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  When an assassination attempt and a stab in the heart fail to kill Kali, she finds that she is far from ordinary. Her mother, Jade tells her of being abducted and impregnated by an advanced humanoid race called Pures. Kali not only has an alien father but discovers she has an identical twin sister, Lesha who arrives on Earth to help her escape the assassins.




  These assassins are not human but androids, so advanced that they are about to supersede human life in the far off cosmos. Only Kali and Lesha's genetically enhanced telepathic powers can stop them.




  They are transported in a quantum leap to a remote planet where they find that they have already destroyed the local android population. However, they are trapped there and in their quest to get home to Earth become more embroiled in the battle against the androids. Furthermore, someone or something is using them as pawns to fight this war.




  They encounter and befriend other humanoids and witness the start of a new life form. The androids are about to regenerate from being electronic to biological life and the humanoids on the planet are enslaved and cloned in experiments to achieve this aim.




  But are the Pures from whom Kali and Lesha's hybrid genes come from, entirely innocent? With help from her mother, her sister and partner Westley, Kali sets forth to find the truth about the world they are in and of life itself.




  





  CHAPTER ONE




  At Wellington, New Zealand's Victoria University graduation ceremony, the tall blonde woman was one of the last graduates to receive her doctorate degree for two reasons; her surname came near the end of the alphabet and she was being conferred one of the highest degrees of the evening, that of Doctor of Philosophy. At twenty-two she was also one of the youngest scholars to reach this level, not that she really shared her mother's pride at this achievement. To her it was just a stepping-stone in life and the sapphire gown and somewhat oversized bonnet with a golden tassel having to be placed on the left after receiving it was almost a childish tradition.




  "Doctor Kali Valerie Whitmore," the professor that she knew through her studies announced over the public address system.




  Kali grinned at the graduate behind her, a man thirty years older than herself, and stepped out onto the stage. It was exactly nineteen steps across to where the university chancellor stood with the scroll and bonnet in his hand. She glanced out at the sea of faces but didn't really expect to see her mother or partner where they were seated a quarter of the way back in the theatre.




  "Congratulations, Doctor Whitmore," the chancellor said as he handed her the scroll case and placed the bonnet on her head. "You should be proud to be our youngest graduate ever to receive this esteemed degree."




  "Proud, Chancellor Osborne?" she replied as she looked into the elderly man's eyes. "I am. However, it is not for myself but of my mother who did so much to support me. Without her love and guidance, I doubt if I'd be here today."




  "Quite so," the chancellor replied and gave a slight bow of his head.




  Kali did everything according to the protocol and continued her journey across the stage with the applause turning into whistling and cheers from the audience. Her face burned in embarrassment for she did not expect more than the usual polite clapping that the other doctorates had received. Perhaps it was because her friends were her own age, not older adults who associated with her graduating companions. She reached the curtain on the left and was about to step down the side steps when a man in dark suit stepped towards her.




  "Doctor Kali Whitmore?" he asked in a cultural voice.




  Kali smiled at the unfamiliar title and replied. "Yes."




  "There is nothing personal but you cannot be allowed to continue..."




  The tone was frigid and everything happened so quickly that Kali had no chance to defend herself. She saw the long stiletto knife flash and felt a blade pierce the inside of her left beast. She glanced down in horror as dark red blood oozed out over her graduation gown. Only the still shaking silver handle showed so the blade must be imbedded deep inside her. The pain arrived, she gasped, staggered, grabbed a nearby curtain and dropped... her last memory was that the curtain came with her as she dropped and the world became a fog of spinning purple.




  *




  "Sweetheart, did your eyes twitter?"




  She knew the voice but it was so far away it seemed as if it was echoing through a cave, a cave of swirling white mist. It was so cold... no it was hot and steamy. She gasped and tried to force her eyes open. They felt like lead... now that was a ridiculous comparison. Everyone knew that lead was a poisonous metal and anyway, nobody should use lead as a symbol of something heavy. Tungsten would be far better. After all, it had a density of 19.25 grams per cubic centimetre whereas lead was only 11.35.




  "Are you trying to say something, Sweetheart?"




  Kali forced her eyes open as if she was plying up an over-tight spring. Everything focused. She saw pale pink walls, stainless steel machinery, a glowing monitor flickering three horizontal bar graphs and a tanned face, blue eyes and blonde hair. The lips looked distraught and tears rolled down the woman's face. It was her mother!




  "Don't cry, Jade," she whispered. She had always called her mother by her forename since she was about ten. It was just logical to do so.




  Her sentence had the opposite effect. Jade reached forward, hugged her, burst into sobbing uncontrolled tears and for a moment could not speak.




  "I'm fine Jade. The graduation... Is there still time to go to the dinner reception?" She grinned. "I guess it doesn't matter. Wesley hates those formal dinners. He..." She wriggled up her pillow as her sobbing mother let her go. Jade blew her nose. "Something happened, didn't it?"




  Her mother nodded. "You're in the Acute Care Unit at Wellington Hospital."




  "But why, Jade?"




  "Your graduation... can't you remember?"




  Kali coughed, swallowed and shook her head. She remembered receiving her scroll and that silly bonnet, crossing to the opposite side of the stage, walking down the steps and… wait a minute... she never reached the steps. It came back! "A man attacked me, didn't he?"




  "Yes," Her mother began to sob again. "The knife pierced your heart. I thought you had died."




  "Pierced my heart?"




  "Normally it would be fatal. Nobody understands why you aren't dead. You went in a coma but didn't die. It was a coma from which the doctors told me you would never awaken." Jade blew her nose again. "But I knew you would. It's your genes…" She stood up. "But you're awake and will soon be home. I know that."




  Kali glanced around. "Where's Westley?" she asked.




  "At work. We take it in turns to come and sit with you. I'll text him. He'll be thrilled."




  "Has he been called back from the holiday? With Christmas only two weeks away you'd think the company would leave him alone?"




  "Oh Kali, it is April. You've been in a coma for almost five months." Jade reached over, kissed her on the cheek and stepped back. "I'll text Westley."




  Kali's mind was in a whirl as she watched her mother reach for her mobile. Five months! How could this be so?




  *




  Within half an hour Westley, her partner since undergraduate days, arrived. She grinned as the straggly man, bounded in. He was actually taller than her own metre eighty-five height and a little older than herself. His first reactions though were unexpected. He stopped, saw her looking into his eyes and burst into tears, every bit as emotional as her mother. He grabbed her so tightly, it hurt and just held on as he stroked her hair and kissed her with every gram of emotion quivering through his body.




  "I need to be attacked more often," she whispered when he finally let her go.




  He kissed her again, gave Jade an affectionate hug and stood back. He opened his mouth as if to say something, grinned and shut it again before turning to her mother. "Have you told her?" he asked.




  Jade frowned. "Only about the attack and that it is now April."




  "Nothing else?"




  "Oh Wesley," Jade gave a tiny laugh. "It's all happened so quickly. Contacting you was my priority."




  "Of course. Thank you." He grinned at Kali and asked several quite impersonal questions all to do with quantum physics.




  Kali realised it was to do with research they had done together so she doubted if anybody else would know the answers. She replied briefly and reached out for his hand. "It's the real me," she said. "No I haven't gone brain dead or whatever."




  "Oh Kali," he said and again grabbed her in a passionate embrace.




  "So what haven't you told me?" she asked and received another totally unexpected reaction. Her mother flushed a bright red.




  "When we thought you would never awaken I was going to take Westley into my confidence but held back. Not even the doctors know but they are highly suspicious and as for that that damn Government Communications Security Bureau…" Jade glanced at the door. "No doubt there is still a guard out there?"




  "Two actually, an armed army officer as well as that grim faced guy in that old fashioned suit." Westley said. "Just about strip searched me before I was allowed in the corridor let alone this room."




  A professional looking woman interrupted them, took one look at her and reached for a red button hanging from the bed top. "You should have called for assistance," she grumbled.




  Jade almost grinned. "This is Charge Nurse Jessie Underwood," she said. "Beneath that grim exterior is compassion that she attempts to hide. Jessie, you know Kali, of course but haven't had an opportunity to speak to her before."




  "Hi Jessie," Kali said and saw the woman's eyes soften.




  "How do you feel, no tightness in the chest?" The charge nurse said as she reached out to feel a pulse in Kali's neck.




  "No. Hungry if anything, a bit of a dry throat and need to visit the toilet"




  "Memories?"




  "Most, I think. That is up until the time I was attacked. There has been nothing since then until I awoke to find Jade in front of me."




  "Your mother?"




  Kali nodded and lay there as the nurse listened to her heart with a stethoscope. The woman frowned and switched her eyes to the monitor that pulsed out the four continuous graphs across the screen. "It's perfect," she gasped almost to herself and stood back. "But it's not possible..."




  "What isn't?"




  "Young lady, your heart was pierced two centimetres deep by a knife that damaged the aorta valve. It has not only continued to operate but has apparently repaired itself. According to that monitor you can see beside your bed, you have the strongest heart of anyone in this room. We'll take some more scans of course but..."




  "You signed the government secrecy order, I believe," Jade whispered.




  "Of course!"




  "And the directives included?"




  Jessie Underwood paled slightly and nodded. "I'm sorry. Nothing I've seen will go beyond this room."




  "And don't forget!" Jade's voice was so harsh it made Kali remember something; the man who stabbed her used the same tone before he plunged the knife in her breast.




  "Mum!" Kali cried. She used that term only when she was extremely annoyed or frustrated by her mother. At the moment she was both. "What are you holding back from me?"




  Jade blinked and almost appeared to be in tears again. "After the surgeon has examined you, I'll explain everything, Sweetheart and that's a promise."




  "Everything?" It was Westley who gasped.




  "Yes and I want you to hear it all, too."




  The nurse's communicator buzzed. She read it and glanced up. "Doctor Pearson is on his way. I'll get a meal sent up." She nodded at a side door. "The toilet is through there if you can walk that far."




  Jade grimaced and swung her legs off the bed. "If you get some of these wires and tubes off me, I'll be able to," she grumbled.




  Charge Nurse Underwood smiled. "They're on a moveable trolley. Take it all with you. If there are any problems what-so-ever, press the red button."




  *




  The doctor confirmed that Kali appeared to be in perfect physical and mental health. The fear that she would awaken brain damaged had not eventuated and even minor abrasions and scaring on her body had disappeared. He did want to do a series of scans and tests the following day so suggested that she stay in hospital another twenty-four hours. He never said anything but Kali was certain that there were security concerns about her ability to make a full recovery.




  "So what happened to the guy who stabbed me?" she asked her mother.




  Jade frowned. "That's part of the problem. He just disappeared in the confusion and was never seen again. There were no fingerprints on the knife or other evidence... nothing!" She shrugged. "I guess that was to be expected."




  "So tell us about myself," Kali said. It was now evening and only her mother and Westley were in the room. "I know you said you never knew my father but how did I get into the world?" She watched her mother's face that was creased in a frown or was it shame. "It's okay, Jade. I'm here, I couldn't ask for a better mother. You've done everything for me and I love you for being what you are. Nothing you say can change that so please tell me everything."




  Jade sat on the bed and took her hand. "I've never told a soul before. I just ask that you listen to my full story before you make any judgement. Is that fair?"




  Kali caught Westley's eyes and saw his concerned nod. "Yes Mum," she whispered. "But tell us everything no matter how distasteful it may be."




  Jade nodded. "When I was eighteen, everything was less sophisticated than today. Ordinary families had no mobile phones or computers, there was no internet or satellite television beamed into our homes, social laws were conservative with no recognition of gay rights, abortions could only be obtained by going to Australia, prostitution was still illegal and so forth. It was a different world. I was in my first year at university and in the local netball team. Three teams of us had had been up to Rotorua for a tournament and we were pretty happy for our A Team had reached the semi-finals, far better than we had expected." She grimaced. "I was in the C Team and we hadn't done so well. Anyway, it was dark and our bus was travelling through the Desert Road. There was a full moon, I remember and the mountains looked beautiful and almost unreal.




  Suddenly the bus's engine just stopped..."




  *




  "What is it Larry," one of the girls asked the bus driver as he swore and guided the bus to the roadside.




  "Don't know," he muttered. "Fuel blockage perhaps."




  The passengers screaming interrupted him. Jade who was by the window, glanced out and saw a huge flat circular object hovering over the tussock about a hundred metres away. There was no noise when it settled down on the ground. A floodlight flicked from the top of the object and lit up the whole area. At the same time, she felt a strange numbing sensation and found she could not move her limbs. Everyone else was the same for panic set in. Yells, screams and cries filled the air as everyone attempted to move. Jade struggled but it was as if her legs were bound with tape and her arms bound to her body.




  The bus door opened and a man stood there. He was dressed in a white bodysuit and black boots. Except for having no hair, not even eyebrows he could be a normal man about a metre eighty in height and of slim build.




  He held his hand up and Jan found her lips numb and she could not open them. Also her own scream was cut, as were everyone else's. Only the twisting heads and terrified eyes showed that the other girls were as petrified as she was.




  "You are to listen and obey," the man said in English without any sign of an accent. "If you do so, you will survive and be allowed to continue your way home. In the meanwhile you will be our guest for a few weeks. You will find that you can move your right arm. If you promise not to scream, I will allow you to use your voice boxes again. If you agree to this, please hold your right hand up."




  Jade's heart was racing and she found herself shaking in fear but moved her hand up. She found her lips felt enlarged but normal and she could speak.




  "Don't do anything stupid," she whispered to her friend Petra beside her.




  "Three of you did not hold your hand up so still cannot speak," the man said. He walked up to one of the girls who looked defiant. This was Annabell, one of the more extroverted girls there that Jade didn't really like. She was a good netball player but bossy and somewhat self-opinionated.




  "You," he said to Annabell. "You never raised your hand but I will allow you to speak so you can answer my question which is, why did you disobey me?"




  "Because you are a creepy bastard," Annabell screamed, her face contorted in anger.




  "Stand up!"




  "Oh go to hell!" Annabell retorted.




  The man took what looked like a small rod from his belt and touched Annabell on the arm. She immediately began screaming in utter terror. Her whole body shook, she foamed at the mouth and her hair sort of rose and glowed blue. She continued screaming but managed to howl out the words. "Stop it! Stop It! I'll do what you say."




  The man lifted the rod and Annabell stood there heaving and covered in perspiration as her hair dropped back to normal,




  "Good. Let's see if your words are true. You will find all your limbs work perfectly. Stand up and walk to the front of this bus."




  Annabell scowled but almost staggered to the front.




  "Disrobe," the first man said to Annabell.




  "What!"




  "Do it!"




  Suddenly in tears, the terrified girl took off her jersey, top and jeans. Now in her bra and panties she stood there so scared her whole body shook.




  "I had forgotten how modest, human females are. That will do."




  Annabell stood there crying and shaking as he ran his hands up her arms, across her neck and ran his fingers through with her hair. "Interesting addition," he said. "Our species lost the ability to grow hair generations ago."




  He stood back and nodded out the door. A second person appeared; a woman who, like the man wore a bodysuit and boots. Also like him she was completely bald without even the eyebrows. She handed Annabell a white gown.




  "Put this on," she hissed in a cold tone.




  Annabell nodded, slipped the garment on. It hung down like a nightgown with elbow length sleeves and the skirt part reached her knees. An eight-digit number ending in 73 was embossed across the front and back. Immediately the gown tightened until it became skin tight like a bodysuit a gymnast or diver might wear. The woman nodded and handed her a pair of boots and watched as Annabell placed them on.




  "Good," said the man. "You are now known as 73 and will respond to that number." He turned to face the bus passengers. "You may keep all your own names for communication between yourselves but will remember your newly assigned number and answer to it when we give you our orders."




  Jan felt a cold chill slide up her back as she listened to the instructions. After Annabell's experienced she knew it was futile to do anything except obey. As directed, she stood and followed the other girls outside where they stood in a line along the roadside still lit up by the craft's floodlight.




  "I am the captain of this landing craft," the man said and nodded at the craft behind them. "As you probably guess we are not from this planet. You will be told more later. Like your friend 73, you will all disrobe down to your undergarments and change into the gowns being issued to you. You can call me Zero 5 and my assistant here. 14. Likewise, all other crew members can be called by their last two Earth digits that, for your benefit will appear on their uniform."




  Jade shivered in both cold and fear as she undressed down to her underwear and waited. Zero 5 walked along the line. When he arrived before her, he stared at her, touched her arms and cheek and ran his fingers through her hair. He nodded and without a word, handed her a gown with a number that ended in 89 and moved on to Petra beside her. Jade slipped the garment on and, on instructions, dropped her clothes in a plastic box before her. The new gown that tightened around her body felt as smooth as silk. Even though the material was thin, it was warm and comfortable. After being much too large her, the boots also contracted around her feet and lower legs to fit her feet perfectly. The inside felt as soft as the fluffy slippers she wore at home in the winter.




  *




  Jade stopped and sipped from a small tumbler of water. She reached for Kali's hand. Her cold fingers squeezed so hard it hurt and tears built in her eyes.




  "It sounded horrible, Jade," Kali whispered. "But stop. You can tell me the rest later."




  "No," Jade replied. "I want you both to know everything. The memories just flood back. I haven't thought about little things such as Annabell being made to strip at the front of the bus for years."




  "Did this Annabell survive?" Westley asked.




  "Oh yes. All the forty-two girls on the bus survived. Two have died over the last two decades but the rest are still around. Nobody, except myself remembers anything about our abduction, though. To them, it never happened. The last I've heard is that Annabell is a teacher in Christchurch. She never married nor had any children." She gulped. "As far as I know only seven of those with me ever had children. I'd say the rest are infertile but I'll get to that later."




  "But why can you remember when the others can't?" Kali asked.




  "You I guess, Sweetheart. None of the others got pregnant like I did." Jade smiled. "But I'm glad I did, otherwise I wouldn't have you here right now, would I?"




  "I guess not," Kali whispered and waited to hear the rest of her mother's story.




  *




  





  CHAPTER TWO




  "Turn around to your left so you are behind the female in front of you." 8 directed. He came up to Jade and tapped her on the shoulder. "You, 89 appear to be a sensible woman. I want you to go to the front of the line."




  Jade nodded but froze in fright for the alien just stood there.




  "And..." he muttered and reached for his rod.




  "Yes, Zero 5," she whispered.




  "Good 89," he whispered and watched her as she stepped out and walked to the front of the line. There was a buzz and she felt as if a rope was tied around her waist. She glanced back at the girl behind her and saw it was Janice, one of the girls in the C netball team.




  "We're all tied together by an invisible rope," Janice whispered. "I have two, one going to you and one going behind to Carla"




  The alien woman came up. "Are you ready, 89?"




  "Yes 14." Jade was learning fast.




  "Good..." She gave brief instructions and Jade led her companions through the tussock to the lander, up a ramp and inside where fifty or more glass walled cubicles filled the external wall space. They were two metres wide and four metres deep




  Following instructions, she turned and stood in the first cubicle, Janice went into the second and Carla the third. The others followed until every girl was standing in a cubicle. The feeling of the rope disappeared but was replaced by a quivering line in the front of the cubicle.




  "There are a series of touch pads to your left," 14 said. "Do not attempt to walk out. If you touch the forcefield you will be electronically caned. We'll try them out, shall we?"




  "Yes." some girls muttered. The woman glowered. "Yes, what?"




  "Yes 14. "




  "That was your last warning. Next time you show no respect you will receive the cane. Understand?"




  All except one girl replied in the appropriate manner. The girl who forgot was instantly screaming as the rod was pointed at her. She arched back, still screaming, kicking and foaming at the mouth. Finally, she stopped and fell forward unconscious on the floor,




  "You can see the cane does not need to be near you," 14 said. She gazed at the girl and read the number on her gown, Because the cane was on Setting One 53 will suffer no after-effects." She lifted the rod and aimed it at Tyla, 53's real name and the girl immediately woke up, staggered to her feet and stood there shaking.




  "Into your cubicle 53,"14 said.




  "Yes, 14," Tyla replied and staggered back into her cubicle,




  "Touch the top blue pad." 14 said. "Now!"




  Jade did so and a seat sprang out from the wall.




  "Press the next button. It is black." This time a hole slid open in the seat.




  "Your toilet. For modesty's sake you may press the third button. Try it!"




  Jade did and immediately found the walls around her and the space in front became like concrete. She certainly had privacy but it was claustrophobic. She found that by pushing the same touchpad the concrete disappeared.




  There were twenty or more controls that did almost anything, from producing a meal of porridge-like food to water to drink. There was even a tiny sink that worked like one at home with hot and cold water. The bottom touchpad flicked the whole cubical over so she was lying on the wall that had become as soft as a mattress.




  "I will leave you," 14 said. "Play with the touchpads as you see fit. You cannot hurt yourselves unless you attempt to leave your cubical."




  *




  Quarter of an hour later, after everyone was ordered to lie on the beds that slid out from the wall and electronically strapped in, the lander rose in the air like a rocket. It was terrifying but Jade's gown must have been designed for the pressure for a mask slid over her face and warm air puffed around her mouth, nose and eyes. It took forty-five minutes to reach a gigantic spaceship orbiting over the equator. The lander flew inside where they disembarked and were ordered down a moving walkway to more cubicles. These were like prison cells without a door. Jade couldn't walk out unless she was allowed but could to do things such as watch television movies on a personal screen. There was gravity so it felt as if she was in a building on Earth. At night it became dark and lights came on but when her watch showed ten they all went out and everyone was expected to sleep. She could only see the girls in the cells on each side of her but could call out to others. Many girls cried themselves to sleep the first night and two were punished for misbehaviour.




  The following morning they were allowed out of their cells and told to line up. There appeared to be no electronic ropes or items holding them but Jade was sure that if anybody disobeyed orders they would be punished. They were taken on an escalator up to another floor that looked like a hospital waiting room.




  A new alien male walked in dressed like any Earth doctor. Unlike the others, he seemed polite and friendly.




  "I am Doctor 23," he said. "Will you all please sit down. Any seat will do."




  The friendly atmosphere soon turned cynical when the doctor explained precisely what would happen. "You are all healthy human females who have not suffered the problems that affect our kind. It's a long complicated story but over the last generation our females have lost the ability to produce eggs. Your bodies contain eggs that we need to perpetuate our own species so we are about to remove them." He glanced around as a murmur went through the group. "You are allowed to make comments or ask questions. I am a doctor, not the military command that operates this vessel. Your body has thousands of eggs of which you only require a few hundred over your fertility years. We only want the extra ones and will leave you enough to reproduce when you return home."




  "So we will return?" someone asked.




  "All those who cooperate will be returned to the bus when your duty to our species is complete."




  "Who are you?" Jade asked.




  "We are humans who have evolved beyond yourselves. Unfortunately, some aspects of our DNA were genetically altered, hence our present problem."




  "And our eggs?'" Annabell asked,




  "They will be transplanted into young our females who will then be able to give birth to children. Any embryo will be half your genes and half the male who fertilises them through intercourse. You will become surrogate mothers. Think about it; eggs from your bodies will allow dozens, perhaps hundreds of our young females give birth to children."




  "And the males?' someone asked.




  "Male sperm has not been damaged. As well, all the females have perfectly healthy bodies and will be capable of becoming pregnant like yourselves once they receive your eggs."




  "Do we have a choice?" Jade asked.




  "Choice of what?" the doctor replied.




  "Taking part,"




  "Those who object or do not have eggs of high enough quality will be euthanized. We are well away from your Earth now and cannot afford to keep unproductive females." He glanced around. "It will be painless, no different from when you have an old dog put down on Earth."




  "It's barbaric!" Jade cried out.




  "Your species kill thousands of animals every day to supply yourselves with meat to eat." Doctor 23 sounded angry for the first time. "You are here to serve us the same as newly born calves are born and raised to provide meat for your kind. We do not eat your flesh but cannot carry unproductive females. It's pure economics." He waited several seconds but nobody spoke. "But don't worry, ladies for I'm sure you all carry sufficient eggs to supply us and will return as healthy if not healthier than when you left."




  "How?' Jade persisted.




  "In thanks for your help we will introduce life enhancing genes into your bodies. Though not as powerful as the ones in our own bodies, they will prevent you from ever getting cancer or other Earth diseases that we no longer have. Barring accidents, you will have your lifespan extended by twenty years." He stopped. "Every one of you can expect a life span of a hundred years compared with eighty that it would have been if you weren't selected to help us out." He smiled. "Think of it as a win-win situation."




  "That's what the terrorists who blow themselves up at home think," Jade muttered.




  Doctor 23 looked at her and nodded. "Perhaps. Tell me Jade..." He surprisingly used her real name. "What would you do if your female friends and yourself could not have children, if there were no babies on your planet, not one and the youngest child was now twelve. What will it be like after another decade with only adults on your world?" He stopped. "That is where we are now, Jade. It has taken us two decades to find a planet with suitable humans living on it. Your DNA and ours are almost identical and I believe your ancestors and ours came from the same place, where, I don't know."




  "You could have approached our governments for help, not just kidnapped us."




  "Your politicians cannot even agree on climate control. Do you think they would listen to us?"




  "I suppose not," Jade replied. "I still think your methods are wrong."




  There was a muttering through the room as the others stared at her. Perhaps she had said too much. "Sorry," she whispered. "In our country, people are not punished for giving opinions that go against what the government thinks. It's called democracy. "




  "So you will not donate your eggs, Jade?"




  Jade shuddered. "And be killed if I refuse?"




  "If I guaranteed that you would be returned home unhurt?"




  Jade shrugged. "We are here. I will help you," she whispered. "Just ask the military to treat us like friends, not animals. Is that too much to ask?"




  Doctor 23 frowned. "I'll see what I can do," he replied. "Meanwhile I'll explain the procedures you will all have to follow."




  *




  Every day, Jade and every other girl had to spend an hour having hormone treatment. This consisted of lying under an ultrasound machine that showed the ovaries and sacs that contained ripe eggs and being injected with hormones. In normal circumstances, a young female produced around a dozen ripe eggs a month but another microsurgery operation inserted an artificial sac to receive hundreds of eggs. After two weeks, Jade and everyone else had swollen stomachs and even symptoms of being pregnant with morning sickness and cravings as their bodies adjusted to hormone treatment to produce more and more eggs for the larger sacs.




  After three weeks everyone was exhausted and arguments broke out, friends argued and Jade found herself loosing patience as she constantly vomited in the tiny cell sink. But the treatment continued with everyone's body taking on the appearance of the final weeks of pregnancy. Finally Jade was given her last day of treatment.




  "You have over a thousand ripe eggs. Jade," Nurse 97 said. "That is well above average. Your treatment is finished and in a week we will remove them."




  "What then?" Jade gasped. Every limb in her body ached and she felt as weak as an old lady.




  "We take you home. We tried using girls such as yourself for two or even three courses but the egg quality fell so it is easier to replace you with new stock."




  "How many have you abducted?"




  Nurse 97 shrugged. "Several hundred. We should soon have enough eggs to last for this generation of females and won't need more until a new generation grows. That'll be in about twenty of your years. Of course the new infants born will be half human so the females may have eggs of their own." She shrugged. "That is unless another war comes and more sterilisation missiles are sent to our home worlds." Nurse 97 talked a lot and with innocent probes Jade found out more than from any other alien.




  "Worlds?" she asked innocently. "How many?"




  "Three home worlds but there are dozens of other settlements, either conquered or uninhabited planets."




  "So why wasn't our Earth been conquered?"




  "To far out, I guess. It used to take several years to reach your Earth and even now it takes seven months. We are at present just orbiting your sun before we return you home." She laughed. "Before the war, the military would have just killed you off and used your body parts for our organ banks. Now though, we can grow any organ so slaves to provide them are not needed."




  "So why don't you grow human eggs?"




  "I'm not sure, something about needing a wider gene pool, whatever that means."




  Jade nodded and decided to ask no more. Even Nurse 97 might get suspicious if she kept asking questions. She turned the conversation to a television serial everyone was talking about.




  "I think the main detective is being bribed," 97 rattled on and continued the small talk. "All these shows come from your Earth but we're getting used to the old fashioned settings. Most of the story lines are quite good, though."




  "And how is it you all speak English?" Jade couldn't resist another question.




  "We receive implanted language banks depending on our destination. One of our other ships speaks Russian. It is a good source of women. Japanese women are also well liked for their fine features and one of our worlds only uses black women from Africa. We have different races like yourselves." Nurse 07 looked suspicious. "But why do you ask?"




  Jade shrugged. "No reason really." She had almost gone too far with her probes.




  *




  As with all the operations, Jade was awake when her egg sac was surgically removed and actually saw the balloon type sac brought out through an incision about four centimetres long. Afterwards, a laser beam repaired all her damaged skin and sealed the wound. She was still weak though and like everyone else, spent the following two days sleeping and getting her strength. The meeting with Doctor 23 came as a nasty surprise.




  "You have been selected as the control person," he said. "This means you will be required to undergo more treatment."




  Jade was annoyed. "So everything told to us has been a lie?" she retorted. "Are we now all going to be killed?"




  "Not at all. In fact it is exactly the opposite. As a check on the eggs we have received we always pick one donor to test. You have that honour."




  "Meaning what?"




  "We are going to check the quality of your eggs by impregnating you."




  "What?" Jade screamed. "Am I to be raped?"




  "No. We do not practise bestiality. You will be artificial inseminated with sperm until you become pregnant."




  "You can't do this," Jade screamed. "It is morally repugnant. I will not allow it."




  "You have no choice." Doctor 23 lifted a finger and two aliens arrived, lifted her, fighting and kicking into another room. She was strapped to a table and had the indignity of having a syringe inserted inside her body and warm liquid that was probably sperm pumped in. Afterwards she was isolated from the others and kept in a containment cell. She was treated fairly and left alone except that at different times every day she was given scans and more sperm pumped into her. Finally, five weeks later she realised her period had not arrived.




  Tests confirmed she was pregnant and the artificial insemination was stopped. However, she was put to sleep and woke up to find four months had passed. She was told her baby was a female who had had one genetic alteration.




  Jade stared at Doctor 23 who told her the news. "You force me to have a child and now say you genetically altered my child. I am not an animal or machine and demand to know what you did." Emotions overtook her and she burst into tears. "You wouldn't tell me anyway, would you?"




  The doctor smiled. "But I will. Tests showed that the father's genes overrode your own in one small aspect. Without this small DNA change your daughter would have been like us, hairless. A little bald girl on Earth would be too different so we added your gene of hair growth. That is all Nothing else was done. When you return home, do not attempt to have an abortion as she is too well developed and in your country abortions are not allowed at this late stage."




  Jade ran a hand over her slightly enlarged stomach and stared at the doctor. "You're letting he go now? But why? I would have thought you would want to see my child born?"




  "We are leaving your solar system and there is one last chance for you to join your friends on the bus."




  "I see..." Jade frowned.




  "I thought you'd be pleased," Doctor 23 said.




  "Going home, yes but how am I going to explain to my friends and family that I am several months pregnant?"




  "You can stay until your daughter is born if you wish but if you do, you will not be able to return home as we are abandoning Earth as an egg supply because a closer human planet has been discovered." The doctor shrugged. "In answer to your question, you are lucky for the social stigma of your condition doesn't exist in your liberal society. Our research shows that your country has one of the highest teenage pregnancy rates in your world so you will be just one of many. "
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