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This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this writer.

 



 


WARNING:

 


This story contains some descriptive scenes of
intimate pleasure shared between consenting adults as well as some
brief descriptive scenes of violence unrelated to intimacy which
are inappropriate to children and will be offensive to some
adults.
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Note to the reader:

 


The principal elements of this story were previously
released under a different title by Glynn Glenn who requested that
this writer rewrite and release it under his own name.

 


* * * * *

 


A grammatical note:

 


Since Sunshine and those who are genetically related
cannot be easily categorized by English language third person
singular pronouns, the swung dash (~) is used in front of the
standard pronoun to indicate that they are functioning in a manner
similar to the stated pronoun.

 


 


* * * * *

 


An explanatory note:

 


Since the terms ‘sentience’ and ‘sapience’ have
changed definitions and usage over time, this writer does not use
either term to describe an intelligent self-aware being. Most
humans are anthropocentric in that they consider humankind to be
the most significant entity in the universe whether that’s as a
result of evolution or a creative deity or some other cause.
Therefore, humans have and will probably continue to use humanity
as their criteria by which to determine if another species consists
of intelligent self-aware beings who are of equal value with
humans.

Throughout history, some humans have been unwilling
to acknowledge other humans as having equal value to themselves
whether the differences between them had to do with ancestry,
economics, gender, geography, language, religion, social status, or
any of a multitude of other factors. Because of that, this writer
will make the assumption that when humans use themselves as the
criteria to judge another species, they will use the more positive
attributes of humanity such as compassion, empathy, and
respect.

Based on those factors and since this story is
written from a human perspective, this writer will use the term
‘anthro-equivalent’ to refer to a non-human species which is
considered to consist of intelligent self-aware beings who are
acknowledged by humans as having equal value with humanity.
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Chapter 1

 


Just as he’s about to pull the trigger on the weapon
he’s holding, immense pain erupts in his right hand and he’s barely
aware of the sounds in his ear which his brain belated recognizes
as words, “Hissss, you would seek to harm one of The People?”

He struggles through the pain to turn his head
towards the voice, and his eyes have to cross in order to focus
enough before he can recognize that the face which is so close to
his is furred and fanged. Since he refuses to believe that an
animal could have him at a disadvantage, in spite of the pain which
he’s slowly mentally pushing away, his left hand moves to his side
and pulls out his razor sharp hunting knife, but before he can
plunge it into the body next to him, that hand erupts in pain.
Since both of his hands are incapacitated by pain which comes close
to overwhelming his senses, it takes him awhile to become aware
that his own knife is at his throat. It takes longer moments for
him to recognize that his knife is in the grip of . . . a tail?

Again, the voice asks, “You would seek to harm one of
The People?”

While he’s doubtful that his mental efforts have
reduced the intensity of the pain he’s feeling, he manages to
respond, “I was hunting an animal.”

“Hiz hiz. You are the animal. Do you not believe and
were taught that your recent ancestors were monkeys and your
distant ancestors were lizards or fish? We of The People like to
eat lizards, fish, and monkeys.” Suddenly, a rough tongue scraps
across his cheek then the voice proclaims, “Mmm, meat which carries
its own salt. You will be a tasty treat.”

The reduction of pain in his left hand when it’s
released barely registers before his right hand feels like it’s
being torn apart. When some awareness returns, he realizes that his
weapon is gone.

“Move. We go to the . . . meeting place.”

When he feels a sharp poke in his back, he stumbles
forward and puts one foot in front of the other. While his eyes try
to watch where he’s going, he notices that his hands have blood on
them, but he can’t tell how much and he’s afraid to lift them in
order to look at them more closely. With sharp pokes to his
shoulders to guide him, he walks along what must be some sort of a
trail, but it’s seldom distinguishable from the surrounding
vegetation.

He doesn’t know how long he walks since his pain
limits his awareness to stumbling over roots rather than tripping
over them. When he hears, “Halt,” he stops, but when he feels
another sharp poke in his back he starts to step forward then stops
as he feels something around his neck which prevents his forward
momentum and almost chokes him.

He tries to cautiously back up to relieve the
pressure around his neck, but he can only move an inch or so before
the sharp instrument digs into his back and he feels a fresh
trickle of hot blood roll down the inside his shirt. He soon finds
that in order to keep the pressure off of his neck and the sharp
thing out of his back, it puts him into a rather uncomfortable
position which threatens to be made worse each time he takes a
breath. And since his arms are now stretched back behind him
without him being aware of when it happened, he’s unable to do
anything.

Almost more unpleasant than the physical pain and
discomfort he’s experiencing is the humiliation of being captured
and trussed up so thoroughly. As a former champion of survival
scenarios and prisoner of war games, he’s half tempted to shove his
back onto the sharp instrument in order to sever his spine rather
than be rescued by his team mates while he’s stuck in this
position. While he considers that thought more thoroughly, he
becomes aware that his captor has stepped out in front of him and
is examining him as though it’s wondering whether to broil him or
to boil him.

Now that he has his first good look at the creature,
he tries to just see it as an animal, but he has to admit that no
mere animal could have caught him and immobilized him so
thoroughly. Reluctantly, he admits that there appears to be
intelligence behind those eyes which are surrounded by fur on a
face which reminds him of the pictures of felines from his
ancestor’s planet of origin. The creature is standing upright on
its two hind legs and is almost as tall as he is. Although the body
is more slender than his, it’s clearly muscular which makes him
initially think that it’s a male until a second glance across the
unclothed body reveals no obvious male reproductive organs, but
shows what appears to be six very small breasts in two columns down
the front of its body.

The creature looks him over again then says, “Take a
good look, animal, while you can. Even if your eyes are saved as a
treat for last, they won’t be able to provide you with any
information once they’re separated from that sorry excuse for
intelligence which you carry around in your head.”

His curiosity gets the better of him and he blurts
out, “What are you?”

“You couldn’t pronounce either my individual name or
what we call ourselves, so we’ll stick to the simple term that I am
one of The People. . . . Animal!”

“I’m not an animal. I’m a human. My individual name
is Mal Li-Khi. I’m from the planet Renewal, and I’m the leader of
the security team for an elite group of scientists who are
examining worlds for possible colonization.”

“Hiz hiz. Hu-monz.”

The creature makes it sound like a curse word.

“We know all about you, hu-monz. You don’t colonize
worlds. You destroy the inhabitants, then you plunder, pillage, and
rip out whatever natural resources you can fairly easily acquire
while you overpopulate the world as though you were . . . rabbits.
Then your elite and wealthy leave your less fortunate fellow
hu-monz behind to rot in the pollution and nuclear waste they
produced while they go on to another virgin world in order to steal
it from the natives and rape it. Yes, animal, we know all about
you, hu-monz.”

Mal starts to lunge and lash out in anger, but he can
barely move without choking and stabbing himself. After he forces
himself to calm down some, he responds, “How could you possibly
know anything about us? You don’t have any space flight or any
technology. Hell, there’s no evidence that you have any industry,
of any kind.”

“Hiz hiz. You are funny, Mal hu-mon. Just because we
don’t make a world destroying mess with our industry doesn’t mean
we don’t have any. Just because you can’t see something doesn’t
mean it doesn’t exist.”

Mal doesn’t like to think about that because the
pollution on Renewal is getting rather pervasive and more people
are becoming sick although the government and business leaders
refuse to admit that the pollution could have anything to do with
the health of the citizens. As he tries to think of something else,
he finally realizes that something is odd and asks, “How are you
able to speak my language?”

“With difficulty. It is so clumsy and verbose with so
many contradictory and duplicate definitions. It would be much
better for proper communication if you could speak our language,
but, sadly, you do not have the capability.”

“I’ve learned other languages and can even imitate
some of the sounds of animals.”

“Well, of course you can, since you’re only an animal
yourself. . . . Temper, temper. I suggest that you calm down or
you’ll only hurt yourself worse and ruin a potentially good
meal.”

Mal barely notices a flash of movement, but suddenly
his shirt is open . . . and in shreds. Then a sharp claw is poking
at his chest and upper abdomen.

“There is more to a language than mere sounds. Even
you hu-monz can recognize some non-verbal communication. I’m sure
that you can recognize the difference between this,” Mal struggles
with himself to not willingly lean into the soft fur of the
creature’s paw/hand which caresses his cheek, “and this,” he can’t
stop himself from immediately leaning his head back from the claws
which seem to suddenly sprout in front of his eyes. “Yes, you do
recognize the difference which means we just communicated without
words even if it was a rather basic expression of thought.”

It takes a few moments for Mal to regain enough of
his mental equilibrium to say, “Okay, maybe you do have some
difficulty in being able to speak my language, but how did you
learn it in the first place? Humans have never visited this planet
before and I don’t recall any reports of explorers finding . . .
people who look like you.”

“Not all of The People have the same shape which I do
and some only need a little disguise before they can intermingle
with humans and be unnoticed. We can also monitor your
communications, but you don’t need to know any of those
details.”

“If your people have been intermingling with humans,
that must mean you have space flight. How come we didn’t see any
evidence of it?”

“We make a much greater effort to live in harmony
with the planet we live on and to do as little damage to it as
possible. It may take more careful thought, but there are ways to
accomplish a lot of high technology activities without being
obvious about it. And if somebody talks me out of having you for a
meal, maybe you’ll be privileged to learn more about us.”

Mal thinks about that for a little while then says,
“Thank you for that thought and I’m sure I wouldn’t be as nice of a
meal as you seem to think. . . . Would it be possible for me to
have a drink of water?”

“Of course. Where are my manners? Here you are as a
guest and I haven’t even offered you a drink.”

Since he’s so thoroughly stunned at such a statement,
Mal can only stare as the creature walks off. A couple of minutes
later when the creature returns, he tries to keep his tone
semi-civil as he asks, “Guest? Do you always treat your guests this
way?”

“And how would you treat me if I was the type of
person to shoot first and ask questions later?”

“Oh.” He accepts what appears to be a hollow reed
sticking out of a wooden container, cautiously sips, then he has to
stop himself from greedily drinking down the pure water. When his
thirst is temporarily satisfied, he tells the creature, “Thank
you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Before anything more can be said, they hear the
sounds of movement coming nearer with clearly human grumbles and an
occasional loud expression of pain when one of the humans expresses
dislike for being herded against their will. As they enter the
clearing where Mal is tied up, a couple of them stop in surprise
then yelp when they’re prodded to keep moving. One of them asks,
“They got you too, Mal?”

“I’m afraid so.”

Another one speaks up, “It looks like they’ve got you
trussed up for dinner.”

“Be quiet, Jer.”

“Why? You’re not in any position to make me be quiet.
Besides, it looks like somebody’s got the hots for you. I always
did want to try one with a t . . .”

There’s a blur of motion and Jer is just starting to
lift his hands to catch the blood which is pumping from his slashed
neck when he collapses.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


While the stunned looks of the other humans turn into
exclamations of disbelief and outrage, Mal happens to notice that
his captor is carefully and calmly washing off its claws with the
water he didn’t drink.

Finally, Mal finds his voice and forces himself to
somewhat calmly ask, “Why did you do that?”

His captor answers, “He was a disgrace to hu-monz
because he thought that half of your species was only useful to
satisfy his selfish desires. I’m surprised you hu-monz allowed him
to live.”

He almost agrees then says, “Among humans, we have
courts of law to determine whether someone is guilty of a crime and
if they are guilty, we imprison them instead of execute them.”

“Was that one ever taken before a court of law?”

“Well, a few times he was accused of wrongdoing, but
he usually found a way to leave the planet before he could be
formally tried.”

“Then I have accomplished what your judicial system
could not.” Before Mal can respond, the creature turns to the
others of its people to briefly speak to them and receives obvious
expressions of approval. His captor turns back to him and says,
“Before you judge me as an individual, know that that one had
already been judged by The People and we were simply waiting for
him to express his criminal practices towards one of us so the
victim would be entitled to complete the judgment.”

“What did he do to you?”

“Wasn’t it clear from his own words that he intended
to rape me?”

Mal hesitates to admit, “Yeah, I guess that is what
he meant.” He watches as the other humans are dispersed around the
clearing with guards. A couple of minutes later, two of the humans
are assigned to undress Jer and gather up his possessions before
four of The People pick up his naked body and carry it into the
forest. After they step out of sight, he asks, “What are they going
to do with him?”

His captor answers, “Feed his body to the animals.
There’s no sense in letting fresh meat go to waste.”

Mal is more than a little surprised at that
considering what the creature has been telling him and he
eventually manages to asks, “Your people aren’t going to eat
him?”

“No. We generally don’t eat beings who display signs
of intelligence and self-awareness.” His captor turns to him with a
rather feral grin and says, “But I’m still thinking of making an
exception with you. Animal!”

He doesn’t understand why the creature seems to be
making an effort to antagonize him, but, somehow, he manages to not
react this time. After he thinks for a little while, he asks, “What
can I call you?”

“One of The People.”

“I mean you as an individual. How do I distinguish
you from the rest of your people?”

His captor steps very close but he’s afraid to move
considering his precarious position and its lightning speed. This
time its grin isn’t as feral as before, but it’s still full of very
sharp teeth. A moment later, it says, “Hiz hiz. You can call me . .
. ‘Sunshine’.”

Mal is so surprised at that answer that he simply
blurts out, “Sunshine?”

“Yes, doesn’t Sunshine on your shoulder make you
happy?” as it pokes at his shoulders with very sharp claws.

He can only stare as the creature walks away then he
sees it greet a similar creature with a very warm hug and a rubbing
of cheeks. As his captor walks further away, the other creature
walks towards Mal, looks him over, shakes its head, and says,
“Please take a small step forward.”

Although he’s hesitant to move, Mal suspects that
this creature is even more dangerous than ‘Sunshine’ so he obeys
and almost sighs with relief to feel the sharp instrument removed
from his back. He then stiffens as he sees this new creature lift a
long sharp claw to his neck, but it slices through the rope or vine
which is around his neck before it releases his hands. It takes Mal
a moment to realize he’s free, but he knows that he had better
behave or he’ll end up like Jer. He waits a moment longer to see if
the other creature is going to do something else before he says,
“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. . . . I wonder if that one will ever
learn how to treat a guest.”

Mal briefly stares at it then exclaims, “A guest?
Nothing about how I or my team mates have been treated would
suggest that we are guests.”

“And how would you respond to somebody who was
trespassing into your home or personal space?”
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