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Can two enemies find a way to love?

WHEN TARSANS INVADED Earth two years ago, Kendall’s cell was one of many around the world tasked with guerilla warfare and fomenting rebellion. When she has the chance to execute the general of Sector Seven, she takes it, thwarted at the last moment by an act of heroism by his protégé. To buy her people time to escape, she confesses to being the sniper. She expects to be killed for her crime, but Tarek imposes an unthinkable sentence instead. 

He takes her as his consort, deeming she’ll give a life for the life she took by providing him with a son. She can escape, but she decides to stay, hoping to find a way to bring down the Tarsans with access to a part of the city-ship rebel spies have never obtained. She doesn’t expect to lose her heart along the way, and when the opportunity to help humans presents itself, she’s torn by the need to betray him and their deepening bond, though she has no choice.

Tarsans consider females weak, especially human females. At first, Tarek thinks Kendall is lying when she claims credit for trying to shoot him and coordinating the attacks on his people over the past two years. When she stabs him through the heart, he’s more convinced, and as the days progress, he sees depths of strength in her that he comes to respect. Love blossoms in spite of them, but can it survive Kendall’s ultimate plan, and what it will mean for the Tarsans?

This captive alien invasion romance touches on some dark issues, and there are scenarios that might be upsetting to sensitive readers.

If you prefer the version without as much romance, look for ENEMY COMBATANT by A. Skye.
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Chapter One
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KENDALL PRICE HAD BEEN waiting almost two years for this moment, and though the ambush was unexpected, it offered her the opportunity to finally line up the leader of Sector Seven in her sights. The general wore armor and a helmet, but she was confident the railgun would blow right through it. After all, it was created from appropriated Tarsan technology. She brought the crosshairs to his forehead, holding her breath as she started to pull the trigger.

At the last moment, just before she could squeeze, he looked in her direction, and their gazes locked. It was across the distance of the battlefield, and with her people in the bushes, he shouldn’t have been able to pick her out among them, but she was convinced he was staring at her. 

She could see his vibrant purple eyes with the characteristic Tarsan glow locked on her own more banal green pair. Her finger twitched for just a second, and it was the hesitation that caused her to lose optimal targeting. She squeezed the trigger before he could move, hoping she’d have time to take him out.

Instead, a younger soldier threw himself in front of the general at the last moment. She cursed even as she folded the scope on her gun. “Retreat,” Kendall called to her squad, hoping they could reach the tunnels in the QZ before the Tarsans caught up with them. 

Normally, they would’ve taken the tunnels they’d dug into the city-ship shortly after the Tarsans invaded, but the Tarsans had caught them in mid-sabotage, and there’d been no time. If they had tried to take the tunnels then, it would’ve risked exposing their existence, and she couldn’t have that.

It was better for the ten of them in the squad to be captured and executed by the Tarsans than for the aliens to discover their network of tunnels that allowed them to engage in sabotage, guerrilla warfare, and spying. The existence of the underground base at Fort Glacier and the tunnel system the humans had created when they first received word of the Tarsans’ approach four years ago was too vital to the resistance when weighed against ten lives.

She ran as hard as she could, just like the others. There was burning in her calves, and her thighs ached, but she was proud of her squad. Tarsans were physically superior, so she and the rest of the soldiers trained hard to make sure they could keep pace. In this case, they were outrunning them, and she was hopeful they would make it to the system of tunnels with enough time to disappear into them before the general’s squad followed.

They burst into the QZ, creating a stir, and several of the women and men living there rushed out of the way. It was an uncommon sight to see rebel soldiers running through the QZ, since she and the rest of the humans tried to stay clear of the quarantine zones that housed the females and the males weakened from the retrovirus Tarsans had released before their arrival. They were neutral or too weak to fight, so she hated to bring the conflict to them.

She could hear the general’s squad gaining on them, and she grabbed her brother by the arm as he started herding other soldiers ahead of them into the tunnel opening. “You guys go ahead and initiate lockdown. I’m going to try to find a way to distract them.”

He shook his head vehemently. “I can’t let you do that.”

She glared at him. “Who’s your commanding officer, kiddo?” It was a reminder she was both his older sister and the captain of the squad, and he was merely her lieutenant.

He shook his head. “They’ll kill you if they find you.”

She feigned some confidence she didn’t feel. “Are you kidding? I’m a woman, and those chauvinistic bastards would never think I was the one leading the squad. Now go.” She handed him her sniper railgun, knowing she couldn’t risk being caught with it.

He nodded and rushed down, and she turned to find one of the women of the QZ holding out a dress to her. She didn’t know her name, but she recognized her face from the times they had delivered emergency rations discreetly in the middle of the night—rations liberated from the city-ship the Tarsans had occupied from the time they had landed on Earth.

“Put this on to hide you’re a soldier.” She passed over the dress frantically.

There was no time to strip off her T-shirt or camo pants, so Kendall quickly donned the dress over them, reaching up at the last moment as the soldiers approached to pull her hair from the braid used to confine it. It was too distinctive, and she was hoping she could hide behind the swath of brown hair falling into her face. She’d never been more thankful to have relatively average features, since it was unlikely the general would recognize her as the one who’d tried to shoot him when she no longer looked like a soldier.

“Line up,” ordered General Tarek Nuhl-Vangoss. She chafed under the note of authority in his tone, wishing she had the ability to rebel right now. Doing so would provide a distraction to allow the soldiers to get away, but she was hoping for something far less blatant as she joined the line of humans who knelt on the ground in front of the general. It sickened her to do so.

“Where are they?” As he asked, the general walked down the line of humans assembled, eyeing each of them sternly.

When his gaze met hers, she quickly looked away, disturbed by the fluttering in her stomach. She’d not seen the general this close before, and she was bothered by how attractive she found him. The Tarsans were humanoid in shape, though they had darker, coppery skin that came from their home world having three suns, according to intelligence they had in the enclave. 

Their coloring under Earth’s sun gave them a faint orange glow that was quite becoming on the Tarsans, though it might look like too much fake tan on a human. With his unusual purple eyes and blue-black hair, along with being one of the largest Tarsans she’d seen, complete with rippling muscles, maybe it was a natural reaction to find him stunning. That didn’t mean she had any personal attraction to him. She would just as happily shoot him right now if she could, but Brody had taken her gun with him to help her hide her presence as a soldier.

He darted forward quickly, grasping the hair of one of the men near Kendall, tugging back his head forcefully. “Where are the soldiers? Answer, and you might survive this.”

She had to bite hard on her tongue to forestall the urge to tell him to leave the man alone. She knew Ricky from before the invasion. He was roughly her age, twenty-nine, but he looked closer to seventy. The retrovirus that had ravaged the population, making the men sterile and weak, had worked highly effectively on him. It had on any of the men exposed to it, and many had died. 

It had altered the women slightly too, but not really physically. She knew it was more a DNA-level alteration that tweaked their chromosomes enough to be compatible with Tarsan DNA. The women were meant to be breeders, and the men were simply an inconvenience remaining after not having the courtesy to die from the retrovirus.

Except for her and her enclave, and the others like it scattered around the world. The Tarsans would likely love to know just how many human soldiers there were in the resistance, saved by the retrovirus due to early warning from their intelligence that allowed them to create a vaccine. There hadn’t been enough supply to distribute it to everyone, and it would’ve required a massive worldwide coordination to even make the effort. 

Such an effort would’ve drawn attention to its existence, so the people above her had decided that was a risk they couldn’t take. She understood it, but it left her bitter when she saw people like Ricky, reduced to the fragile state he was in and close to death when he was her age. Tarsans had a lot to answer for.

“I don’t know. I didn’t see anything.” Tears streamed down Ricky’s face, which seemed to further enrage the general.

“You would have to be blind to miss ten soldiers running through the QZ. Tell me where they went, or I’ll kill you.”

Ricky continued to sob, but it seemed like he wasn’t going to say anything. Kendall held her breath for a moment, tense as she waited to see what would happen. If the general tried to break Ricky, he’d probably have little trouble doing so, but she also hoped Ricky remained strong enough to withstand the interrogation. He must know the human resistance was the only chance they had of reclaiming their planet and destroying the Tarsan invaders.

She didn’t want to examine how slim their chances were, because it wasn’t in her not to fight. As long as there was breath in her body, she’d continue to resist the invasion, and she hoped Ricky understood the benefit to the QZ from the soldiers’ existence, not just for the overall well-being of humanity, but for the personal well-being of the people inside the zone, quarantined by the aliens with barely enough to subsist on what they could grow along with occasional supplementation from Tarsans when they remembered.

After a moment, either Tarek found a measure of compassion, or more likely realized Ricky didn’t know anything or wasn’t going to talk, because he shoved him away with a sneer of disgust. It made the other man sprawl to the ground, and Kendall forced herself to remain still to avoid drawing attention to herself instead of giving in to the urge to help him up.

A woman beside Ricky did that instead, and Tarek turned his attention on her for a moment. “Perhaps you would enjoy an extra round of rations? There could be reward for people who cooperate. The soldiers killed my people, including my protégé. You will tell us where they’re hiding, or you’ll all suffer the consequences. You might as well get some reward out of it instead of punishment.”

Kendall racked her brain, trying to remember the woman’s name. She thought it was Hilda, but she wasn’t entirely certain. As a woman in her late-fifties, close to Kendall’s own mother’s age, one could be forgiven for thinking she was weak and would capitulate. Instead, her shoulders firmed as she stared up at Tarek without flinching. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, General. I didn’t see anything. I was busy washing clothes.”

He tried a few more people, and she was thankful he passed over her before he stepped back, letting out a roar of outrage. It was probably meant to intimidate them, and part of her was frightened, but she couldn’t help feeling just a little bit amused to see the alien general seeming to be on the edge of a temper tantrum.

“Everyone was busy then? No one saw anything?”

No one bothered to answer, all looking down. Kendall clenched her hands together into fists on her lap, doing her best to avoid the compulsion to look up at the general again. She didn’t want to risk his gaze upon her in case he suddenly recognized her as the one who’d tried to kill him and must’ve killed his protégé instead. 

She inferred that was the Tarsan who’d jumped in front of him. She had no remorse for the killing, though all killing left a stain on her conscience. She was aware of every alien she’d killed since the invasion, but they were at war for survival, and there would be casualties on both sides. She intended that at least some of those casualties would belong to the Tarsans and not all to the humans.

“Start executing them until someone talks.”

She stiffened at the words he directed to an alien standing near him. This one was almost as tall and as broad as the general. His skin was a slightly paler shade of orange-copper, and he confined his hair into a braid. He seemed uncertain about the order for a minute, and she dared hope he might have scruples. After a second, he gestured to one of the soldiers behind him. “Line them up. Pick the oldest and weakest first.” He sounded resigned.

Kendall tried to keep still, hoping this was simply another bluff on the general’s part, one designed to force them to talk, but she wasn’t optimistic.

One of the soldiers selected Hilda first, marching her to the front of the group, though she wasn’t the oldest or weakest. He pulled out the pistol in his hip holster and lined it up with her forehead before glancing at the general, clearly awaiting final confirmation.

She watched Tarek closely, waiting to see if he would carry out the order. As he opened his mouth, she was convinced he would, and she surged to her feet. “Stop this.”

There was silence for a moment, and she felt someone tugging on the hem of her dress. She looked down to see the woman who’d given it to her, clearly trying to encourage her to sit down. It was too late now though. She’d drawn the attention of the general, and he strode toward her.

“Do I finally have someone willing to talk?”

She licked her lips. “You want the soldier who tried to kill you, don’t you?”

His eyes widened, and he looked troubled. “I didn’t mention that.”

She ignored that. “You want the soldier who shot your protégé when he jumped in front of the projectile in your stead.” She stated it as a fact.

His eyes narrowed. “How would you know? You must have some connection to the rebellion.”

With a flourish, she pulled off the dress and tossed it over her head, revealing her fatigues beneath. With her other hand, she grasped her hair and pulled it back tightly so he could see her face. “You want me, general. I’m the one who nearly succeeded in ending your tyranny.”
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Chapter Two
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FOR A LONG MOMENT, Tarek was stunned into speechlessness. He wanted to deny her claim, but as he looked at the human female before him, he recognized her from the moment their gazes had locked earlier. He hadn’t gathered much of an impression before, other than the would-be assassin had delicate bone structure, but he hadn’t thought much of it. 

Most of the humans were weak, and they had been that way before the retrovirus released ahead of their invasion. As he accepted the woman in front of him was the one who would’ve killed him and had killed Frix, his young protégé who’d shown such promise, anger got the best of him. 

He reached forward and grabbed her hair, dragging her by it as he strode toward Lorak. His second-in-command looked vaguely alarmed, but Tarek didn’t respond to the concern in his friend’s eyes. Instead, he shoved her forcefully toward two soldiers who stood nearby. “Cuff her and take her to the public square.”

An ominous silence fell over the crowd, and he knew the humans were aware of what that meant. They’d been ordered on more than one occasion to attend a public flogging or execution for sedition. He turned to face them. “No good will come from helping the rebels. If you continue to do so, you’ll all be the next ones in the square.” 

Without another word for the humans, feeling them beneath him now that he had at least one of the soldiers—the one he was most interested in acquiring—he nodded to his people to march ahead. They were practically dragging the Earthwoman between them, but she was doing her best to keep up. 

The longer he stared at her as they walked ahead of him, the more he wanted to crush her. He cringed, recalling how eagerly young Frix had taken to his duties, wanting to learn everything he could. With no sons of his own, Tarek had looked upon the younger soldier with a paternal air, and he wanted to destroy the human who had taken such a vibrant young life.

Lorak was slowing his step, allowing distance between them and the soldiers marching the woman, and he realized his friend wanted to speak with him privately. With a sigh, he let his pace slow as well, knowing he would soon enough have the pleasure of revenge. Even the brutalist death for her wouldn’t be satisfactory enough, but it was better than nothing. “What do you want, Lorak?” He kept his tone deliberately hard.

If his friend and second was intimidated, he gave no sign of it. “I can see what you’re planning, Tarek.”

When it was just the two of them, Tarek had no objection to his friend dropping the formalities of titles between them, as long as Lorak remembered who was in command. “She killed Frix.”

“I understand. I know how close you were to the boy, but she is a human female. Should you disregard her primary purpose for existence? If you kill her, that’s one less womb available to bolster the Tarsan population.”

Tarek’s jaw clenched, and his fist tightened, making his nails dig into the palms of his hands. “You can’t honestly suggest I should turn her over to one of the troops and allow her to escape punishment?”

“No. Perhaps you could keep her as your personal consort? Give her punishment and discipline while fully utilizing her for the purpose she’s intended. Surely, you must want sons. And daughters,” said Lorak, almost as an afterthought.

He shrugged. “Sons would be most welcome.” Daughters would be useful as well, since so many of the Tarsan females had died when their home world was destroyed by the Vaynock decades ago. That loss had caused the population to dwindle to the point where they had to seek an outside species to maintain their numbers. 

The humans had been close enough genetically that with some modification from the retrovirus, they would serve nicely as surrogates. Their planet had already been habitable by Tarsans as well, so it had been the ideal target.

He started walking faster again, not yet commenting on Lorak’s suggestion. As he drew closer, he forced himself to examine the human female in a different way. He mentally stripped her of the garments of conflict, deciding she had a pleasing enough shape, though she was small compared to him, as were all humans. With wide hips, she would probably bear children easily, but he didn’t care if she survived the process as long as she gave him at least one son. Their technology would ensure the child survived if not her.

He was shocked to feel a jolt of arousal as he imagined stripping every item from her and punishing her for what she had done this day. The beauty of keeping her as his consort meant he could continue to punish her. Instead of a one-time event, which would’ve given him only some satisfaction as he killed her, he could prolong her suffering, which might come close to being an even amount of justice for taking Frix’s life.

He strode ahead then, putting out a hand to stop the two soldiers dragging her. “Take her to my quarters instead of the public square.”

Her eyes widened with alarm, and she seemed more frightened of what faced her now than what she had surely inferred was a death sentence. If not for Lorak’s intervention, it would have been, but he saw the wisdom in his friend’s words. It was wasteful to kill a human female with a perfectly good womb and give her an easy escape from her actions.

As they approached the city-ship, entering through the gates, he noticed Lorak moving away from him and the formation from the corner of his eye. As he did so, he caught sight of Lorak’s human companion, trying to recall her name. Something with an M. Matilda? Martha? He shrugged, unable to recall what it was. 

He was slightly unsettled by the way Lorak tenderly greeted her, placing a hand over her burgeoning stomach as he spoke gently to her, though the words didn’t carry far enough to reach Tarek’s ears. It should have been completely unlikely, but he knew his friend had formed a vibond with his human consort. 

The idea of forging such an intimate and emotional connection with a human disgusted him, though he’d never made his opinion clear to Lorak. It didn’t seem to affect Lorak’s performance as a soldier, and he still gave good advice, so Tarek viewed the human consort as nothing more than a minor weakness. If she didn’t affect Lorak, it didn’t matter to him.

He glanced once more at the human female, who was designated as his consort now, shuddering at the idea of anything beyond a physical connection with her. He would not desire a vibond with any human, and most especially not one like her. She was nothing like a woman should be. He could tell that just from looking at her, with her toned, muscular body, defiant eyes, and lack of fear when she met his gaze. He allowed a slow smile to creep over his face. She might not fear him now, but she would.
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Chapter Three
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KENDALL DID HER BEST to hide it, but she was aching everywhere from the pace they had set, and she was glad it was only a few kilometers from the QZ to the city-ship the Tarsans occupied. They’d held her in an uncomfortable fashion with too much strain on her shoulder blades, and her wrists were bound so tightly she could barely feel her fingers now, but she’d consoled herself in a morbid sort a way that those were likely the least of her worries. 

She’d fully expected to be taken straight to the public square and likely flogged to death or endure some other horrible means of meeting her end. When the general deemed otherwise, a new kind of fear took hold.

He probably planned to interrogate her first. Her stomach fizzed with anxiety as she contemplated the torture she might endure. She wasn’t looking forward to the physical pain, but what really frightened her was if they had technology that might break her resistance. 

They had so much intel on the Tarsans from their spying efforts, but it was all bits and pieces, so it was difficult to get a cohesive picture of how developed they were, and in what areas they might lack. The technology they’d used to defeat the human defenses in eighteen hours when they first arrived on the planet almost two years ago suggested they were far beyond humans’ knowledge, but she didn’t know just how far.

Earth’s governments had realized early on when discovering the existence of the Tarsans armada and determining its approach was deliberate—with unknown intent that alarmed everyone—that if the Tarsans were arriving with aggression in mind, they wouldn’t be able to withstand it for long. 

They’d enacted a two-pronged plan. The first was to prepare a welcome, hoping the Tarsans brought peace and the benign experience of first contact. There had been many who’d clung to that belief, certain an advanced race with technology to travel vast distances wouldn’t be aggressive. Surely, they would’ve quelled that trait.

There were others, like Kendall, who were far less optimistic about that. Her mother was one of them, and since she was positioned highly in the Army, she’d been given command of their cell and Sector Seven, though it hadn’t been Sector Seven then. Back then, it had just been Montana, and they were tasked with setting up resistance in this section. 

Fort Glacier, a secret underground base, had offered the best location in the area, and they’d set about digging tunnels and preparing for the landing of the Tarsans as much as they could with the nearly two years’ warning they’d had of their impending arrival. Part of her had clung to the optimistic hope they came in peace until they learned about the retrovirus. Even then, she’d had an infinitesimal hope maybe, but she hadn’t been at all surprised when they were finally within range and had issued orders for humans to immediately surrender. 

She supposed she clung to that slight bit of optimism now as she paced around the quarters where they’d confined her. If she were facing only physical torture, she was certain she could withstand it. No matter what they did to her or how badly it hurt, it couldn’t be as painful as betraying the people she loved. With her mother and brother both enmeshed in the enclave, she could no more betray them than she could voluntarily lop off her right arm. In fact, she’d rather do the latter than the former.

She was still afraid they had some kind of drug or device to compel her to break. With that thought in mind, deciding she needed an exit strategy if she discovered she couldn’t hold out, Kendall made sure she could reach the tab at the neck of her T-shirt with her teeth. There was a cyanide capsule sewn in there, and she’d bite down on it if she had to.

She’d much rather take the general out with her though, and as she prepared herself for interrogation while questioning the location he’d chosen to interrogate her—it appeared to be someone’s personal living quarters—she foraged for weapons. She found nothing particularly useful other than a letter opener on a massive desk. The furniture seemed huge to her, but she imagined it was just about right for a large Tarsan.

She quivered as she looked around again, wondering if she was in the personal quarters of General Nuhl-Vangoss himself. Why had he brought her here? Obviously, he planned to torture and interrogate her in private, but she would be surprised if they didn’t have rooms built for just that purpose.

She’d not reached a clear answer when she heard the door open with a hydraulic hiss. She turned to look at him as he entered, unsurprised to see the general standing in front of her. She half-expected him to be surrounded by his minions, but it was just him alone. 

When the door closed behind him with another hiss, she shuddered at the sound. For the first time, true fear crept over her. She’d been afraid all along, but it had been a vaguer fear, one difficult to define until she knew what she was facing. As he strode toward her, she knew she was facing this angry Tarsan, and she was unlikely to survive the encounter.

When he stood in front of her, he grabbed a handful of her hair, forcing her to the floor on her knees. “Human females kneel.”

She glared up at him as she struggled to stand. “I’ll never voluntarily kneel to you.”

His hand tightened in her hair to the point tears burned the back of her eyes as he tugged forcefully. “You will learn respect and discipline. Most of all, you’ll pay for what you did to Frix.”

She glared up at him. “I have no regrets. No, I take that back. I regret he stood in front of the projectile meant for you. I wanted to be the one to kill you, and nothing would’ve made me happier.” She probably shouldn’t stir his anger, and it flared visibly in his gaze as he shook her. “You have me, so kill me. But let’s get to the end of this.”

He seemed on the verge of losing control for a second, but then he took a deep breath, and his wide shoulders lifted and fell with the force of it as he pulled her to her feet. He didn’t really give her a chance to get to them properly though. He just dragged her over and pushed her into a chair, still towering over her.

She was disturbed by his proximity, and it wasn’t because she feared him. Or not just because she feared him. Standing this close to her, she could smell his scent, which was oddly appealing and comforting. She hated noticing it almost as much she hated noticing the hard planes of his stomach revealed by the uniform he wore. 

He must’ve stripped off his armor before coming to her, and now he wore a garment that was skintight. She gulped and looked away as her gaze briefly dipped below his waist, shocked at the action. What was wrong with her?

“I want to know everything about your operation.”

She kept her mouth closed, during her best to glance away from him. She didn’t want to meet his gaze.

“Details.”

“My name is Captain Kendall Price. My number is...” She started to repeat the number on her dogtags, but he grunted with frustration.

A moment later, his hand locked around her jaw, forcing her head upward so her gaze clashed with his. “Who planned the attack?”

She felt confident enough answering that. “Today’s attack didn’t go as we expected. It was meant to be a sabotage mission, but your people ambushed us, so the plan went to hell.”

He scowled. “What were you trying to sabotage?”

She clamped her lips, refusing to answer. Even when he shook her and squeezed her chin hard enough to make her teeth grind together, she kept her mouth closed.

With a hiss of frustration, he loosened his hold just slightly. “Who strategized the mission?”

She looked at him boldly. “I did.”

He clearly didn’t believe her. His lips curled, and he laughed. “You’re a woman. I’m surprised the resistance is so desperate to allow you to even serve alongside. You’re proving how inept you are by being captured.”

She clenched her hands into fists around the arms of the chair as she glared up at him. “I sent my people ahead while planning to distract you. I’m in charge of the squad, and I’m the one who’s been designing all the missions that have made your life a living hell the last two years.” She grinned with pride as she revealed that.

He looked angry, but he still seemed skeptical. “No woman could think that way.”

She gritted her teeth, deciding her time would be better spent arguing about other things, or trying to resist any further discourse. Instead of responding, she loosened her hands on the chair, putting one on her lap. 

Her hand slid down her thigh, and she hoped he didn’t notice when she positioned her fingers near the pocket on the side of her pants. The letter opener inside was little consolation, but if she could jam it into his eye or other vulnerable part, it would be sharp enough to kill him. She shivered with pleasure at the thought.

“You’re going to reveal your secrets to me. There will be no further dissent in Sector Seven.”

She couldn’t help laughing at him. “Just because you decree it doesn’t make it so, General.” She added his title with a mocking tone, making it clear she recognized no authority over her.

When he started to pace again, she realized he was distracted. He wasn’t distracted enough to allow her to escape, but perhaps sidetracked enough that he wouldn’t expect her to attack him. With a deep breath, she slid her hand into her pocket and stood up. He watched her for a moment, but he seemed to dismiss her as any real threat. She appreciated him underestimating her, since it would make her task easier.

She waited until he had completed the circuit of his pacing, the route bringing him close to her again before she jumped on his back as he faced away from her. The letter opener was solid in her hand, and she stabbed it into his side as hard as she could.

A burning chill went through her, a shock that radiated throughout her body and sent her flying off him. Her entire system overloaded, and she continued to twitch for a moment as she gathered her strength while lying on the floor.

He came closer to her, and she realized he was taking off his jumpsuit. She shuddered, wondering what he had in mind and fearing the worst. She knew some of the Tarsans had taken human females as what they called consorts, though she regarded them as little more than sex slaves and empty wombs, at least for the Tarsans. Surely, the general was too angry at her to have any such plans for her?

Instead, she breathed out a shaky sigh of relief when he stripped off just enough of his uniform to reveal where the letter opener rested. If he’d had normal physiology for a Tarsan, it would’ve been in his heart, sliding neatly between his ribs. Instead, it was stuck in metal under where the blade had torn his skin, revealing wires and circuits inside. He clearly had a mechanical heart, and his left arm was also a cybernetic replacement from mid-bicep. It was sleek, shiny metal, and she couldn’t help admiring its elegance even as she tried to recover from the jolt of power that had gone through her.
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