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Chapter 1

The scent was like a magician’s spell weaving through the air and caressing his nose. Strange, since he was pretty sure the practice arena was empty except for him. General Kharon paused from packing his weapons up and lifted his head to draw in a deep breath. The aroma teased him; undeniably there but so faint it was almost a dream. As it worked its magic into his brain, an ancient hunger roared to life within him. It filled his abdomen with heat and his dick with blood. It was a familiar woman’s scent and he was suddenly driven to find its source.

Kharon got up off the bench and turned toward the empty bleachers. It was early evening and no one was in the practice arena for a change. He’d arrived from his kingdom a few hours earlier and took advantage of the empty space to practice with the trident, a more challenging weapon than most. As he scanned the seating area, he became certain no one else was here so the source of the scent must be a forgotten item. The wooden steps creaked as he ascended them, his heavy footfalls echoing in the cavernous room.

Then he spotted it.

Lying innocently on a bench seat was a small gray tunic. He reached out and picked it up, holding it high to study it. It was much too small for a man and a little narrow at the waist. Kharon balled the tunic in his fist and moved it up to his face. The scent of Gypsy Theron washed over him in a heady rush. For a second he was transfixed by the sweet perfume of her flesh and sweat. His heart sped up, rushing hot blood into his veins and making every muscle in his body hard with intense arousal. His reaction was an invading army taking his thoughts hostage and thrusting him into a whirlwind of erotic fantasies and images. Gypsy fueled his blood with fire and all he could think of was finding and fucking her. Where is she right now? Is she naked in her room at the dormitory washing the day’s sweat from her luscious young body? Without warning his erection became painful and his balls ached.

One of the doors above banged open and Kharon turned to see who’d come in. One look froze his breath in his chest. It is her. She must be coming to retrieve what was left behind.

She jolted to a stop at the top of the steps, obviously startled by his presence, and stared down at him with those lovely golden eyes. Her face and throat were framed by long, wild locks of chocolate-colored hair and her features whispered hints of her father’s identity. She was slightly taller than most AEssyrian women standing a few inches shy of six feet with lean muscle covering every bit of her athletic frame. Gypsy was a bewitching sight and even at this young age, a formidable combatant. Kharon’s heart pounded in his chest like a war drum. He held the tunic out for her to come and get it. He hoped she wouldn’t notice how much he was sweating.

“I take it you’re here for this?” he said. In the silence of the arena, his voice rumbled off the walls like distant thunder.

Gypsy came down the steps slowly, taking one at a time. She almost seemed afraid of him. Was he that much of a sight in his sexual excitement? He watched her, riveted, completely unable to look away.

“What are you doing here? I thought you went back to your own kingdom,” she asked, still taking her time to come down the steps.

Kharon had had enough of her stalling. She must be acting this way because of the rape she experienced last year in this very arena. He wanted to be annoyed but he wasn’t. Her caution of being alone with him here was understandable. “I’m teaching a class in the morning,” he said, still holding the tunic out. He shook it. “Come and get this now!” he growled.

Responding to his tone, Gypsy trotted down the steps and grabbed the tunic from him. She slipped it on over her t-shirt, glancing at the trident he’d laid on the bench. Having her this close was pure torture. What he wouldn’t give to ravage her right here but he forced himself to take a breath and calm his mind.

“Next time you’re out of uniform,” he said, “you’ll be disciplined. Do I make myself clear?”

He looked into her eyes and saw a small fire burning there. Her pupils dilated and her nostrils flared. He suspected his primal yearning was arousing her too. He sometimes had that effect on women. Her lips parted to speak and her tongue came out to lick them. “Yes, Excellency,” she said.

He leaned against the railing and folded his arms so he wouldn’t touch her. Every cell within him wanted to make a pass. Gods, what he wouldn’t give to wreck that beautiful little pussy. He’d keep her in his bed for weeks. “Is there anything else you wanted?” he asked with enough inflection to let her know there was an invitation there if she wanted to explore this further.

Gypsy blinked at him as if she’d just found herself sleepwalking. “No, sir,” she said, slowly backing away from him. It took every ounce of self-control not to pursue her. She turned away toward the steps. “I guess I’ll see you around,” she tossed over her shoulder as she took the steps two at a time.

“Yes,” Kharon said as he watched her go. “I’ll be seeing you around.”


Chapter 2

Like most common areas at the Military Academy, the registration hall was old, huge and smelled like mossy stone. The walls were covered in dark wood paneling and the few tables and chairs occupying the space had been ravaged by the spurs and sabers of the thousands of young males who had passed through. It was obvious just from glancing around that everything was designed by males for males. Most AEssyrian males averaged six-three and weighed well over two hundred fifty pounds, and that was without their armor on. Given that, it wasn’t surprising that the furnishings were made of thick, hardy wood. What Gypsy wouldn’t give to be able to sit in one of those behemoth chairs, but no—she was stuck in the back of the registration line waiting for over an hour to sign up for classes. Such was the life of a new student. She sure hoped everything wasn’t closed by the time she got to the front.

Makkai, her friend and fellow freshmen, was standing behind her nudging her every time a famous officer walked by. He was having a serious case of celebrity worship and it was annoying the hell out of her. Gypsy would look up, feign interest, and go back to brooding over how long this line was taking. As she stood there, she wondered how her ex-husband Caraculla was doing on campaign. Once her thoughts touched on her love, she felt her throat tighten a little but she quickly chased it off. Gods, how I miss him.

Caraculla had been the only one who’d supported her though her struggles to get into the Academy. They had a long history together, and Gypsy had even married him to save his life when his relatives were threatening to take him off life support after a serious head injury. Although he loved her and appreciated what she’d done, he refused to let her stay married to him. He had told her that she was too young and she needed to sow her wild oats before settling down with one male. And so, with a full heart, Gypsy had set the marriage aside. Even now that she’d achieved her Academy dream, she wondered if she’d done the right thing.

Then she was pulled from her daydream by another annoying poke. Looking back at Makkai, who had nudged her again for the fiftieth time, she saw him toss his head over toward the open double doors to the outside. Gypsy glanced over to see General Kharon talking to a few upper classmen. Her mouth went dry as she remembered their encounter in the arena last night. He had evoked a strange sensation in her that she couldn’t identify. It was like lust but so much more. She turned back to Makkai. “Will you knock it off?”

“What?” he said, craning to see over the tops of everyone’s heads.

“Stop bumping my arm every time an officer walks past you. I don’t care who’s here. I just want to get my classes,” she said, still staring at Kharon. Even among AEssyrian males, Kharon was a monster. He was a classic example of what her mother would term a Bull Male. Like her father Gavin, he was easily over three hundred pounds of pure muscle and stood half a foot taller than most of the men around him. He was dressed in the dark gray and red uniform of his kingdom and it framed him perfectly. As she studied him, she realized he wasn’t as handsome as he was roguishly attractive. His green skin was a dusty olive and his face, with its heavy brow and muscled jaw, hinted at a secret savagery. He was everything an AEssyrian male aspired to be: powerful, successful, and deadly.

Kharon glanced up from his conversation and their eyes met. Gypsy stared into his eyes, one a chilling arctic blue and the other a more normal greenish brown. Suddenly she couldn’t look away. She also caught sight of the three link chain tattoo by his right eye indicating he’d once been a slave. A feverish heat crept from her neck to her face and her palms began to sweat. Makkai was saying something to her but she was lost in her awakening desire. Suddenly Makkai gave her a shove.

Gypsy turned and glared at him. “What now?” she barked.

He made a sweeping gesture and frowned at her. “Go! You’ve been bitching about the line for an hour and now, when it’s almost your turn, you’re in another place.” Gypsy looked in front of her and burned with embarrassment. The line had moved up four spaces while she’d been daydreaming. She walked up and was relieved to find she was next. Finally.

Seconds later she reached the registrar who adjusted his glasses and looked across the desk at her like she was a primate. “Give me your list,” he said in a pinched tone. Gypsy reached into her pocket and pulled out a tattered and worn piece of paper that had been folded several times into a small square. She meticulously unfolded it and smoothed it out by rubbing it back and forth on the edge of the registration table. The registrar sighed and leaned back in his chair waiting for her to finish. When Gypsy was satisfied the paper could be read, she placed it on the desk in front of him and reverently pushed it toward him.

The registrar glanced at it and immediately crossed off the first class with a thick red pen. “This one’s closed,” he said, writing down the other two in his ledger. Gypsy grabbed the class listing off the side table and frantically leafed through it. Shit! Everything’s closed. Makkai reached over her shoulder and tapped his finger in the book next to a special weapons class. “Take that one,” he said, still pointing. “We can be in that class together.”

Before she could answer, the registrar recorded the change and leaned sideways around Gypsy holding out his hand to Makkai for his selection paper. Gypsy stepped out of line still staring down at the listing and slowly walked away. Something was bothering her. Getting in that class was too easy. Why wasn’t it closed? She stopped to study her class list while waiting for Makkai to finish and catch up to her. He moved up next to her and as they began to walk, she turned to him and said, “Who’s teaching the special weapons class?”

Makkai beamed like a groom about to walk down the aisle. “General Kharon,” he said. “It’ll be so cool. I can’t wait!”

Gypsy’s stomach dropped. There was no way she was taking a class with that colossal asshole. After all, he had almost killed Caraculla last year in their grandmaster’s match. Making a sudden about-face, she sprinted back to the registrar’s table but he was already closing his books.

“What do you want, young lady?” he asked, tucking his ledgers under his arm. The light green skin around his eyes sagged as if he hadn’t slept in weeks.

“I need to switch that last class,” she said.

“Too late,” he snorted. “All the ledgers are closed, no more changes allowed. And I suggest you hurry to your weapons class,” he said, glancing out the window to judge the time. “You’re first lesson with General Kharon meets this morning.”

“You don’t understand. That’s the class I want to change. Please, I’ll take anything else!” she said, trying not to sound as frantic as she felt.

“No, young lady, you don’t understand. Even if I allowed you to change the class, there are no other open classes and you need to pass three courses to advance next year.”

Gypsy groaned and turned around to see that Makkai was already gone. She shuffled off toward the door, defeated. Glancing down at the schedule, she was struck by the horror that the class started in five minutes. Gypsy took off at a dead run. The last thing she wanted was to be late and get singled out. Being the only woman in the class would be bad enough.


Chapter 3

Gypsy raced into the special weapons class just as Kharon began his lecture. The room was essentially a small, oval floor with elevated benches built all around. One of the best things about the layout was a student could see and hear everything the instructor was saying. One of the worst things was the instructor never missed a thing in his classroom. Like students arriving late through the side door.

Gypsy held her breath and quietly crept toward a bench seat in the back of the class, but two warriors saw where she was headed, and moved together to cover it up. Sons of bitches. Would any of these apes ever get used to a woman attending the Academy? She glared at them and was about ask them to move, when Kharon said, “Cadet Theron. Would you mind coming down here and helping me demonstrate what constitutes a kill with the trident?”

All eyes fixed on her as if she’d just burst into flames. She’d bet every male in the room was delighted she’d been called out to be humiliated. A nervous flutter tickled her belly but she plastered a grin on her face and descended the stairs to be Kharon’s trick monkey. Reaching the bottom, she placed her pack on an empty bench and walked up to Kharon, ready to take her punishment.

But before she could get too close, Kharon held the trident out and pointed it at her chest. “Stop right there,” he said.

Gypsy stopped and stood still as he lectured the class for several minutes about choosing a weapon, best length, and basic maneuvers. She was so happy that she was robbed of the opportunity to take notes. Maybe Makkai would let her copy his. Then Kharon turned to face her.

“Draw your saber and stand at the ready,” he said. She did as he instructed. “Good. Don’t move.”

Gypsy stood still, hoping beyond logic that this wouldn’t hurt too much. Kharon brought the trident up under her saber and hooked her blade in its prongs. With a twisting, pulling motion, he jerked the saber from her hand sending it sliding across the stone floor. She just stood there stunned at how easily he’d just disarmed her. Taking advantage of her perplexed state, he pushed the trident into her abdomen just far enough to hurt without tearing her clothes or breaking the skin. He then took a step back and said, “I suggest you go retrieve your weapon since we’re not finished yet.”

For the next twenty minutes, Kharon disarmed her then assaulted her with the trident over and over again, poking her in various parts of her body including her neck and knees. His maneuvers with the trident were second nature and he effortlessly continued lecturing during the entire demonstration. It reminded her of sparring with her brother Desmond who could carry on several side conversations and engage her in combat as easily as if he were scratching his head.

After picking her saber up from the floor again, she wandered back over to her position and watched as Kharon paced the floor explaining additional techniques. She wondered if he was going to keep her up here for the entire class.

Then Gypsy made a terrible mistake.

Becoming bored with how long the demonstration was taking, she took her saber and hooked it into one of the trident prongs and gave a slight tug while Kharon was distracted, talking to another student. Then the laws of unintended consequences hit her with full force. Kharon, who had been holding the shaft loosely and at an angle, lost his grip on the weapon. It hit the floor with several loud clangs and she immediately wanted to run. Oh shit, I am in so much trouble!

“Drop your weapon!” Kharon roared. Gypsy immediately dropped her saber and was roughly manhandled to her knees by the general. Every part of her wanted to resist him, to throw his big beefy hands off her and fight, but she knew he’d expel her and she needed this class. “Put your hands behind your back and keep your face down!” he commanded.

Gypsy stayed as still as she could while he continued on with the lecture. She knew from watching her father’s men often enough that, innocent as it may have seemed, what she’d done was a challenge to his authority. To test her loyalty and hostile intent, she had to stay in this forced submission until Kharon was satisfied she’d learned her lesson. If her intent had been to really challenge him, she would have refused to drop her weapon, and they would have fought it out right there. For close to an hour, Gypsy remained in that position. Pain shot through her arms and legs, increasing in intensity with each passing minute. She couldn’t even feel her feet anymore. What she wouldn’t give to take back that careless jab.

Finally the lecture was done. Gypsy could hear the shuffling of belongings and the multiple footsteps of her classmates passing by as they left the room. For her part she remained kneeling and staring at the ground. The floor before her eyes darkened as Kharon leaned down and moved his mouth up against her ear. His warm breath caressed her hairline and she could feel the heat coming off his skin. “Get up,” he said with a knife edge to his voice. She painfully struggled to her feet and shifted her weight from one leg to the other trying to chase away the numbness in her knees. He handed her saber back and gave her a savage glare. “What the fuck was that all about?” he asked.

Gypsy slid her weapon back into the scabbard but kept her gaze down. She so wanted to tell him to fuck off. “I’m sorry, Excellency,” she managed. “It was an accident. I wasn’t expecting you to drop the trident.”

“You weren’t expecting me to drop the trident?” he yelled at her so loud she was sure everyone in the Academy could hear. “What exactly were you expecting to happen with that little stunt?”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant that…I don’t know what I expected to happen.” Gypsy dropped her head forward not knowing what else to say. She decided this would end sooner if she just gave up trying to explain.

“Does this class bore you, Theron?”

“No, sir.”

“Do you think just because your daddy is a general that you have this Academy thing all wrapped up?” he asked.

“No, Excellency.”

“Then you’d better show up on time and soldier along like the rest of the class. No one’s going to cut you any slack because you’re the girl. Do you understand me, cadet?” he bellowed.

In that moment, Gypsy hated him more than anyone she’d ever known. He was perhaps an even bigger asshole than her father, and that was really saying something. She opened her mouth to tell him off, but for once in her life the right words came out instead. “I understand, your Excellency.”

He moved into her personal space and a rush of adrenaline-filled fury coursed through her veins. She looked up and their eyes locked. His vertical pupils narrowed into mere slits. “You want to fight me, Theron?” he said in a soft, dangerous rumble that reminded her of black satin.

Something was happening to her and it had nothing to do with fighting. That erotic sensation had returned and she was suddenly acutely aware of every inch of her body. Her nipples grew erect under her tunic. Her womb fluttered like a bird trying to escape a cage. She had to get away from him now.

Gypsy dropped her gaze. “I’m very sorry, Excellency,” she said, willing to say anything to get away from him. “It won’t happen again.”

Kharon snorted and stepped back. “Good,” he said. “Then you’re dismissed.”


Chapter 4

Gypsy emerged from the special weapons class to catcalls and applause. Two upper classmen who hated her, Nole Prius and Ortis Maston, had managed to gather a small group of followers to further humiliate her in the hallway. Nole was nothing more than a short male with a big complex, but when he had an audience, he blossomed into his full asshole self. As long as he had someone to watch him misbehave, he was sure to make a scene. Gypsy was like the High Holiday for him and the minute he knew she was a freshman at the Academy, she became his favorite target. Ortis, the obvious follower of the two, was a born half-wit and always had to defer to his master, Nole, before he did or said anything.

Glaring at each of the men surrounding her, Gypsy muscled through the crowd to get to her next class. Where the hell is Makkai? This fucking class was his idea! He could have at least waited for me. But just as she was about to clear the group, Nole blocked her path and folded his arms across his chest. He was probably one of the ugliest males Gypsy had ever seen. Not only was he short but he had the unfortunate habit of flinching every so often, an involuntary tick that was quite unnerving. “Nice going in class today, Theron.” He smirked. “Trying to get the teacher’s attention so he’ll fuck you for a pass?”

The pure hatred that had just been directed at Kharon now had a new target. “Get the fuck out of my way, Mole. I’ve got classes to attend.”

Nole’s face twisted into a nasty frown. It made his features just that much uglier and Gypsy felt a fleeing pity for him. Be thankful you’re a nobleman’s son because no one on this planet would want you otherwise.

“Move me, bitch,” he said, unfolding his arms in an obvious threat.

Now this was a problem indeed. She wasn’t good enough at hand-to-hand combat to win against him and if she pulled her saber, things could get out of hand quickly. Another problem was he had lots of backup and she had…well, she had none since Makkai had seen something shiny and run off. She glanced around to look for a way out and caught swift movement by her face. Ducking low, Gypsy just narrowly missed Nole’s large clumsy fist attempting to make contact with her jaw. Furious now, Gypsy came up and slammed all her weight into the bully sending him sprawling to the floor. Suddenly everyone moved back and gave them a circle to fight in.

Nole wasted no time in getting up and tackling her to the ground. The second she hit that cold floor an insane panic exploded in her brain. Gypsy punched and pounded on Nole with a strength she never knew she had, but just as she suspected, she did little to curb the beating he was giving her. His fists rained down on her like rocks and—although she held her own—there were times during the fight when it was all she could do to block his fists from striking her in the face and neck. The pain was like a rabid fever in her blood making her fight like a cornered animal until he struck a blow close to her ear, causing it to ring and she’d had enough. The horrible pain was a wakeup call that she had to do something drastic. Black madness filled her and, reaching behind her back, she pulled the small knife sheathed there and brought it around to cut Nole in the face.

But—only inches from contact with his left eye—someone grabbed her wrist, stopping the blade in mid arc. Within seconds, the crowd disbursed and that same someone pulled her to her feet. Nole was bent over trying to catch his breath, occasionally shooting her vicious looks. But at least he still had both eyes. He must have realized how close she’d come to ending his military aspirations because the vicious looks were accompanied by something new: Fear. Today’s your lucky day, fuckhead.

A captain Gypsy didn’t recognize had stopped the fight and was now standing over them looking grim. He was tall, with a medium build and sharp cunning features accentuated by the most unusual burnt orange eyes. His black and gold uniform had a nametag that read ‘Captain Borong Raith’. The uniform was rumpled and one of the gold wrist cuffs was coming loose with age. His collar was unbuttoned revealing some kind of jagged neck scar that Gypsy could just barely see. “What is this about?” he asked her.

Gypsy shot Nole a look. “Nothing,” she said, not wanting to be a snitch. “It was a private matter but I think we’re done now.”

Captain Raith took a few steps toward Nole and glared down at him. Nole seemed to wither under his gaze. “Is she correct? Is this finished?”

“Yes, sir,” Nole said.

“Then you are dismissed,” Raith said. Gypsy turned to leave and the captain held her back until Nole was out of earshot. Leaning down, he said, “Don’t let them bully you into something stupid that will get you expelled. Stabbing one of them is exactly what they’re hoping you’ll do. Watch yourself.”

Gypsy nodded. She knew he was right but what was she supposed to do? Wait for Nole to kick her brains in? “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,” she said.

Raith gave her a private nod and walked off down the hall. Soon after, Gypsy picked up her stuff and limped off to her next class.


Chapter 5

The planet of AEssyria looked like the mythical Garden of Eden. Scarlet Jonson stared out the window as the shuttle made its descent, marveling at the bright green grassland and huge patches of lush forests. What an interesting place to begin her career. After graduating from medical school and finishing her fellowship, Scarlet had had a slew of offers but none as lucrative as the one she got from the chief of medicine in the AEssyrian Empire. Doctor Harlan Theron, now there was a woman who probably had interesting stories to tell. Scarlet knew from her research that Harlan was not only a human like herself, but a groundbreaking physician in the field of AEssyrian medicine. The doctor had also lived here an astonishing twenty years. Interestingly enough, she was also married to the Empire’s top general. Scarlet grinned wondering how that odd couple came to be.

The shuttle engines roared as they touched down on the landing pad. A mechanized voice came over the speaker telling her and the other two alien passengers to gather their things, it was time to disembark. She heard what she assumed was the same message repeated in several other languages she didn’t understand. Looking out the window Scarlet watched a few mounted soldiers milling around at the base of the landing pad. She knew the lizard-like animals they rode were called hyperia. A quick glance might have someone thinking they were horses but a longer study showed them to be very different. If horses and dinosaurs ever had a missing link it would be the hyperia. Being the primary mode of transportation on the planet Scarlet had read up on them and none of it was good. The animals were highly intelligent, large, strong and very carnivorous. Their relationship with the AEssyrians was more partnership than ownership and they could be extremely aggressive if they sensed weakness or disrespect. Of course the AEssyrians themselves were nothing to sneeze at either. Having only seen a few of them in her life she was unprepared for how large and menacing they were in person.

Scarlet unfastened her harness and rummaged around in her flower-patterned carry-on bag. Buried deep in one of the lead-lined pockets was a high powered blaster. Even though the AEssyrians were very specific about no outside weapons on the planet, there was no way Scarlet was going to part with her Kirillian Decimator, especially around these aggressive predators. The weapon had seen her through many adventures off Earth and even saved her life a few times. If they found it, they were simply going to have to bend the rules.

She flung her bag over her shoulder and filed in behind the other two aliens. As soon as she left the climate-controlled cabin and stepped onto the ramp, she felt as though she had walked into hell itself. The heat from the twin suns seemed to be burning the clothes right off her body and the air was viscous from the humidity. She could have retreated to a sauna just to cool down. There is no way I’m ever going to get used to this heat. By the time she reached the bottom of the ramp all the blood rushed into her legs making her feel loose and less cramped. She’d been stuck on that shuttle way too long. As she peered ahead she spotted some soldiers carefully looking through the other passengers’ bags. A sudden unease gripped her. If she hadn’t already been drenched from the miserable climate, she would have started to sweat. What if they find that blaster and decide to make a big deal about it? She shrugged it off. You’re a doctor, what’s the worst they can do to you? If they really don’t want you to have it, they’ll just confiscate it. One of the soldiers gestured to her and she moved forward to begin her search.

The soldier who grabbed her stuff was a hulking male who easily stood well over six feet. His hair was long and dark brown with a few narrow braids by the temples, presumably to keep it out of his eyes. His face was something out of a science fiction novel: green, with harsh masculine features, and sharp predatory teeth. He pulled her two suitcases forward and heaved them up onto the reddish wooden table he was standing behind. Unsnapping the latches, he opened them and began carefully looking through every nook and cranny. His thick black nails moved with surprising delicacy over her silk slips and underwear and she wondered if he was enjoying himself. As the soldier worked, another one with more decorations on his uniform stalked up and fixed her with a curious stare. Scarlet was momentarily mesmerized by the unusual color of his eyes. They were burnt orange with a starburst of yellow around the slit pupil.

Scarlet looked away as sweat trickled down her back. She didn’t want to give him any indication that she was interested in him sexually. Ugh. These AEssyrians scared the shit out of her. All she wanted to do was get her stuff and get out of this merciless heat. Then the soldier closed the latches on her suitcase and roughly pushed it on to the ground gesturing to the bag over her shoulder. With growing dread, Scarlet handed it over. He found the blaster two seconds after he started his search. Removing it from her bag by the muzzle, he handed it over to the officer as if it were a dead rat.

The AEssyrian officer came into her space and glared down at her. Then he uttered a series of quick snarls and grunts that Scarlet was sure meant nothing. She stood there helpless, not having a clue what he’d just said.

“He wants to know why you have that,” one of the aliens said, still skillfully putting his clothes back into his suitcase with his four arms. He was short, much shorter than her or the AEssyrians, and looked something like a bird. Interesting.

“It’s for protection,” she replied, addressing the officer. The bird alien walked over and translated what she said.

The AEssyrian barked at her so loud it made her flinch. Then he grabbed her and bound her hands behind her back with manacles. Pushing on her shoulders, he forced Scarlet onto her knees. Wild terror filled her as she realized they were probably going to kill her for this infraction.

The bird alien was hopping from one foot to the other excitedly. “He says no! No outside weapons of any kind. You are under arrest!”

Scarlet knew she had to diffuse this situation and fast. “Tell him I’m sorry! I’ll get rid of it!”

The bird alien was now in a blind panic with his arms waving in the air. He threw his bags into a nearby coach, shouting her response to the officer who was holding Scarlet down on her knees. A heated exchange went on between them, and then the bird man said, “He says too late. Blaster is a deadly illegal weapon. You ignored landing instructions. Now you die.” The bird man jumped in the coach and it pulled away, taking all of Scarlet’s hope with it. She was as good as dead if she couldn’t communicate with this horrible beast.

The officer pulled her to her feet and dragged her toward a wooded area off to their left. She tried talking to him and fought him with all the strength she had, but in the end, it wasn’t nearly enough.


Chapter 6

Kharon rode his hyperia up to Devon’s Tavern fully expecting to find Gypsy there. It was a common enough hangout for cadets and he needed to blow off a little steam too. But he had to admit that the real reason he was here was to see her. Never before in his life had he experienced a passion like what he felt for Gypsy Theron. This morning in class had been its strongest manifestation yet. Even now, as he closed his eyes he could see her before him on her knees, offering him her submission for making him drop the trident.

She’d been nothing less than…stunning.

A carnal hunger roared through him and he clenched his fists trying to control it. What he wouldn’t give to have that lovely young woman in his bed, even if only for one night.

The stable groom touched his leg. “Take your mount for you, sir?”

Kharon dismounted and handed the reins over to the young man who quickly rushed the hyperia over to the stable.

Inside, the tavern was smoky and held the heavy scent of old sweat and raw meat. Kharon scanned the patrons and was surprised to see it wasn’t as crowded as he expected. For a moment he didn’t see her and was annoyed that it mattered. But then he spotted her at a corner table with two male friends, one he didn’t recognize and the other a fellow student named Makkai. They were talking and drinking, looking relaxed and happy. An irrational jealously filled him and he stalked over to join them. Everyone looked up at him startled. It wasn’t every day a general came over to sit with them. “Gentlemen,” Kharon said, baring his teeth in a smile. “Do you mind if I join you?”

Makkai glanced at Gypsy and winked. “Actually, Excellency, we were just leaving.” They grabbed their drinks and downed them fast. “See you tomorrow, Gypsy,” Makkai said with a mischievous grin. Gypsy returned his grin with an angry glare. And then they were gone and it was just the two of them.

“I’m sorry I frightened your friends away,” Kharon said.

Gypsy sat there drumming her fingertips on the table. “I should probably leave too,” she said. “I’ve got a long day tomorrow and—”

“Not yet,” Kharon said. “Please stay a few minutes.”

Gypsy chewed her lip looking like she was thinking it over. “Was there something you wanted to talk to me about, sir?”

“Yes,” Kharon said, pausing to order a drink from the barmaid. “I wanted to talk to you about your future plans.”

“I really didn’t have any,” she said, before sipping her drink. “I’m just in my first year.”

He leaned forward to speak and caught her scent. It was mild and earthy like sun-baked flowers and a maddening desire possessed him. He was sweating and painfully aware of the ferocious erection straining the front of his pants. She was sweet agony to him and in his lust, he forgot what he was going to say.

The barmaid brought him his drink and he pulled a deep mouthful. It helped to clear his head. “I would like you to consider coming to work for me after you graduate,” he said.

“Even if I wanted to, I don’t think I could. I swore loyalty to my father when he agreed to train me.”

“You can if he releases you,” Kharon countered. He watched her lift her right hand off the table and a heat impression remained on the shiny surface. Searching her face, he found her attraction to him carefully buried under a calm exterior. She was coming into her first reproductive season because of him, which was interesting since she appeared to have very little AEssyrian blood.

If he was careful to see her as often as possible over the next few days, she’d come into season even if she’d taken something to prevent pregnancy, which he was sure she had. There was no way she could attend the Academy if there was a risk of ovulating. Her classmates would go nuts. I can smell your body changing, my beauty. Any day now you’ll be climbing the walls to fuck me and by the Gods, I can’t wait.

Gypsy licked her lips. A tiny trickle of sweat ran down the side of her face. She took a few sips of her drink. “What if I don’t want him to release me?”

“Surely you don’t want to be under your father’s thumb all your adult life? I thought you were more ambitious than that.”

“What makes you think I want to trade his thumb for yours?” she asked, shifting in her chair. She was looking more uncomfortable by the moment. Based on the absence of any other intense interest in her around the bar, he was sure this season was an exclusive reaction to him and his scent.

Kharon ordered her another drink. Then he leaned over the table and said, “I’d be willing to give you almost anything you wanted,” he said in a smooth sexy tone. “Even if you don’t stay in my kingdom, think of what the experience alone can do for your career.”

Her drink came and Gypsy didn’t touch it. “I’m pretty sure most of my experience will end up coming from the time I spend in your bed.”

Kharon smiled. He loved her. She was the perfect mix of male and female. “I won’t insult your intelligence by saying I don’t want to bed you. You know I do. But my offer has nothing to do with my dick. I believe in your ability, Gypsy. All I’m asking is that you think about it.”

Suddenly she stood up. “I have to go,” she said. “Thanks for the drink. I’ll see you in class.”

He gently grabbed her forearm as she passed him. The heat radiating from her skin passed easily through the sleeve of her uniform. “Think about my offer,” he said.

“I promise. I will.”


Chapter 7

Doctor Harlan Theron stood outside the medical clinic with her arms folded waiting for her husband, General Gavin Theron, to stop ignoring her. She had been waving him over for the past ten minutes and although he’d glanced up and waved back, he had yet to stop his conversation with his son Desmond. She wanted to be angry but she couldn’t. This was Gavin’s idea of funny. He had a very odd sense of humor and often enjoyed angering her for no reason. Well it wasn’t for no reason. He claimed their sex was better when she was pissed off at him.

Finally he and Desmond came over looking amused. “Yes, my love?” Gavin asked.

“You need to find out what happened to my doctor,” she replied.

Gavin leaned against the clinic wall and watched a few hyperia-drawn coaches clatter by as if he was expecting the missing doctor to be on one. When they passed without stopping, he pulled out a long cigar from his tunic pocket and lit it. “Is she missing?”

“Yes, Gavin, she is missing. She should have been here hours ago. A soldier who rode in from the landing site told me she was detained for having a Kirillian blaster,” Harlan said.

That got Desmond’s attention. “Is she Kirillian?”

“No,” Harlan replied, “but she did do some resident work there. She’s human.” Turning her attention back to Gavin, she said, “You need to find out what they’re doing to her.”

Gavin blew out a stream of smoke, obviously not concerned. “Perhaps she’s in jail.”

“She’s not in jail,” Harlan said, getting angrier by the moment. “I checked.”

“Maybe she went to the hotel,” Gavin ventured.

“Gavin,” Harlan said in a tone that meant business, “go find my doctor now or I’ll find a reason to work late tonight. Please.”

Gavin gazed at Desmond with his one good eye. His other eye was covered by a black patch, a souvenir from a nasty fight with a Diamondback AEssyrian years ago. “Sergeant,” Gavin said to Desmond, “go to the landing site and see what’s become of the other doctor. When you find her, bring her to the clinic right away.” Desmond made a face like he’d just stepped in dung. He obviously didn’t want to be on the human doctor search party.

Desmond mounted up and reined his hyperia around. “Yes, Excellency.” When he was gone, Gavin turned to Harlan and said, “There, you see? I’ve taken care of it.”

“No, you haven’t taken care of it. When we find her safe and sound, then you’ll have taken care of it,” Harlan corrected, going back inside the clinic to wait.

* * * *

Desmond reached the landing site and spotted two of Captain Raith’s men standing around waiting. He sure hoped he wasn’t too late to prevent the doctor from being raped. Rape wasn’t seen as a crime here as much as a claiming of an unattached female. Females of any race could be claimed and if this doctor had done something stupid like smuggle in a blaster, she was now a criminal too. Desmond rode over to the two soldiers who immediately snapped to attention.

“Where’s the new human doctor?” he said angrily, realizing he didn’t even know her name.

Both of them pointed to a small group of trees. Desmond rode into the brush fearing the woman might already be dead, or worse. He came upon them in a small clearing.

The new doctor had to be the sexiest thing he’d ever seen. Her thick, wavy, red hair hung down over her shoulders and cascaded between her huge ample breasts. She was tied to a large tree stump with her hands behind her and the rope looped around her rib cage. Her shirt was unbuttoned showing a generous amount of cleavage and her hips were moving in a seductive wriggle that cleared a trail of lust from his brain right down to his groin. She looked bewitched, as if some unseen hand was pleasing her. The only problem was no one was touching her.

Captain Raith sat on the ground near her like a snake charmer with his eyes riveted to her. He was so enthralled, he didn’t even hear Desmond ride up.

“Captain Raith!” Desmond shouted, distracting the officer from the strange scene. “What the hell is going on here?”

The captain stood up and smiled wickedly. He gestured to the doctor and the spell was broken. Her head fell forward and she moaned softly. “Isn’t she beautiful?

“Yeah, she’s great, but the general is waiting for her at the medical clinic. I don’t think he’d be happy about your detention methods. I need to take her back with me,” Desmond said, trying to quell the creepy feeling in his gut.

“Would you like to have her, sergeant? We could both enjoy her and she wouldn’t remember a thing,” Raith offered.

Desmond was surprised he actually entertained the offer for a moment. Then the creepy feeling returned as he watched Raith. “Uh, thanks for the offer but I prefer my women conscious and willing. Now can we wake her up and turn her loose? I’ve got shit to do today. “

Raith untied her and she immediately lunged at him, slapping and clawing at his face. “Son of a bitch!” she screamed.

Desmond dismounted and grabbed her before Raith tore her face off. “It’s over!” he shouted, trying to get her to calm down. “He won’t hurt you anymore!”

The doctor continued to struggle and spit at Raith. Luckily she was too far to land any saliva. “Oh he didn’t hurt me, did you, Captain? But he got his jollies just the same! I don’t want that thing ever touching me again!”

Desmond had to take her out of here before she got herself killed. Manhandling her, he dragged her to his hyperia. The creature pranced away in fear of the wild woman. Grabbing her by the jaw, he forced her to look at him and said, “Stop!”

She did, but glared a few daggers at Raith.

“What’s your name?” Desmond asked, trying to confirm her identity. He felt her relax a little.

“Doctor Scarlet Jonson,” she replied. Raith had crept out of the clearing and his absence seemed to calm her. She draped a few locks of hair behind her ears, still breathing hard. “I’m the new clinic doctor hired by Doctor Harlan Theron.”

He mounted up and pulled her on in front of him. “I’m Master Sergeant Desmond Theron. Welcome to Aessyria, Doctor.”

“Wait,” she said, twisting in the saddle. “What about the rest of my stuff?”

“I’ll send some men back for it,” he said. “It would be best to get you out of here before you make any more friends.”


Chapter 8

As if she wasn’t sore enough from fighting Nole yesterday, today in Kharon’s class they had to spar with a partner. Gypsy and Makkai teamed up but the general broke them up saying Makkai, being her friend, would be too easy on her. So Gypsy got Boris.

Fucking Boris.

Boris was one of the largest males in the class and didn’t have the best personal hygiene. He smelled like the bottom of a dirty laundry basket and there were spots on him that Gypsy could swear were caked in dirt. Boris was simply disgusting.

The group stood side by side in the small classroom arena as Kharon went over the merit of each specialty weapon in turn. After he was done, each student would choose a weapon to become proficient at. The final for the class would be to wield that weapon with enough skill to pass a test that the general devised.

Kharon was lecturing on the advantages of his own specialty weapon, the meteor hammer, when Gypsy raised her hand.

“Yes, Theron, what is it?” he said.

“Why would anyone intentionally choose a meteor hammer for an arena competition? There are others much better suited for arena fighting,” she said.

Every eye in the room was on her, and she glared back at them mouthing a silent what? Kharon put his hands behind his back and stalked up to her. He towered over her getting into her personal space. “What would you consider a better weapon, General Theron?” he asked in a mocking tone.

Gypsy glared at him but was undaunted. “I would think the saber is a more controllable weapon and better suited to close, confined combat.”

Kharon’s pupils dilated. “Really?”

“Really,” she said sincerely. “After all, you were left open a number of times when you battled Colonel Caraculla in the grandmaster’s tournament last year. As I recall, you were almost killed.”

“But so was he.”

Gypsy shrugged. “True. But I think you got off a lucky shot.”

Kharon took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “And how many weapons have you mastered since you started here, cadet?”

Gypsy frowned. “Well…none, except the saber.”

“Have you truly mastered the saber, Theron? Could you best every male in this room? Or are you simply very good at it?”

“I probably could best every male in this room with the exception of you. So I guess in that context, I am simply very good at it.”

Makkai frantically nodded his head in agreement having almost been killed by her last year during a training session.

“So now you’ll get very good at the meteor hammer. That will be your specialty weapon for this class. And when you’re done learning it, then maybe you’ll actually know what you’re talking about. Any complaints?”

She puffed her cheeks and blew a stream of air out of her lips. “No, sir,” she brooded. Great! Everyone gets to choose what weapon they want to learn and my big mouth had to get mine assigned. Nice going, Gypsy.

“I will share this bit of knowledge with you. One of the greatest advantages of the meteor hammer is that it keeps your assailant far away from you at all times. Is there anything else from your vast experience you’d like to share with the class?”

“No, sir.”

“Excellent. Then after class, I’d like you to come and see me in my office.”

“Yes, Excellency,” she said, slumping a little.

Kharon went down the line either accepting or rejecting all the other students’ choices until he came to Nole. Now Gypsy wasn’t sure if Nole was just old-fashioned stupid or was testing Kharon to see how far he could go, but when Kharon assigned him the trident, he said, “I don’t want that one.” Finally someone else is going to get hammered and it couldn’t happen to a nicer guy.

No sir or Excellency. Just a no, like this was a democracy and he actually had a choice. All eyes fixed on Nole who stood there in idiot defiance.

Kharon stiffened. “Do you have a physical disability that would preclude you from using a trident?”

Nole shook his head. “I just want to use the spear instead.”

The room filled with an arcing current as all the other students moved back from Nole. For his part, Nole was escalating the conflict by maintaining an unhealthy eye contact with Kharon. This was going to be very nasty and Gypsy could hardly wait. If Nole had backed off this nonsense and knelt as Gypsy had, he might have diffused this conflict, but he didn’t. Instead he did the unthinkable.

He placed his hand on his saber preparing to draw it.

Kharon smiled savagely and in a blur of speed, knocked Nole’s hand away from his saber and, stepping into him, slammed his fist into the cadet’s face. Gypsy watched as some of Nole’s teeth flew out of his head. The cadet literally flew through the air and hit the ground hard, coughing out blood.

Kharon roared and descended on him in a flash, attacking him with the ferocity of a hungry beast tearing up its prey. It was a terrifying thing to watch and Gypsy actually found herself hoping Nole didn’t end up dead. Then, as suddenly as it happened, Kharon got off the cadet. His uniform was smeared with blood.

Nole lay on the ground curled in a tight ball, trembling like a small child. Ortis and two other friends went over and helped him to his feet. They were about to take him out when Kharon blocked their way.

“We’re not finished,” he said in a thunderous growl.

Nole fell to his knees and kept his face down. He stayed that way for the next hour until Kharon dismissed the class. Gypsy was passing by when she overhead Kharon say to Nole, “You’re lucky I don’t piss on you, you dirty little punk. Next time you stand up to me, I’ll kill you on the spot. I don’t give a fuck who you’re related to. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Excellency,” Nole said in a voice so filled with panic she scarcely recognized it. “Please forgive me.”

Kharon took a step back from the cadet. “Get out,” he barked. Nole scrambled to his feet and rushed out as fast as his legs would carry him.


Chapter 9

Gypsy went into Kharon’s office not sure what kind of mood he’d be in. Would he be the big pissed-off asshole general who humiliated and mauled cadets, or the nice general who’d flirted with her at the bar the other night? If he was in a foul mood, she was sure to get another ass chewing because of her meteor hammer comment.

Because he was a guest at the empire, his office was on the bottom floor of the military complex and had only the most necessary furniture: a large desk, two chairs, and some ancient-looking artwork. As she entered, he was removing his soiled tunic and switching into a fresh one that was slung over the back of his chair.

Gypsy stood at attention. “You asked to see me, sir?” she said, trying to keep the flat sound of dread out of her voice.

“Yes,” he said, leaving the new tunic open to reveal his massive chest. He stalked over to her slowly. “You may stand at ease.”

Gypsy tried to relax and placed her hands behind her back. As Kharon drew closer, a strange tension twisted in her belly, and try as she might, she couldn’t ignore it. There was that erotic sensation again, only this time it hit her in an instant and was much stronger than before. She didn’t understand why he was having this effect on her.

“I realize your comment was an innocent one,” Kharon said, moving up close to her. “But I want you to reserve your more opinionated comments to discuss with me in private.”

Her palms were starting to sweat and suddenly it was way too hot in here. Gypsy wondered if she was coming down with something. “Why?”

“Because the other cadets are watching you, and anything you do or say that they perceive as a challenge, is an open call for others to test me.” Kharon’s gaze moved from her eyes to her lips and lingered there. “I appreciate your opinion about the meteor hammer, and in some regard, I agree with you. But you must keep in mind that although it seems like a difficult and awkward weapon, it is also a terrifying one to most opponents because they don’t know how to fight it. To his credit, I have never seen Caraculla intimidated by any weapon. He is an exceptional soldier and fearless in the arena. If he’d been a lesser male, I would have killed him and suffered no injury myself. Now do you have anything else to say on the matter?”

“No, Excellency,” she said as her breath quickened. His presence was changing her and she was losing control by the moment. All she could think of was touching her lips to him and running her hands over those enormous muscles.

“I will be helping you become proficient at the meteor hammer so you will stay an extra twenty minutes after each class,” he said.

“Why are you helping me with my weapon?” she said almost panting now.

“Unlike the other weapons, if the hammer is wielded incorrectly it can recoil back unexpectedly and kill its handler. I need to show you some key maneuvers before I leave you to practice on your own.”

Gypsy’s womb thrilled and she looked up into his mismatched eyes. Her heart pounded in her chest and her pussy grew uncomfortably wet. Kharon’s nostrils flared as he smelled her uncontrolled arousal. He’s doing this to me and he knows it. “What’s happening to me?” she whispered.

“You’re coming into your first season,” he said, leaning down and touching his lips to her cheek.

Fever spread from the point of contact throughout her body. She closed her eyes and pulled in a deep breath of his scent. It was pure heaven: hot and masculine, with a slight hormonal undercurrent. The sensation within her was like going to a banquet when she hadn’t eaten in days. All she could think about was having him inside her.

“How can this be happening?” she said. “I’m on an ovulation suppressing drug.”

A deep rumbling laugh tumbled from his chest. “Then you won’t get pregnant, but that drug won’t help your other symptoms. Only fucking me can do that.”

Gypsy shook her head unable to believe how powerful this sensation was. “I don’t want to fuck you,” she managed in a voice so weak, she didn’t believe it herself.

Kharon took her face in his hands and claimed her mouth with his. His tongue moved over hers in a seductive caress. The kiss was possessive and carnal and melted all her will to resist. He pulled back from her and gave her a wicked smile. She was lost—nothing in her wanted to stop him.

“Of course you do,” he said.

Suddenly her blood was replaced by liquid fire. Never in her life had she known a desire so feral or decadent. Her hands reached out without her willing them to and touched the heavy muscles of his pecs. She stroked up his chest and marveled at the tremendous power caged within. Gypsy was so transfixed by his masculine beauty that she barely noticed when he wrapped his mighty arms around her waist and pulled her into him. His scent filled her senses, exciting her, and making her more desperate for him by the second. His touch was invigorating and it fueled her desire with an unrestrained madness. Kharon buried his face in her neck and groaned her name. “Gypsy.”

Gypsy’s hands rushed up his neck and grabbed his face. Pulling his face away from her neck, she kissed him with an animal passion all her own. Then she stopped kissing him and grabbed the lapels of his uniform. Sinking to her knees, Gypsy pulled him down over her as she lay down on the floor. Kharon moved over her on all fours and unbuttoned her tunic while she kicked off her boots and clawed at her pants. She had them off in moments, pulling on his shoulders to take her.

But Kharon was a slow and patient lover. Resisting her efforts to rush him, he slid his thick fingers past her plump nether lips and touched the swollen source of her agony. Gypsy arched her back and was about to cry out when he covered her mouth with a sizzling kiss. Then he said in a voice thick with want, “You must be quiet, love. If we are caught, the rumors will spread and it won’t go well for either of us.”

She nodded. Kharon continued his work and dragged mauling kisses down her belly to the mound of trim dark hair over her mound. His long forked tongue dipped into her wet center and found the swollen nub of her clit. Gypsy was overcome with the most extreme pleasure she’d ever known. With three strokes of his talented tongue, she was fighting to stay quiet, bucking out several orgasms one right after the other.

Moving his great bulk back over her twisting body, he pulled her right breast into his mouth and gently sucked at the taut nipple. His powerful thighs pushed her legs apart, opening her as wide as he could for his entry. Gypsy groaned, running her hands up and down the twisting muscles of his back and whispering his name. Then he was working his cock into her pussy, rotating his hips from side to side to help him gain entry into her tight channel. He was possessing her, stretching her so wide she thought he might not be able to get his cock all the way in. For a second his penetration hurt and she became anxious, clamping down her vaginal muscles and making him grunt.

Kharon nuzzled her cheek. “Don’t be nervous. Just let your instinct take over,” he whispered in her ear.

Gypsy forced herself to relax, and soon the pleasure took over and drowned out all the doubt. Kharon pushed his cock home and stopped, waiting for her tight muscles to accept him. Then he made a few short thrusts that sent her mind reeling with lust. “Better?” he asked.

Arching her back, she pushed her hips up to him and said, “Yesss.”

Careful to keep as much weight off her as he could, he began a slow pumping rhythm. Shock waves of ecstasy roared through her and her whole mind was consumed with the pleasures within her sex. He felt like pure heaven inside her and Gypsy never wanted it to end. With each stroke of his cock, she was owned, devoured, and destroyed until she was seized by another climax and this one the most intense orgasm yet.

And the best part was that was there were plenty more on the horizon.


Chapter 10

“I’m sorry, Doctor Theron, but I can’t honor the contract. There is just no way in hell I am staying here,” Scarlet said as she took a seat in Harlan’s office. “I obviously am not safe here and I’m taking the next transport off.”

Harlan was expecting this, just not so soon. After all, the woman had not even been here one day. After her rescue, Harlan had let her go to her villa and get settled hoping it would help her unwind. Unfortunately the time alone had only made the wheels in the new doctor’s head turn faster. Harlan tried to keep her voice even when she replied, “We discussed bringing weapons on this planet. I told you the AEssyrians do not tolerate outside weapons of any kind, especially guns and blasters. I’m sure I was pretty clear about the stiff penalties for such an infraction. You said you understood. I can appreciate you’re upset over what happened but I have no intention of letting you out of your contract.”

“Are you planning to keep me here as a prisoner?” Scarlet seethed.

“Don’t be ridiculous. Of course not,” Harlan said calmly but getting angrier by the moment. “I’m simply saying that you will not be allowed to leave the planet until you repay the money that was fronted to you.”

Scarlet stood up throwing her hands in the air. “I don’t have three-hundred thousand dollars on hand!”

“Well you did a month ago when I wired it to you. I can assure you that the emperor is not going to allow you to just waltz off the planet and assume you’re good for the debt. Plus the fact that it is hardly fair to abandon your obligation when your whole situation was precipitated by your inability to follow some pretty simple laws.”

Scarlet tried a different track. “What the hell am I supposed to do here? Wait for the next hulking green monster to rape me! And—by the way—that captain of yours violated me yesterday and I want him punished!”

“You should have said something yesterday and we could have prepared a rape kit—”

Scarlet waved the statement off shaking her head. “He never actually touched me but he crossed the line, nevertheless.”

Harlan sighed. Perfect. My new doctor is nuts. This was going nowhere and Harlan was getting aggravated. She needed Gavin to fix this. It was his officer who caused this mess after all. Harlan stood up. “Will you excuse me for a moment?” Scarlet flopped into her chair again and glared at the wall. “Sure, sure.”

* * * *

Stepping out into the hall, Harlan spotted Gavin by the pharmacy refilling the prescription for his persistent back pain. He really needed more than pills but he was still stubbornly refusing to see a surgeon. Men. One pain in the ass at a time. Harlan marched up to him. “I need you to apologize to my new doctor for whatever weirdness your captain did to her yesterday during her detainment.”

Gavin squinted down at her with his one good eye as he popped open the medication bottle and poured the triangular pills into an oblong silver container which he then placed in his breast pocket. “What the fuck’s wrong with her?”

“I don’t know what she’s talking about, but she is threatening to leave. Do you know how long it took me to find a doctor with her qualifications willing to come here?” Harlan pointed to her office door. “You need to help me fix this.”

Gavin followed Harlan to her office and entered it. The minute Scarlet saw him, she leapt from her chair and raced to the furthest corner of the room. Harlan was so used to him, she’d forgotten how dangerous he looked to someone who didn’t know him. Standing a towering six foot seven, General Gavin Theron was an impressive bull male AEssyrian with over three hundred pounds of thick, hard muscle on his frame. His impressive black and gold double-breasted uniform only accentuated his size. His green skin was a pleasing olive tone but his features were the most striking part of him. He was not only savagely handsome but he gave off an air of primal sexuality that struck a chord in everyone who met him, no matter what their planet of origin.

If he wanted to be nice, Gavin was very good with women. All he had to do was turn on the charm. “There’s no need to be frightened, young woman,” he said in his proper British accent. “Please sit down. I understand you had a fright yesterday?”

Scarlet stared at him, obviously amazed at his accent and the fluency of his English. He sounded like an Oxford graduate. Harlan knew how she had felt, he’d shocked her too when he’d first spoken to her. Of course, as she recalled he was threatening to crush her skull at the time if she tranquilized him. It was less than charming.

“Where did you get that accent?” Scarlet said, eyeing him with suspicion.

“My mother was an Englishwoman from Earth.”

“I don’t get it. I heard somewhere that your mother was a prostitute,” Scarlet said oblivious to how her statement sounded. Harlan cringed.

Gavin didn’t seem to care. After a lifetime of having his mother’s profession thrown in his face, he certainly wasn’t sensitive to it. “She was an adventurous human woman who fell on hard times here. She made her living the only way she could.”

Scarlet relaxed and cautiously moved toward her chair. Gavin’s candid remarks seemed to soothe her. “I was attacked,” she finally managed.

“So my wife tells me,” Gavin said, leaning against Harlan’s desk. “What exactly did the captain do?”

“I’m not sure,” she confessed. “He never touched me physically, but he did touch me.”

“I apologize for any ill treatment you received and he will be punished. Is there anything else I can do to make you feel more comfortable while you’re here?” Gavin asked.

Harlan forced herself not to smile. Poor Scarlet had no idea that every silky word out of Gavin’s mouth was lip service and mockery. One had to know him to catch his patronizing tones. Harlan couldn’t complain though, at least it was working. He instinctively knew exactly what Scarlet wanted to hear and he fed it to her like a baby getting a midnight bottle.

“I want a full-time bodyguard,” Scarlet said. “And I don’t want an AEssyrian. I want a human.”

“I’m afraid there aren’t many humans on this planet. Certainly none who could fend off a full-grown AEssyrian male. What about a Kirillian?” Gavin offered.

“That’s fine,” she said.

“Then you’ll stay?” Harlan asked.

“Yes,” Scarlet said. “I’ll stay.”

Gavin grinned at Harlan. “There you see? Now everyone is happy. Why don’t you stop by my office in half an hour where you can express your gratitude to me?”

“Half an hour,” Harlan said, shaking her head after him as Gavin stalked out.


Chapter 11

Gypsy sat in her afternoon Military Theory class trying to digest what had just happened to her. Just as Kharon had predicted, her season had come over her like a fever, making her ache to stay and have sex with him all day. But she’d fought the urge and forced herself to leave for her next class, much to his dismay. The sex between them had been one of the most fulfilling experiences of her life. The only exception was when she made love to Caraculla, but even though that wonderful experience was mind-blowing in its own right, being with Kharon was—well, different. Caraculla was love, comfort and safety; Kharon was all fire, risk and lust. It wasn’t that she didn’t find Kharon attractive, she did, but the powerful pull that he had on her was both confusing and disturbing. All she knew was that she had to put a stop to this season thing or she might end up risking her career. The only person who might be able to help her was her mother. Maybe there was another shot or something her mother could give her to stop this torment. There had to be.
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