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This book is dedicated to my sisters; Margie, Arthella, LaTasha and Tarnisha. Through our many ups and downs, we’re still bound to each other in this life. I love you all.

Solgre’s Soulmate

The Thelli Logs

The three-person crew of the Halo One had one more assignment to complete before taking their much-needed vacation. Go on a surveillance mission to a small planet in a distant part of the galaxy, observe and report back. All was going according to plan until a solar flare sent their spaceship crashing to the surface. Now, Phate, Kien and Solgre have a new mission until rescue arrives.

Find out if Earth females are advanced enough to join the Intergalactic Dating Agency.

The Captain. Solgre, Captain of the Halo One took care of everyone else, it was never supposed to be the other way around. After his spaceship crash landed on Earth, his mission and its objective had changed. The new mission was to keep what he was a secret from the nosy upstairs neighbor. The second, was to stay alive until their rescue arrived.

Neither was easier as said. Despite him wanting to keep his distance from the beautiful and alluring neighbor, he couldn’t. Every day he found himself anticipating and waiting for her daily knocking at his apartment door. And the dying part? The hereditary disease ravaging his body was getting worse every day. 

The Agent. Special Agent Margie Santana was in the small town of Point Breeze, Minnesota for one reason and one reason only. She was on the hunt for the alien targets who’d crashed landed to Earth. Catching the aliens and learning the whereabouts of their spaceship was guaranteed to net her a big fat promotion. All she had to do was pretend to be her neighbor’s friend and gather evidence.

Margie didn’t know when the lines had blurred. One day she was happily spying on her alien neighbors, and the next she was head-over-heels for their sexy as hell Captain. 

Can their love survive her betrayal?

These novellas are meant to be read in chronological order.

Book 1: Phate’s Mate

Book 2: Kien’s Kindred

Book 3: Solgre’s Soulmate
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Chapter One
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Margie Santana sat at her kitchen table, well, the table that’d came with the furnished apartment she rented for the unforeseeable future. The morning was peaceful. The only noises came from the vent. A soft whirring from the heating unit and the occasional car horn from an irate early morning commuter. 

The heat was cranked high, so she could lounge around the one-bedroom apartment in a t-shirt and short pajama set. One leg was curled under her butt. The oversized fluffy socks protected her foot against the unforgiving wood of the tacky dining chair. She had no say in the apartment or the furnishings inside. Everything had been handled by Homeland Security, or rather the secret government Agency that employed her.

As the Minnesota morning sun filtered through the off-white blinds, she blew on her morning coffee and adjusted the volume on her listening device. The black box’s speakers crackled, the sound grated on her ears. Margie yawned and set the coffee cup down, deciding to give it a few more minutes to cool before attempting a sip.

Grogginess pulled at her. She hated sleeping in new places and since she’d only been in town a few short weeks, she considered Point Breeze still new to her. Since joining the Agency, she’d spent more times in the field than at her high-rise apartment in Washington, D.C. 

There were voices under the speaker’s loud crackling. She didn’t want to miss the conversation discussed in the apartment below hers. She’d already lost yesterday because the antiquated government device had been on the fritz all day. She’d spent hours on the phone with technical support, who in the end, couldn’t help her. By five in the morning, and after a late-night visit to the local superstore for tools, she’d finally fixed it herself.

Frustrated with the device, the missed day and the early morning frost on her window (side note: she would never move to Minnesota), Margie slapped the side of the device so hard her palm stung. The crackling finally stopped and the distinctive voices of the occupants in the apartment below hers came through once again. 

She’d grown to recognize those voices. The women, Nisha and Tasha, seemed nice and fun. They were the type of women she would’ve befriended in different circumstances. Since surveilling them, she’d often caught herself talking out loud in response to their conversations. 

Tasha, the woman who actually lived in the apartment, owned an upscale boutique downtown on Main Street. Margie had gone inside when she’d known Tasha wasn’t working to look around. 

Nisha didn’t live in the building but was a staple at Tasha’s house. With her own key, she came and went as she pleased. A quick search through an official government database, available at Margie’s disposal, showed that Nisha worked as an executive secretary at her adoptive father’s law firm. 

Her father, now deceased, had been one of those television lawyers specializing in medical malpractice. With offices set up all over the country, he’d been mega-rich. According to news outlets, his death, two years ago, had been unexpected. Fortunately, for Nisha and her adoptive mother, he’d left an ironclad will and a lot of money. 

Why Nisha still worked was a mystery to Margie. If her dad had left her enough money to ensure she’d never had to work again, she wouldn’t. But Margie didn’t know her father and she’d had to scrape and scratch to pull herself out of poverty and make something of herself. 

Once the static finally ceased, she could hear the conversation easily. Tasha and Nisha chatted with Phate, one of Margie’s targets. Margie instantly recognized the cadence of his voice. His accent clearly wasn’t American but she had  no idea of the origin. She’d run his voice through the database, and came up empty. The closest accent she could find that matched his accent was Iranian.

Hm, had Tasha and Phate made up? When had this happened? Margie tilted her head in thought. Yesterday, while her listening device was down?

Crap. She’d missed his groveling.

Before her listening device had stopped working, Tasha and Phate had been on the outs. They’d gone on a date, had sex—which Margie wasn’t happy to admit had been caught on her tape recorder—then Phate had gone on another date, with someone else. There’d been a big argument right in the middle of the downstairs hallway. It had been the most excitement Margie had experienced since moving to this slow town. If she’d had popcorn, she would’ve been popping it. That had been some good drama.

Margie pushed the button on the tape recorder and nudged it closer to the listening device. She’d been recording their conversations since moving in and so far, she had hours and hours of their chattering. She’d given up trying to listen to her three targets separately. Whenever the men were alone, they talked in that strange language of theirs. But even so, she had hours of them talking as well. When the guys back at the Agency got a hold of the tapes, she was sure they would be giddy trying to learn their language.

Mostly, everything she found out about the men, was from Tasha and Nisha. So far, nothing of importance was learned. Tasha liked Phate but he’d done her wrong. Nisha liked Kien but their date had been a dud. The only target she had virtually no information on yet was Solgre. 

Brrriiiiing.

Margie picked up her government issued satellite cellphone. Displayed across the front of the bulky phone was Team Leader. She accepted the call.

“Agent Santana speaking.”

“Agent. Advise on our alien situation.” The voice on the other end was curt and gruff. Her Team Leader was a man of few words.

She’d been assigned to his team since joining the Agency. All she knew of him was that he was a Caucasian man in his late sixties. Medium height and build. His gray hair was cut low and there was bald spot in the middle of his head. His small eyes made his nose seem bulbus, but it was probably of normal size. His lips were thin and always seemed cracked. When he spoke, spit gathered at the corners of them. His face was marred with deep wrinkles. She’d never seen him in anything other than a suit, even in summer months. 

Her Team Leader had a presence about him that screamed, “I know how to make you disappear.” 

She feared him. And she also wanted to be him when she grew up.

“Nothing to report of importance yet. Just observing and gathering evidence on the target’s habits.”

“And?”

“They have a very active dating life.”

“Hm.”

“Hm, indeed.”

“Are you certain these three are our targets? Why would alien comes to Earth to...date?”

Margie paused, but only for a few seconds to think about her answer. The surveillance footage from the area where the unidentified foreign object would have landed had shown these three men bumbling their way through town. Which had definitely made them stand out, and their actions had also given the local townspeople something to talk about. Through closed caption television footage, she’d been able to follow the trio to Point Breeze. She was sure these were the aliens the government sought. Her gut told her so.

Her gut also told her there also might be another probable cause for three unknowns to end up in a small Minnesota town—sightseeing, touring America, visiting family, etc. All of which she needed to investigate first. Because if she were to sound the whistle before a full investigation and these three weren’t the targets, she could kiss any promotion in the foreseeable future goodbye. She’d made that mistake before and a repeat of it would be career ending for her.

“I’m not,” she finally said on an exhale. She hated to admit that, but she would rather be definitive in her answer than to make another mistake. “My targets might be illegal aliens trying to navigate middle America. I’ll continue to monitor the situation.”

“Very well, then. Keep me updated.”

Before he could hang up, she said, “Have any of the other agents made confirmation?”

She wasn’t the only agent on the ground scouring surveillance footage and chatter for alien presence. 

“No.”

Her heart thrummed knowing that information. These three might be the aliens and if they were, they were hers to bring in. Get the information. Secure the targets. “Understood.”

Her Team Leader disconnected the line.

Margie set the phone down and concentrated on her targets, the reason for her being in Point Breeze. Four months ago, an unidentified flying object had breached Earth atmosphere, careened across the night sky and disappeared about three-hundred miles East of Point Breeze.

It was unknown if the object had landed or if a cloaking device had been activated. Homeland Security had tracked the object and the satellite footage showed a cylinder object, not of human origin, maneuvering like nothing from Earth. The case was handed over to the secret Agency within the agency. A group of five agents had been dispatched to different territories within a five-hundred-mile radius to find the inhabitants of that alien object.

Each agent was to scour satellite and camera footage for anyone appearing out of the ordinary. Margie had spent countless hours reviewing digital records, looking for anyone who didn’t belong.

That’s when she’d found three unbelievably hot men wandering around a Podunk town in Minnesota. Everything about them had screamed they didn’t belong. They appeared human but working at the Agency had taught her aliens came in all different types of species. There were the greys, the lizards and aliens who were humanoid in appearance.

If these men were the aliens she sought, they would definitely fall in the humanoid appearance category. Phate was probably two-hundred and fifty pounds and Margie was sure Kien tipped the scale closer to two-hundred and ninety pounds. Solgre was maybe one-ninety at best. Besides their weight, the similarities between them were close enough that she assumed they were related. They had pale skin, blond hair and strange colored eyes. On some of the surveillance cameras, their eyes seemed to sparkle when the sunlight hit them just so. Weird. But not weird enough to sound the alarm and bring in her boss.

A few strokes on the keyboard of her government issued computer, and Margie discovered the newcomers didn’t have jobs but appeared to be rich. Like Scrooge McDuck rich. A check of their bank account—which they’d opened a few days before arriving in town—revealed they shared one account.

Margie didn’t know where their money came from. She admitted this was one of the reasons for her uncertainty regarding their origins. Maybe they were just foreign travelers?

How else would aliens who’d supposedly landed on Earth four months ago have official documentation to prove they were legally able to open a bank account as well as have access to millions of dollars? It was of concern as she’d noted in her records, but the origin of their money wasn’t for her to figure out. 

The techies back in Washington would go through back channels and determine what bank had wired it. Maybe there were other aliens who’d come to Earth before them and set everything up? That idea wasn’t too far-fetched. Since her recruitment to this special task force, she’d learned Earth had an alien problem and they’d been making this planet their personal playground since before men crawled out from the caves.

Slam!

The loud noise came from the listening device. Heavy footsteps sounded. Hmmm. Since Phate and Nisha were already in Tasha’s apartment, the newcomer was probably Kien or Solgre. 

“We’ve got an issue.”

Solgre, she decided. He often spoke with an authoritative tone, strong and deep. Sometimes the other two referred to him as Captain. She’d written captain in her notes next to Solgre’s name with a question mark next to it.

“What’s the issue? Is the rescue team going to take longer to reach us?” Phate asked.

Rescue team? Interesting. But the better question was, what did they need rescue from? America or Earth?

“Although I think you would like that, no,” Solgre said.

Something clanged, like an item had been dropped.

“The thing from yesterday. What exactly does it do besides show text messages and planet alignments?” Tasha asked.

“That’s our hand-held communication device. If we were closer to home, we would be able to communicate with our world,” Phate replied.

“Our world?” Margie straightened, realizing this was exactly the information she needed. 

“Up until last night, it was useless on this planet,” Kien chimed in.

“Something in this atmosphere probably prevented it from working properly,” Solgre said.

Wait. Did he say, planet? Margie’s heart sped up as her adrenalin spiked. “Oh, this is good,” she muttered under her breath. This was promotion worthy information.

“If it was still down, you wouldn’t have received information about the rescue?” Tasha asked.

There was a pause. Dang it. She brought up a fingernail to chew on. What was going on?

“I don’t understand the issue. It works now and your rescue is coming.” Tasha asked.

“While playing with the frequencies this morning, to see if I could pick up on anything else, I heard two people, male and female discussing us,” Solgre said.

Margie stilled. Her finger dropped from her mouth. While she’d been monitoring them, she hadn’t thought they could be monitoring her. Her gaze immediately dropped to her satellite phone. Damn thing was supposed to be encrypted. If these guys were alien, it would make sense they had the technology to muddle with frequencies. 

One question after another fired through her mind.

Did they know the communication came from someone in the building?

And if yes, did they have the means to pinpoint her location?

As a second-degree black belt, courtesy of the US government, she could take care of herself. She’d had the best jujitsu master a government agent could have. But could she take on three six-foot four men/aliens?

Maybe. Maybe not. Running might be her only option.

Margie glanced quickly around the small apartment. There was nothing of value in it. Everything besides her laptop, phone and journal could be left behind. 

“Are you sure?” Phate asked. 

“We’re sure,” Kien said. “Solgre heard them first then brought it to me to listen. They were discussing targets and aliens. I’ll admit that not really definitive of us being found out, but I didn’t like the way any of it sounded.”

Margie inhaled a sharp breath as they recounted the conversation she’d had with her Team Leader. 

“There was a lot of interference, as if there was a security block on the line, but the pieces I could make out weren’t good,” Solgre said.

“On top of everything else, we now have to worry about being found out,” Kien grumbled. 

Margie’s fear was quickly replaced with giddiness. Was this it? Was this the admission she needed to sound the alarm? Was her time in small town America finally coming to an end? 

Yes! A promotion. Maybe a team of her own? Her future was looking quite bright.

“Hold on,” Tasha said. “The odds you picked up on some kind of government conversation talking about space aliens is small and even smaller they would be discussing you guys in particular.

“We have a lot of immigrants coming into Minnesota, and if they overstay their Visa, they’re deemed as illegal aliens. ICE, a government agency, tracks them down and deports them back to their country. My guess would be that you might’ve overheard a conversation about that.”

“Or, those people might be from some government agency looking for the aliens who’d crashed landed on Earth,” Nisha said. “I’m assuming you guys probably entered the atmosphere in a blaze of glory.”

“Nisha!” Tasha yelled.

Margie squealed with delight. Everything they’d talked about the days before had been circumstantial evidence at best, but this, the mention of aliens, crash landing? Was. Gold.
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Chapter Two


[image: ]




Stay calm, Margie reminded herself. No squealing or giggling while the tape ran. 

“We have to leave town immediately,” Solgre said.

Margie wasn’t alarmed by Solgre’s statement. They could run, but she would find them again using CCTV, just like she’d found them the first time.

“Wait. Think about it further. Even if the government was looking for space aliens, how would the government know that you’re in Point Breeze?” Tasha asked. “Was the crash nearby?”

“We crashed some distance away. We were only able to cloak our spaceship for a short amount of time before landing. I’m sure our ship wasn’t tracked after entering the atmosphere. Your human technology doesn’t seem that advance.” This came from Phate.

Margie had to slap a hand over her mouth to stifle a squeal. This was so, so very good.

“Do you know where the transmission came from? You could’ve picked it up from two towns over or Canada for that matter,” Tasha said.

Yes! I’m listening from Canada. Margie snickered in her head. Maybe she wouldn’t have to fight her way out of this after all.

Margie picked up the satellite phone to call her Team Leader. She could now confirm her targets. The Agency would work fast and quiet to acquire them. She could have her promotion by the end of the month.

“No,” Solgre said. “But I still think we need to leave as a precaution. Our spaceship is the safest place to go and hide out.”

Wait. She paused before dialing his number. What if she could hand over the aliens and their spaceship?

Is there such a thing as a double promotion?

Margie smiled to herself. She would love to find out.

She set the phone down.

“There’s too much damage to the shields. The radiation wouldn’t be cleared yet. Life support systems might still be off. We can’t stay there, those are the reasons we left,” Phate said.

“The mechanical bots should be back online by now. With the power diverted from the life support systems, they’ll be able fix the shields, clear the radiation and work to get the engineering systems back online,” Kien stated.

“I agree, but it still might now be habitable,” Phate said. 

“Wait. Wait. Wait,” Tasha said. “This is a whole lot of discussion for what is probably information about an ICE raid.”

“Give me a sec,” Nisha said. “Let me check something.” Silence. “Major ICE raids happen a few times a year and according to the first article that pulled up from an internet search, we’re due for another one.”

“See? You’ve probably hacked into an illegal alien raid,” Tasha said.

“I agree with Tasha,” Phate said. The odds of them finding us aren’t high. My vote is to stay here and await rescue.”
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