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Chapter 1
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“The healer has been summoned, General.”

General Azar kept his face expressionless while inside his heart raced. “Are the guards present?”

The soldier nodded. “Yes, sir. As you ordered we increased security around her room.”

His tension eased and Azar let out a soundless sigh. “Good. Let me know when the child arrives.”

The guard clicked his heels and left. Azar paced as soon as he was alone. Nerves kept his muscles tight and anxiety played havoc with his stomach. His men saw him as a strong leader. A man incapable of feeling. Azar didn’t tolerate failures in others. All knew the penalty for disappointing him was death.

And yet he had failed as surely as any of the thousands of soldiers under his command. All because of one Earth woman. His pacing led him to the window overlooking the view of his massive courtyard. Several contingent of soldiers practiced maneuvers and their sharp shooting skills. A part of Azar’s mind critiqued their form but the other part remained on the events taking place down the hall in another wing.

His sex slave, Victoria, was giving birth to their child. A child that would do what Azar had been unable to do in the nine months since he’d purchased her from a Marenian slaver. Make her stay.

The phrase repeated in his head like an ill fated mantra. No longer would she run from him. No longer would she try to escape. Because if Azar had learned nothing else over the last few months, he’d learned that the Earthling was passionate about those she cared about. And there was no mistaking the truth he’d discovered. She cared about the baby she carried despite its father. Despite him.

During her pregnancy Victoria had been meticulous about her health and caring for herself. She didn’t skip meals. Didn’t throw things at him in a fit of temper when he threatened to come to her bed. Which he hadn’t done.

Azar turned away from the window and headed to the private gym he used in his rooms if he was too restless to be around others. He hadn’t visited Victoria Bastien’s bed since her maid informed Azar of the pregnancy. He’d done everything he could to entice Victoria. Given her gifts, allowed her freedom to roam his home with guards. 

Azar muttered a foul word under his breath. He’d even ordered his cooks to try and recreate Earth meals from holo images.

But leaving her alone sexually was his latest bid to achieve her affections. Unfortunately when he checked on her or asked how the course of the pregnancy progressed, she looked through him. Her green eyes would glaze over as she retreated somewhere deep inside where he couldn’t follow. If not for the medical professionals assigned to her care, he wouldn’t know anything.

Azar snarled and tore his uniform from his body. When he was down to his shorts he went straight to his weight rack and set the pulley for maximum drag. Looping each of his wrists through the handles he hefted the solid weights. With every push and pull as he worked his muscles, Azar grunted.

He knew now that he had gone about things the wrong way. Not watching the servant assigned to Victoria when she’d initially arrived was his first mistake. The servant had thought to help Azar with his unwilling slave and dosed her with Climax. He’d had the man executed but using what he’d learned about her body while she’d been under the influence of those drugs had been Azar’s second mistake. And for a woman as strong and defiant as Victoria that was two mistakes too many.

His arms strained as he pulled back on the weights sharply, forcing himself to increase his pace as anger boiled over. Azar had never cared about the feelings of the women he took to his bed. Women lusted for him. Lusted for his power. Not Victoria though. His Earthling was the first sex slave he’d ever owned even if it was by accident. But how could he resist?

When the Marenian paraded her in front of him as a gift, Azar had been entranced with her beautiful dark hair like a starless sky and bright green eyes. Her lush figure had dragged a response from him despite his attempts to remain neutral. Then Azar committed the ultimate offense by doing something he abhorred. He accepted the gift of ownership unable to let her be taken away by the vicious Marenians. 

Initially, Victoria had resisted his advances. She failed to respond to his flattery or attempts to converse during the three day journey to his home world. That hadn’t put him off though. The first night they arrived on Spectar, Azar had gone over every detail for their first dinner together with meticulous care. He’d planned to woo her during the meal with stories of his victories in battle. To his surprise and pleasure, Victoria hadn’t resisted him that night. Or the next as he fed his hunger for her body over several of the best weeks of his life.

Only to discover a servant had laced each of her meals with the aphrodisiac Climax.

Victoria had caught the guilty servant adding the drug to her food one morning. She’d lashed out. Yelled at the servant. At Azar. Disappointment glittered in her eyes as she threw things at him. Precious gifts he’d given her. She refused future tokens of remorse but had no choice in keeping the others because he threatened anyone who helped her move them. 

The weights strained his muscles as Azar relived the moments that commenced his downfall. He’d been full of himself in those early days. Full of his growing feelings for the Earth woman and so sure she’d realize he had nothing to do with drugging her. When Victoria continued to resist his overtures Azar let anger and pride rule his next actions. He’d used all he’d learned during their time together and seduced her to his bed.

As a trained soldier he relied on weapons and his knowledge of her body became a weapon Azar wielded with ruthless intent. Each touch, each stroke and kiss played to all the things he knew Victoria liked. Deep caresses. Gentle strokes. Whispers of adoration. All of it turned her on and had her climaxing in his arms without benefit of any drug. When he pulled back in triumph to smile in her face, tears had slid silently down her cheeks.

“And now you would rape my mind as you have raped my body,” Victoria said.

Her words devastated. Azar fell away from her, his body hard and swollen with lust for her because he’d held back his release. For her. Always for her. He made sure not to touch her as he rose to his feet. How could she think he’d ever harm a hair on her head when he loved her? “I gave us what we both wanted.”

“What you wanted,” she snapped, making no move to cover her glistening body flush with the rosy hue of pleasure. “I will never forgive you.”

And she hadn’t. The next day she’d attempted her first escape. His soldiers brought her back, a dark bruise marring one cheek as she met his stare with bold defiance.

“What happened?” Azar asked calmly as Victoria turned her head away.

“She attacked me.”

Lasan held one arm in an iron clad grip while Victoria struggled. Rison wasn’t exerting as much pressure on her other arm but his hold was solid as well. Between the two men there was no where for her to run.

“You couldn’t subdue her, Lasan? One frail woman?” Azar asked, not taking his eyes from the sudden sneer on Victoria’s face. His heart clenched at the visible sign of her hatred for him.

Lasan smirked and tightened his hold on Victoria’s arm causing her to wince. “I merely slapped her to get her to cease.”

“Ah, I see.” Azar drew his weapon and fired his laser directly at Lasan’s head.

Victoria screamed as the soldier dropped beside her. Azar couldn’t meet her gaze and found it easier to face Rison. “She is mine.”

Azar waited for Rison’s sharp nod of acknowledgement. “She’s not to be injured. Ever. Make sure everyone knows this or there will be more useless soldiers to me.”

“Yes, General.”

He turned his back on them unable to face Victoria and her judgment. “Get her back to her room and have someone clean up this mess.”

“Yes, General.”

“You monster,” Victoria shouted behind him. “You’re nothing but a monster!”

He steeled his heart against the pain her words caused. It was a good thing his people thought he had no feelings. If they did, they’d know that he loved a human from Earth who wanted nothing to do with him.

And he was a monster. At least she had that right.

***
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“General. The babe arrived but both are ill.”

The past faded away in a blur at the announcement. 

Azar paled and stared at his healer. The weights clattered back into their holdings while he loosened his hands from the loops. “What do you mean?”

Victoria was fine. She took care of herself. He’d made sure of it.

“I’m sorry, General Azar.”

“Move.” He shoved aside the man and left his room with rapid strides uncaring of his state of dress. He hurried through the halls, turning the corners that lead to the women’s section where he’d had Victoria moved after he’d stopped sleeping with her.

He entered the room to crying. Two female servants assigned to Victoria’s care during her pregnancy huddled in a corner on the floor their tears and crying grating on his nerves.

“Get Out!”

They jumped but fled without complaint. Victoria moaned. Azar was at her side in an instant, unconcerned with the weakness he revealed by his simple action.

“What’s wrong with her?” She was pale. Too pale.

“I don’t know, General.” Another healer. This one as useless as the other.

Azar reached for Victoria’s hand but even in her delirium she jerked her soft fingers away. His own curled into a fist as pain lanced through his heart. He was a fool. She’d never forgive him for his past mistakes. He glanced around suddenly, the silence of the room sending a chill down his spine.

No one else was in the room aside from the sniveling healer and himself. No. No, his eyes begged as his gaze became frantic. She wouldn’t survive this on top of everything else he’d forced on her.

“Where...where is the baby?” The question came out rough. Choked.

Their child. The only thing of his that Victoria wanted.

“The boy is fairing poorly.”

A son. Azar’s mouth curled. He had a son. Then the words sunk in. “Where is my son!!”

“I...I, Garron took him away.”

Was he surrounded by imbeciles? “Bring him back. Now before you kill them both.”

A mixed race Spectar child could not survive if separated from the mother.

***
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2 weeks later

“Are you well?”

Victoria forced herself to respond though she wanted to slap the man’s face. “I’m fine.”

“And ...our son?”

“My son,” she emphasized,” is thriving.”

She hated that her son had this man’s blood in his veins. But she didn’t hate her son. A secret smile curved her lips. Victoria loved Kyele. He gave her a reason to wake every morning even in this hell hole where the General forced her to live. Azar would never let her leave this forsaken world. The people mindlessly did his bidding, the government giving him leeway to do what he wanted. All hail the conquering hero.

At least, she didn’t have guards anymore. Victoria snorted. Azar didn’t need to guard her now. He had guards on Kyele. The bastard knew she’d never leave her son behind.

“Victoria.” His voice was soft. The voice he used when he wanted something from her. She hardened her heart against weakening. “Will you ever see me as more than your jailor?”

“No.” She answered quickly for fear the truth would cause her to hesitate. Because along with her hate, other feelings were growing.

Victoria had to give him credit. His campaign had been perfectly planned. No drugs, no forced seductions. Giving her gifts and lulling her into a sense of safety were his new MO. And she feared falling for this new side of the General. 

“Then I am sorry for that.” He sighed and stood slowly, the crisp uniform of dark green highlighting his muscular frame.

The sadness Azar didn’t hide in his gaze tugged at her emotions. Why did he have to be so kind? All she’d ever wanted was a husband to love and a family. Instead she’d been kidnapped by aliens and given away as a prize. Victoria blinked back tears as the General left her alone. As soon as the door closed, she left the balcony where he forced her to share breakfast with him each day. As if the small concession would soften the blow of being held against her will.

She headed down the familiar hall of his home until she reached the nursery and eased the door open. Her heart lightened at the gentle cooing that came from the cradle against one wall. The guard rose to his feet at her approach, hand flying to the ever present weapon at his hip.

“Madame Victoria, are you well?”

“Fine, Faan.” Victoria leaned over the rail and lifted Kyele.

His eyes were green. For now. She wondered if they’d darken or stay the same. He had a full head of black hair but the ends held a slight curl. From Azar. Victoria’s hair was bone straight no matter what she did to it. Azar’s black waves had curled around her fingers on those nights they’d shared so long ago.

How did she end up in such a precarious position?

“I love you,” she whispered in her son’s ear and blinked back tears.

***
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Days turned to weeks and weeks turned to months. Victoria soon found herself relaxing. Almost as if accepting this new fate life had given her. Never did she think that signing up for the Singles Program, designed for Earth women to find husbands on alien worlds would result in being snatched and turned into a sex slave.

Of course she only had one owner. Her gaze strayed toward her open window and the man standing at the front of hundreds of soldiers in the courtyard below. Section by section, row by row, he walked. A nod here or fierce frown there. General Azar of the renowned Spectar army. No one came within miles of the planet for fear of calling down his wrath. Servants talked and apparently none of them considered Victoria a danger. They spoke freely of the battles he won when warring fractions sought to overrun their home world years ago.

Victoria placed her palm on the window. Not even the Marenians entered the Spectar air space, knowing the General had a reputation for commanding his troops to shoot first and ask questions later. The people hailed him as their greatest leader ever and treated him with an almost obsessive homage.

Azar singled out one of his men, who stepped forward and saluted crisply. Azar spoke though she couldn’t hear the words and two more soldiers joined the first. In the blink of an eye, he pulled the weapon from a holster on his hips and fired in rapid succession. All three men fell.

Victoria gasped, heart racing. Uniform clad men came forward and removed the bodies of their slain comrades. No one looked surprised nor moved. Least of all the General who’d taken those lives in a blink.

“They betrayed Spectar.”

She turned at Faan’s voice. The young man designated as Kyele’s guard made no secret of his growing feelings for her. Unfortunately only one man here made her heart race.

“What did they do?” She asked.

Faan steered her away from the window, his hand light on her shoulder. “They sold secrets about strategic formations for one of the flight units. General Azar has already struck them from the records. Those patterns will never be used again in fire fights.”

Harsh punishment but from what Victoria had seen of the worlds beyond Earth, perhaps it was fitting. Her limited exposure to the Marenians, a race of slavers, was enough to let her know there were horrible places she couldn’t imagine. Worse than Spectar and if possible, worse than Marenia.

“Would you like to walk?” Faan’s brown eyes lit with hope.

A walk. Victoria’s lips curled. As if she was a pet. “Why not?”

But not without her son. She hurried over to the soft mat on the floor where Kyele lay on his back, his foot in his tiny grip. Smiling, she picked him up and smoothed out the yellow one piece he wore. He grinned, a new skill, and patted her cheeks.

Faan waited at the door, his patience one of the things she appreciated about him. Too bad her heart belonged to a man who didn’t deserve it.

Through the halls, gazes turned in their direction. Servants nodded, soldiers saluted and many smiled at Kyele. For her their stares contained frustration. They wanted her to acquiesce to their General’s overtures. Everyone knew she didn’t share his bed. A sex slave who didn’t have sex. Her smile was self-deprecating. Victoria didn’t care. It was no secret she didn’t appreciate being kept hostage. A soft, lush jail with all of the amenities was still a jail.

She and Faan reached the outer courtyard where Azar ran through his daily routines with his men. The air was warm but Victoria still cuddled Kyele closer. She waited with Faan on the outer edges of the field until he deemed it safe and led them forward. Her soft flat shoes kicked up dirt as they crossed a well worn path. 

She’d watched the General lead his men in maneuvers a time or two before. Victoria flushed. Maybe a dozen. Usually by Azar’s request to see his son when he was too busy to get away.

Those summons had caused Victoria to be snippy at first. She’d refused until he came himself and took Kyele down without a glance for her. At first, it took a moment for her to pinpoint the reason for her annoyance. Envy. She’d been envious that he wanted to spend time with his son and not her. After that time Victoria didn’t tarry when he requested Kyele’s presence on the training fields.

Azar shouted at the men on the front line, drawing her gaze back to him. He wasn’t in his customary uniform. Today, the General wore a thin short sleeve shirt in an olive shade of green tucked into the waist of black cargo pants and military grade boots with silver buckles up the back. The short sleeves pulled taut over his straining biceps. His voice rang out as he yelled another command. 

Not by a single twitch did the soldiers reveal any hint of their true feelings as bodies shifted and feet changed direction in perfect sync to his orders. Hardened killers under the command of the single man striding back and forth in front of them. They wore olive green uniforms with a silver star on the front of the jacket and a chest harness containing deadly guns.

Azar halted when he spotted Faan and Victoria’s approach. His gaze brightened and her pulse kicked up a notch. He met them halfway, already reaching for Kyele. No one could miss the adoration on his face as he stared at their son.

He glanced up, piercing her with a sharp stare. “Is everything alright with him?”

She shrugged, shooting Faan a look but the loyal soldier backed up to give them privacy. Pointless. A quick look around revealed hundreds of eyes turned in their direction. Her cheeks heated. She should never have come down but a yearning she couldn’t explain had compelled her.

“Victoria?” Azar stepped closer and lowered his voice. “Do you need anything?”

Was there hope in his tone? She met his blue eyes unable to read his thoughts. “I brought Kyele out for fresh air.”

Disappointment flashed then Azar nodded as if this made perfect sense though she’d never come down without his specific request before. “Do you mind if...if I keep him with me?”

Such hesitancy. She’d done that. Made him doubt his right to time with his child.

“Of course.”  He’d just killed three men in cold blood yet Victoria had no fear that he’d harm her or their son. In fact, she was beginning to suspect he’d protect them with his life.

And that didn’t bode well for her future plans.  
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Chapter 2
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This was it. The perfect opportunity. So why did it feel wrong? Victoria wrapped her arms tighter around the blanketed bundle in her arms. Luckily Kyele slept deeply. At a year old he was a happy baby. He’d started talking and she swore from his expressions he understood everything she said in turn.

“Not much further,” Marlo murmured.

Victoria glanced up at Faan. The slim Spectar had been the perfect guard from the moment of Kyele’s birth. He loved her son as much as she did. A lot of the General’s men had come to love the half-Earthling baby. His pink skin and giggles entranced them. Apparently Spectar weren’t happy babies. Or maybe it was Azar’s change in demeanor when around Kyele.

Her breath hitched when she thought of the General. Azar doted on their son. Seeing him carry Kyele around the courtyard while he commanded his men in practice, or shouted orders from his balcony overlooking the training fields always warmed her middle.

Who would have thought the harsh dictator could have a soft spot? One he’d exhibited time and time again when it came to her or the child they’d created.

“Faan,” Victoria hissed. She had to speak with him about her nerves.

“What is it, Victoria?” He slowed to draw even with her.

“Something doesn’t feel right.” She kept her eyes on Marlo and the other man with him. They were a few feet ahead of her and Faan.

Faan’s dark eyes misted, a sign of his Spectar form as his protective instincts rose. “What does it feel like?”

Like someone wanted her dead.

“We should go back,” she said instead. She didn’t trust any of the General’s men with the exception of Faan. She didn’t like the way some of them eyed her when Azar wasn’t present.

“We can’t go back. This is the one time he’s dropped security and the ship’s captain has already been bribed and paid for.”

Victoria bit her lip, flooded with doubt. Maybe she should stay. Her relationship with Azar or lack of seemed to be changing. His concern for her was reflected in his questions about her day or when he visited to play with Kyele. They’d grown closer over the year though she’d yet to resume the sexual aspect of their relationship she knew he longed for. A few times their hands brushed and heat flared between them. She’d almost kissed him twice yesterday.

Faan paused and gripped her shoulders, Victoria snuggled Kyele closer to her chest. Faan’s brown eyes blazed with concern and another emotion she refused to acknowledge. “Don’t give up. You wanted to leave, remember?”

Victoria sensed the others paying attention. The three soldiers stopped and glanced back. They didn’t trust her. Good. She didn’t trust them and the only reason she’d gone along with Faan’s plan to leave was because she knew the loyal soldier was in love with her. He also loved Kyele. Victoria had used that to her advantage though she didn’t return his feelings. Her heart was already taken by the very man she ran from. She wanted to be free.

But not at this price. Not if these men wanted her dead. She nuzzled the swirls of hair on Kyele’s head. The baby soft curls tickled her chin. Her son meant the world to her and getting him back to Earth was all she could think about.

Except thoughts of Azar kept intruding on her desire to escape.

“What do you want, Victoria?” Faan asked simply.

She didn’t get to answer as the jarring sound of alarms ripped through the night. Victoria jerked and Kyele let out a small cry.

“Hurry,” the soldiers ahead cried.

Forcing back her regret, Victoria ran with Faan. Away from the General’s strong hold.

***
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Azar couldn’t believe the report on his desk. His heart pounded against his chest. “How long ago?”

“Sir?” Hectley swallowed.

“How long has Victoria and my son been missing!” Azar exploded from the chair behind his desk and grabbed the young man by the collar of his uniform.

Hectley’s face lost all its color. “Not long. Maybe an hour.”

“Where’s Lieutenant Faan? He never leaves their side.”

It didn’t matter that the guard was in love with Victoria. As long as the soldier didn’t act on those feelings Azar let him live because Victoria trusted Faan. He was the only one of his men who didn’t cause her to jump in fear.

Hectley didn’t bother struggling, remaining limp in Azar’s grip. “Faan is missing as well, General.”

Azar roared with rage and dropped Hectley who stumbled and fell back, his chest rising and falling as he panted. If Faan was missing then he was with Victoria. Had the man he trusted with all that he loved betrayed him?

“There’s more, General.” Hectley rose to his feet despite the danger in facing him. “A hit squad was sent after them.”

“No!” Azar staggered back. His heart seized and he couldn’t catch his breath. He controlled three hit squads. Small manned groups perfected in the art of assassination. “By whose orders?”

“Rizon, sir.”

The one soldier he considered more loyal than Faan.

“Cancel the orders.” Azar grabbed the weapons from his top desk draw, belting them on and raced from his office.

Hectley ran beside him, obviously determined to drive Azar mad. “Per your instructions and protocol the hit squad has shut down all communication until the assignment is completed.”

Sweat beaded Azar’s brow. Three of his deadliest soldiers were after the woman he breathed for. The son they’d made together. He couldn’t lose them.

Azar pointed to his brightest soldiers as he passed them in the hall. “With me.”

He burst through the main doors of his hall and paused long enough to think of which direction Faan would have taken Victoria. Sirens sounded in the far off distance. The port. Azar closed his eyes and exhaled. After all he’d done, the steps he’d taken to make her fall in love with him. For naught. Still, Victoria wanted to leave him.

“What are your orders, General?”

Azar stiffened. Enough was enough. You could not force love and at last he accepted this. “Find the Earth woman and my son. No harm is to come to them.”

Heels clicked as several troops raced off into the dark. Azar pointed to Hectley. “Find the squad sent after them and tell them to stand down.”

Hiding the fear tearing him apart, Azar shifted forms and took off for the space station. If only he could reach her before the hit squad.

The thought tapered off at the sound of weapon fire.

***
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The sight of the shuttle caused Victoria to stumble in relief. Faan caught her by the elbow, his face pale. She slipped to her knees, the pain in her chest all encompassing.

“Kyele,” she gasped, handing over her sleeping son from her trembling hands.

Faan secured her little boy in a tight grip and dropped to one knee beside her. “Not much further. Your freedom is almost in reach, Madame Victoria.”

She was about to be free but not in the way she’d imagined. Victoria pressed a hand to the growing stain on her front. Only her will to see her son safe kept her from falling sooner. “Will you tell him I loved him?”

Tears glistened in Faan’s brown eyes. “Don’t give up, Madame. Tell Kyele after you’re better.”

Sweat beaded her upper lip. She hadn’t meant Kyele. It was Azar her heart cried out for as the darker edges closed in on her vision. Azar’s warmth she craved. Victoria swayed and didn’t feel the ground beneath her as her body slumped to the side. Faan held Kyele with one arm and reached for her hand. Their fingers clasped together.

Victoria stared at the stars above as her heartbeat grew sluggish. So many regrets. Stubbornness had robbed her of the ability to realize every dream she’d ever had was within reach. Azar. She didn’t believe he’d sent men to attack her despite the taunt of the one soldier Faan shot after she was hit. Someone deliberately sent the highly trained assassin squad after her. Someone who’d discovered her plan to escape. But not the man who made no secret of his feelings.

In her foolishness she’d given them the perfect opportunity to strike against the General. Her death would destroy him. She realized it now as guilt flashed through her but Victoria blocked it. Her son was an innocent baby and she didn’t want him raised here if danger lurked in the corners. “Promise me, Faan. Take Kyele away. Raise him without anyone the wiser. Don’t let Azar’s enemies get him.”

The General had thousands of soldiers under his command. People quaked in their boots when he walked the halls. But he had enemies too. The same who turned on her could turn on Kyele. That’s not what she wanted for her beautiful son. She might not have given Azar her heart when he asked but she’d give their son life.

“I promise,” Faan whispered, the wet of his tears on her cheeks.

***
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Explosions rocked the ground. Azar arrived at the port, his chest tearing with pain at the sight of three of his fastest ships burning. Flames soared skyward. Frantic he raced forward, hope keeping him from accepting what his gaze showed.

He almost tripped over the body. Dark hair spilled across the ground.

“No!” Azar roared in anguish as he fell to his knees.

Savage denial had him biting his tongue on the next scream until blood filled his mouth. Not Victoria. Never his beautiful love. Azar cradled her limp body close and rocked. He cupped her still warm jaw. “Tesa? Don’t leave me, please. Not like this.”

Soldiers stormed the port, weapons drawn. Too late. Far too late. He searched for Faan even as he held tight to the woman in his arms. Where was his son?

Hectley came toward him, face drawn. “We have witnesses who saw Faan carry young Kyele into the ship closest to the blast zone.”

One of the burning vessels. Azar closed his eyes and nuzzled the silk of Victoria’s hair. The heady scent he’d grown to love filled his nostrils with a bittersweet burn. Jagged pain seared his throat. He opened his eyes and glared at Hectley. “Find who did this.”

It didn’t take long. Within days, confessions flew from cracked, bloody lips and swollen faces. But not the leader who instigated this tragedy. Azar couldn’t discover the one individual who had set his nightmare in motion. As a result he slaughtered the ones he could find. Those involved in Victoria and Kyele’s death were stamped out. He was like a mad man. Soldiers fell beneath his rage, traitors lost their heads but none of it brought back his son and none of it brought back the woman who’d taken his heart to the grave with her.

From that night on, he became known as The Butcher and no one dared cross him again.
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Chapter 3
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From the time of his maturity, Kyele accepted that he was a ruthless killer. He would always be a ruthless killer. It was a fate he couldn’t escape no matter his upbringing. The lesson was first brought home to him his last year of school when he killed a fellow student who thought to tease him for not having a maman.

The death was purely accidental. Kyele’s punch had only knocked the young Enotian back but the slick floor had caused the student to lose his balance and fall. The male’s head hit the stone barrier leading to the outside quad. Dorin was dead in an instant.

That easily Kyele killed for the first time. The next death came about due to the manifestation of his natural gifts. One moment he’d been enjoying a brief trip on a space station away from home, the next a group of drunks cornered him. He killed four that night defending himself and the guilt weighed heavy on him no matter what his adopted papan said.

Faan, a former soldier for the Spectar army, had brought Kyele to the peace loving planet Enotia to raise him. He assured Kyele that his genetics didn’t determine the path of his future. Kyele almost believed him until he’d killed those four men.

As a child some things he knew without being told. He wasn’t a native Enotian as evidenced by his dark hair and deep green eyes. Eyes that tormented him throughout his youth because of their unnatural brilliance. There had been fights early on based on the color of his eyes. Taunts and teases claiming Kyele used some manner of enhancement on them. While the blond haired blue eyed people of Enotia welcomed many, children often fell on instinct and singled out those different.

Kyele was without a doubt different and fell victim to their stinging words. He’d had no means of defense. No way of declaring his true lineage and roots because he didn’t actually know why he looked different.

Furthering the feelings of separation, Faan impressed upon him a large dose of fear if anyone found out they shared no true familial connection. As a result, Kyele stayed to himself, quiet and calm when others laughed and played in abandonment. Longing was squashed. Needs pushed to a far corner of his mind. If he craved a sense of belonging, a desire to be loved, he blocked those feelings too. It wasn’t to be. 

At eighteen, Kyele questioned the details of his birth and Faan admitted at last the truth of his mother’s death and revealed his birth father’s identity. A sex slave and a man known as The Butcher. Ironic that such a dark beginning was his. It fit. 

To add on to the dark shadow that made up his life, Faan took it upon himself to avenge Kyele and his mother since he’d revealed the mystery surrounding Kyele’s origins. The very day after disclosing his past, Faan returned to Spectar with the intent to kill the General only to be killed by the man’s soldiers before he even breached the main gates of his notoriously fortified compound.

Faan’s loss was a reminder that Kyele was responsible for another death. Loneliness almost overwhelmed after such a major event in his life. The foundation of all he knew crumbled beneath a crushing weight. A desire Kyele couldn’t put a name to ruled the measures he put in place to survive over the years to come.

Females confirmed his decision to stay by himself. Fear blazed from their eyes in his presence as if they sensed his darker nature. As if his bad blood acted as a warning beacon. Unable to reveal his parentage put him at a distinct disadvantage amongst the males of his home world who sought permanent bonds.

After all, who would want him? The one time he’d hinted at his roots, the female proved to him he was unworthy. Lesson learned. He wouldn’t make that mistake again. Presentation, the Enotian custom for binding to a loved one, would never be an option for him.

Until years later when his Unit Leader met his Chosen. Kyele watched the formidable Torkel fall completely in love with the Earth woman, Faye, and knew then the possibility of a female wanting him enough that she wouldn’t care about the blood on his hands or his parentage.

Joni Miller was that female. She was Kyele’s obsession.

Right now, her smile tugged at his heart as she hugged her best friend, Sylvie Forrester. The two of them had gone through a lot together as prisoners in an illegal Marenian slave auction. After their rescue, Sylvie had formed a relationship with his Jutak team mate, Arak O’tir, which thrilled Kyele. Not because his friend was happy but because it meant Joni wouldn’t leave Enotia. Kyele refused to consider how he’d react if Joni decided she didn’t want to stay on his home world permanently. If the day ever came it wouldn’t be pretty. 

He’d heard the talk.

Crazy.

Dangerous.

Hopeless.

Kyele agreed he was all of those things. Circumstances made him the way he was but there were a few who earned a special place in his life. A small selection of people he’d never allow harm to come to. 

Torkel made the list and by extension his Jutak brethren. Torkel for accepting him on the teams when the psych medics declared him high risk. His Jutak brethren because they placed their lives in his hands without blinking every time they went out on missions.

A few months ago, Kyele added another person to his short list. She sat on the other side of the room from him with a smirk on her face as she teased Sylvie. Joni attracted Kyele on all levels. She had an inner strength that couldn’t be denied.

After her experience as a sex slave one would expect the Earth female to withdraw or become quieter but she hadn’t. To Kyele she fairly sparkled. Her clothes. Her hair. Everything about Joni drew him and Kyele reaffirmed his vow right then and there as he watched her enjoying something as basic as being with her friend.
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