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    Dedication:To my wonderful friend Rosemary in Chicago—you are a spark of joy, a whirlwind of laughter, and the reason middle age feels like an adventure instead of a waiting room. Thank you for making our moments together unforgettable and for proving that life only gets better when you keep the fun alive. Always stay the vibrant, incredible person you are—because honestly, you make middle age look pretty darn fabulous. And to every middle-aged woman across the globe who still has the mind of a twenty-year-old but sighs at the rebellion of her fifty-year-old body—this book is for you. For the aches we didn't see coming, for the battles with gravity that seem strangely personal, and for the defiant sparkle we refuse to let fade. You are strong, smart, witty, and downright inspiring. Never stop dreaming, laughing, or reminding the world that middle age isn't the end of the story—it's just a new chapter where we get to be even more amazing. 
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​​​Introduction
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If Tabatha Jo’s life had a theme song, it would be “Bad Luck Blues” with a cosmic remix. At 54, she was booted from her job by a machine that probably didn’t even say “thank you,” and given the glorious promotion of janitor, complete with half the pay and none of the dignity. On her way out the door, she trudged to her car through freezing cold—because obviously, misery loves company—and found her faithful sedan had decided to take early retirement. Fantastic. Naturally, she ended up hiking miles home through a snowstorm, muttering under her breath about cardio not being part of the five-year plan.

And just when she thought her luck couldn’t get worse, aliens showed up. You know, the kind that doesn’t even offer you a complimentary fruit basket when they abduct you. They grabbed her by mistake, realized she wasn’t in their target demographic (read: not fertile enough for their sci-fi baby factory), and promptly slapped her into a medical stasis pod like the universe’s saddest piece of carry-on luggage. Bonus twist: they totally forgot about her when they evacuated their base. A million years passed—because apparently, intergalactic bureaucracy is slower than Earth’s—and when Tabatha finally woke up, she found herself on a strange planet in a shiny new body. Think early 20s athleticism, abs she didn’t ask for, and a face that could land her on the cover of “Space Vogue.”

Her transformation came with perks, though—she sold the stasis pod for interstellar riches, bought a spaceship, and accidentally adopted the sassiest AI roommate in the galaxy: Madam Silky. Silky, the sentient ship, was equal parts sultry and mischievous, constantly whispering thoughts like, “Tabatha, invite that brooding alien onboard. He looks lonely. Let’s make him less lonely.” As if having her ship act like a celestial pimp wasn’t enough, Tabatha discovered Silky could reconfigure herself into combat mode, making her a lethal weapon with questionable priorities.

Life in the galaxy wasn’t exactly glamorous. Tabatha quickly found herself knee-deep in the chaos of intergalactic mercenary work, assembling a crew of misfits who danced on the razor’s edge of sanity but excelled in loyalty and skill. There was Brodska, an inventive engineer with a flair for shapeshifting into a formidable dragon; Kieran, a sleek, black-panther-like assassin who could dissipate into literal smoke; Rex, a sarcastic pilot who could maneuver the ship through danger with breathtaking precision; Zerta, an iridescent navigator with a knack for solving puzzles and tracking down even the trickiest leads; Caden, her cyborg second-in-command who shared leadership with the fierce warrior princess, St’Racika; Waza, the ship's fearless cook who could whip up anything with flair (or improvise explosives, if the kitchen was unavailable); Volt, the electrifyingly serious ship doctor with an unmatched focus on healing and diagnostics; and Friska, the enigmatic feline diplomat who could talk circles around any alien dignitary.

With Madam Silky’s constant stream of unsolicited suggestions (“Tabatha, that handsome alien over there looks like he needs "company”), and Tabatha’s shoot-first-ask-questions-later mindset, the crew operated as a symphony of controlled chaos. Together, they were unstoppable—an unconventional but fiercely united force that took on the missions no one else dared to touch.

Of course, trouble found her—because why wouldn’t it? Enter Warlord Throm, a galaxy-sized egomaniac who decided Tabatha would make the perfect queen after she killed his elite guards and told him, in no uncertain terms, to shove off. The guy was obsessed. He was like that one ex who just can’t take a hint—but with more horns and fewer manners. Now Tabatha had to dodge Warlord Throm across planets while trying to locate a legendary wormhole generator that might reconnect her to Earth. Meanwhile, she discovered her Atlantean heritage while sneaking into the Forbidden Zone to hunt for clues. Her ancient DNA unlocked abilities she didn’t even know she had, and the revelation explained why she always seemed to attract chaos like a galactic magnet.

Her adventures brought her to Retruas, the sentient planet infamous for its sarcastic rivers and always talks in riddles that seemed specifically designed to torment her. Here, Tabatha undertook the Trial of Life, thinking that she was still on Earth to only find out that her apartment is not hers anymore but rented out to hotty that looks familiar. When she realizes that she is not on Earth and in the Trial of Life on Planet Retruas that the snarky sentient planet never gets to the point only talks in riddles and the commentary of someone clearly had it out for her. “Dodging one trap doesn’t mean you’re clever,” it quipped. “It means you’re lucky. And we both know what type of luck Tabatha has."

As if her plate wasn’t full enough, Tabatha was kidnapped by shadowy figures known as the Shadow People, servants of The Devour—an evil entity hell-bent on swallowing entire universes across dimensions. Tabatha barely escaped with the help of her fiercely loyal cyborg second-in-command, Caden, who secretly harbored feelings for her. Add in the four Ergosian brothers—telepathic, shapeshifting alien archaeologists who adored her to the point of competing for her attention. Tabatha’s new life started resembling an intergalactic soap opera.

Through it all, Tabatha realized she had something she’d never had before: a family. Her crew—quirky, loyal, and sometimes downright bizarre—had her back through every twist and turn. Whether she was dodging Warlord Throm’s capture attempts, uncovering ancient relics, or saving the galaxy from "The Devour." Tabatha Jo faced every challenge with grit, sarcasm, and a newfound sense of belonging. Galactic chaos? She was ready for it—and her family made it all worthwhile.
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​Preface​

The Wild Ride of Tabatha Jo
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There’s nothing like waking up after 1,000,054 years in stasis and realizing that not only are you still alive, but the universe has somehow decided you still have unfinished business. And so, begins the chaotic, snark-filled journey of Tabatha Jo—expert gambler, accidental goddess, reluctant fugitive, and proud owner of one sentient spaceship named Madam Silky.

From the moment she opened her eyes in that pod and found herself face-to-face with two ridiculously beautiful aliens, St’Racika and Caden, her life was no longer her own. One obstacle course victory later, she was striding into a shipyard, ready to claim the vessel that practically called to her. But Madam Silky wasn’t just a ship—she was alive, a force of her own, and more importantly, she had plans.

Plans that, unfortunately, involved Tabatha being dragged into an intergalactic mess.

Between bar fights with Greek-God-looking strangers, a sleazy emperor trying to turn her into a zoo attraction, and a royal invitation that revealed St’Racika was actual princess material, the surprises just kept piling up. And if that wasn’t enough, her arrival on Xylora somehow earned her the title of goddess, which meant more chaos, more followers, and a crew that wasn’t quite sure what they had signed up for.

But things really escalated when Madam Silky led them to the sentient planet Retruas, where a Trial of Life awaited. Betrayal, espionage, and a well-placed trap turned the tide against her enemies, culminating in the capture of St’Greemus—scheming uncle, slave-trading enthusiast, and overall headache. Tabatha and her crew delivered him back to Troubluar for his well-deserved punishment.

And that was just part one.

This story was too big for one book, so here we are—this is just half of the adventure, the first installment of something bigger.

Bigger threats. Bigger discoveries. And bigger trouble.

Because if you think things are complicated now, you have no idea what’s coming next.

Welcome to the first half of a universe-sized disaster. Buckle up—it’s going to be a ride.

This part one of two parts of a story is packed with action, adventure, and characters I absolutely adore.  Much to my surprise, I had to divide this story up to two parts because it was too big to print. I went over by 73 pages. So, with a hard decision because I truly wanted to share this story, I had to divide my story up. While it’s a complete tale, I’ve written in characters I could expand on in future books. Fair warning: this story contains mature themes, including group intimacy (girl-on-girl, threesomes, foursomes, and male-on-male), as well as a reverse harem—because, let’s be honest, that’s the way to go! LOL.

There are also a few triggers, like kidnapping, war, death, drinking, and bar fights.

This book had a little help from AI (Artificial Intelligence), so grab a drink, settle in, and enjoy the ride. I’ll catch you after the story—happy reading!
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Tabatha Jo’s Old Life
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​

​

​

The bitter cold prickled my skin as I trudged home from work. My feet ached after being on them for twelve grueling hours, and to top it off, my car wouldn't start. Just what I fucking needed. And to make matters worse, my boss called me into his office at the end of my shift to tell me that my job, the one I had dedicated over twenty years of my life to, was being eliminated. They offered me a janitorial position with fewer hours and less pay. It was either that or no job at all. As a single woman struggling to make ends meet, this news hit me hard.

I tightened my jacket around me, trying to shield myself from the biting wind. I still had a few more miles to walk since the car plant where I worked was outside of the city limits. Everyone else had left before me, probably eager to avoid the bad weather. I could have asked my boss for a ride, but I knew he would just laugh in my face. The memory of our conversation replayed in my mind.

I remembered standing on the assembly line, working on the last two dashboards before I could go home for the night. A tap on my shoulder made me jump and I stopped the line using the button in front of me. It was one of my co-workers signaling that our boss wanted to see me. I shouted out asking what he wanted, but my co-worker just shook his head and pointed towards the boss's office.

He shrugged his shoulder, and I shook my head in frustration, taking off my gloves and stuffing them into my pockets before following the arrows that led to the boss's office. Finally reaching his door, I knocked nervously.

"Come in," came the muffled reply from behind the closed door. Taking a deep breath, I opened it and stepped inside.

"Did you want to see me, Charles?" I asked, trying to keep any emotion out of my voice.

"Yes, yes, come in and take a seat," he said, not looking up from the papers scattered on his desk. I took a seat in one of the chairs facing him as he continued searching for something.

"Tabatha, I have some news for you," he finally said, glancing up at me briefly before returning to his search. "We are eliminating your position on the assembly line starting first thing Monday morning. The line is going to be computerized. However, since you have been a loyal employee for over twenty years, we have decided to offer you a janitorial position with reduced hours and pay."

I sat there in shock as his words sunk in. After all these years of hard work and dedication, this was my reward. A demotion and pay cut. But what choice did I have? I needed this job to survive. The tears that were threatening to fall finally spilled over as I nodded my acceptance of the new position.

As I made my way to my car in the freezing cold, I couldn't help but wonder how I was going to make ends meet with this new job. The job market was tough, especially for someone like me - a fifty-four-year-old woman with limited experience outside of working on an automobile line. It seemed almost impossible to find another job, let alone one that paid enough to cover my bills.

I got into my car and shut the door. Putting my key in the ignition and trying to start my car. It wouldn’t turn over. I try again and once again nothing happens. I fucking knew this was going to happen. It would be just my luck. My luck is shit right now. I laid my head down onto the steering wheel crying.

I lifted my head to see who was left to help get my car started. There was no one. The plant was closed up tight and the only vehicle in the parking lot was mine and my boss. I have no other choice but to leave my car here and walk home in the freezing cold with snow on the ground. I got out of my car and started to walk.

The only thing going through my mind is how I am going to make ends meet. To pay my rent and food on the table. I barely have that with the money I was making now. But as I trudged through the snow-covered streets, I knew I had no choice but to keep moving forward and find a way to make it work.

Despite the troubles and challenges, I always find a way to make it work. As I trudge through the worn, litter-strewn streets towards my dilapidated apartment building, I can't shake the feeling of unease that clings to me. Suddenly, a rustling noise behind me makes me whip around, heart pounding in my chest. But there's nothing there, just an empty street with shadows lurking in the corners. The darkness seems thicker tonight, like a heavy blanket draped over the city. Hairs prickle on the back of my neck as I turn back around and quicken my pace. A chill wind blows, carrying faint whispers that send shivers down my spine. Suddenly, another noise startles me, and I reach for my pepper spray, fingers fumbling in my bag. But before I can even grasp it, a sharp prick on my neck makes me cry out in fear and pain. And then everything goes black.​​

******
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THE UGLY ALIEN'S SHARP, jagged features contorted in anger as he spoke. "Why did you grab her? She's past child-bearing age and useless to us. We needed a young female to sell immediately. With the recent losses, we need to make up for them before the Warlord finds out."

The other alien, his face rounder and softer, defended himself. "I saw she was a female. I didn't know she was old. I thought any female would do in that awful weather. I grabbed eight others plus her."

The ugly alien punched his companion in frustration. "It will take years for her to be of use to us." He let out a huff of annoyance before continuing, "Fine, put her in the medical stasis pod. It might fix her and make her younger. We'll check on her in a couple of months and see if it's working. Then we'll decide what to do with her."

He turned his attention to another female, while the other alien slung Tabatha over his shoulder and made his way to the medical room. Throwing open the pod, he practically tossed Tabatha inside before closing the lid and wheeling it down the hall. Eventually, they reached a closet where he was instructed to store her.

Nudging her into the back corner, he quickly left the closet and shut the door behind him, not giving another thought to Tabatha.

Meanwhile, back in the medical room, chaos erupted as alarms blared, and lights flashed red. The two aliens looked at each other in confusion before realizing that it was time to evacuate.

As they hurriedly made their way out of the room with the female they were examining over his shoulder, forgetting about poor Tabatha stuck in that dark closet, the ground shook violently and debris rained down from above. In all the haste and panic, they had left behind Tabatha without a second thought.​​

******
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"WE HAVE ENTERED ORBIT around the planet, Captain," the navigator announced.

"Excellent. Keep us in low orbit and scan for any activity down there," the captain commanded as he stood up from his chair. "Let me know immediately if you find anything."

"Aye, Aye, Captain," the navigator replied dutifully.

As the captain turned to leave the bridge, St’Racika entered through the doors. "I see we've reached our destination. Have we begun scanning?" she asked, a hint of annoyance in her voice.

"Of course. That's why we're here," the captain retorted, growing irritated with her questioning.

St’Racika narrowed her eyes at him. "No need to be snippy, Captain. Remember who owns this ship and pays your salary."

While their argument simmered in the cockpit, Caden was busy inspecting their latest haul in the cargo hold. His cybernetic arm effortlessly lifted and scanned each item, assessing its value. A notification on his head-up display caught his attention - a message from St’Racika asking for an update.

"Just a routine check. Everything is in order," he responded promptly, keeping focus on his important task.

But back on the bridge, things were becoming far from routine. The scanners had picked up a weak signal deep within Xylora's tropical jungles.

"Captain! We've detected something," the navigator exclaimed over the intercom system.

Returning to the bridge with a scowl towards St’Racika, Captain Narek leaned over the navigator's station. "What is it?"

A pixelated image appeared on the display panel, slowly revealing a man-made structure nestled among Xylora's dense vegetation. But it was what the thermal scans showed that caused gasps among the crew - a faint heat signature, steadily fading.

Caden's communication device buzzed again: "Unidentified structure discovered. Possible signs of life. Requesting ground support."

His glowing electric-blue eyes narrowed as he read St’Racika's message. There was no choice now - it was time to suit up and investigate further.​​

******
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IN THE DEPTHS OF THE ruined alien medical room, Tabatha lay in her stasis pod, suspended in a state between life and death. Tubes and wires that snaked around her body, connecting her to strange machines that hummed and clicked in their attempts to reverse decades of wear and tear.

But Tabatha remained oblivious to all of this, lost in a world of her own as she drifted through time and space. Little did she know that across the vast expanse; her saviors were hurtling towards her with determined speed.

As the memories of harsh Earth winters flickered through her mind, Tabatha's gritty resolve to survive burned stronger than ever. But she could never have imagined the ultimate test that awaited her in this unknown place.​​

******

[image: ]


AS CADEN DONNED HIS combat gear and prepared for a drop onto unknown territory, he felt a strange twinge, an uncharacteristic flicker of anticipation. He doesn’t know why his heart and pulse picked up or how significantly this mission was about to change all their lives.

Meanwhile, St’Racika, the pragmatist, prepped the drop ship and ran through emergency protocols in her head as she stared at the encroaching green mass that was Xylora. "May our ancestors guide us," she murmured to herself, before strapping herself in next to Caden.

"Ready to dance?" she asked her cybernetic companion.

He just grunted in response, his focus on the jungle planet growing larger on their approach screen. Whatever waited for them there, they were ready... or so they thought.

St’Racika hit the throttle, and the drop ship descended through the verdant clouds enshrouding Xylora. The ride was rough, as Caden's cybernetic grip tightened on the armrest. The humid atmosphere of Xylora clawed at their ship like desperate hands until they finally broke through to see the dense jungle canopy below.

As they neared the coordinates of the signal, St’Racika deftly maneuvered the ship through sinuous vines and towering trees that seemed more like behemoths from a fantasy than actual flora. She landed them on a small clearing with a thud that shook their bones.

"Show time," St’Racika announced, unstrapping herself and making her way towards the exit ramp.

Caden gave one last look at their ship - his lifeline in this alien world - before following her lead. The air was humid, thick with unfamiliar scents and sounds of wildlife thriving in every corner. It was almost overwhelming for his enhanced sensory input. But he took it all in stride. They had a job to do.

They ventured deeper into the jungle, their steps softened by the damp, mossy earth underfoot. St’Racika navigated them using her handheld tracker, while Caden scanned their surroundings for potential threats lurking beneath Xylora's vibrant foliage.

After what felt like hours of slogging through tangled vines and past exotic plants that could probably eat a man whole, St’Racika's tracker beeped loudly. They were close to the source of the signal.

Cautiously they treaded until they finally reached an overgrown structure protruding from a hillside like a broken tooth. The place looked abandoned, but an eerie hum resonated from within, the telltale sign of active alien tech.

"Alright," Caden began in hushed tones, "we get in, grab whatever's causing the heat signature, and get out."

St’Racika, her warrior eyes gleaming in silent agreement, pulled out her Xnyoenx blade. "After you, Ironclad."

As they infiltrated the alien facility, they found themselves in a corridor lined with blinking machines and glowing conduits. Dust particles drifted lazily through the air, illuminated by the occasional flicker of failing lights.

It was what they found at the end of that corridor that left them in stunned silence. A translucent door slid open to reveal a small, dimly lit room within which was a closet...with a stasis pod. And within that pod, unconscious and seeming eerily peaceful in suspended animation, was a human.

"Shit," St’Racika breathed out, her usual cool composure shattering as she took in the sight of the human woman encased in amber light. "This complicates things."

Meanwhile, inside her stasis pod, Tabatha was blissfully unaware of her new visitors and the whirlwind of emotions they carried with them; of Caden's calculated concern for her wellbeing or St’Racika's unexpected pang of sympathy for this stranger from another planet.

Their mission had just taken an unexpected turn that would lead them all into uncharted territory.

Bloody brilliant. The last thing they needed was a very rare and very female human.

It has been a long time since they saw a human. Humans been outlawed owning. All directions to their planet were destroyed and forgotten 750,000 years ago. Once in a great while you might stumble on a colony of them but with laws in place they are to be left alone and not to show them yourselves. For them to remain ignorant of what is beyond their planet.

If caught owning a human slave, it is death right on the spot by whoever see the human. A free human found outside their planet is allowed and is to be reported to United Galactic Union to be registered. So, yes, things just got complicated and dangerous.​​

******
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CADEN'S CYBERNETIC features rearranged into what could only be described as a grimace as he retorted, "But complications are what make things interesting." He reached out with his sleek, black arm to touch the stasis pod, his eyes flickering with electric-blue interest. "Let's see about waking Sleeping Beauty."

St’Racika's cry echoed in the alien chamber, filled with an urgency that made Caden's metallic fingers pause just short of the pod. She stepped forward, her well-muscled arm acting as a barrier between him and their unconscious charge. "We have no idea how this technology works, or what kind of effect it will have on her if we intervene. Or even how long she has been there. We can leave her here and forget we even saw her. Remember, she will have to be registered and tagged. That tagged can be dangerous in our line of business. Think about it, Caden. We can’t have the government watch us do our business. That is sure fire for us to get into trouble. In some systems we are considered pirates," she is shaking her head, “No, let’s forget we found her.”

Caden looks at the pod and then looks at S’St’Racika with empathy on his face. “No, we can’t just leave her here. She is a sentient being. A living sentient being. I cannot live knowing I left her, and she dies or somehow taken to the underground world just to be owned or better yet a sex worker. Granted a very expensive sex worker but a sex worker more or less. I just can’t do that.”

St’Racika steps away to know that Caden is right. She couldn’t live with that on her conscience too. Her race is a warrior race with honor. Knowing the truth, it will eat up her conscience not knowing if she dies or left to someone that has nefarious ways.

Caden took a step back, respecting her caution though frustration simmered beneath his calm facade. "Then what do you suggest?"

"We call for support," she replied resolutely. "There's an Ergosian outpost not too far from here. They may be able to assist us in understanding this...this..."

"Stasis pod," Caden supplied helpfully.

"Yes," St’Racika shot him an annoyed look before turning her gaze back to the human female enclosed in the pod, "that thing." The walls of the chamber seemed to vibrate with tension as they contemplated their next move, unsure of the consequences that would follow any action taken towards the mysterious vessel containing their sleeping companion.​​​

******
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THE JOURNEY TO THE Ergosian outpost was uneventful in terms of alien encounters, but physically taxing due to the planet's dense atmosphere. St’Racika, with her crimson skin shining from a combination of sweat and the planet's humidity, huffed and grumbled as she struggled through the thick foliage. She kept glancing back at Caden, whose cybernetic enhancements allowed him to move more effortlessly through the thick air.

"Couldn't they have sent someone to us?" she complained, swatting away a curious flying creature that had taken an interest in her.

Caden simply shrugged in response. "The Ergosians value their privacy. They determine what's close and what's not. Besides, if they did, we wouldn’t get to see this beautiful jungle with big bugs that can eat you."

St’Racika shot him a glare but didn't argue further, too focused on pushing through Xylora's impenetrable greenery. As they finally emerged into a clearing and approached the outpost, an Ergosian warrior appeared before them. Standing tall and imposing, his muscular frame was adorned with bioluminescent tattoos that seemed to pulse with a life of their own.

"St’Racika, Caden, I presume," he greeted with a nod of respect. "We've been expecting you since you have com us. Please follow me," His deep voice echoed through the dense forest around them.

St’Racika and Caden looked at each other feeling a little uneasy looking at this warrior. Then both shrugged their shoulders and started through the gates of this Ergosian outpost.

The warrior turned his head and said, “Not many people come to this planet. You’re very lucky that we accepted permission for you to enter our community. We,” he raised his arms up and waved it around, “don’t let visitors in very often.”

“We are very much appreciative of your leaders to let us come into your community. This is up most important that we do. We discovered on your planet from our scans that there was low energy in some ruins not too far from here. We decided to check it out. What we found was amazing and scary at the same time,” St’Racika stated.

​ As they entered the outpost, they were greeted by a flurry of activity and lots of eager Ergosian scientists. The walls were lined with intricate technology and machinery, buzzing and beeping in a symphony of progress. They came upon several Ergosian waiting for them. The pleasantry was exchanged, St’Racika and Caden explained their findings about the stasis pod, their voices laced with a mix of excitement and urgency.

The Ergosians listened intently, their eyes sparkling with curiosity and excitement. After taking a moment to compose themselves, one stepped forward and asked, “What did the stasis pod looked like? and what color?” Accessing his memory banks, Caden described the stasis and what model it was. Then he told them the color.

At first the scientist furrowed their eyebrows in thinking. One of them left and came back with a ledger in his hand. Another scientist joined him looking through the ledger. With abrupt excitement they turned around and asked them if this was what the stasis looked like.

Looking at the picture in the ledger, Caden and St’Racika agree that that was the stasis. They got even more excited. The scientist told Caden and St’Racika that this is a medical stasis pod that is over million years old. And if there is a person inside of it, that person will be the oldest living person ever known. It was from the pre-Ergosian State of Unrest War over a million years ago in their past.

“Over a million years ago,” scoffed St’Racika. “How can a machine keep a person alive that long. I have never heard of one doing that before.” The Ergosian that was holding the ledger turn the ledger around and looked at the picture again, “if this is the stasis you found then you found the mother lode, we have been looking for this a very, very, long time. They have only made few of them before our war.”

Caden was first to spoke up, “Yes, that is what it looked like. It states here that this particular stasis is a medical stasis and that it has a lifetime cycle of 1,000 years. How did that stasis last a million years then?”​

With barely contained enthusiasm, the warrior exclaimed, “We don’t know how it endured for so long, but the energy source that powers this stasis is one of the greatest inventions of our kind! This particular model—it’s beyond extraordinary! We call it the ‘Fountain of Youth.’ It doesn’t just heal—it reverses time itself! Every wound, every imperfection, undone. It takes you back to your youth, even to childhood if you wish. If you carry diseases, even cancer in your DNA, this stasis rewrites it completely. But that’s not all. If your genetic code holds untapped potential, this pod will amplify it beyond imagination—unlocking abilities far beyond normal sentience. The possibilities are endless!”

St’Racika furrowed her brow. “I’ve never heard of a stasis with these capabilities before. What happened to this technology?”

The warrior’s excitement dimmed briefly, replaced by a shadow of regret. He cleared his throat. “Only a handful of these were ever created. At the time, they were the pinnacle of our technological advancement. Then the war erupted. We believed all of them were lost. For years, we scoured the galaxy, tracking down the pods that had been sold before the devastation. But our main research facility was bombed, wiping out every last shred of data on them. And worse, the inventor was inside when it happened. The genius behind this breakthrough... gone.”

His voice grew somber. “We retrieved a few damaged units, but they were too far gone to reverse engineer. Technology was lost, buried in the ruins of our past. We tried to replicate it, to retrace the steps of its creator, but every effort ended in failure. This was our greatest achievement... and our most painful failure. We had given up hope.” Then his eyes gleamed with renewed energy. “Until now.”

His gaze locked onto the pod with deep reverence. “To find one here, intact, functioning, it’s more than incredible. It’s a miracle! This is the most important discovery of our time. Its value is immeasurable. And because you found it, the rights belong to you. But we must make you an offer. We want to purchase it.”

St’Racika exchanged a glance with Caden before responding carefully, “We may have discovered it, but it doesn’t truly belong to us, it belongs to the human inside. However, we can arrange a deal. We’d ensure the credits go into an account for her, so she has resources to live on.”

The warrior nodded gravely, then leaned in, his voice lowering. “This will give her an unfathomable fortune. When she wakes, she will live in luxury beyond compare. And you...” He gestured toward St’Racika and Caden. “Even with your share, you will prosper beyond expectation. That is how valuable this stasis is to us. But one condition remains.” His expression hardened. “No one! Absolutely no one! Must know you found this.

St’Racika and Caden exchanged a glance, uncertainty flickering between them. Caden raised an eyebrow, skepticism lacing his voice. “Doesn’t that seem a little over the top for a stasis pod?”

The scientist remained firm.

St’Racika took a deep breath and nodded. “Alright. That’s a deal we can get behind. We better get back to the stasis pod. Will you be sending someone with us to wake her?”

“Yes,” the scientist replied, holding out a tablet. “Before that, I’ll need your signatures... both of you for the purchase agreement and a strict non-disclosure contract. Once signed, the credits will be transferred to your accounts immediately.”

​St’Racika bent her bracelet over the tablet’s scanner, her gaze dropping to the staggering number on the screen. Her eyes widened in shock. “This pod is worth that much?” The sheer amount eclipsed everything she had ever known—more than even her parents, who ruled an entire planet. This was beyond a find. This was history.

Caden and St’Racika both signed the agreement without hesitation, then turned, hearts racing, as they made their way back to the ruins.

Relief washed over them once they arrived at the pod’s resting place. Without wasting time, they worked swiftly to unearth the ancient technology, maneuvering it out of the ruins as the Ergosians prepared their equipment. Soon, the team gathered around the pod, tools in hand, ready to begin the awakening process.

Caden leaned against a tree, arms crossed, gaze locked on the sleeping figure encased in amber. The woman looked so peaceful, untouched by time. Yet she carried a mystery that neither he nor St’Racika could ignore.

A cyborg and a half-human were now tasked with protecting a woman from an era long lost. A human. A relic from a forgotten past. The situation felt surreal, ripped straight from a science fiction novel... only this was their reality.

Strangely, Caden felt drawn to her. A pull that defied logic. It gnawed at him, something deep and inexplicable need; to protect her from whatever horrors awaited beyond this moment. An Ironclad soldier had no place feeling emotions like this, yet here he was, whispering a silent vow to an unconscious woman.

Across the clearing, St’Racika paced near their ship, fists clenched against the cold metal hull. Something about this woman unsettled her. A gut feeling... a deep-rooted instinct... warned her that this human was more than she appeared. But what? Who was she? And what chaos had she unknowingly dragged them into?

The stasis pod suddenly hummed to life. A low, thrumming vibration rippled through the air.

The amber encasement flickered erratically, sending bursts of golden light dancing across the ground.

​Then an ear-splitting screech. A flash of brilliance erupted, forcing the scientists to shield their eyes.

​The pod shut down completely.

Caden bolted upright. Alarms blared in rapid succession. Panic surged through him as realization crashed over him.

The pod was failing.

“St’Racika!” he barked into his comms. His gaze darted to the scientists. “Is she waking up?!”

They exchanged a knowing glance, then stepped back. One nodded.

Within seconds, St’Racika burst into the clearing, skidding to a halt beside him, breathless and wide-eyed. “What the hell happened?” she demanded.

“I don’t know!” Caden’s electric-blue eyes glowed with urgency. “One minute they were working on the pod...”

“The pod is waking her,” St’Racika finished, voice tight. Her gaze snapped to the flickering stasis chamber.

She inhaled sharply.

The human was waking up.​​

******
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SLOWLY, WITH GREAT effort, Tabatha Jo’s emerald eyes fluttered open, fighting against the lingering weight of unconsciousness. The world around her was a chaotic blur, an abstract mess of colors and indistinct shapes that her sluggish mind struggled to piece together. Disorientation clung to her like a heavy fog, making even the simple act of breathing feel like a monumental task.

A sharp, pounding headache flared behind her temples, sending sharp pulses of pain through her skull, a lingering echo of whatever had kept her in stasis. Every nerve in her body felt dull, disconnected, as though she was waking from a dream too deep to escape.

Then through the haze a voice rumbled in her ears, low and steady, a grounding force against the chaos swirling in her mind.

“Easy,” the voice coaxed, rich with quiet authority. “You’ve been in stasis for quite some time.”

The words tugged her back to the present, back to reality. She blinked rapidly, forcing her vision to sharpen, until the figures hovering over her came into focus. One had striking crimson skin, her vivid hue contrasting starkly against the dim surroundings. The other was unmistakably a half-human and half-cyborg; mechanical enhancements integrated seamlessly into flesh.

What an odd pair.

But then again, waking from a deep sleep inside a mysterious pod wasn’t exactly an ordinary experience either.

A small smirk tugged at her lips, the sharpness of her headache momentarily forgotten. She had no idea who these two were, nor why they were standing over her, but that didn’t stop the tease from slipping out.

“Well, well,” she murmured, her voice still laced with the sluggishness of waking. “Aren’t you two just the sexiest alarm clocks I’ve ever had.”

​Caden’s brow lifted, and St’Racika visibly hesitated, exchanging a glance filled with silent communication. Neither expected her first words to be that.

Before she could enjoy their reactions, another wave of dizziness crashed over her, stealing the air from her lungs, dragging her back into the abyss of unconsciousness. Her smirk faded as her body succumbed to the weight, her eyes rolling shut.

Silence followed.

Caden exhaled sharply, running a hand down his face before muttering under his breath, “Shit. I told you this was going to get complicated.”

And judging by Tabatha Jo’s sudden appearance, her peculiar introduction, and the mystery surrounding her stasis pod... he was absolutely right.

Things were about to be very interesting indeed.
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​Chapter 1

Tabatha’s New Life
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​

​

​

When I opened my eyes, the first thing I noticed was that I had two bazookas strapped to my chest. Not actual weapons, mind you, but a pair of boobs so massive they could start a war. I sat up, groggy and confused, and took a good look at myself. Holy hell, I was ripped. Like, Olympic gymnasts meet Lara Croft levels of ripped. This was not the body I went to sleep with. Wait, what? I don’t remember even getting home from work and going to sleep. I look around at my surroundings and realized, “Toto, I am not in Kansas anymore, and where is the yellow brick road,” but to where I am at is a good guess and let me know when you do.

"Where the fuck am I?" I muttered; my new, sultry voice startling even me. The room was all sleek metal and futuristic gadgets, like something out of a bad sci-fi porno. A low hum filled the air, and weird blue lights flickered along the walls. Where is the humming coming from?

Just as I was about to have a full-blown panic attack, when the door whooshed open. In walked a woman who looked like she could bench-press a starship. Her skin had a reddish tint, and intricate, glowing tattoos snaked up her arms. Behind her loomed a guy who was half-man, half-machine, and all badass. If these two were here to kill me, at least I’d die staring at something pretty.

"I am St’Racika," said the red lady, her voice a mix of velvet and steel. "This is Caden Voss. What is your name?" The cyborg just nodded, his glowing blue eyes doing all the talking.

"My name is Tabatha Jo Ewart. We're fucked," I blurted, because apparently my new body came with a zero-filter mouth. "I mean, I'm fucked. You’re going to fuck me up, aren’t you?"

St’Racika raised an eyebrow, and for a moment when I saw side of her lip go up. I thought she was going to laugh. Instead, she said, "We are your allies, human. We are here to help."

Help? That was a new one. I was more used to people running for cover when I walked into a room. "Help me with what?"

Caden Voss, silent but deadly, stepped forward. "You came out of stasis... Out of million year-long stasis. It is natural to be disoriented." His voice was like ground-up gravel, short and to the point. "We found you in some ruins in the jungle on a planet called Xylora. Do you remember how you got into that stasis?"

“No, all I remember is walking home from work because my car wouldn’t start. I was almost home and then I don’t remember anything until I woke up in this room with you two,” I took a deep breath and remembering something that cyborg said when my brain finally caught up with the current conversation, “Wait, a million years. Did you say I was sleep in a stasis pod for a million years?”

They both nodded their heads. A million years, I have been sleeping in that pod for a million years. I should be freaking out right now. But I am actually calm. That is weird.

I took a deep breath, which was a mistake because it nearly popped the new girls out of my equally new and absurdly tight jumpsuit. "Okay, so this isn't a kidnapping. More like an intergalactic intervention?"

St’Racika nodded. "Something like that."

Well, shit. I was still scared out of my (new, very tight) skin, but at least I wasn’t alone. For now, I think.

​“Fine,” I muttered, crossing my arms, only to uncross them just as quickly when I realized I looked like I was trying to stage a cleavage-based rebellion. Great. Just great.

I exhaled sharply, frustration curling around every word. “What the hell am I supposed to do now? Am I going back to Earth? But... everyone I know is dead. What the fuck am I supposed to do?”

​The last part slipped out as more of a whisper, directed at no one in particular as I glanced down at my unfamiliar body. Strong. Lean. Perfect. Not mine.

​My gaze snapped up to meet theirs. “What happened to my old body? Why do I look like I’m twenty again? And the bigger question; am I going back to Earth?”

St’Racika and Caden exchanged a look, the kind of silent communication that spoke volumes. If I had to guess, it was the same expression parents wore when their kid announced they were majoring in something wildly impractical.

I stared at them down, waiting.

​Finally, St’Racika sighed and straightened her posture. “First, you need to understand who we are. Second, no, you can’t go back to Earth. We don’t know how to get there, and even if we did, it’s illegal.”

​I scoffed. “Nobody knows how to get to Earth, then how did I get here? Someone had to have known. I was abducted, remember?”

Caden’s expression darkened, his voice low and certain. “That information was lost to us a long, long time ago.”

"Look at yourself, you look half human yourself and you don’t know where Earth is at.”

Caden look uncomfortable, “I am part human and part machine. I was abducted from my planet and experimented on about 30 years ago. The Gutler made me who I am today? The planet where I was taken from was not Earth but a colony from Earth. We have very little history recorded about Earth.”

"What are your guys’ names?" I asked, because that seemed like a more pressing question.

“My name is Caden Voss and,” he pointed to St’Racika, “She is St’Racika. Her species is called Troubluarian from the planet Troubluar. You are one of us now," Caden Voss said, his eyes doing that creepy-yet-sexy glow thing. "Whether you like it or not."

Awesome. Just fucking awesome.

I stared at them, words failing me as the reality of my situation set in. I was being told, flat-out, that I would never return to Earth. That I was one of them now.

What the hell did that even mean?

I swallowed hard, my thoughts spinning wildly, grasping for something... anything to anchor myself.
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