins. Lucien waited. His hand was now on the window wanting to touch one of the women below. Could one of them be a match for him? Could she grant him children and a life that would make becoming a monster worth it?

Then the thrashing came, followed by horrifying screams that penetrated the guards placed in their mouths. The scientists ran to stop the serum. The lights dimmed, and all that was left was the bloody remnants of once beautiful women. 

Once was never enough. They killed thousands of women in their quest for a better race until eventually it was noted that the process was not viable on the females of their race. Why was the question they never could answer. Eventually, they assured themselves the fault lies with the female. The x-gene that allowed her to become female also stopped her from advancing on the evolutionary scale. There would never be a human female Hybrid. It was an end to what could have been the master race.

“They should have stopped when they realized that the process wasn’t viable with females,” Damian said, having no trouble following Lucien’s train of thought.

“You ask them to do the impossible. They betrayed the world and then used their experiments that wouldn’t grant them a master race on those who wouldn’t kowtow to them or their threats. We are the result of revenge gone awry,” Mikhail spoke, his eyes flashing.

“It is time to step out of the shadows.” Lucien stood, allowing the cloak he kept in place to fall. His two brothers stood doing the same.
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Chapter Two
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He maketh the barren woman to keep house,

and to be a joyful mother of children.

Praise ye the LORD!

Psalms 113:9

Two years after Hybrids have been made public.

The world has been made to see us as an evolutionary dead end.

Hybrid history as recorded by Elias.

––––––––
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Avery sat in the specialist’s waiting room, craning her head to look at the television that was blasting the newest reports of the humans that had been twisted into scientific freaks. 

“They used to be human,” the news reporter said. “I have it from a trusted source. They are no longer.”

“They were never human,” the reporter's expert guest said. “There was a plan to get rid of all human races that were considered unwanted.” The male put it delicately. “That’s why they were created, to kill people of color hopefully racially cleansing the earth.”

The reporter, a beautiful African American woman, rolled her eyes.

“You disagree?”

She opened her mouth then closed it as if thinking over her response. “Not wholeheartedly. Do I think some were thinking racial purity? Yes, maybe in the beginning. Have you met Delun, who is obviously not a white male or any of the others? The perfect super-soldier idea died almost from the very beginning, according to my sources.”

“Your sources are misinformed. They may not be white super soldiers, but they were racially targeted. If we can’t make the perfect weapon, then let’s get rid of those who aren’t like us.”

“How do you explain, Lucien?”

“Not every Caucasian male is wanted by the Caucasian race.”

“We’re out of time today. Thank you for coming on, Professor Henderson. You will want to read Professor Henderson’s new book ‘What they aren’t telling you.’ It’s out today.”

“Thank you, Brie.”

“Please come back. We’d love to hear more about the new race sharing our world with us.”

“New race, why don’t they just blow them to hell?” the woman sitting next to her remarked loudly.

“It’s not their fault that they are here.” Avery knew she should keep her mouth closed. “They were like us once upon a time.”

“I am not and have never been a criminal,” the woman said.

“You’re assuming something about them that you can’t know.”

“Where else would they have come from if they weren’t criminals? They found them in jail and used them for twisted experiments because they were the dregs of society. No one would miss them. Then instead of doing the humane thing and putting them out of their misery, they released them onto an unsuspecting world. Don’t be fooled. They are wounded animals that need to be put down like rabid dogs.”

“Ms. Ryan,” the nurse who stepped into the doorway called. “You can come back now.”

Avery stood without replying to the woman. Nothing she said was going to stop the rampant hatred happening. She was angry with herself for saying anything at all.

“Thank you,” she told the nurse after she finished her vital signs before she left, closing the door behind her.

This was her last-ditch effort at a life that she knew was forever out of her reach. She was only here so she could lay to rest this need in her life. When she heard the final news, she would walk forward, refusing to ever look back in her rearview mirror. Some pain wasn’t worth revisiting.

“Ms. Ryan, it’s nice to see you.” The doctor walked in with a smile on her face.

“Dr. Spiva, fancy meeting you in a place like this.” They both laughed, having formed an easy friendship over Avery’s few visits.

“You have the results?” She pressed her damp palms against her jeans, hoping against hope that it would be different this time.

“I do.” Dr. Spiva’s voice was so kind that she knew.

“There’s no more hope.”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Ryan, there’s always adoption.”

Avery nodded her head, too intent with not crying to say anything. 

“We looked at everything... Sometimes,” the doctor tried again. “Sometimes modern medicine just doesn’t have the answer, and mother nature, if you believe in that kind of thing, goes her merry way without anyone being able to halt her.”

“Not every blessing is meant for every woman.”

“That is another way to look at it. Ms. Ryan...”

“Avery, please call me Avery.”

“Avery, will you be all right?”

“Yes, I’ve been preparing myself for this very answer.”

The doctor stood, glancing at her watch. “Take your time. I wish I had better news to give you, Avery.”

“It’s been nice knowing you, Dr. Spiva.” The door closed behind the doctor. Avery gave in to a bit of her anguish, just enough so that when she walked out ten minutes later there were no tears in her eyes.

She walked back to the car, her head in a fog. She drove to the little Italian restaurant where she and her best friend had agreed to meet.

Watching Tiff wave at her like she was crazy made her relax as she joined her at the table. She covered a quick yawn and a slight misstep before reaching her friend.

“Not good?” Tiff’s smile disappeared as her eyes took on a shiny look.

“Hey, none of that. We already knew what the most likely outcome would be. Did you order for us?” She tried to change the subject.

“Not yet.” Tiff drew her into a warm hug. “I hoped it would be different.”

Avery closed her eyes and relaxed into her friend, taking this moment to soak up her love before sitting upright.

“I had hoped, but I knew.” She’d been on this journey for a long time. It started when she and her husband decided it was time to have a child. Her wedding day had been one of the happiest in her young life. Others had said that she was too young to start a family, but she ignored them. When they agreed to start their family, she had been so happy. Then a year passed and another. That’s when she started going to different doctors. When they said she wouldn’t be able to have a child, that’s when her marriage, the one that was supposed to last forever, fell apart.

He loved her. That’s what he said when she was presented with the divorce papers. He’d found someone else capable of having children. She was already pregnant, and he was going to marry her and raise his family, but he would always love her, the lying, cheating bastard.

She kept going to specialists until she knew for a fact that there was no chance of ever having a child. Everything was there; it just didn’t work.

Tiff thought she wanted her husband back or some reasonable facsimile in another man. She was wrong. Avery needed to know who she was and to be able to put aside dreams that would never happen. Today she buried her dream of being a mother while opening herself to other dreams.

“What are you going to do?” Tiff asked her.

“I’m going to drink a glass of wine and eat good pasta in a celebration of life. Then I’m going to go home, catch up on work and maybe make plans to take a vacation. I might walk the treadmill.” She was a little thicker than she would like. “Forget the treadmill; give me dessert.”

They both laughed and placed an order with the waitress. 

“Have you heard the latest news about the Hybrids?” Tiff asked.

Avery went back, searching her memory, but the truth was she was too busy wallowing in her misery to have time for another’s.

“Maybe, but I don’t remember. It couldn’t have been that big of a deal.”

“It’s breaking news. My phone beeped with the update while I was waiting for you. The Hybrids are not allowed to marry.”

“What? Wait.” She held her hand up before summoning the waitress. “I want a merlot in the biggest glass you have.” She wasn’t much of a drinker, so that would do it for her. When the waitress came back, she took a bracing sip and then another. “All right, run that past me again.”

“The Hybrids—those sexy creatures that seem to come from nowhere—are not allowed to marry humans or each other.”

“Why?”

“The courts didn’t want to allow same-sex marriage because they thought it would encourage human men to spend time with the Hybrids.”

“This is getting out of hand; soon, people will be coming at them with pitchforks and Tiki lanterns.”

“Too late, but it gets better. Apparently, they are unable to procreate, that makes them a subclass of human. They are an evolutionary dead end.”

“Are they saying anyone who can’t have children is subhuman?”

“They are, and that’s how it should be,” the waitress added her two cents as she placed their food on the table.

“What if you couldn’t have children? Would it be fair to classify you as subhuman?” Avery asked her.

“I have two children, thank you very much.” The waitress turned her nose up.

“What if is all I’m asking.”

“Then, like Hannah from the Old Testament, I would pray to have a child and wait for God to answer my prayers.”

“What if he said no?”

“God never says no, not to something like having a family.”

Tiff caught Avery’s arm before she could get up and deck the waitress.

“There are good women across the world who can’t have children. Some might not want them; others do. God didn’t answer their prayers. Or for whatever reason, he said no, and that doesn’t make them subhuman.” It came out gritted between her teeth.

The waitress backed up before hurrying away.

“Did it end there?”

“The church came out with open support of what the supreme court ruled. They said that there is no need for marriage if you can’t produce children. Marriage is to preserve the family.”

“Was that the pope?”

“Straight from his lips to God’s ears.”

“What about the other branches of religion? There are more than the Catholics. What about the Baptist, Presbyterian, Methodist, non-denominational? What are they saying?”

“Nothing.”

Was that what mankind really thought? Was she a dead-end, was her line supposed to end because of her inability to have a child? Was the worth of who she was wrapped up in her womb? 

“The court doesn’t always get it right. They are governed by the politics of the people who put them in office, and our court has a definite prolife leaning.”

“They’re supposed to take each case at face value.”

“I’m sure they do. The question is, whose value are they using? If there was a man or a woman on the court who couldn’t have children, I’m sure the ruling would have been different. We all take things at face value as if it’s our right until we meet someone who knows differently. I hate to admit it, but if I didn’t know you as well as I do, I might have been bigoted over the whole issue also.”

She didn’t have to like it, but Tiff was right. Until you spent some time with someone who didn’t have the same innate privileges as you, it was hard to understand the other side of the coin.

They ate in silence, each considering the court ruling.

“Tiff, if you had a chance, would you date a Hybrid?”

“I don’t know. There’s hot sex and no chance of pregnancy to think about.”

“There is that, but honestly, would you?”

“I want to be a mother someday. Then I will call on their favorite aunt to babysit for me.” Avery smiled, knowing she would be godmother to her best friend's kids. “Would you?”

“Have you forgotten already? I’ve sworn off men for the rest of my life. A nun without going to the nunnery.”

Tiff rolled her eyes. The sound of plates breaking drew their eyes to the front of the restaurant. Several Hybrids walked in. The busboy dropped a tub of dishes.

“All they did was walk in,” Avery muttered into the silent restaurant. “Are they really that scary?”

The Hybrids turned to look at her as if they heard.
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Chapter Three
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Whoever conceals hatred with lying lips

and spreads slander is a fool.

Proverbs 10:18

Hatred simmered, occasionally erupting

like a pot striving for full boil.

Hybrid history as recorded by Elias.

––––––––
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Lucien followed the waiter to a nearby table. Their original waitress had been switched out for a male. Everyone expected the Hybrids to grab females and begin raping them in the street. That was how they were presented on many news channels.

“Mangy dogs,” one of the diners called out as they passed his table.

“Dakari.” Lucien placed a hand on his arm. “He’s not worth it, brother.”

They sat requesting three bottles of water. It was a lesson learned; they didn’t drink anything in a restaurant that wasn’t served to them unopened. They wouldn’t have eaten here, but it turns out that some owners only saw green, and their money was plenty green.

“Waitress...” a woman with a high shrill voice called out. “I demand that this filth not sit close to me.” The waitress hurried over, almost running.

“Ma’am.” She lowered her voice in the hope that the customer would do the same.

“Don’t ma’am me.” The woman screamed, cutting the waitress off. “I want that filth moved away from where I am sitting.” Others around her raised their voices, agreeing.

“Ma’am.” The waitress tried again. “According to the ruling from the courts, they have a right to sit in the restaurants like everyone else.”

“When did we grant the dogs a right to eat with humans?” a man shouted from a nearby table, riling up the diners. “Should I bring my Pitt the next time I come? I’d prefer his company to the animals sitting over there.” He pointed a finger at the three males sipping water from their bottles.

“If your dog starts walking on his hind legs and can speak the language, I guess you can bring him.” The waitress was tired of having to fight every time a Hybrid came in.  “You can also talk to the owner. Not that it will do you any good. I have to follow the law. If you don’t like it, you can join the people on the sidewalk picketing.” She walked away after casting an eye at the three Hybrids.

“How long is this going to last?” Jaziel asked.

When they had been changed from human to Hybrid, the people in charge hadn’t allowed them to keep anything of their identity. Their names, birthdays even social security numbers had been wiped. It was like they never existed. They were given a mix of numbers and letters to identify themselves. When they freed themselves from the tyranny of human oppression, they chose their own names. Some picked names from the bible, while others picked names that meant something to them. The name didn’t matter as much as the fact that it distanced them from the ones that held them hostage.

“Hatred doesn’t just go away. When it’s no longer tolerated, it goes underground and gains strength before it rears its ugly head again. If mankind’s past is an indication of its future, we’ll be fighting this same battle four hundred years in the future.” Lucien took stock of the room. People were glaring at him then lowering their eyes when he met their stare—all except one pair of gray eyes that looked at him with interest. There was no disgust or fear in them.

Their waiter came back to the table, interrupting him. He blinked, almost surprised to realize he wasn’t drowning in a pool of gray. After he ordered, he came to a quick decision, one he knew he might regret at some point.

“Would you give the woman at that table,” he pointed the table out, “give the woman with the black hair, another of whatever she is drinking on me.” He handed the waiter a tip and sent him on his way.

“What are you doing?” Jaziel asked as he watched the woman Lucien pointed out. “She’ll be on television tomorrow telling everyone how you...” He shook his head. “How you did something. I can’t figure out what motivates them to lie and how each lie is more ridiculous than the one before it.”

They kept an eye on her, watching as the waiter brought her another glass before pointing out Lucien. She raised the glass he sent her, and he raised his water in salute before she took a sip. He smiled when she gave him a nod of appreciation.

“That’s the way it was meant to be, a male sending a female a glass of wine without the whole world coming to an end.”

“But it is coming to an end. Look around you,” Jaziel said. They looked to see people staring at the woman calmly drinking her wine, grinning at the others.

There was something in her smile that said she was over this. Lucien appreciated that smile. When their food came, they looked it over before taking a bite. Humans could be nasty. That was also a lesson learned.

The woman left before they did. He wished he could have asked after her name but going to talk to her would have painted a bull’s eye in the middle of her forehead. It was risky sending her a drink.

“Let’s pay and get out of here.” Dakari stood.

They left a generous tip for the waiter before leaving. Across the street were people who watched them walk into the restaurant. They dropped whatever they were doing to form a mob of picketers.

“It’s been two years. I don’t understand.” Jaziel stopped to stare at them.

“Do we have to put you through another history class?”

“No.” He wrinkled his nose in disgust. “I think what bothers me is that there is at least one person of every ethnic group out here feeling the need to protest our right to breathe. Some of them know what it feels like to be on this end.”

“We’ve given them something they never had before,” Dakari told him.

“Solidarity. They are too busy protesting us to pay attention to their small and insignificant differences.” Lucien looked, wondering if he would spot the woman from earlier. “What I wondered, in the beginning, was how would I have acted if I wasn’t one of the humans picked to be experimented on.”

Dakari and Jaziel lowered their eyes. 

“Gun!” It was screamed from the crowd. Dakari and Jaziel ran to protect the crowd while Lucien ran toward danger. One second, he was standing with his friends, and the next, he was disarming the gunman.

His movements were fast and automatic. Lucien kicked the man using his height to force his arm upward. He pulled the trigger, but it was fired into the air. Lucien hit him in the throat when the male tried to bring the gun down before taking it away. He brought his knee up and broke the gun over it. With disgust, he threw it on the ground.

The cops who were called to the scene were staring at him. “I thought your job was to protect. If not me and mine, at least your people standing in the crowd.”

“Why bother with them?” Dakari asked.

Lucien didn’t know how to answer. They would have sacrificed people for something as stupid as finding out what color blood ran through his veins. The religious zealots were convinced the Hybrids blood wasn’t red. If it were any other color than what Jesus shed, then that was a sign from the Lord himself that Lucien and his people were meant to be slaughtered.

“Let’s get out of here.” They moved around the crowd until they got to their car. There was still a crowd, but they stood far enough away to keep from being hit by the dogs as they scurried for escape.

“Something has got to change,” Jaziel said when one proud human stepped forward and spit on the car.

“If we could remember or find out who we were.” Dakari slid deeper into the comfort of the front passenger seat.

“Could you imagine that? Mom, I’m home. I know I look different, but I’m still your baby boy.” The bitterness in Jaziel’s voice was something they all had to deal with over the years, especially the last two. Since they were outed, all they were denied came into deep focus.

They were roughly ninety minutes away from the city. No one wanted the alien-human Hybrids next door to their precious children. They had been forced from the city and given land on which to make their homes. It was a rocky, hazardous undeveloped terrain. It was also slightly toxic. That made it perfect for their needs.

As far as the eye could see, there were single-story dwellings that were in constant states of disrepair. The media would send their choppers to hover over their land roughly once a month. Then they would assure the people that the Hybrids were living in squalor. The only question they had was why no one was ever seen outside.

They drove the car into the garage of the house reported to be Lucien’s and waited for the garage door to close. When they were sealed away from prying eyes, Lucien hit a button on the dash that activated the pad underneath the car. It smoothly dropped down several hundred feet below the earth. They drove off and parked in the huge lot where all the cars were kept. The system they used to bring the cars down was also used to rotate cars, so there was never a car blocked in when the owner was ready to leave.

They had a choice of walking to Hybrid City or using the moving walkway. They decided on the walkway. Their city covered a larger area than they were awarded on the surface. Since there were no permits on land this deep, they considered it theirs. 

This was the main way into their city. Upon entering, there was a long street with shops on either side. There were benches and tables, and chairs set out for them to spend time together and apart. The strip was five miles long with every entertainment a colony of males would want. That wasn’t true. It lacked females.

High above were light fixtures that came from the original aliens to this planet. They weren’t crystal as far as their scientists could figure out, but the technology was so far advanced it would take years, if not centuries, to understand it. It kept the strip and the rest of the older part of the city lit. The colors from the lights were dazzling.

Their city also had night and day. It wasn’t an earth day with a blue sky or an earth night. The sky was more lavender with subtle pinks in it. They could have looked for a way to change it, but it helped calm them after spending time under a blue sky with a yellow sun. The night wasn’t as dark as the earth night, but it did fade to a deep purple streaked with lilac. The moon was silver in the sky, while the sun was a fiery red.

Beyond the strip was an outdoor area with trees and flowers not native to the earth, as well as a lake. When they passed that, they were in the residential area. Dakari and Jaziel moved to different walkways to take them home. Lucien stayed on the main one watching as his house came into view. It sat alone, the biggest house in the city. What one male needed with that much space was still a mystery to him.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Four
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For I know the thoughts that I think toward 

you, saith the Lord, thoughts of peace,

and not of evil, to give you an expected end.

Jeremiah 29:11

The future begins with a single thought.

Hybrid history as recorded by Elias.

––––––––

[image: ]


Avery sat on the couch thinking back to what happened last week at the restaurant. She’d been unable to stop thinking about the Hybrid that sent her the drink. It made sense, after all. She was done with men, and although he was a male, the world had decided they weren’t human. That should have turned her off; it would have turned her off if she agreed with them.

He was tall, but they were all tall. It had something to do with being mixed with alien genes, or that’s what was leaked to the press. The shortest Hybrids came in around six feet, and it was speculated they were that short because they were under six feet before their conversion. Conversion like they were going to some state-of-the-art church where they were accepting Jesus and swearing to give up a life of crime. She laughed at her own joke even though there was nothing humorous about it.

Having their human DNA combined with an alien had to be hard, but that wasn’t what set them apart. Who could see what you looked like on such a granular level? It was how they looked on the outside after they stopped hiding their appearance. It started with the hair. Each of them had shoulder-length hair or longer. No one knew why they didn’t cut it. It had caused speculation and kept newscasters and talk show hosts up late debating it. It didn’t stop there; their hair was black. Every single Hybrid she saw had black hair. Strange, but no reason for concern or debate. Each Hybrid had a stripe of color along both sides of his head. That was one of the defining factors that set them apart. The colors themselves were unusual. There was lavender, light green, and rose. Those strands of hair almost looked like they were highlighted in silver. They were amazing to look at in the sunshine, but at night, that hair made the Hybrids look like a fantasy come to life. The one who sent her the drink had lavender strands in his hair. That meant he had lavender eyes because the hair and the eyes matched. They had silver pupils. ‘According to the doctors,’ the lighter pupils made them more susceptible to sunlight.

She wasn’t a doctor, just a woman who enjoyed having a drink bought for her. If one could get past the hair, eyes, and height. Most of them were about six-six, then there was the skin. On their faces starting behind their ears, going down their necks, and disappearing under their shirts was a line the same color as the hair and eyes. It reminded her of tribal markings. Each one was a little different but close enough to the others to know they all belonged together. They were sexy if you had a thing for primitive males.

She couldn’t be the only one who thought they were hot, could she? With a shake of her head, she reassured herself that others thought the same way. They were just smart enough not to tell anyone. When her phone rang, she gave a happy smile. Thinking about Hybrids wasn’t the best use of her time.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
HYBRID

SERENA SIMPSON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





