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  For my family and friends, who encourage me.




  Chapter 1




  “What is it?”




  “The Tonan warrior I traded with said it was an Earth female.”




  “What’s an Earth female?”




  Blu looked at his commander with some exasperation. “That is.”




  Titus scowled at him. “Yes I know, but what the hell do you do with it?”




  “I dunno.”




  “Then why did you trade for it?”




  “It looked so pathetic lying in the tiny cage the Tonan had it in. It’s harmless.”




  “Is it housebroken?”




  “I hope so.”




  “What are you going to do with it?”




  “I thought I’d give it to Zane. He’s been a little unhappy since Betta died. I thought maybe if he had another pet to take his mind off of his toff’s death, he’d feel better.”




  “So, you thought you could replace a massive, intelligent toff with a bald un-housebroken female Earth thing?” Titus was scoffing at him.




  The idea had seemed right at the time. Blu hadn’t intended to trade, but the poor little creature had stared up at him with odd-colored, big brown eyes and looked so miserable, he hadn’t really the heart to say no. The Tonan was going to kill it anyway.




  “Well, just don’t let it loose on my ship. The last thing I want to be doing is stepping in piles of female earth shit or piss.” Titus gave his head a shake and walked away.




  Blu hunkered down to gaze at the little creature. It was funny looking in a cute kind of way. Blu had never seen its pink coloring before and he liked it, but the black, blue and purple coloring was a turn-off and looked strangely out of place. Especially around the throat, and he didn’t think it was dirt. He had tossed an old blanket in the electric box with it. Poor little bald thing must have been frozen; the air in the ship was cool. The box was turned off for now; before he went, he would have to turn it on. Blu didn’t know if the being could climb over the walls or not; the box didn’t have a lid, but it was three feet high. The Earth female had legs, but he had only seen it crawl on its hands and knees, which made it look smaller. Blu wondered if it was able to stand upright.




  A smell emanated from the female; it needed a good wash. Perhaps he should give it a bath; he would have to do it by hand. The wash stalls blasted their thick hides, and Blu was afraid the pounding water would peel the soft, smooth flesh from its bones. The little female, he was told, was harmless; it had no way to defend itself. The idea was intriguing, but the Tonan had to be right. Blu made an inspection of the little creature. The being didn’t look like it could grow bigger for battle; he couldn’t detect one decent wrinkle. It had nails on two of its fingers, but the others appeared shorter so they must be easily ripped off; they felt flimsy. Blu lifted its top lip. Its teeth were small, white and there were no spaces for expansion; obviously, the female’s teeth couldn’t grow either. He ran his thumb under the tiny row he exposed—they were all dull. Maybe the little creature was substandard; it had to be a birth defect.




  The Earth female made a small, moaning, raspy sound as he examined it. When it rolled over, it didn’t wake and Blu decided he could physically check it over later. He didn’t want to wake it and set it off again; its alarm was loud. The female had screamed when it had first laid eyes on him, the tone was high pitched and hard on the ears. He didn’t blame it, the female was so tiny physically—vocally it could bring a warrior to his knees. Blu was at least six foot eight and he was considered a little on the puny side by his warrior partners. His brother was two inches shorter and was teased mercilessly until he learned to toss everyone on their asses.




  Hopefully, Zane wouldn’t think the little thing before him was a gag gift. Then Blu would be stuck with it. He studied the being and again marveled at how bald it was. It was easy enough to see it was female by the exposed breasts. The females of Blu’s species only developed breasts when they gave birth, and then it was only for a short time. Their little ones began eating solids at a month—their mothers no longer needed the breasts and so those disappeared, at least that’s what Finn said and Finn would know. Blu did his best to avoid the females as did his many friends, and the females didn’t bother with the males of their species until they came into heat every other year or so. Blu didn’t think this female creature was lactating for a young one. It must be an Earth oddity.




  There was a small amount of hair between its thighs on its mound and Blu just shook his head at the sight. The fur covering stopped really before it even began—there was so little fuzz to begin with. To Blu, the little creature’s anatomy just didn’t seem fair—there was naked, but this was extreme vulnerability. There was dark, matted hair on the creature’s head and tiny lashes around its eyes and two eyebrows—each individual and really only a fine line of hair. The female shivered and Blu reached through the deactivated electric bars and pulled the blanket around it. He stood up and flicked a switch at the side of the box.




  The box normally held pet toffs; the bottom was a soft mat. Even if it touched the glowing green sides of the enclosure, it wouldn’t be hurt. The tiny shock the bars held was minimal; if it wouldn’t hurt a baby toff, it shouldn’t hurt this creature either—it was just enough to keep them from trying to climb out. Baby toffs were a bit smaller than this female Earth pet and their hides were thicker. Blu thought about that for a moment; tofflings were also covered in an unruly mat of springy blue-black fur. Blu turned the electric voltage down a notch, not wanting to hurt it.




  Blu’s people were warrior mercenaries, not slavers, and this was obviously a pet of some kind. There was a bowl of water in with her and Blu felt there was no way the female could get away. He needed to resume his post.




  * * * *




  The little female was sitting up and rocking back and forth with the blanket pulled over its head in the very middle of the toff box, well away from the bars. Two other warriors were crouched down looking at it. The female was shivering and making tiny pathetic sounds. Its water bowl was empty, which was a good sign; she was drinking. Sometimes pets had a hard time when they changed owners.




  “How long has it been awake?” Blu asked and crouched down to join his friends.




  “Not long, we really just got here. Thorn and I were curious. Titus mentioned you had a bald female thing as a pet for Zane. He’s going to kick your ass. Gag gifts are not smart.”




  “It’s not a gag gift, Jax.” Blu practically growled the words. “I was hoping to cheer Zane up.”




  “Yeah, with the way it smells I’m sure he’ll be thrilled to pieces,” Jax said and rolled his eyes.




  Blu sighed. “It does smell doesn’t it? Maybe you could help me wash it.”




  “No way,” both warriors yelled simultaneously.




  “It’s not that bad,” Blu said.




  “Blu, you can’t put that tiny bald thing in our wash stall,” Thorn said. “You’ll kill it. Nothing says ‘cheer up’ like a dead pet.”




  “I already thought of that. I’ll use one of my drawers and fill it with water.”




  “Gross, Blu. You’ll have to sterilize it when you’re through, who knows where this thing has been?,” Jax said in disgust.




  “Maybe I should feed it first,” Blu muttered.




  “What does it eat?” Thorn asked.




  “How the hell should I know?” Blu scowled.




  “Well, why not try vida bugs? Toffs love them,” Jax said and they all nodded.




  Blu went to another electric box that was more oblong than the toff box, except somewhat smaller than the box the Earth female was in. He scooped out a handful of huge hard-shelled creatures. The critters were about six inches long, basically all black except for two white, oval patches on their back. Blu remembered the female’s teeth were dull, but they should be able to break the hard outer shell to get the meaty, green moist innards. The furry long pincers clawed at his hand, but they couldn’t penetrate his hard skin. It tickled. Blu hunkered down near the female earthling.




  “Look, little female creature, I have food for you,” Blu crooned while smiling.




  The electric force field was off and Blu tossed the vida bugs in with it. The bugs seemed to be drawn by its smell and were soon all over it. The Earth female screamed and jumped up, stumbled and kept screaming. The female’s hands flew over its body trying to rid herself of the bug-eyed, beetle-like critters. The blanket the pet had wrapped itself in fell to the ground and tiny fine lines of a red substance began appearing on its white-pink flesh.




  “Shit, Blu,” Jax yelled as all three warriors jumped to their feet. “The food is eating your pet! Do something.”




  As Jax yelled, the Earth female was climbing over the side of the box to escape its attackers. Blu scooped the female up into his arms, away from the bugs that were now climbing up him to get to their meal. Thorn and Jax swept them off Blu and crunched them under their boots, making small splattered puddles of goo on the floor. The female continued to scream and was now pushing at Blu trying to make him release it.




  “For fuck sakes,” Titus bellowed as he entered the room. “What the hell is going on? And turn off that pet, it’s too loud.”




  “It doesn’t appear to have an off switch,” Blu yelled to be heard.




  “What do you mean—no off switch?”




  Titus stormed over and twisted the female around in Blu’s arms. He squeezed at its breasts, poked at the hole in its belly, yanked on fingers and toes, and when he looked in its mouth, shiny white teeth clamped down onto his fingers.




  “Damn it, this pet bites,” Titus said, snarling as he disengaged her teeth from him. “You can’t let a pet that bites near young children; they could get some kind of disease from it.” Titus smacked the female on its nose sharply. “Bad, female, bad.” The female yelped and went limp.




  “Aw, you hurt it,” Blu said.




  “Maybe that’s how you turn it off?” Titus leaned forward and checked its pulse. “I hope I didn’t kill it.”




  “No, I can hear it breathing,” Blu said and lifted her a bit higher in his arms, listening. He then wrinkled his nose and held it away from him. “Toff shit smells more pleasant.”




  “Maybe you should have Finn check it over,” Titus suggested when the little bald creature remained as still as death.




  “I think Finn would be annoyed if you asked him to look at a pet,” Thorn said, his look decidedly skeptical.




  “I’ll clean it up first; maybe if it smells better, he won’t try and kill me,” Blu said.




  With his pet held in his arms, away from his nose, Blu strode off into the ship hallway and headed for his chambers. A black door slid open into a large room; Blu set the female down on a scrap of floor covering and went to retrieve a drawer. He set the drawer down in his washing chamber and let the blasting water fill the squarish, leak-proof box. He stuck his hand into the water and frowned. Blu didn’t mind freezing cold water, but the little hairless female might be chilled. He tried to warm it up a bit, but didn’t know if it was now too hot—he didn’t want to cook it either.




  “Damn, this pet thing is trouble. I don’t know how to take care of it. I should have asked for an owner’s manual. Damned Tonan could have given me some instructions.”




  Determinedly, Blu marched into his living quarters and snatched up the female. When he set her in the cool water, she stirred—and then things went from bad to worse.




  Chapter 2




  When Bay opened her eyes, her first instinct was to curl into the powerful warm arms surrounding her to escape the sudden cold. Until she realized it was the monster holding her. She screamed and beat at the massive creature, wailing and thrashing as the water in the tub—container-thing—sloshed everywhere. The alien was quick to grab an arm, a leg; he repeatedly plunked her onto her ass, almost leaning over her to keep her in the water.




  The monster was holding her, pinning her arms to her chest, grunting a series of frightening sounds, no doubt demanding she obey. Well, Bay wouldn’t. Her experience of being kidnapped from the planet Ulsy had gone from bad to worse. The new world was supposed to be the humans’ salvation as Earth died. When Bay had arrived on the new planet, she had been privy to two species warring—Castians and Tonans. Neither of the creatures looked approachable, and Bay had made a run for it. She hadn’t gotten far. The renegade Tonan who captured her in a raid after the Castian warriors had taken over the planet, had gone rogue.




  Once aboard the shiny, small gray vessel, the powerful warrior had beaten her into admitting the Castians had no idea she had even been on the planet. Like many other women, Bay found the strange beings scary and had hidden in a cave. The Tonan had been smug, thinking he had pulled a fast one on the Castians, but when he realized the Castians weren’t fuming from his great success, and no one in the galaxy would give him aid or any payment for her, he grew increasingly angry.




  News of the human females had spread through much of the quadrant and no one wanted to take on Castian warriors, who were virtually indestructible. Even when the Tonan declared Bay his, they had no reason to believe him—as his kind were known for their devious nature. When the Tonan realized he was stuck with her, he was furious. The warrior had heard of Tonans being rendered harmless from a human female’s emotional waterfall. The Tonan had wanted no part of her—she was useless. Bay was certain he was going to kill her. The Tonan had taken her far into the deepest reaches of the galaxy. The planet they landed on had what she could only describe as a market.




  Starving and beaten, after a week with the merciless Tonan, Bay had been tossed into a steel box. For hours, she had roasted in the hot sun as creatures—creepy, disgusting and spooky—had walked by shaking their heads as the Tonan tried to trade her for something. There were no takers. Bay couldn’t blame anyone—anything. She was a sorry mess; she smelled horrible. She could hardly walk or talk. Her tender flesh was adorned with hideous, painful bruises.




  When the powerful, monster-type creature had approached her confines, Bay had screamed, adding more damage to her already tortured throat. The alien was massive, larger than her captor, which was terrifying; the deeply tanned skin on his face and neck looked like leather or reptilian flesh. His long white hair moved as though alive. His shining red eyes glowed against the backdrop of his one long, white eyebrow that stretched across his high forehead and down the sides of his face and neck to his shoulders. He wore no shirt—he didn’t need to. Thick, pure white fur covered his broad chest like an unusually hairy man.




  There was no fur covering his wrinkled, oval-shaped middle, which stretched from mid-chest to just above the belt line. Bay had never seen such a large expanse of chest. His arms bulged like tree trunks, and white fur went straight down the underside of his arms in a strip to form furry, white, three-inch wide bands around his wrists. Four separate, horizontal strips of white fur stretched across his forearms, leaving the rest of his bulging muscles bare.




  Shiny, black, hip-hugging pants went straight down and were tucked into huge oval, black boot-like footwear. The dust on the ground exploded under his powerful feet as he took each step closer—closer. Bay thought she would die. She had thought the Tonan’s outer shield made him look hideous with his gray armor, white fangs and long gray tail. This creature was like nothing she had ever seen.




  The creature spoke and Bay could see large teeth—each with a space between them, he said something to the Tonan; the Tonan shrugged and the creature turned to walk away as Bay looked way up into its soulless red eyes. The Tonan growled, capturing her attention; he shouted and reached to yank Bay from the enclosure. She screamed as he made a fist and raised it into the air, realizing he was finally going to kill her. The creature stopped, turned and yelled something, stilling the Tonan from striking a deadly blow.




  The creature returned and, with obvious reluctance, handed the Tonan something silvery. The Tonan stalked away leaving Bay in the dirt trying to crawl back into the safety of her enclosure. The creature strode over to her; it was more than Bay could take. Weak from hunger and thirst, she succumbed to merciful oblivion when he picked her up.




  Now, the same creature had her in frigid water with a massive handful of a slippery black substance. He was trying to rub the foam over her and into her hair while she screamed until she was hoarse, and beat at him until she stilled. The waves she had made began to settle; the water came up to just above her belly button. The steel-banded arms that held her were firm, but not punishing. Bay realized he wasn’t trying to drown her. Sanity took hold and she collapsed into his arms. He wasn’t hurting her. His strong hands were wide and huge, his fingers thick. His deep voice grew calmer as she remained motionless.




  Alien hands soaped her breasts the same way they had soaped her arms; there was nothing sexual in the touch. The water had soaked him, drenching his clothing, fur and everything else in the small room; Bay could make out the contours of his huge sex, but he didn’t look aroused. Bay sat shivering while he washed her matted clump of hair. She cried out a few times when he became too rough and his hands gentled. The entire time, he made crooning noises in the back of his throat.




  The creature took his time, making certain every inch of her was devoid of dirt. She struggled a bit when he washed the folds between her legs, but he took extra care to be gentle. At last, he scooped Bay up and took her to another room. She was placed onto a square mat on the floor instead of a large comfortable-looking piece of furniture. He motioned with his hands splayed she was to stay put, and left for only a moment, returning with a towel to dry her off. When she was reasonably dry, he left her again and returned with a warm blanket she cuddled into.




  Bay looked up at him warily. He was looking down at his sodden clothing and dripping chest; he then waved a finger, muttering what had to be scolding words as though she were a naughty child—or a bad puppy. Bay sat with her mouth open when the hulking beast went to a wall that opened a set of drawers like the one he had washed her in. The drawer contained another pair of black pants and black boots. Her eyes widened further as he stripped before her as though she didn’t exist.




  The same white hair covered most of his legs on the sides and back, leaving the front bare and the sheer muscle mass of his impressive thighs exposed. His feet had a much finer fuzz covering them, but they looked like very large human feet, five toes—granted every ounce of him was solid and big. His broad back had hard, tanned skin with wrinkles every few inches or so. It didn’t look out of place; it looked more like odd, bulging muscles. For the most part, his ass was smooth, tanned skin that looked hard, but there was a fine layer of white fur that stretched from between his ass cheeks to his front. The white fur also went from his underarms in two patches down his sides in separate strips. When he turned, Bay could see a generous amount of white fur surrounding his huge stallion-sized balls and massive tan-colored, thick, hairless cock. Bay looked away, shuddering.




  The Tonan hadn’t been interested in her sexually. What if this creature was? Why else would he buy her? The beast was so big he’d hurt her if he forced her. From the shape of his cock, Bay knew they were compatible, but he had the largest dick she had ever seen. She was distracted from her thoughts when she saw the creature, now dressed, riffle through another drawer. He pulled out two brushes, looked at her and decided on the brush that looked like it had seen better days. He yanked out a wad of white, furry hair from the sharp-looking bristles which he tossed in a rounded, silver can and approached her.




  When the being sat near her, Bay snatched the brush away from him and threw it across the room. When he raised his hand, as though to strike her, she ducked and hid under the blanket. When nothing happened, she hazarded a glimpse and peeked out from under the blanket. The creature was before her and was again holding the brush. Bay knew this wouldn’t end well if she kept fighting him. Her hand tentatively reached for the brush; his look was skeptical—puzzled—annoyed. For a moment, he tapped the wooden handle against his thigh as though thinking. Finally, he allowed her to take it; his narrowed gaze was stern. This time, she ran the rough edges over her tousled hair. The creature seemed surprised and then relieved. Bay wondered why the alien hadn’t made any effort to tell her his name.




  Bay stopped what she was doing after her long hair was free from the horrible mat it had once gnarled into and pointed at her chest. “Bay.” The word came out as a squeak; the Tonan had gripped her throat so often and squeezed so hard she was no doubt badly bruised. With all of her screaming, she could hardly mutter the one word.




  The creature cocked his head and Bay repeated her name, only slowly. Her sore throat was raw, her word raspy. The creature rose and went into the room where he had washed her, he returned with water. Bay took the steel bowl in her hands after handing him back his brush. She gulped the cold water thirstily, wincing as it went down and wished he would give her food—except she wondered if the big black beetles were considered food. The idea was nerve wracking and nauseating; she shuddered.




  Once more, Bay tried to get him to acknowledge her name. When her hand lifted to point at her chest, he took hold of her and studied the deep bruising. He frowned and, looking resolved, he picked her up and strode from the room, down the hall. The hall was alight with blue lights glowing every few feet against the black shiny walls. Bay could hear the humming of engines. The ceiling was high, no doubt to accommodate the creature’s large size. A few portal windows showed a massive span of darkness beyond. They passed more creatures that were even bigger than the one holding her. Some stared at her curiously, others shook their heads.




  When they came to a deeply polished black door, the creature pushed a red button and the door slid open. Glancing around at all the silver machinery, Bay immediately determined it was some kind of laboratory and she was about to have every orifice probed. She wiggled and kicked, but the creature held her easily. Bay was plopped onto a table, her blanket taken, and she watched, horrified, as another creature came over to look at her; he seemed none too happy. An angry alien was even more frightening. The two creatures became engaged in a battle of words. Bay understood nothing. She shrank into a ball as best as she could with her knees drawn up.




  With a deep growl, the larger being tossed his hands in the air and approached her. Bay shied back, whimpering, wondering what foul thing he was about to do to her already tortured flesh. The creature stood before her and seemed to notice she was scared shitless. He said a gentle word and ran his large hand down her hair first, his fingers lingered near her nose and Bay wondered if it was the creature’s nature to allow beings to sniff it. He then cupped her quaking jaw between his hands. He stared deeply into her eyes while his fingers gently roamed around her jaw and throat. He frowned as she tried to speak to him. The pads of his thumbs stroked her bruising and she winced in agony. She was unable to stop a whimper when he touched the same spot again, only more gently.




  The creature ran a hand over her shoulder. He firmly pushed her legs down so they dangled from the bed and she stiffened when he reached to examine her breasts. His look was curious and he laid her down to feel her belly. Bay wondered if he was some type of doctor. He seemed to know what he was doing. The creature said a few words to Bay’s captor and shook his head in a negative way. For some reason, the two males seemed amazed she had breasts. Bay wondered if their females did, and if not, what did their offspring eat? Again, the foul beetles came to mind and she shivered.




  Blu said something to the doctor who took her blanket into his hands. He held it up and pointed at the wet spots her damp hair had made. Bay’s teeth were clacking together; the room was cold. The doctor tossed the blanket on the floor, and Bay realized he didn’t want to wrap her up in a wet cover.




  The doctor creature cast his glance around the room, strode to a desk and returned; he covered her with a rumpled sheet he scooped off a chair. The thought of a doctor not using a sterile covering was confusing; she was clean now. An idea occurred to Bay: she didn’t know what these beings were; perhaps they didn’t know what she was. Bay had no idea where she was in space; for all she knew, it could be a million miles, a billion miles from home. Why would these creatures know what she was? Or even that she was intelligent?




  Both creatures conversed and Bay found her eyelids drooping with exhaustion. Her tummy rumbled loudly, catching the males’ attention. Both widened their eyes and crept closer. Bay could feel the red blush creep over her face. She couldn’t remember the last time she had eaten.




  Both captor and doctor creature stared at her when her belly rumbled again; the doctor peeked under the sheet as the noise was heard again and examined her belly button. The doctor creature gazed at her thoughtfully and strode to a silver box that looked a cross between a microwave and a fridge. He opened it, pulled something out and came back over to the table. He helped Bay sit up and opened the container in his hands.




  She heard her captor groan when the doctor creature produced a smooth, wooden, flat-surfaced utensil and dipped it into the contents. The substance looked not unlike yogurt and smelled nice. Bay opened her mouth when the creature offered her some; she felt it best, her hands were shaking so hard the food would have been tossed across the room.




  The food was like yogurt, she had never tasted anything as creamy and delicious. It was hard to swallow, but she choked it down. The doctor fed her the entire contents of the container then tossed both the utensil and the container into a steel garbage bin. Bay yawned tiredly. Neither of the creatures seemed inclined to hurt her, and she was exhausted. She was settled back onto the firm, bed-like stretcher. Before long she was asleep.




  * * * *




  “Baby food?” Blu was incredulous. “It eats baby food?”




  “It’s probably for the best for now. Your little pet is injured. It’s dehydrated and half-starved. It hasn’t been cared for very well. It’s been abused; no wonder it’s so skittish. I don’t think those odd colored areas on its body are natural, they’re damaged parts and there’re a lot of them. Someone has come close to crushing its throat.”




  “The Tonan.”




  “That Tonan should be vaporized. I abhor cruelty to anyone, but a pet is helpless. Look at this tiny thing; it’s going to need constant care.”




  “I can’t give it constant care,” Blu said in distress.




  “You should have thought of that before you brought it here.”




  “I was only thinking of Zane and my nephew. You know Draven has been distressed since losing his toff.”




  “You can’t just replace a pet, Blu. They become part of the family. What were you thinking anyway? This being is like nothing I have ever seen; we know nothing about it. I can only hope it isn’t allergic to the baby food.”




  Blu sighed and ran a hand over his face in annoyance. “Look, can you just keep it here and try keeping it alive. I swear, if Zane isn’t interested, I’ll find it a good home. In the meantime, I have duties that need attending or Titus will slaughter me.”




  “I’ll keep it here in my office during your working hours. But that’s pushing it. I need a sterile environment. I don’t think the female is diseased, but again—I don’t know what it is. After that, it’s your responsibility. If the female’s not supervised, it could get into anything on this ship and seriously injure itself; it could chew on exposed circuits and accidently fry itself or the ship. I won’t turn the little creature over to you if you won’t learn to care for it properly; your pet could be hurt or maimed if you’re not dependable. I’ll euthanize it if I’m not satisfied with your care of it.




  “That means you not only keep it clean, but fed, watered, warm and most importantly, a pet needs your time. As you train it, you’ll need a gentle hand. No cuffing it as you would a toff; you might break its nose. And lots of positive reinforcement when your pet does something well.”




  “Fine.”




  Blu stormed from the room. Finn looked down at his new charge. It was cute lying there sound asleep, all wrapped in a sheet. It wouldn’t be responsible pet ownership to leave the female alone on a table; it could fall off, and its bones were so tiny, Finn didn’t doubt for a second they wouldn’t break. The idea of a broken bone was mind boggling—Finn had never once seen such an oddity.




  Finn picked the little creature up and marveled at its slight weight. With his foot, he pushed a pile of fairly clean sheets together that sat on the floor to be washed. It couldn’t hurt them—they needed a good cleaning anyway. He set the female on the pile and went back to his research.




  Chapter 3




  Bay woke and winced when she stretched. She was lying on a pile of sheets on the floor. Feeling a bit disorientated, she rose to a sitting position; she was alone. The sheets were okay, but something softer would be better. Bay gazed around the room curiously and noted a large, stuffed piece of furniture. She rose stiffly and made her way to the comfortable-looking fixture.




  There was no escape from these creatures. Out of a large portal, she saw the void blackness of space. She was on a vessel; there would be no hiding. Bay settled onto the furniture feeling relieved they were no longer inclined to keep her in a box; the glowing bars had zapped her when she had touched them, it hurt. The material on the couch-like furniture she laid on was like soft velvet and seemed to radiate warmth. Soon, she was once more sleeping, exhausted from her ordeal and the horror of a captivity that no longer felt so overwhelming.




  When Bay awoke again, she found herself lying once more on the pile of sheets on the floor. They didn’t exactly smell, but it was apparent they needed to be washed. The doctor creature was now seated on the comfortable-looking furniture with a mug of something steaming in his hand and paperwork in the other. Granted the pile of sheets was nicer than anything the Tonan had offered, but this was ridiculous. These creatures didn’t treat her like a captive—more like a pet dog.




  The more Bay thought about it, the more it made sense. She had been smacked on her nose when they thought her being out of control and biting—they didn’t see it as her fighting back. She had been washed like a mutt at a poodle parlor, the doctor creature had pet her head and let her sniff his hand and now she was being forced to sleep on the floor. Good God, she was surprised they hadn’t stuck a collar around her neck or had a pooper scooper nearby.




  Bay got to her feet and approached the doctor creature stiffly. Her entire body ached as she moved, but she was determined. They had to learn she was intelligent—then again, would they turn her into a slave? The idea was frightening, but Bay couldn’t stand the thought of sleeping on floors and being fed by hand or lapping water from steel bowls.




  The doctor noted her approach and smiled at her, he motioned for her to sit at his feet. Like a good doggy. It was all Bay could do to keep from growling. She shook her head and pointed at her chest as best as she could with the sheet wrapped securely around her. Surely they must see she wasn’t a pet simply because she felt the need for modesty.




  “Bay,” she said and damned her raspy grunt; she sounded like a disgruntled chicken with a lump in its throat. She then pointed at him. The doctor looked at her questioningly and Bay stomped a foot. “Bay.”




  The doctor shook his head somewhat quizzically. Bay went and sat beside him on the furniture and was immediately pushed to the floor, though not harshly; she landed with a bang onto her bottom. The doctor pointed at the mound of covers on the floor in the corner and spoke a sharp word, making her jump. He picked up the paperwork that he had placed in his lap and ignored her.




  Bay stared up at him for a few moments, rose and, rubbing her derrière, made her way back to the mound. She glanced back at him as she went, but he continued to ignore her. This is not going to be easy. She settled down onto the pile that was her spot. These creatures actually thought she was an animal. She had gone from being a tortured captive to a pet. Why hadn’t the Tonan explained what she was? Then again why would he? He had been so hell bent and determined to be rid of her, she imagined he had told her new ‘owner’ anything he had wanted to hear.




  She was so lost in thought, Bay was startled when the doctor suddenly appeared before her. He held something in his hand that he motioned her to take. The words he was speaking were clearly meant to know she had made him happy with her obedience. The food in his hand was her reward.




  Good grief. Would there be no end to this embarrassment?




  Bay hoped he didn’t expect her to lick his hand in gratitude. Whereas the backs of his fingers and hands were covered in a much finer layer of silky white fur, his palms and the front of his fingers were hard wrinkled flesh. The item he held was shaped like a popsicle; it was white and Bay wondered if it was frozen yogurt. She was torn between refusing it out of principle or taking it, knowing it would soothe her throat.




  With reluctance, Bay reached for the treat; the doctor patted her on her head and Bay groaned. He rattled off a few more words and stroked her hair as though she were a good girl. Bay narrowed her eyes and thought—if you think I’m going to lick my own ass, you weird freak, or chase a ball, I really will piss on your furniture.




  The doctor rose and returned to his reading. Bay stuck the popsicle in her mouth and sucked hard trying to deal with her pent-up emotions; she was fuming. The frozen substance soothed her throat, but the hard sucking hurt and she ceased her assault to lick at it normally. She studied the doctor while she ate. The creatures hadn’t been cruel—except for the smack to her nose. They were huge and scary-looking, different. They weren’t too bad now that she was used to them, perhaps it had been their great size that had really frightened her.




  Bay wondered if they thought she was ugly. The Tonan had been handsome, spoke English and looked like a large human man under his armor that seemed to absorb into his flesh on command. He had also been brutal with her, making him appear more hideous than these new creatures. These creatures were no less scary to gaze upon, but they seemed concerned for her well-being. They seemed intelligent—although a bit dense when it came to her.




  Bay finished her popsicle. She glanced around and noted a container on the floor, she rose and walked towards it and as she got closer, she realized it must be a garbage of sorts. It held a few more of the long flat sticks she was holding onto, as well as the container the doctor had tossed. Bay dropped her garbage in and turned to go back to her mound of sheets. She was stopped by the doctor’s incredulous words and expression. When he rushed towards her, Bay was terrified. He may be a doctor of sorts, but he was still at least seven feet tall and built like a tank that meant business. She dropped to the floor and curled into a ball, wondering if she had done something awful.




  When the doctor picked her up, he took her to the soft furniture and held her on his lap, crooning to her. It took Bay a moment to realize he was praising her—not angry. Her breathing slowed as she had been hard-pressed to take in air. The erratic pounding of her heart calmed. It was then she noted he repeated the same two words over and over. She had heard those words before, from Blu when she had stopped struggling in the bathtub. Her mind racing, she realized he was telling her she was a good girl or perhaps good female. Bay was amazed. If her throat hadn’t hurt so badly, she would have repeated what he said. She could learn this language; she could learn it and speak to them if she concentrated and studied them. Once her throat healed, Bay could make them understand she was intelligent.




  * * * *




  Blu walked into the doctor’s office and glanced around the room. His female pet was curled in Finn’s arms, sound asleep, while he looked over paperwork. Finn looked up, smiled sheepishly and set his papers down.




  “I was giving positive reinforcement and she fell asleep while I was holding her. I didn’t have the heart to move her and she really weighs nothing—although, I think now my arm’s asleep, so really, Bay wasn’t in the way.”




  “Bay?”




  “It’s the funniest noise she makes, kind of like a booer bird. When they make noise, it sounds like ‘booer’ so that’s where they get their name. She makes a noise that sounds like ‘Bay,’ so it just sort of fit.”




  “Well, my shift is done; has it eaten or should I take more baby food with me?”




  “I think maybe she should stay here tonight. She’s eating, but not much. I’m worried about her throat. When she moves, she’s stiff. I wish I could give her something for pain, but I don’t want to kill her by accident.” Finn shifted her in his arms and settled her onto the couch. He ran his hand down her hair in a gentle manner. Blu widened his eyes. “The floor may be too hard even with the sheets. She doesn’t shed either—obviously.”




  “Do not get attached,” Blu warned. “She’s a pet for Zane.”




  Finn looked annoyed. “Fine. But if Zane won’t keep her, I want her. You don’t have time for a pet, and I can take her wherever I go.”




  “Thought you needed a sterile environment.”




  Blu picked her up into his arms. He felt Bay was a good enough name as any, and Bay felt warm; her body seemed to curl against him, her cheek pressed to his chest. Blu had to admit he could see why the doctor liked this thing. It was a lot cuter than a toffling, a lot lighter and a great deal more affectionate and sweet—when it/she wasn’t making noise. Blu gave his head a shake, finally wrapping his head around the fact he was indeed holding a she/her/female creature pet.




  “She’s not diseased and she’s housebroken; she really is intelligent. You only have to show her something once and she picks it up. That odd sound her belly made seems to happen when she’s hungry, so it’s not hard to determine when to feed her. She’s not growling at you—she appears to have no control over it.”




  “Well, if Zane doesn’t want her, you can have her. It’s cute, but I have no time for a pet with my lifestyle. You’re right, it—she,” he corrected when Zane scowled, “needs commitment. I’ll drop her off first thing tomorrow. I’m sorry, but I won’t have time to wash her.”




  “I can.”




  “Well, she hates cold water. It needs to be warm, and I’ll bring a brush with her, but you have to watch her with it. This creature plays fetch, but expects you to retrieve the item. And don’t put her in the shower stall; the blast will tear the flesh from her bones. And please no vida bugs—the damned things eat her. Her blood is red—what the hell kinda thing has red blood?”




  “Warm water? How warm is warm?”




  “Well, not hot or you may cook her. I had her in cool water and it was still too cold, so maybe try tepid. And you have to talk to her while you wash her, or she splashes everywhere. She’s pretty playful when she gets to know you, but her bare skin is the devil to hang onto when she’s slippery. And try not to scare her, it triggers her alarm; she has no off switch. It’s brutal.”




  “This pet of yours certainly is unique.”




  “Tell me about it. Half the warriors on the ship want one now and have been asking all day where I got it and if there are more. She didn’t come from a litter; she was the only one.”




  Blu shook his head at the idea of Zargonnii males owning female pets, as he strode from the room. Male toffs were the only pets Zargonnii warriors knew about. They were the only male creatures Blu knew of that gave birth to more male toffs. The male tofflings were taken from their parent, as grown male toffs ate their young. It was known when the toffs were ready to give birth and they were turned off. Once the switch was pushed, the toffs entered into a deep sleep while giving birth. The tofflings were boxed and cost a great deal of exchange to purchase—they were rare enough and found only on the planet Toho.




  This female Earth creature was new and helpless and surprisingly had no off switch, though it did seem to sleep a great deal. Toffs were rough, loyal, fierce—and huge. This little creature was small, vulnerable and cute. Imagine, a female that was helpless; it was laughable. Maybe that was what the hype was about. Zargonnii females were larger than the warrior males and sometimes nasty. The warriors gave them a wide berth and didn’t enter their domain.




  Their kind bred once a year, every other year or more. Sometimes, the male was killed in the female’s enthusiasm, though it was rare and Blu understood the female was remorseful. Blu didn’t think the females killed on purpose; they were just so much larger and more powerful. And because there were more females than males, the females tried their best to be gentle, but it was difficult for them. Their species accepted one another as useful and necessary, but they lived separate lives, spoke separate languages. Except for breeding, they had nothing in common.




  Blu had never felt the urge to mate. Zane had, but Zane was older and had hit his cycle; Draven was the result. Blu had yet to enter into his cycle. He preferred not to and knew of many Zargonnii warriors who preferred to get off on their own. Mating a female was dangerous; they were high-strung, intent on only their own satisfaction and domination. Blu knew a few of the larger warriors wanted to go out in search of a female just to appease their curiosity. And some, like Zane, had wanted a son.




  Zane had said he enjoyed the mating except it was brutal, and he didn’t want to leave Draven an orphan if his next encounter was with a younger female—who had less control than the older ones. After mating, the females went back to their area, well away from the males they were no longer interested in, as their blood time had stopped.




  If a female Zargonnii gave birth to a male, she would leave it near the male warrior’s area after it had been weaned at a month old. Though the females wanted nothing to do with males, the mother would, nevertheless, watch her male infant until he was found by a warrior male—normally, he was left near his sire’s home. Blu had never seen a female Zargonnii infant or child. Their mothers were possessive to the point of being deadly when encountered if they had their female offspring with them.




  Blu entered his room and stood holding his pet female; he looked for a place to set her down. He was tired. The limp pet in his arms shivered, and Blu took her to his sleeping quarters. Blu placed her at the foot of his bed. He stripped, turned down the lights and settled under his covers. He curled his arms back behind his head and gazed for a moment out his window into the dark galaxy sky. The little female stirred and looked disorientated for a few moments before crawling closer to him. She cuddled up next to his waist and settled. Blu let her stay where she was. It must be frightening for such a tiny thing to be all alone and cold in a new place. Hopefully, she felt a little safer with him than the damned Tonan. Blu pulled the blankets around her and crooned a soft noise male Zargonnii normally used on babes.




  For a moment, he reached down and stroked her hair. She was so soft under his hard skin. Blu had the most entertaining idea. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if females were weaker and needed protection in the hard world? What an interesting concept—and laughable. Bay was a pet, of course she needed him. Real females were vicious; they had to be because they protected their young. Blu was grateful females were powerful and possessive—he would be dead if it wasn’t for his mother. She had kept him safe from the unearthly creatures of his planet until his father had found him.




  The thought made Blu wonder. Zane would have to protect this female from the creatures of his world; it was a good thing his home had a penned in area. If not, then Finn would take her. It was a relief knowing he wouldn’t be saddled with such a big responsibility. Blu closed his eyes; the female was warm, her tiny hand had worked its way into the fur on his chest and she rubbed him. It felt nice. She smelled much better; Blu was happy he had saved her.




  Chapter 4




  Bay watched from a corner as Blu and another male creature argued. She had been plopped onto a massive black padding when they had entered into the home. They had landed on a planet hours earlier, departing the space vessel after Bay had wept a tearful goodbye to Finn. The doctor had been kind to her over the last three days. He had taken care of her and made her feel safe. He seemed to understand her need for clothes and had fashioned a workable wrap from an old blanket. It covered just above her breasts and just below her behind. Bay wondered if the good doctor thought he was making the equivalent of a ‘doggy coat’ just to aid in keeping her warm. The ship was very cool, but both Finn and Blu had turned up the heat in their quarters for her when they noted her odd goose bumps disappeared when she was warmer.




  Though Bay still couldn’t speak actual words, she was learning more of their language and she realized Finn had grown fond of her—even if he still thought of her as a pet. Bay had known he wanted her to stay with him. Bay had found herself curling up to both males when she was feeling distressed, or just for the security they offered.




  Now Blu and another creature were yelling at one another. Bay didn’t care; with Blu nearby, she knew she was in no danger. She caught a few words here and there; Finn and the ship were mentioned often. She didn’t know enough to understand what was happening, but enough to know Blu would return her to the ship and Finn.




  The world she had been taken to looked a little unearthly. There was some sun, but gnarled, dark brown roots of trees and thick, greenish vegetation made where Blu had taken her look like a dismal jungle. Fog rolled from the ground in a surreal fashion, swirling at her feet like a horror story effect, as she had walked pressed close to Blu’s side. Strange noises emanated from all around, grunts and growls; at one time there was a high pitched scream. The air seemed thicker, heavy and cool, but not too cold. The ground beneath her feet was black dirt, rich soil, it explained the heavy foliage.




  Massive boulders and rock formations were covered in heavy moss in some places; others were brown, bare, slippery-moist, smooth looking. Vulture-like birds, two feet high, sat poised on thick gangly branches, watching her with dark black eyes; their inky black feathers lay flat. Yellow talons curled around the branches, sinking into the bark. Sharp beaks followed her, heads turning as she walked by, causing goose bumps to rise on every part of her partially-covered flesh. The birds were eerily silent; lips at the base of their beaks rose in a sinister smile.




  Every so often, a wind rustled her hair, making an odd moaning noise as though it were alive. The breeze came from all different directions, bringing strange scents, some pleasant, others not so much. Long vines hung over branches and Bay was certain they moved, slithering along like snakes with no beginning or end. A few of the trees sported leaves that looked like accordions. One moment, they were squished together—seconds later, they unfolded quickly, exposing sharp, deadly-looking points.




  Ponds were covered in a green scum; the scum lifted up off the water as Bay and Blu continued on. Like a blanket, or carpet, the rolling substance rippled as though tiny waves made love to the stagnant contents. A small creature approached the water’s edge and was immediately enveloped in the pond scum, sucked under. Bay shuddered as seconds later, bones spilled back up onto the pond’s edge; they lay white and shiny like a gruesome game of pickup sticks. Blu seemed unconcerned; Bay was certain she was close to a nervous breakdown.




  When she caught glimpses of the elusive sky, Bay had seen colors, not clouds. Green shining streaks alight with shades of oranges and blues, reds and purples. The heavens were like a rainbow run amok, aurora borealis meets pastels. Three foggy round lights hung in the air, one encircled by a black ring, and she wasn’t certain if they were moons or suns. Patches of inky black rolled within the disarray of the sky; surreal pools of skyward tar moved as though the blackness ate the color and spit it out behind.




  While they walked, Blu’s eyes glowed a brighter red, and he was watchful of something. Bay caught a whiff of something unpleasant, a terrible odor not unlike a dead fish left to rot in the sun. At one point, he stopped and dragged her up under an arm and growled into the mist. Blu’s muscles bulged larger; his teeth, that once looked normal, appeared twice as big as their regular size, filling the space that separated the teeth and becoming sharp as tiny daggers. The fine black fingernails on his hands also grew to about three inches long and ended in razor sharp points. Bay could have sworn he grew in height as well. The wrinkles on his hard flesh stretched taut, making him appear well over seven feet in height. He looked horrifying, and Bay would have screamed if she hadn’t known he meant her no harm. Blu seemed to be protecting her—from what, Bay had no clue.




  Blu seemed to concentrate hard, and swirling smoke turned to fire as his gaze intensified into the jungle. Bay heard a screech, caught sight of a tiny flame and heard an angry snort as the fire suddenly went out. Bay looked up at Blu; his red eyes not only glowed fire, but seemed to be fire.




  Whatever had been in the woods backed away; Bay had seen the vegetation rustle but saw no sign of what it was. Obviously, it wasn’t interested in more of a confrontation—or figured she wasn’t worth the risk of battle. Once the danger had passed, Blu took a deep breath and his features returned to normal. Bay breathed a sigh of relief, but from that point, Blu kept her in his arms, pressed to his chest, maintaining the fiercest expression. His huge hands stroked her skin to calm her and he crooned to her.




  Bay’s attention was drawn from her thoughts to a child who was close to her size. The boy of their species—Zargonnii from what she interpreted—was cute and shy. He gazed at her with a look she wasn’t certain she could decipher. Curiously, Bay looked around, but could see no mother; perhaps she was in a different room. Bay had yet to see any females of their species, perhaps they were skittish.




  The structure Bay was in was interesting. The same dismal foliage surrounded the outside of the building. Inside, it was brighter, homier. There were over-large, stuffed pieces of furniture, white furred carpeting on the floors, and a window looking out over a backyard with a very high, solid-looking black fence. The same white carpeting covered the walls and ceiling like one giant pelt.




  There were different items placed strategically around the room; some looked out of place and Bay wondered if this Zargonnii male was a collector. She had yet to determine what occupation Blu was in. She guessed him to be a type of warrior, but while she had been aboard the space vessel, there had been no fighting she was aware of. If Blu was a warrior, he never showed that side to her; he was very gentle when he touched her. Irritatingly, both Blu and Finn had continued to wash her like a pet. When Bay tried to take the soap or push their hands away, they were too persistent, and since they weren’t hurting her, she gave up.




  The two large creatures continued to shout at one another—they seemed to be arguing about her. Blu was waving his hands in exasperation and finally headed towards the door and motioned her to follow, calling her name. Bay rose immediately. She wanted no part of the angry-looking Zargonnii creature. He was a tad smaller than Blu, but massive nonetheless and frightening. The male child cried out and both men turned to look at him. He pointed at Bay and went to his father, obviously pleading his case. Blu looked smug and the other male creature, Zane, Blu had called him, looked none too happy.




  The creature, Zane, looked at Bay, then into his son’s hopeful expression; he finally nodded, and with a growl, looked up at the ceiling. The child whooped in delight. Blu left; the door closed behind him with a loud bang before Bay had time to react. Bay screeched and went flying towards the door. Blu took care of her, why was he leaving her here? Where was he going? She had been positive he would return her to Finn.




  “Blu?” she cried out in her agonized voice, as she had yet to heal. “Blu wait.” She pounded on the door.




  Bay hammered her fists against the hard wooden surface until they hurt; the double doors were fifteen feet high and a foot thick. She howled for Blu to come back until she was hoarse. Blu took care of her; he fed her and kept her warm. What if this new being was like the Tonan, what if he hurt her? Why did Blu abandon her? What had she done? Bay sobbed in dismay; she sank slowly to the ground calling for Blu, for Finn. What had just happened? Her entire world was torn apart. New creatures stood near her; they weren’t familiar, and she didn’t know them. She felt so alone; once more she had been abandoned, betrayed and handed off to another like some unwanted pet.




  Bay continued to sob and felt a small hand touch her shoulder. The boy Zargonnii held up a funny-looking stuffed creature that had seen better days. His fuzzy hand stroked clumsily at her hair, and for a second, Bay had an overwhelming urge to just shove him away. She realized he was trying to make her feel better by giving her a toy—no doubt it had belonged to his last pet. Bay could have howled her misery. Doomed to spend her life as a child’s pet. The only thing she could do was wait until her throat healed enough to make someone listen, and learn as many new words as she could during that time.




  The boy continued to shake the stuffed creature at her until his father called him back. The boy moaned, walked to the far corner of the room and tossed the toy onto the black mattress. After a woeful look in Bay’s direction, he made his way into one of the other rooms. Bay stayed pressed tight to the door as the father approached her. It was easy to see he wasn’t happy with the situation, but when he squatted before her, his tone was calm.




  Zane looked similar to Blu, but there were definite differences in their facial features, enough to tell them apart. Zane’s cheekbones were higher and more prominent; his nose was a bit smaller. He had full, light bluish lips and Bay could see the purest white of his teeth with their odd spaces. A single white eyebrow stretched across both sides of his face, down his relatively bare neck to his furry shoulders and the top of his back. Since Bay had become used to these creatures, they weren’t nearly as frightening as she once thought they were.




  His crooning tone was genuine and he studied her. Large hands turned her face in his palms, and his thumb rubbed across her cheek; he wiped the moisture from her face. From experience, Bay knew tears weren’t an oddity to the Zargonnii. Perhaps they even understood it was an expression of sadness. Zane threaded his fingers through her long hair and Bay knew her soft tresses were a curiosity to these beings. The creature’s hair flowed to his lower back, but was thick and somewhat coarse like the fur on his body. When a breeze caught Zargonnii hair, it ruffled with its fullness as though the strands came to life, giving the Zargonnii a surreal look, it was intimidating, no doubt a tactical weapon of sorts—to creep your opponent out. There was no breeze in the home she had been taken to, and Zane’s mane-like hair was thicker than Blu’s had been. It lay full but flat against his broad back.




  At one time, when Finn was touching her, Bay had reached to stroke the oval bare spot on his belly. Finn had been a bit surprised, but he didn’t stop her. The skin on these creatures was incredibly hard and wrinkled in a fine line. Where a human man would have a six pack, these males seemed to have a ten pack. Bay understood why, after seeing Blu grow bigger and the skin expand to accommodate him. Just from touch, Bay had determined there wasn’t much that could penetrate a Zargonnii male warrior’s flesh. Zane examined her teeth, and Bay knew better than to bite—she didn’t want to be struck on the nose again. Many warriors on the ship had come to curiously gawk at her, but Finn and Blu didn’t let them touch her.




  When Zane touched one of her breasts over the material she wore, Bay squealed in protest and slunk back. Zane raised his hands in supplication; even pets had areas that were off limits. He fingered her clothes, frowning, and ran his hand down a bare leg; he examined her clear toenails. Her foot looked tiny in his huge hand. Bay suddenly knew how a horse up for auction felt. Finally satisfied, Zane scooped her up and placed her back onto the black mattress. After a quick search around the room, he picked up a small blanket and draped it over her. He motioned for her to stay, and with a shake of his head, he left her alone.




  Bay pulled the blanket snuggly around her. The room she was in was large, high ceilings stretched to about twenty feet; it was quiet…lonely. Though these creatures had managed space flight, and she thought them to be intelligent, she wondered at the primitive—lair. The home was like a den. From outside, it looked deceptively small. Blu had carried her from outside, down into a darker room; his eyes had grown brighter. Once through the darker room, they walked up into the open door—it was apparent Zane had been waiting for them. Zane had smiled at Blu before scowling at Bay.




  The way Blu’s body had tensed when they entered Zane’s home, Bay could tell there was a problem even as he plopped her onto the black mattress. Now, looking around, Bay couldn’t help but notice the quiet. On the ship there had always been noise: the males laughing, the engines humming, Blu’s crooning. Finn had kept her close as had Blu. One of them had always been in sight. She didn’t like being so alone. Bay rose and made her way to where the boy Zargonnii had disappeared. He seemed nice; it wasn’t his fault she was in this mess. She found him sitting on a bed, scowling over a piece of paper—homework, no doubt.




  Bay waited, feeling anxious, at the foot of his bed. He noticed her immediately, smiled and encouraged her near him. The child was a miniature version of his father—but his appearance was cute, not frightening. Bay climbed onto the bed beside him, looked at his work and frowned. The odd patterns were the same and it became apparent he was supposed to be repeating different themes. It was simple, really, once you recognized the shapes; Bay didn’t think the child lacked intelligence. She studied him carefully; he was younger than she had first thought. He was so big she just assumed he was a pre-teen Zargonnii, but staring at his frown and gazing at the toys in the room, Bay had the feeling he was closer to a six-year-old in age.




  Bay took his thick pencil and filled in a space, completing a pattern. The child looked at her in wonder, and Bay pressed two fingers to her lips to ask him to stay quiet. She needed to speak before she would be accepted as intelligent. She also needed to find out what type of male Zane was. Would he be kind to her? If not, she needed to escape, and if he knew she was intelligent, he would be watching her.




  Bay smiled at the boy. “Bay,” she whispered and pointed at her chest.




  “Draven,” he replied and looked delighted. Once more Bay pressed her fingers to her lips. The child nodded conspiratorially.




  * * * *




  Zane glanced in the vacant corner where their new pet should be sitting. Damn. It was gone. He hoped it hadn’t slunk off to do its business in a dark corner. He should have turned it off, but for the life of him, he couldn’t find a switch as he examined her tiny body. Zane hurried to Draven’s room; Blu had said the creature was harmless, but it hadn’t been exposed to children. She may have looked harmless, but Zane knew a pet could suddenly turn psycho if provoked. The little female disliked her breasts touched—he would have to mention that to Draven; he would need to be respectful.




  When Zane entered his son’s room, he was surprised to see his son absorbed in the homework he normally detested and the female pet was sitting quietly beside him looking for all the world like she was interested in what he was doing—her eyes seemed to scan over the pages Draven flipped—weird. A toffling would have downed half the paper by now, therefore giving Draven an excuse for the teacher—“But my pet ate my homework.”




  “Draven, that pet shouldn’t be on your bed,” Zane scolded.




  “Bay isn’t hurting anything, and uncle Blu said he had washed her. Besides she’s…” Draven stopped mid-sentence.




  “She’s what?”




  “She’s um, she isn’t disturbing me; she’s real quiet. Just having her beside me is a big help; I can concentrate.”




  “Really?” There was something strange going on, but Zane wasn’t certain what it was. “Well, go wash up; it’s time to eat and I know you’ve been petting that thing. Your hands are probably filled with germs.”




  Draven groaned and slipped from the bed. “Come on, Bay.”




  As Draven went past him, his pet followed. Zane scooped her up under an arm. “Oh no you don’t. The second you’ve washed your hands, you’ll be touching this thing again. She can sit on her mat until you’re done eating.”




  Draven looked none too happy, but dutifully did as he was told. Zane took the pet back to their main living quarters and plopped the female onto her mat.




  “Stay,” he commanded sharply. He was annoyed she had disobeyed in the first place and raised his hand to smack her nose. The female made a high-pitched frightened noise and cowered back away from him. She backed up so quickly, she banged into the wall and howled a pathetic sound. Draven came flying into the room.




  “What did you do to my pet?” he demanded.




  “I was just teaching her some obedience.” Looking from the quaking female to his enraged son, Zane was feeling a little mean. The female’s big brown eyes looked so sad, Zane felt a touch remorseful, which was odd—it was a pet after all.




  “How would you like to be put in a strange place and left all alone?” Draven raged. “It’s frightening.”




  Zane took a deep breath. Draven was no longer a baby, but he still remembered being left by his mother in the jungle beyond the high fence close to their home. Zane also remembered the same experience when he was no more than a month old. At Draven’s young age, he also remembered his mother’s language—he would forget sometime in his adolescence. When Zane had found his squalling infant son, Zane had felt awash with sympathy. He could just make out the shadow of Draven’s mother’s back as she disappeared back in the direction to her own domain. Zane often wondered if it hurt a female to give up her son. It was for the best. The female of their species was unpredictable around males. A young male wouldn’t last, even if it had the protection of its mother in the female’s domain; there were just too many mothers of female offspring who wouldn’t tolerate a male so close to their young ones.




  Draven was on the mat, stroking the hair of the female. He was talking to it as though it could possibly understand their words. Toffs were intelligent, but even they only caught a word here and there. Zane crouched down beside his son.




  “It’s all right, little creature,” Zane soothed and reached to pet the female. “Good female.”




  “Bay,” his son said sharply.




  “It’s all right, Bay. All right, no corporal punishment. I suppose it is too small to be striking.”




  “You should give Bay a treat.”




  Now feeling a little cocky, Zane gave a hard stare to his son. “Really,” he drawled. “Why is that?”




  “Bay needs to know you won’t hurt her; she needs to trust you.”




  Zane sighed. He could see how important this was to Draven. He got to his feet and went to the kitchen. When he returned, he held out his treat, thinking the little female would like what he held. To Zane’s surprise, Bay screamed at the vida bug; she jumped to her feet, shot past him and fled to Draven’s room where they found her hiding under his bed. Both Draven and Zane peeked at her shivering form. She looked horrified.




  “Father, I don’t think Bay likes vida bugs.”




  “You think?” he drawled sarcastically.




  Chapter 5




  As the days went by, Bay was finding it more and more difficult to keep her intelligence under wraps. Zane was growing suspicious. Bay still wasn’t quite certain where she stood with him and wanted to keep him in the dark a little longer, but perhaps not too much longer. It was getting harder to do; there was something about Zane that she never noted with Blu. Finn and Blu had taken turns with her, with their rotating schedule, but Zane was around her a great deal. There were times Zane seemed so distracted and puzzled. For a moment, Bay wondered if he was always like that, until Draven had asked his father point blank—“Father, why are you being so weird?” To which his father replied, somewhat under his breath—“Damned if I know.”




  Bay’s throat was healing to the point where she felt she could now be understood, and Draven was teaching her to speak two separate languages. One was his father’s, the other she assumed was a child’s secret language. The secret language was guttural and animalistic, but fun in an odd way. Draven loved it when she spoke to him in the silly language—cuddling beside her and laying his sweet head against her.




  During the day, Bay was sent into the garden. The glass on their home wasn’t glass at all; she could step through it and let herself back into the home if it rained—like some huge doggy door. The backyard was cleared of all large shrubbery and was about the size of a normal backyard on Earth. The sun or suns, shone a bit brighter as there were no shadows lurking in the enclosed space. There were toys she could play with when Draven came home; heavy thick balls he bounced to her; a teeter totter you stood up on, not sat on; and a child-sized obstacle course. Until Draven came home, she mostly ate, slept and tried to stay out from under Zane’s feet; he acted even weirder when Draven was not about. She preferred to be outside as Zane spent many hours at home, she presumed working. His room was off limits, and Bay stayed away.




  Washing hadn’t been easy; as there was no way she would allow Draven to bathe her. Thankfully, Zane wasn’t interested. Once, when Zane left to take Draven to school, she had stepped into their shower and then run howling from it seconds later. It was like being blasted with a power washer, and the water was freezing. The shower had left a nasty red mark, drawing a fine line of blood on her shoulder. Zane had examined it and questioned Draven over it, but of course the boy knew nothing—he had been at school, and Bay knew that Zane knew this. Zane had put cold cloths on her that had helped, and he seemed honestly concerned.




  Bay had been able to convey her distress to Draven, who explained to his father she needed her own washing area. At Bay’s urging, Draven had discreetly mentioned to his father Bay may have accidently stumbled into their shower and ‘accidently’ hit the faucets, harming her delicate skin. It was subtle, but from Draven’s tone, he made it seem his father had been at fault for not watching her.




  Zane dragged out an old drawer he assumed Draven filled each day to wash her, when Bay filled it herself once left alone. Their black soap was unusual but cleaned her well enough. Unfortunately, the Zargonnii only had water with three settings, ice cold, cold, and cool. Bay longed for a hot bath.




  One of her more awkward moments with Zane was when he caught her using the facilities. She had thought he was safely sequestered in his room. There was no way in hell she would squat over the box filled with soil Zane had provided to do her business near her black mat. How embarrassing. Zane’s eyes had widened in stunned surprise when Bay hopped off the huge rounded bowl they used, which flushed itself. Bay had yanked down her wrap and, flaming red, she had tried to run past him. Zane had taken her to her mat, and after plopping her down, he hunkered to her level. When he spoke, she could tell he was asking her questions. This was the first time any of the Zargonnii had asked her point blank questions, expecting answers.




  Bay knew some of Zane’s words, but the angry look on his face was anything but welcoming, and Bay sat, trying to look puppyish. Her big brown eyes were as solemn as she could make them; she crouched low as though being chastened. After he stopped rattling off his questions, he suddenly looked around sheepishly—he was, after all, questioning a pet. It was all Bay could do to keep from smiling as he sauntered away looking disgusted with himself.




  Bad female pet—did you poop in the toilet? Bay chuckled.




  Another incident was less tricky. Zane had walked in on her and Draven when she was helping him with his homework. Pencil in hand, Bay almost panicked when Zane walked over and gaped at her, wide-eyed and open-mouthed—until she stuck the pencil between her teeth and chewed it. Zane wrestled it away and shook it off, marching from the room in a huff, declaring it covered in female Earth slobber. Draven and Bay had to stuff their faces into the pillows, they were laughing so hard.




  Bay smiled with her thoughts as she strolled the backyard. She adored Draven. Earth was a pile of rubble from the natural disasters that had befallen it; Ulsy was a war zone. This new home was as safe as any. She felt she was ready to tell Zane who she was, what she was. He wasn’t cruel, and she was positive he would let her stay. His looks were growing on her. Yes, he was different, but he was intelligent; he wasn’t ugly, just really big and maybe a little scary. At night, he tucked her blanket around her, made sure she had water; and on a few occasions, she had woken to find him simply gazing at her. She hadn’t been afraid, Zane hadn’t done one thing to harm her; he took better care of her than Blu.




  Tinkling laughter filled the air and Draven flung himself into Bay’s arms. He was a big boy and almost toppled her over, but she laughed at his enthusiasm. At twenty-six, Bay was ready to start a family; but there was no point while living on Earth, and all human men were killed once they made it to Ulsy. If all she ever had was Draven to fuss over, she was content. It would be better if Zane knew she was intelligent. There were times she knew Zane had needed to leave and had no choice but to cart Draven off with him. If nothing else, Bay would make a reliable babysitter.




  Draven was sweet and thoughtful; he was kind to a fault. He had to get his manner from someone. There was no mother in the picture, and the way Zane showed his son affection, Bay was positive he could also be kind—maybe even to her, even if she wasn’t a pet.




  For the most part, Zane kept his distance, but Bay caught him studying her occasionally. There were times when Zane came from his room looking harried, and he just sat and held her, stroking her long hair and crooning in a quiet manner. It was bittersweet at those times—him wanting the comfort of a pet and she wanting simple contact.




  After a while, Bay felt she was growing on him. Zane was the one who made certain she had enough to eat and drink. After the disturbing incident with the vicious bugs, he had gotten rid of them. There were even times Zane showed her a modicum of affection—he seemed to like the way her skin felt under his rough hands, and her hair fascinated both father and son.




  “I think it’s time to tell your father I am not a pet,” Bay said. She struggled with a few of their words as some rolled; others were more of a grunt, growl and click.




  Draven looked a little disappointed. “But I love our games. Father looks so silly.”




  “I know, but it’s not fair of me to have you keep my secret, now that I can talk to him and make him understand.”




  “All right,” Draven agreed. “I guess it’s not much fun to eat from the floor or father’s hand and sleep on a mat.”




  “The mat isn’t so bad, but it would be nice to be welcome on your furniture.” Bay didn’t really even mind Zane offering her different things. There were times some of the food looked a wee bit iffy—okay, scary. Zane never forced anything at her. If she backed away from what he held, he never offered it again.




  “I guess.”




  A screaming growl caught their attention. Bay looked at Draven curiously. She wasn’t too concerned; the fence was very high and extremely thick. Draven went white. The red of his eyes glowed; he looked terrified, and Bay became concerned.




  “Draven?”




  “A bangore,” he whispered.




  “A what?” Bay whispered back.




  “Bangore, it must have gotten through the outer fence. It’s early for them to be out; the Holiday must be coming. They are cruel creatures that eat children.”




  Holiday?




  Draven was stumbling as he backed up. Bay screamed when a hideous monster crawled over the high fence. The creature was the same size as her, except it was covered in long red fur. Black, beady eyes settled onto Draven. It hissed, exposing three black, fang-like teeth, top and bottom. Gooey, bubbly saliva dripped from a pig-like black snout, soaking the fur beneath. Four thick, black scales protruded from the creature’s back as it moved forward, springing from within. Draven yelled for his father.




  The bangore came at Draven with a vengeance. Draven grew in height, but he was still no match for the broad-chested creature. It ignored Bay and circled the boy. Three sharp, black talons on either claw glistened as it made a swipe for him. Bay reacted. A large stick Draven drew in the soil with found its way into her hands and she smashed the bangore across the face, grimacing as its nose made a gruesome, squishing noise. It bellowed in rage and swung at her. Bay shoved the stick into the bangore’s throat. The talons of the creature sliced at her weapon, making inch-long gouges in the hard wood. Another solid blow was thrust up between its legs, sending it to its knees where it gurgled and gasped.




  Bay heard an ungodly bellow from behind and Zane was there. His normal six-foot-six was now over seven feet in height; his red eyes blazed so blindingly the bangore’s fur sizzled and caught fire. One swipe of his hand and the bangore was smashed against the wall. Zane was enraged, and Bay knew the creature was as good as dead. Bay didn’t know how she lifted Draven, but he was in her arms and she raced for the glass that would envelope them. Nothing else was allowed in. When Bay had first come, Zane had scanned her body with a small device and she was allowed entry and exit at her own will.




  The two of them collapsed onto the large overstuffed furniture, with their arms wrapped around each other, watching the battle. Zane had the bangore in his arms and slammed the creature across his knee, breaking its back. Bay gasped. The razor-like scales on the creature bent double when meeting Zane’s hard flesh; two snapped completely off. Bay knew without a shadow of doubt if her flesh had come into contact with those scales, across her vulnerable skin, she would have been cut in half. Zane grabbed handfuls of the creature’s thick fur and flung it over the wall, higher than the tree tops. Spread eagle, the creature spun in fast circles. Bay was amazed; she didn’t think she’d ever seen a baseball hit for a homerun fly so high and far.




  By the time Zane raced back into the home, his body was returning to normal; the threat had passed. He scooped Draven into his arms and held him tight, rocking his son, Zane was shaking; it looked odd coming from such a powerful man—male. Bay could see his devastation.




  “He’s all right,” Bay mumbled.




  “Bay saved me,” Draven whispered. He wasn’t injured, but was still an odd white when his face was normally a tanned color a few shades lighter than his father’s tone.




  Zane looked confused for a moment and looked from his son to Bay. “You spoke,” he finally said.




  “It took me a while to heal enough and learn your language,” Bay said.




  “Pets don’t speak.”




  “I’m not a pet. I’m a woman and intelligent enough to learn your language. How is it you can be so narrow-minded as to think there isn’t other intelligent life out there?”




  “I’m aware of other intelligent life; it’s just that I’ve never seen a human female. I’m a warrior, a mercenary; when we wage war, we do not fight the enemy’s females if they have any. We find females take care of their own battles. Normally, the creatures we come in contact with are of both sexes.”




  “On Earth, we call them hermaphrodites. It’s rare in humans, but apparent in plant life and other things. In humans, children’s parents pick a sex, making them either or.”




  “Other species embrace having both sexes, the best of both worlds, and at times are full of their superiority. You look so tiny and are so frail, I just assumed you were a pet; I’ve never come across a species so delicate.” Zane was mumbling, his look incredulous. “And you’re female, just female.”




  Bay felt herself ruffle at his callous words. “Are your females pets?” she demanded.




  “No, our females are bigger and stronger, that’s why I thought you were a pet. Also, the affection you show towards my son is uncanny. Zargonnii females want nothing to do with our male children, and pets accept anyone no matter what they look like or their sex. You just seemed so accepting and kind. I’m not used to that in a female.”




  “It’s easy to love a child, no matter what they look like, especially Draven—who is cute, thoughtful and sweet.”




  Zane set Draven back onto the furniture and began pacing. “How did my brother acquire you? We are not a race of slavers; he was also under the impression you were a pet.”




  “Blu saved me from a Tonan who captured me from the planet Ulsy. I am from Earth, which is, I’m guessing, very far from here. Our planet is dying; we were told Ulsy was our salvation, but the Tonans captured the women and killed our men. Almost all our males, except male children, were obliterated.”




  “You say that like it hurts you. About your males, I mean.”




  “The Tonans practically slaughtered an entire race, of course it hurts me.”




  “Draven, why don’t you go get yourself a treat?” Zane said.




  Draven looked from Bay to his father. “She’s not a pet Father, but you are still not to hurt her.”




  “I won’t hurt her; she saved your life.”




  Draven gave his father a hard look before smiling at Bay; he left them alone. Zane looked as though he were trying to digest what was happening. Once Draven left, he perched carefully beside Bay.




  “What do your males look like?” he finally asked.




  “Something like me except most of our men are bigger; they have the same anatomy as you, um, down there.” Bay pointed below his belt and felt herself color.




  “Your males are larger than your females?” Zane looked incredulous.




  “Many, but not all.”




  “Forgive me when I say that I thought perhaps your tiny size was an oddity to your culture. It must be frightening for your females when you come into heat and the males search you out; you have to be the most defenseless creature I’ve ever encountered.”




  “Earth women don’t come into heat; we bleed once a month, but our men don’t normally have sex with us during that time—we can get a little cranky.”




  “Sex is mating?”




  “Yes, but something tells me your females are different from Earth. Do you only mate during a cycle of some kind?”




  “Yes.” Zane went back to pacing. “Once a year, every other year, female Zargonnii go into heat. Male Zargonnii are drawn to them if they have become of age. Our mating isn’t always pleasant. Our females are larger and stronger and dominant. It’s hard for a warrior to be dominated. Many older females aren’t as bad, but the younger ones can be deadly.”




  “Then why would you mate with them at all?” Bay was incredulous. Their females were bigger? They must be giants.




  “A male Zargonnii can feel the urge to mate as strongly as a female; some of us take the risk. The older we get, the stronger the urge. Also, some males want a son.”




  “What happened to Draven’s mother?”




  “She is still out there. I guess. I haven’t wanted to mate since finding Draven. I can’t chance leaving him an orphan for the sake of an urge.”




  “Since finding him?”




  “Our females wean our male offspring at a month old and leave them in the jungle near their father’s home.”




  “How can they do that?” Bay jumped up, outraged. “That thing that attacked was hideous. How can a mother leave her child alone and defenseless?”




  “They aren’t left all alone. The mother watches her child until she is certain he is safe. She then goes back to her own area, which is hundreds of miles away. We do not co-exist. The females have their lives, we have ours.”




  Bay sat back down. “It doesn’t sound very nice. Women giving up their children, not going near men for years and when they do they’re cruel.”




  Zane sat beside her. “I don’t think they are normally cruel. It’s something about their season, hormones. Finn would know—perhaps you could tell he is a healer?”




  “Yes, he was very nice to me. I think he wanted me to stay with him.”




  “It would break Draven’s heart if you left. He remembers his mother. A female Zargonnii is very affectionate with her offspring during his first month. Much like you are with Draven all the time. Finn treated a female Zargonnii once; she was wounded in a battle with a cyron beast. He learned a great deal of their mannerisms and the female body. She was with child, but dying. Finn tried his best but was unable to save her. It was a shame. It was the first time he had ever seen an infant female—he couldn’t save the babe either.




  “I don’t know why our species cannot coexist for longer than a mating every two years. I’ve often wondered what it would be like to live with a female. If you haven’t guessed, I find you fascinating and am relieved you’re not a pet. Tell me of your people.”




  “Like you, we have managed space flight. At least we did; if anyone is still on the planet, they’re doomed.”




  “No, I wish to know of your mating rituals. Do you and your males cohabitate?”




  Bay wondered if it was such a good idea to discuss mating with a big alien who now looked interested in her; as well, her Zargonnii had been improving, but she was still uncertain as to all the proper words and terms. She and Draven never discussed sex, obviously. She would have to incorporate some of her own language and hope he understood.




  “Our men and women do at times cohabitate. We form families and bond with one another, we trust each other—love each other in a respectful way. When human men and women have sex, or make love as we like to call it, the men are very gentle.”




  Zane’s eyes widened in surprise. “Gentle?” he whispered.




  “Very gentle.”




  “I suppose that makes sense; your anatomy is too small for a male to be rough with.”




  “When your kind mates, do you look the way you did when you were fighting that bangore thing?”




  “At first, so does the female. But once the mating begins, the dominated male goes back to his normal size while the female remains in battle mode.”




  “They sound so primitive. They must be a real riot to come across in space,” Bay muttered.




  “Zargonnii females have no aptitude for flight and are thousands of centuries behind us.”




  “That must be difficult, but understandable as to why you don’t stay together. I don’t think I’d spend much time with a Neanderthal.”




  “Just speaking to you and having a conversation with you is remarkable.” Zane did look amazed. “If you coexisted with the males on your Earth and weren’t afraid of them, why were you so frightened of me—of us?”




  “You thought I was a pet. And you’re all males, and huge. I had no idea what you wanted me for.”




  Zane frowned and then looked enlightened. “You were afraid we would mate with you. That’s why you let me think you were a pet.”




  “I couldn’t speak at first. The Tonan hurt me.” Bay’s eyes were downcast. “I wanted to learn to communicate before I tried to speak with you. I was afraid you’d kick me out. Your planet is like nothing I have ever seen before, it’s creepy and scary.”




  “I won’t kick you out, but this makes this situation a bit tricky. You say your planet is dying. Blu could always have his commander take you back to Ulsy.”




  “I can’t go there,” Bay wailed. Panic-stricken, she shot to her feet and dropped down in front of him. “The Castians and Tonans are warring. The Tonans are cruel, evil beings. I was too afraid to go near a Castian. Me and another woman hid from both species. The Tonans killed her; the Tonans kill any female over childbearing years. Your planet is different, but I feel safe here with you. You haven’t been cruel, you haven’t beaten me. Please don’t send me away. I love helping Draven with his homework. Believe it or not, I know how to wash my hands and I can cook. I know how to be helpful.”




  Zane ran a hand over his face. “Bay—I must tell you something. Having a female in the house has been hard on me, a male who has reached his cycle. It’s why Draven thought I was acting weird. When I thought you were a pet, I could control myself; but talking to you, knowing how intelligent you are, and that you are not a pet is wreaking havoc with my hormones. You have no idea how appealing a tiny helpless female is to a male who is used to seeing to his own needs and urges. There is no possible way you could fight me off; it could mean death and leaving Draven devastated if I were to keep you here.”




  Bay slumped on the floor. He was warning her. But she couldn’t go back to Ulsy; another Tonan might get her. She knew how evil the warriors could be. She would never live if she wandered off into the Zargonnii jungle alone. This was Zane’s home; it wasn’t fair to him, but what could she do? Zane was so big to begin with, but his battle mode was massive. How could she have sex with him like that?




  Zane scooped her up under her arms and set her beside him. “I don’t know what to do, Bay. I can’t just toss you out; you would die. If I give you to another, you would face the same problem; you can’t go back to being a pet. My cycle has been triggered by having you here. I’m afraid it could remain triggered; before long, we would need to do something.”




  “How much time do I have?”




  “Not a lot.”




  “Enough to get to know you better?”




  “Yes and perhaps no. It would be best for you to get to know me, but it would be best for me to stay away from you as long as possible. So you need to make a choice. Get to know me—fast. Or be prepared for me later.”




  “I know some of who you are, and I find it hurtful you would force me.”




  Zane cupped her chin in his hand. “I won’t force you; I would die.”




  Bay was shocked. “What? Why”




  “A Zargonnii cycle is triggered when the females come near. It doesn’t mean a male doesn’t need release at other times. The last cycle was hard for me to control; I don’t think I can control this one. You speak of our females being primitive; when it comes to mating, so are Zargonnii males. The females are getting closer. I can smell them coming, but they won’t be here in time for me to mate with one. If you won’t have me, my need for release will drive me to insanity. I’ll be forced to fight for release, and the only thing I could take on would be a creature called a cyron. It would kill me.




  “If that happens, Draven will lose his father; and you will find yourself in the hands of another Zargonnii male who might not risk his life to spare you.”




  Chapter 6




  Zane watched Bay as she helped Draven with his homework. Bay was aware he was standing there, Zane could tell. She had become increasingly aware over the week as he strove to show her—him. No more late night spying on her while she slept on the furniture, in the main room. He battled two emotions; Zane was so grateful she wasn’t a pet. When he first felt his cycle begin, right after Bay had arrived, he was confused; and when he felt himself harden when Bay was around, he was mortified. He also damned his brother for bringing her here. Blu wouldn’t hit his cycle for a few more years and was immune to Bay. But Zane was wondering about Finn. Blu had mentioned Finn was interested, almost adamant about keeping Bay. Was the doctor having the same problem? He would be unable to ask until the ship returned; Zane had learned just that morning the warriors had left to enter into battle with the creatures who called themselves Cyborgs.




  Zargonnii warriors were hired mercenaries. If the price was right, or the trade was rich, they would battle anything—except Castians. They stayed out of the war between the Tonans and Castians. Zane was wondering how the Castian warriors were faring since finding females after four hundred years. Their own females had been poisoned, a tragedy, but Castians weren’t interested in Zargonnii females. The Castians had to know of human existence if Bay came from a planet they occupied. Zane had never heard of Earth before Bay showed up.




  Bay had her arm wrapped around Draven’s shoulder; he was smiling until she tickled him. Draven laughed and Bay spontaneously kissed his forehead. Zane supposed he should have been angry at them both for keeping Bay’s secret, but he wasn’t. Bay didn’t know it, but during the nights Zane crept from his room just to study her features. At first he had been curious—a female pet was unheard of and a tiny female was even more intriguing. Her skin was so soft and her hair was like nothing he had ever felt before. Just watching her tiny features made him fill with power—and also feel protective. As a warrior, Zane could sense his opponent’s strengths. Bay was basically void of any physical power; emotionally, she was charged.




  It wasn’t until the third night of sneaking a peek at Bay while she slept that he grew aroused. The idea was so overwhelmingly startling, that Zane was certain he was on the brink of insanity. How could he have feelings like that for a pet? Finding out she was intelligent, as well as arousing, was a revelation; his body must have seen what he couldn’t. Zane should have known a pet wouldn’t bring on his cycle. At first, when he had scented the female Zargonnii in the air, he was almost positive that was what set him off, now he knew it was Bay—and the feelings were growing.




  The open vulnerability sitting only feet away was a magnet. Imagine, a female who was smaller than him, when he was always the smallest of the warriors. And she wasn’t just smaller, she was tiny, helpless and so damned cute. A cute female? Females were majestic. It boggled the mind just to be watching her and she was in his home, dependent on him—his protection. There were beasts beyond the walls the likes of which she had never seen. The females of their species fought these creatures, keeping them away from the males as much as possible. Zane supposed it was why their females stayed primitive—it was their way of protecting their male offspring the only way they knew how. Maybe that was why they always seemed so enraged.




  Bay was laughing and ruffed up his son’s hair the way he loved. Draven wasn’t used to getting affection from a female in an ongoing manner. Draven’s mother was only able to show as much love as possible for her son in the first month of his life—something for him to hold onto. Zane supposed it was why the males would seek out a female during their cycle, they would search for that love, but it wasn’t there.




  Before long, Draven’s papers were packed away and like always, since she had arrived, Bay sat on the edge of his bed while Zane told a story. This night, Zane chose to tell a spooky tale of the monsters that were beyond the wall. From Bay’s look, he knew she was well aware the story was for her benefit—and safety. The creatures of Zane’s world were primal killers. Zane’s people had been introduced to weapons from other worlds, but none surpassed a Zargonnii male’s strength, and to even attempt to compare the weapons to a female Zargonnii was laughable.




  Draven’s eyes drooped and he fell asleep. Zane could see the worry in Bay’s eyes when they both rose to leave the room; Bay had chosen to spend as much time with Zane as she could, knowing his cycle would further advance. Bay had opted to know the male within, and grow used to the male without. She took his hand and together they walked into the main room. She was headed for the furniture she referred to as a couch, but Zane led her farther down the hall to his room. With hesitance, she walked past the threshold; Zane closed the door. Both Zane and Bay knew she was out of time—they were both out of time.




  * * * *




  Bay glanced around the large room; an entire wall was made up of multicolored buttons and knobs. There was a huge flat surface that looked like a computer screen; the monitors were off. A humming emanated from the technology and Bay understood that with a simple switch it would fire to life. Zane was watching her. She had a deeper understanding of his intelligence. For the past few days, Bay had spent as much time with him as possible. For her, there was no other option. She couldn’t leave this planet, and she couldn’t let Zane go insane with desire—both she and Draven needed him.




  There was no sense of feeling resigned; Bay had grown to like Zane. Instead of his features being scary and different, she realized there was safety in his powerful looks. If she dissected him piece by piece, she would find no fault—not even his fur. Surprisingly, her fingers itched to run through the white mass. He had been kind towards her, showing her Draven did indeed get his sweet and affectionate nature from his father.




  “What would your females do to me if I went with them?” Bay asked.




  “I honestly don’t know if they would hurt you, but I do know you would be treated as a pet. You’re too small to be a warrior and so would be considered useless. You wouldn’t last long if you couldn’t entertain them. If they chose not to protect you, you’d never last at all.”




  Bay glanced around the room. It was almost as big as the main area; there were no windows. The ceiling wasn’t as high—perhaps fifteen feet and domed. Zane went and sat on a massive rectangular bed. Bay was hesitant, but approached slowly.




  “Are your males so different from us?” Zane asked.




  “Yes and no. Our men are hairier than women; they can grow beards and mustaches and don’t mind. Most women mind—I mean they don’t want hair on their own faces. You don’t have a hairy face, just the one long eyebrow that goes to your shoulders, which are hairy, not in an unpleasant way; I’m kinda getting used to it. Our people normally never have red eyes, and they don’t glow like yours can and they certainly can’t start fires with a look. A human man’s lips are like mine, we only go blue if we can’t breathe or are cold. And your skin is so hard—like really hard. Not many men are as big and broad as you. And none are in possession of your phenomenal power.”
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