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            Chapter One

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      I relished in the fact that the auction house was right by the ocean, off the coast of New Jersey.

      It was amazing to think that just around the bend from that deep blue sea was one of the biggest cities on Earth, Manhattan. I came alive when I came to this magical place.

      I treasured the feel of the wide open spaces. I pined to see the sunsets that turned into magnificent shades of pinks, purples and oranges. I don’t know why, I guess it reminded me of being back home.

      Those hues from the Earth’s own sun always made my heart dance and my mind go wild. I was a drifting soul, a wanderer at heart. I was never satisfied unless I was on the run somewhere.

      There was something about the coastal areas of Earth that made me reminiscent of back home. I had a soft spot for them, let’s just say.

      Even though I had been to countless places around the vast Earth, my native planet of Xicret was my home, my peace and my tranquility.

      There was nothing quite like Xicret, and I was hoping to find the perfect girl to bring back there with me and have her fall in love with it for the same reasons I had.

      This trip to Earth could go one of two ways. I would either get lucky along the way, as I trekked around for my quest, or things could turn sour in an instant.

      I always had to keep this in mind while traveling.

      I was feeling energetic tonight under the soft glow of the full moon as I ran down the beach.

      The sand felt so good between my toes and the rush of wind made my throat burn with a yearning I had missed. Running was my escape, my way of mind therapy.

      Being blanketed under the canopy of stars as the night sky fell like a cloak over the Earth wasn’t half bad, either.

      I wanted to go ahead and find a girl quickly to take back to Xicret with me. I was itching to have some hot Earth chick’s pussy, and the desire pulsed in my huge cock.

      It had been a while since I had tasted a ripe swollen pussy, touched an engorged clit of a virgin who needed a powerful man to take her and show her what it meant to be encompassed by the heights of passion and pleasure.

      Without sounding like a gloating asshole, it was true that Xicret men were notoriously adventurous, incredible lovers. I was no exception to that rule.

      It wasn’t just the sex I was searching for though. Every time my boisterous father announced another auction that would take place on Earth, I always jumped at the first chance to be on the hovercrafts that brought us to the human planet.

      Participating in auctions made me feel important, as if I had some sort of purpose bigger than myself.

      Being a part of those auctions made me feel powerful. I needed to feel the adrenaline rush of bidding on hot girls as they glanced out anxiously into the crowd.

      Being the eldest of four sons meant that my parents were pounding out the pressure on me to find a mate swiftly, and not just one I could toss aside once I got bored with her.

      I needed to find a girl who could be mine forever, bound by spirit and soul.

      My three younger brothers all had human brides by now, beautiful virgins that they took as their own.

      I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t jealous, but that wasn’t a fact that I was willing to admit to any of them outright.

      It was my father’s goal to have a blend and mix of the two species, and so far he’d been incredibly successful on that front.

      He took pride in mixing up the bloodline. Of course, everyone knew that the Xicret race was far superior to any of those on Earth.

      “Harkzak, it’s your turn. When are you going to settle down with a woman?” My father had questioned me the night before I left for the trip down to Earth.

      His eyes burned right through me, a silent demand that I knew I had better honor if I wanted to stay a part of our family.

      “I’ll settle down when I find the right woman, Father,” I had shot back sullenly, always one to be argumentative, especially with my parents.

      My father hated it when I acted rebellious and told me that one day I would have children of my own who would drive me crazy just like I did with him.

      As the oldest, I had always felt the brunt of the pressure presented by my parents. They were easier on my brothers and it wasn’t hard to tell a difference and feel the bitter taste of resentment for being treated differently.

      I felt like I was the experimental child that my parents used as a way to mold the rest of their parenting abilities they already tried out on me that didn’t work.

      It wasn’t enough for them that I had become a successful engineer. I loved my job, and it meant everything to me.

      My job entailed fixing hover ships and working to construct the most paramount flying vessels that could transport us to different planets in the galaxies as rapidly and efficiently as possible.

      The job in itself was complicated and involved brains and skill to pull off accurately. If somebody fucked up, then the ship could fail en route to another planet which would have disastrous consequences.

      I had worked my ass off my entire life and found my job immensely rewarding and significant, but sadly in the eyes of my parents, a life without a wife it was not superior enough.

      I did agree with them on some levels. It was lonely out there, going through life without a mate to bond with. I yearned for a person to call my own, a female companion who would encapsulate beauty, but also be smart.

      I didn’t want some shitty, idiot wife just because she was beautiful. I wanted her to create the entire pleasurable experience for me and be the total package of everything I could ever dream of having in a wife.

      On the other hand, I felt as if my father were a bit of a hypocrite as the leader of our planet. He couldn’t get enough of the girls on Earth. His metaphorical fill of virgins for the taking was never quenched.

      He was never satisfied no matter how many times he went back to Earth for a fix of human pussy. My entire life he had chased the same dream of taking ripe, fresh virgins.

      My poor, endearing mother had always turned a blind eye, even to this day she’d never admit that she knew anything of the sort of what my father had been up to all these years.

      That took an exponential amount of courage on her part, I was sure of it. She was just too proud to succumb to being a divorced woman on Xicret. She loved her lifestyle and if my father fucked virgins on the side, so be it, as long as she still got to live a life full of luxury.

      In some ways I admired my mother with the way she handled my father’s straying cock. In other ways, I pitied her immensely.

      My brothers and I never approached her to confront her on the situation and we never would. That was a battle all of her own to sort and figure out with my father, and it had nothing to do with my brothers or me.

      I couldn’t blame my father or his thirst for an unsoiled young girl. I loved the smell and taste of a young virgin pussy just as much as he did.

      I woke up starving in the night, hungry for pussy and thirsty to drink up the sweet nectar of a virginal, inexperienced girl. That in itself gave me an electric rush…an amplified thrill.

      I shivered with delight at just the mere thought or vision of a wet, juicy pussy to dive my hungry cock into.

      The initial drive of the tip of my shaft pulling apart a good set of female lips always gave me a rock hard cock and I craved the next girl I could take to spread her legs.

      Dreaming of sex day in and day out was somewhat of a trademark for Xicret men, me especially. The more divine the virgin, the better for me in my opinion.

      From the time that I could remember, my father went to Earth on long trips and didn’t come back for a while.

      I began to miss him after prolonged trips, and I knew my brothers did too. We were all equally suspicious of our father’s behavior, especially in our younger days.

      My brothers and I would question my mother, who would always avoid eye contact with us and would tell us that our father was out on another planet for a business trip.

      She never wanted to discuss the matter and if we pressed her, we would be sent to our rooms without supper. That’s when we began to realize that we were probably better off just keeping our mouths shut.

      As I got older, I learned about the auction house. There was no special name for it, just straightforward plain and simple.

      My mind wandered curiously about what kind of amazing, incredible things were happening there and why my father found it so appealing.

      My father, ever the clever leader came up with the idea for the auction house so that he could have his cake and eat it too, so to speak.

      The mystery of the auction house tormented me until I was finally old enough to venture off of my home planet and visit the place myself.

      His plan was to build his pride and joy auction house on the Earth. It was more convenient for him that way, and provided easy, ample access to as many virgins as he could ever imagine.

      He enlisted his friends and men with great physical abilities and talents for creating buildings effortlessly.

      Everyone on Xicret adored my father and would jump at the chance to help him, especially if it meant they would be named on a plaque on the gates and walls outside for their leadership abilities and willingness to help the king.

      Then came forth the auction house, which was used to transport abducted virgins and auction them off to the Xicret men of our planet.

      It might sound frightening, but the prospects on Xicret were limited when it came to the women. The ratios of men to women were far more in favor to the men, and my father was partly worried that the female gender would die out if he didn’t act rashly in some splendid way.

      This alone gave us the motivating fuel to press on with our quest to build a superior race together with the humans.

      We didn’t want our beloved planet to die out, and that was reason alone to justify us taking virgins home with us.

      He ruled with an iron fist, but at the same time he cherished keeping the people guessing. He loved surprising them out of nowhere with some grand and elaborate idea that he usually took all the glory of in thinking it up on his own.

      Yes, my father the king was quite clever. The only drawback? He absolutely fucking knew it too.

      The idea was to build the auction house which would allow his men to mate with fresh women who had never been touched. If they so desired, they could force the human girls to be their mates.

      My father might have had an insatiable appetite for young virgin human girls, but I was afraid I was coming up fast to match him in that little game.

      My father was ruthless, fearless and unforgiving. But I knew he loved my mom and my brothers and me.

      Even through it all, I still had massive respect for the man who had raised me to be the best I could be, and the future leader of our planet.

      It was never my intention to disappoint either of my parents because I knew they had high hopes and big dreams for me as their oldest son.

      They wanted me to set the bar for my brothers, but unfortunately, they all got married before I had a chance to ever find a bride who was suitable and worthy of my love.

      The women on our planet of Xicret were too demanding and brash. Most of them had a mouths for talking back, not willing to listen to directions or reason.

      I hated that personality trait and it seemed to be getting worse with each new generation. Earth women were far less domineering, and the virgins especially had personality traits that mirrored being timid and yielding.

      With the limited supply of females on Xicret, or those that were simply not worth giving it any effort for a relationship, I felt as if I had no choice but to fly to Earth and find a girl to bring home.

      I left Xicret with the idea that I would work my hardest to find the perfect girl who would be willing to love me back, and not just think of herself as my slave.

      The trip was going to be not only for myself, but to get my parents off my back too. I required a girl who was willing to be at my constant beck and call, no matter what and who would never argue with me.

      The women of Earth were more vulnerable and timid than the women on Xicret, and I needed a change from the drum and droll of the normal frustration around here.

      I had been outside with my father on the night before I left for Earth. “Your mother really hopes you find someone.” His eyes were playful and a smile splashed across his face. He was teasing me, even though I wasn’t really in the mood for it right then.

      It wasn’t like my father to be loose with his emotions. He never wanted to let his guard down, even when it came to his own sons.

      I had stuffed my hands in my pockets. “Yeah well, tell her not to get her hopes up.” I looked out at our moon, which was so similar in size, shape and color to that of the Earth’s moon.

      I had been in an argumentative mood that night, but only because I didn’t want to hear any fucking lectures from my father that night. I already agreed to go on the trip. Couldn’t that just be enough for him?

      I dreamed of finding a girl with a delicious pussy that I could devour as if it were a piece of candy. I wanted to suck on a beautifully wet and glistening clit, engorged for my tasting pleasure.

      I wanted to suck on pussy like it was a lollipop. What human girl could argue with that? If you asked me, having multiple orgasms was an accomplishment most girls should relish in.

      I could only hope that out there in the galaxy she was waiting to be rescued, somewhere, some place.

      I would be the solid solider who could swoop in and save her from whatever dark places she had plunged in her mind.

      It would be my job to awaken her to a new and better way of living. Even if she had to be a somewhat slave to me, her lifestyle would be far better off with me than back on Earth. I was sure of it.

      “Well I wish you good luck. They have good crew members running the auction house now. It should be smooth sailing for you. There should be no glitches or problems. I’ll be waiting for you when you get back.”

      My father glanced at me. I knew he was trying to wager my internal conflicts, but I held fast to my poker face.

      He was wearing one of his golden robes. His blue skin like mine was strong and tough, and his stature towered over most human males, much as mine did.

      Unique markings like tattoos spread across his arms, just like my own. I was every bit a part of my father as he was for me.

      I loved him, and didn’t want to disappoint him. I was too proud to ever let him know that thought though, and for now I had the mission to find a beautiful girl to whisk away and bring back to Xicret. It would be my job to convince her that there was nothing for her back on Earth.

      It would be a challenge, that much was certain. To me, that was part of the fun and I didn’t mind convincing a girl she was better off with me than some asshole human guy back on Earth.

      I could be reasonable yes, but I had a weakness for impatience. Perhaps it was being the ruler’s son that gave me a spoiled demeanor, but I didn’t care.

      I was on the hunt for a perfect female and that was all I cared about at that moment and until that was fulfilled, I was on a mission.

      “Have you gotten the hovercrafts ready for takeoff tomorrow?” My father raised a quizzical eyebrow at me. He always doubted me, even at the last minute.

      I rolled my eyes and sighed dramatically. “Why can’t you have faith in me, Dad? Why do you ask me stupid questions like that? As if I would launch an aircraft to a different planet in the galaxy without first properly making sure it was up to speed and to code?”

      “You’re right, son, I’m sorry. It’s just my nature to be protective, that’s all.” He glanced up at the moon.

      “It’s fine, Dad.” I had shaken my head and kicked a pebble on the ground next to my foot. Our relationship would always have its awkward, strained moments.

      “Why don’t you go and say goodnight to your mother?” he had suggested.

      I’d glanced up at him. “That’s a fantastic idea, Dad.”

      I wasn’t sure if he was sending me off because he honestly wanted me to go bid farewell to my mother or he just didn’t want to hold up a conversation with me anymore. Either way, I was grateful for the opportunity to slink off.

      I had given him a hug, and then bid my mother a farewell too. I knew I would be jetting off and through the atmosphere early the next morning with a new dream on the horizon.

      Now here I was, running on the beach on Earth and gearing up for the auction. It was amazing how quickly time passed.

      My heart pounded in my chest with excited anticipation. I had been wishful thinking that once I was inside I would be able to find the perfect girl to bring home with me.

      My imagination ran wild, thinking about how I would proudly display my future woman for all my friends and family to see. I was ready to gush over a new and beautiful mate.

      We might not know each other’s faces yet, but soon we would be bound for life, an eternity to share together. It was amazing how life worked like that.

      It was going to be hard to compete against the other Xicret men, but I had brought an exorbitant amount of cash with me just in case. I had every intention of outbidding every man in that place.

      I wasn’t planning on going home empty handed, no matter what the cost. I was prepared to battle it out until I got what I wanted…the most beautiful girl in the entire auditorium.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      I thought about how my rational mindset and my feisty spirit were going to be the only ways I was probably going to get out of this situation alive.

      A girl can dream.

      The cold, damp concrete ground in my cell was never going to get any softer or warmer.

      The faded out fluorescent lights above me were never going cast anything more than their current dim glow that was beginning to give me a headache.

      I never realized how much I needed the sunlight in my life until it was erased completely from my familiar, comfortable world.

      The darkness was crawling over my physical state and was trying to capture me mentally as well, but I gripped onto the fire burning inside me, and held on for dear life.

      “Dinner!” I heard the roar from my abductors that immediately made my skin crawl and sent shivers of paranoia bolting up my spine.

      With a sharp clank, my metal dinner tray hit the ground. The force from which it fell caused the macaroni and cheese in the dish to bounce several inches in the air.

      I was impressed when it landed right side up and in one piece. It probably was going to taste like rubber, anyway. It was a joke the way these aliens tried to replicate human food.

      I closed my eyes so tightly that it hurt my eyelids. I huddled, my knees up to my chest and placed my head between my legs. I braced myself for the impending impact of a hostile encounter.

      I didn’t want to look any of ‘The Bitches’ tonight. I wasn’t in the mood and every time I did have to look at them, I felt as if a tiny chunk of my soul was torn apart from my body.

      I hated the fact that internally, they got inside of my head and wreaked havoc. I didn’t want them to see me broken.

      ‘The Bitches’ was the name I gave to the Xicret women who had taken me against my will. But I wasn’t the only one.

      There were many others just like me, waiting in cold prison cells much like I was…waiting for their fates to be sealed.

      I knew there were loads of other girls in there that were around my age, early twenties. I had turned twenty-one recently, and being abducted wasn’t exactly the way I had imagined soaring into adulthood.

      The irony of my life was the fact that I should be celebrating with friends and family as I rounded another milestone.

      Instead, there I sat, cold and dirty, starving to death while the Xicret bitches tried to collapse my spirit at any chance they could.

      At any rate, I knew the other girls were there, I just couldn’t see them, or know where they were being kept.

      I knew the drill by this point in the game. I had to wait in this cold dark cell until they transported me to what they called their infamous auction house. Nothing good ever happened there.

      Not for the human girls, at least.

      From there I’d be sold to a native Xicret man. I knew it would be some creepy, ugly huge blue guy from a different planet who apparently wasn’t good enough to get a girlfriend or a wife on his own planet, so he had to come to Earth to steal one.

      That thought made me feel a little smug, but unless I found a way out of there, my fate was more or less sealed to be a slave in a marriage I had no interest in taking part of.

      Tears stung my eyes, surprising me as I opened them again, and stared at the dinner tray and the food I refused to eat.

      Hunger strikes were not normally my forte. My entire life I had been a comfort eater, shoveling food in my mouth to relieve external and internal stressors.

      It was the only way I could cope in a situation that caused me anxiety. Now…well that was a different story. I didn’t want to eat anymore, especially if it meant the food was made by foreign abductors.

      I just didn’t want to give ‘The Bitches’ the satisfaction of coming back to retrieve a clean plate from me.

      That in itself gave me gratifying satisfaction that I was having difficulty achieving on my own in this empty, stark and lifeless cell.

      Not to mention my stomach was in knots from the anxiety I felt every fucking waking moment. Even in the broken and disturbed fragmented sleep I somehow mustered to obtain, my nerves were a ball of frayed ends that I was sure could explode at any point in time.

      The memory of the night I was abducted was still as fresh in my mind as a summer squash plucked straight from the garden.

      Before this dank cellar had become my temporary home, my loving home was located in Greenwich, Connecticut, where the lawns were always green and cleanly manicured.

      It was the kind of place where soccer moms trotted their toddlers and elementary school aged children around to music or dance class, gymnastics or swim lessons— all while sporting their Gucci sunglasses in their brand new Tahoe’s.

      I knew all this because I had been a child of a mom who fit that description to a perfect tee, growing up in the lap of luxury and having anything I wanted.

      To say I had been spoiled growing up would have been a significant understatement.

      The only hand me down I ever got was my long blonde hair and blue eyes. That trait came directly from my mother. She had always told me she had dreamed of having a blonde haired blue eyed little girl, and her wish had come true.

      Now that I was going to be sold like a slave to an alien planet auction house, my chances of birthing a blonde haired, blue eyed little girl of my own were slim to none.

      My life and all the dreams and hopes I could ever wish to aspire to were fleeting out the window, being cast into the wind to never be completed.

      The longer I sat there as a prisoner, the lower my chances were to ever be able to escape. My life was just a series of fleeting seconds, one after another.

      To comfort myself, I continuously dug into my memory to recall fond times I had with my family. Sometimes though, less fond truths gnawed and found their way inside my screaming, swirling head of agony.

      To my annoyance and disappointment, I did not get my mother’s skinny gene. And I really had no business trying to squeeze my way into her skinny jeans, but at any rate I tried my very hardest to do so.

      Don’t get me wrong. I was cute, smart and had a pretty face that was attractive to most guys I met. I even had a boyfriend, believe it or not.

      My boyfriend didn’t love my curves, and I wasn’t particularly fond of them. He would always cuddle me close and say reassuring things like, “there’s more to love,” or, “more padding and cushion to lie against at night.”

      He made me laugh and as I thought of him back home and wondered if he was missing my embrace, my eyes stung with fresh hot tears.

      I hated being away from those I loved, and the fact that these Xicret aliens were ripping me apart from them, just added more anger and hostility to the fire currently spreading in my mind like wildfire through a forest.

      I hastily wiped my salty, tears away and sniffed with bitter contempt. I needed to be strong. I couldn’t let my spirit die on account of these aliens trying to crush me.

      I couldn’t be vulnerable in any situation while I was stuck in here wilting away like a sad, neglected flower that couldn’t bloom without constant affection.

      The night I had been kidnapped was supposed to encompass celebration, excitement and be the symbol of new beginnings for not only me, but my friends and my boyfriend Fred.

      I had just graduated from college with a degree in Elementary Education. At the time of my abduction, I had been searching for Kindergarten teaching jobs in Manhattan.

      Manhattan was close enough to home that I could go and visit my friends and family any time I wanted.

      The real reason I was job searching on the island in the city that never slept always brought a smile to my face, even now in this depressive state.

      Proudly, my amazingly talented Fred was a baseball all-star on his way to becoming a Yankee. He was so talented that I couldn’t believe his athleticism and the scope of his profound abilities on the field.

      He deserved to be a Yankee. He had worked ridiculously hard. He’d put in the hours of labor. The blood, sweat and tears were all there and accounted for.

      I had known Fred since middle school. We hung out with the same crowd of friends, but we had never really shown interest in each other until high school.

      My parents had thrown this ridiculously awesome, over the top Halloween party my freshman year of high school. Fred was a sophomore at the time.

      Fred came to the party and I could still remember the sparks that flew as we realized how deep a connection we shared as we kissed under the willow tree overlooking the pool in my backyard.

      From that moment on, we had been inseparable, aside from my cheerleading tournaments and his traveling baseball seasons.

      On the night of the fateful party at our friend Julie’s house, the horizon held every gem and blessing we could ever think of, and we were ready for a great time out with some of our lifetime friends in Greenwich.

      If I had only known at the time that by the end of the night, my world would be rocked and utterly turned upside down.

      “I can’t believe you are going to get a signing deal with the Yankee’s, man! Congrats bro. That is seriously epic. You’ve always been the baseball savant. Your talent deserves the recognition.”

      I remember Fred’s best friend Rob had stood up on a stool and announced the sensational news to everyone in the kitchen at the time.

      We all had raised our shot glasses filled with vanilla vodka and cheered for Fred. I had been the proudest one of all. It was a great moment, a great feeling of pride for me.

      I had gone outside to grab another bottle of vodka from the garage. The next thing I knew, I felt a searing pain on the back of my head. I was knocked off my feet, but not enough to go unconscious.

      The last thing I saw before passing out was a dark hovering figure. The next morning I woke up and I was in the cell, abducted by the Xicret aliens.

      Fred and I both grew up in a wealthy lavish lifestyle, and our parents had been friends even before we started dating.

      After Fred and I had announced our couple hood, it had brought our parents even closer together which brought me enormous amounts of joy.

      My mom had talked tirelessly about how we would get married and provide her with tons of little grandsons and granddaughters to spoil.

      At the time, I’d merely rolled my eyes at my mom’s assumptions and told her to slow down, that Fred and I had only just started dating.

      Now, I’d give anything to be wrapped up in Fred’s arms while we danced our first dance at the wedding that now, we would probably never have.

      As more time had passed, I had been just waiting for Fred to pop the question. I was done with college, and we both had amazing career prospects on our radars.

      Getting married would just be the next essential step to perfecting our lives and I was ready to take the leap with him and venture off into a fantastically rewarding career as a kindergarten teacher.

      But now here I was, cold and hungry, but refusing to eat even a single bite of the alien’s food supply. I cursed every moment I sat down there.

      Every time I woke up from a restless sleep, I prayed that all of this was really just a terrible nightmare and that I’d wake up cozy and snug next to Fred in our apartment bed.

      An alien species from another planet had taken me away from my family, my friends, my boyfriend and everything comforting I had ever known.

      I wanted to pound my fist through a wall, curse the universe and say ‘why me’ but I knew it wouldn’t do me any good.

      I lay down on the soggy thin mattress in my cell, propped my arms up on my elbows. I had no pillow, so I had to use my arms to support my head.

      I tried not to cry myself to sleep every night, but no matter what I did or how many head tricks I tried to give myself, the tears still flowed anyway no matter how diligently I tried to stop them. I was powerless to control my own emotions down there.

      I was just nestling in for my nightly routine silent sob when I heard the chains to my cell rattle open. I sat up, my first instincts to protect myself coming ablaze.

      “Who’s there?” I meant my voice to sound threatening, but it sounded flat and weak because it had been ages since I’d actually engaged in conversation with another person.

      “It’s your time.” A blue Xicret woman charged into my room with a flashlight beaming straight through my eyes.

      Her voice was cold, devoid of any feeling that I could connect to on a deeper level.

      I winced in pain as I tried to adjust to the light. I held my hands up over my face defensively.

      “Time for what?” I hissed, recoiling because I didn’t want her to touch me.

      I shuddered at the thought of any of them laying their hands on me again.

      “You’re going to be sold tonight.” The woman’s voice was as cold and dark as the room, no emotion involved. It was obvious that my future and wellbeing meant absolutely nothing to her.

      I was just another number to her, set up for auction. She whistled and looked to the open gate of the cell. She tried to hold me down, but I was able to shimmy my way out of her taut grip. I ran as fast as I could to the cell door, but I was knocked off my feet again.

      I looked up, startled to see what I had just barreled into. It was two more Xicret women, and I could see their distinctive black markings on, their blue skin.

      I was no match for all of them at once; they were gigantic in size compared to humans, even as females.

      I internally wondered if all the way in Greenwich Connecticut, if my parents could hear my shrieks and cries for help that pierced and erupted against the night sky.

      That didn’t mean I didn’t give it every ounce of solid effort I had within my soul to try my absolute fucking hardest to fight them off.

      They carried me down a dark hallway. I could see other cells and stopped my thrashing long enough to explore with my eyes. I was as angry as a hornet, sure. At the same time, I was curious and needed to find out what I was up against.

      I could see other girls around my age in other cages. Some of them rocked in corners, huddled up against themselves in a protective little ball.

      Others walked up and wrapped their fingers around the cell doors to see what the commotion was about.

      They stared at me and begged me to help free them, as if I had any choice of my own or power to do anything.

      I was brought into a stark white room that appeared sterile and very clean. The room was equally as cold as my cell, but much brighter.

      The women used all their effort to tear my clothes off of me as I resisted and fought against them with all the strength I contained within myself.

      I was dirty and grimy, and as they forced me into a giant vat, I realized they were going to try to bathe me.

      They probably wanted to make me appear at least remotely presentable for the men who would be at the auction house, ready to pay top dollar for the most beautiful girl in the room.

      I didn’t try to fight as much as they washed me, because I had longed to be clean for countless days now. I didn’t admit it out loud, but the water, as cold as it was, was still refreshing.

      The dirt caked on my skin fell off in the water like snow down an avalanche drift.

      But as they dried me off and shoved me into a slutty outfit, the reality of everything that was happening hit me like a ton of bricks.

      I was now at the end of my road. Escape was not even a possibility at this point.

      I screamed as loud as I could, but to no avail. No one could hear me in this dungeon, at least not anyone who was ready and willing to rescue me. I had no one on my side, no one to fight for my vengeance.

      I was filled with horror as I noticed one of the women bring out a huge needle from a drawer next to the basin where they bathed me. Shit. There was no way I was going to allow her to put that thing inside of me, anywhere.

      She walked over to me and held the needle over me, almost to taunt me with it in a demeaning, scary way.

      Immediately realizing what she was about to do with the needle, I yelped out like a squealing puppy. “I’m sorry, I’ll calm down. Please, don’t inject me with that fucking thing. Stop!”

      I thought that I could beg and plead my way out of this one, but I had no idea what I was up against.

      I wailed and wailed and thrashed more as I noticed that my begging was not going to be enough to convince this woman not to plunge that needle into my leg. Maybe if I kept moving they wouldn’t be able to nail their target.

      The other two held me down as I kicked, but the woman was so large that all she had to do was grab my knee and lock it into place, then with one swift movement the needle was penetrating my flesh.

      I screamed and tried to kick her as hard as I could, but my muscles relaxed and protested. My body became numb, even though my mind was still running at warp speed.

      I was annoyed on the inside, but incapable of doing anything about it physically as I stared up at my captors, devoid of any sympathy.

      The women took me outside and placed me in a van and put a brown mesh ventilated bag over my head. “Why are you doing this? Where are we going?” They had tied my arms around my back and my voice sounded muffled under its hood.

      They refused to answer me, and they didn’t react to my screams of protests. Panic rose in my throat, but they had apparently given me a tranquilizer.

      So, even though I was scared in my mind, my body was slow to react. I couldn’t do anything but sit there and wait for whatever fate threw at me and hope I could be strong enough to endure it.

      After a moment or two, I heard the van engine start. We rode for several miles and after a little while it became bumpy, then stopped.

      I had no idea where we were, or whether this would be our final stop on the destination. It wasn’t as if anyone was going to take the liberty of divulging that information to me anyway.

      They grabbed me and took me out of the van, hooking their hands around my elbows as they dragged me. There was still silence between the two races. Nobody was going to tell me anything.

      I could hear the sound of the ocean waves crashing. I hoped they weren’t bringing me to the beach to drown me in the sea at night.

      I could tell that it was nighttime because there was no light outside through the mesh bag. I wondered if I had the possibility to run, how far I’d get before they killed me or shot me with another tranquilizer, more sedative than the first.

      We walked through a door with the women leading the way while holding onto me. As soon as I could tell that we were indoors of some sort of building or structure, they ripped the bag from my head. I blinked my eyes and looked around. We appeared to be in some type of atrium or auditorium. It was a large room, about the size of a high school gym. I blinked in confusion, wondering if this place would be were fate turned on me.

      “Is this the auction house?” I looked at one of the Xicret woman, but she stared straight ahead, refused to answer me or look me in the eye.

      One of the other women pointed to a dirty looking floor. “Sit here,” she commanded.

      I did as they instructed, because I knew the battle was useless and void. I was frightened of what would happen to me if I disobeyed. They left the room, and I looked around, assessing my surroundings.

      I saw two other girls on the opposite end of the room, with their hands drawn behind their back as well, but they had gags over their mouths. Their eyes were full of trepidation and worry.

      A pang of jealousy threw me off for a moment as I noticed how rail thin the girls were. Even though I had been practically starving myself, I had yet to shed a pound. It just wasn’t fair. I shook my head. It didn’t matter anymore. They were prisoners, just like me.

      I had no idea why my mind antagonized me with that ridiculous observation in light of the terror that was spinning right in front of me.

      A light switched on overhead and made a clicking sound. I looked up toward the rafters to determine where the new brightness was coming from.

      In a box type seating scenario, there was a huge Xicret man looking down at me with a menacing scowl. I shivered with both a mixture of fear and disgust. I guess there went my opportunity to talk to the girls. I couldn’t do anything but sit and wait.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      “Harkzak, we’re ready for you. The auction starts in half an hour.”

      I recognized the voice of one of my father’s chief executive officers in charge of the auction house as it droned through my communication earpiece.

      I had been wearing it in order to be alerted to when the auction would start, and was jittery with nervous and excited anticipation.

      “Be right there,” I replied and ran back up the beach, heading from the dock where I had left my shoes.

      I hadn’t bothered to shift to my human form for this quest, because I felt like I should show my true self, my native blue skin tone to whatever girl I chose.

      I needed to be true to my heritage, and my species. I was proud of being a Xicret male and any girl who came home with me would just have to get over it.

      Even though they said what showed on the surface was not important, I knew otherwise, and all girls were the same. It wasn’t my goal to find some narcissistic, self-absorbed girl to bring home with me.

      At the same time, I didn’t want to bring back any hideous creature of a human that would cause an uproar in my family and make me the constant target for teasing.

      It didn’t matter that I was the oldest. My siblings had already found their bonded soul mates and I was the last one left in the family to follow suit and find a gorgeous female human to bring home with me.

      I was ready to live up to my name and walk through the spaceship doors later adorning a beautiful girl.

      I might as well get the virgin chick used to my appearance. I didn’t normally like to shift unless I was on a planet where I needed to specifically blend in, especially when it came to doing business on the other planets.

      Sometimes, it was necessary to shift, and I loved the advantage of being able to have a choice in the matter.

      Earth humans were primitive in that regard, one of the many reasons why I found the Xicret species to be far superior to any other race I’d ever encountered.

      It was just something that gave me the upper hand or advantage to fit in, but I didn’t necessarily need it in this situation.

      After I retrieved my shoes, I walked back toward the direction of the auction house. Each step I took made my heart pound faster. I was ready for this auction, inside and out.

      Night had spread its blanket across the sea, and it was difficult to navigate in the dark before I made it to the street lights outside of the building.

      The auction house glowed radiantly under the cascade of the moon’s shadow. I beamed with pride. This was where I hoped my new mate would be waiting for me.

      Whether they were prepared to make the long trek back to Xicret was not of my concern. They were coming with me…willing or not.

      When I approached the building, I marveled at its grand stature. My father had certainly outdone himself this time, using the best and most high quality features and work men at his disposal to construct this place from the ground up.

      My father had a soft spot for architecture, and a knack for being able to have the talent to construct and engineer a building from the ground up.

      I noticed right away that the auction house had high voltage electrical fences surrounding it so that the humans could not tamper with it while any Xicret were away from Earth.

      We vowed for protection of our vessels made on other planets, and always liked to think ahead. We were smart as a species and having the upper hand against other planets’ inhabitants was a virtuous responsibility.

      Made of stone and brick, it was solid and enormous, a dome shape which inside held the timid virgins that I couldn’t wait to see and get my hands on.

      I was practically drooling, enchanted and enticed by the fantasy of pushing my hard and throbbing cock into a tight little virgin pussy.

      My mouth watered as I thought about the delicious taste of fresh unused pussy that was untampered with, uncontaminated. I would get the glory of fucking them first, and last. I was the alpha and the omega.

      My cock hardened at the thought of pulling back the soft folds of juicy, swollen pussy lips to first fuck with my fingers and wet my cock in after I made the girl come multiple times.

      I loved to feel pussy, and I loved to taste pussy with my tongue. Flicking and swirling it around on a ripe, engorged clit was a thrill and sent shivers of pleasure up my spine.

      Yes, I was a generous lover, it was true. Any human girl would be lucky to have me for the rest of their lives.

      I became excited thinking about the prospects and how hot they would be. The Xicret women knew not to abduct any females who were unattractive. They would be scolded, sometimes even beaten if they did not obey those direct commands or any kind of order for that matter.

      Xicret women were bitter and sullen, but it was mainly because they had deep rooted jealousy for the Earth native girls. They weren’t good enough for their Xicret men and they knew it.

      I charged through the door with enthusiasm and as rapidly as I could. My chest was puffed out with pride and I was ready to represent the nations of my home planet.

      I wanted to hurry to my front row seat. I would have one of the best views in the entire arena to see the girls up close, front and center. I wanted to look deep into their eyes with a wild hunger that I couldn’t wait to unleash on them.

      I had a thick, enticing wad of cash burning a hole through my pocket, just waiting to be spent on a tasty human virgin girl.

      I was in the mood to win and would power through all the bids until I got what I wanted in the end. No other Xicret male in that arena tonight would stand a chance against the king’s son.

      The competition was always doomed to be fierce against the hold of my power and control.

      “Hello Harkzak, so nice to see you again.” I was greeted at the front door by a tall Xicret fellow.

      I felt awful because I didn’t remember the name of the guard who shook my hand. He had a twinkle in his eye as I walked through the first set of double glass doors to enter the building.

      “Nice to see you too,” I responded politely, yet assertively. I then moved on to the center of the auditorium where the girls would be lit up on display in front of the greedy and hungry eyes of other Xicret men.

      I took my seat in the front of the circle where each girl was placed behind a glass door, ready for observation and bidding.

      It was just one of the advantages of being the son of the father who created this place; you got to have the best seat in the house.

      I glanced around, sizing up my competition for tonight and quickly noticed there would hardly be a competition to begin with. There were a handful of older men scattered about. Some of them were wearing suits.

      I had not changed out of my jogging shorts and t-shirt, but I didn’t care. It wasn’t like I was there to impress anyone, not even a girl of choice. It wasn’t as if she would have a choice in the matter. I was paying for her, and I would own her.

      Some of the men had shifted to human form, but most kept their Xicret appearance like I had, blue and muscular and proud.

      Derrit, the bidding announcer walked out onto the stage by the girls. The spotlight hit him like a tractor beam and he smiled with pearly white teeth and enough enthusiasm to power the sun.

      There was still a shadow cast against the girls hidden behind the glass doors, and the anticipation of seeing them made my heart race with a motivational eagerness.

      I yearned to see their curves, their shapes, their supple breasts and asses.

      “Good evening, gentlemen,” Derrit’s voice echoed through the auditorium.

      I could hear a few people clear their throats, but otherwise the room was silent and still.

      If a pin were dropped on its head in the auditorium, no doubt a person would be able to hear it loud and clear.

      “Welcome to the annual virgin bid.” Derrit’s voice boomed and bellowed through the air.

      He raised his hands and puffed out his chest in pride to be a part of the festivities. He was a smaller Xicret man, but nonetheless rippled with muscles like most of the males on our planet.

      He spoke in our native tongue of Xicretese and I knew the human virgins wouldn’t be able to understand what he was saying. This would probably make them more nervous than they already were.

      Luckily for them, I spoke fluent English and would be able to communicate with my soon to be bride with ease.

      Then with his signature catch phrase, Derrit threw his arms in the air once again. I had to hand it to the guy. He was just as excited as the rest of us bidders. “Let the bidding begin!”

      The spotlights in the ceiling immediately pounced to three virgin girls, casting them in a radiant glow. My eyes scanned each of them with an intense thirst that desperately needed quenching.

      I was frantic, and my heart leaped and pounded like a drum in my chest.

      My gaze fixed on one girl in particular. She was the only one not doing her best to be chosen. She remained firm in her seat, refusing to look up at any of the men.

      Her arms crossed at her sides and she had a sullen expression furrowing her otherwise attractive facial features.

      There was something captivating about her, something curious and compelling. I had to know more about her.

      I needed to touch her, to feel her smooth skin that reminded me of the color of cream. She had a curvy shape, almost like an hourglass figure.

      She was wearing a slutty and revealing black dress that accentuated her curves. The dress itself was probably picked by her Xicret female captors. It appeared as if it may have been a size or two on the small side.

      It didn’t really fit her properly, but to me, that made her even sexier and accentuated those delicious curves that I impulsively wanted to wrap myself around.

      The dress had a plunging neck line and her breasts were spilling out of it like voluptuous and delicious waves in a sea of desire.

      I had to resist the urge to race up and pelt through the glass door. I wanted nothing more in that moment to rip that too little dress off of her and press her breasts between my face.

      I was desperate to tear her legs apart, spreading them wide open. I’d give anything and pay any amount on this Earth in order to shove my face between her legs in order to taste her sweet pussy nectar.

      I bet she would surrender to me in no time and I could make her as wet as a lake, pooling on the bed.

      Instead, I had to stay poised, grounded and professional. I swallowed hard and inhaled a deep breath of fresh oxygen. I was in my element, and I was ready to win her no matter the cost.

      “I’ll bid five thousand dollars for the blonde.” I raised a hand, beckoning for the auctioneer to come to me.

      Because I spoke in English, the blonde girl raised her head and looked at me with a questioning yet fearful expression.

      Her cheeks became flushed and her delectable juicy red lips gaped open. I could tell she hadn’t expected anyone to bid on her, but knew I was talking about her because she was the only one with blonde hair.

      Our eyes met briefly, and an electrical sting of longing and passion rushed through my body, heating up my skin and pulsed fresh blood to my hardening cock.

      I wanted, needed, had to have this young virgin girl. Her eyes were the color of the ocean, blue and beautiful, sharp and intense. The way she stared at me was like the sunshine.

      Her eyes bore a hole directly to the core of my soul and left a lasting, remarkably pleasing impact.

      “I’ll bid ten thousand!” Another Xicret man stood up and looked at me smugly.

      I groaned and clinched my teeth, spinning back around to stare at Derrit.

      Before Derrit could speak to raise the bid from ten thousand, a man in the back with large biceps yelled out his bid.

      His bid was fifty thousand dollars and he swayed his cash rapidly in the air with an enthusiastic fist.

      Little did these men know that I came prepared to win. They would never see the rug swept out from under them and that made me smirk with delight.

      There was no way in hell I was going home to Xicret empty handed. I couldn’t face it for myself, but I knew it would sour my father as well.

      I never wanted to meet his disappointed gaze ever again. This girl was a trophy, a token, a prize. I had to bring her home and gloat to my father.

      This girl had to be mine; her virgin pussy would soon be fucked by my cock and mine alone. I had enough money in my pocket to keep going.

      My eye was on the prize of the saucy blonde girl. I wanted to pull her up by those wide hips and thrust my cock deep inside of her.

      “One hundred thousand dollars is my bid!” I roared into the auditorium, knowing there wasn’t a chance in hell any of the other bids would be able to come remotely close to matching my exorbitant bid.

      Everyone fell silent for a moment, because I had just raised the stakes so astronomically.

      I knew the other men in here would never be able to match me. My bid was now at ten times the going rate, and that was on the high side.

      “Going once, going twice?” Derrit posed it as a question, but all the other men who had been bidding sat down with defeated slumps to their shoulders.

      Derrit just stared at me in mesmerized, respectful awe.

      He approached me, took my hand, and pulled it to the ceiling after no other man came forward. They had failed, and they knew it.

      “Sold! To none other than Harkzak himself! Congratulations, Harkzak. You may take your virgin home with you to Xicret.”

      Derrit’s eyes gleamed and flickered with excitable and genuine appeal. I knew he was happy for me. He loved being the auctioneer.

      Instant relief flooded me, because I knew that the auctions were few and far between. It was up to my father to announce when the next one would be, and he didn’t always have the resources to function or run one at all times.

      If I had to go home empty handed, who knew how long it would be before I got the chance to come back for another auction. Not to mention, my job entailed an immense amount of space travel and I wasn’t always available when the auctions did take place.

      I jumped out of my seat, ready to wait in the back for my beautiful virgin to be presented to me. I couldn’t wait to greet her in a noble way. It would be a thrill to show her around Xicret and the palace. She was mine, now and forever.

      When we got home, the first thing I intended to do was fuck her silly, until she had realized everything she had been missing was right in front of her. My skills would soon shape her view point.

      I was going to be the perfect mate for her. I would protect her and love her with all of my life.
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          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      My breath caught in my throat as fear immobilized me. The Xicret women had left me in the room with the other two girls, but the tranquilizer had calmed me to the point of not being able to shout out or move closer to them.

      I was in control of my mind, but mentally unraveling because physically…I was stuck and frozen.

      I would just simply have to wait for it to wear off before I could really do anything. I was so groggy with exhaustion from the sedative that even moving my head a few inches became an exceedingly unfathomable effort.

      My mind was still racing a million miles a minute though. For whatever reason, the sedative didn’t functionally impairs me in that regard. I wished my body could follow in my brain’s footsteps.

      It was only a matter of time before I regained my normal, useable strength. The natural feeling to be negative about a hopeless situation still gnawed at my brain. What good would it do me once I did snap out of the grip of the sedative?

      It wasn’t as if I would be able to escape my new Xicret mate. He bought me, and I already knew that he fully intended on dragging me back to his home planet regardless of whether I was kicking and screaming during the process.

      I tried to decipher any exits to the auditorium, but I couldn’t find any and I cursed inside my head at my own dumb luck for being in this situation in the first place.

      I knew not to go outside by myself at a party or anywhere alone for that matter, but here I was, stuck in a room waiting to see what would become of me. I was sure that whatever happened next, I wasn’t going to enjoy it much.

      I could tumble over the ‘what if’ scenarios that threatened to wreak havoc in my mind until I was blue in the face. Like everything else, it wouldn’t do me any good to protest either internally or defensively to my new captor.

      I was stuck with this guy, and I might as well try to make the best of it. If I dwelled on the past and how much I missed my family, I’d only be amplifying the suffrage of my spirit.

      The Xicret women had dressed me in the most painfully skin tight black dress I could ever imagine. I had been in denial my entire life about my weight and my figure.

      Now, there was little left to the imagination and all my curves were accentuated in all their voluptuous glory.

      It wasn’t that I was fat, I was just curvy and needed bigger clothes to wrap around all that voluptuousness.

      I had been trying for years to squeeze into dresses, skirts and pants that protested against my body and didn’t fit me well.

      I guessed now the Xicret women were trying to do the same thing by making me look more profoundly attractive than they thought I was.

      I usually just willed myself to suck in all the curvier areas to be able to button and zipper my clothes up because I wanted to wear all the cute outfits all the skinny girls wore.

      I had wanted a slender body like my mother’s my entire life. I thought that if I tried to dress in her sized clothes I could accomplish that aspiration, but it never worked.

      But this dress was so tight and unyielding that it almost suffocated me. Breathing was going to be a painful event so long as I had this garment wrapped around my body.

      I had a tough time moving around and maneuvering in it, but the sedative probably added to the force of effort I had to expel due to my muscle weakness.

      I was just trying to convince myself to cry just about every second of existence at this point.

      “Get up!” a snarly voice jolted me awake again.

      I guessed I had dozed off for a few minutes and I blinked as the world came back into focus from my tired, blurry vision.

      “What?” I managed to croak.

      My muscles protested with soreness and complained in discomfort as the Xicret women lifted me to my feet again. Fresh pain shot through me as they gripped me by my armpits, pulling my sensitive skin.

      “Sit here.” One of them practically threw me at a black folding chair. I stumbled and nearly fell off trying to regain my balance after having been slung around and tossed like garbage.

      “What the fuck is going on now?” I regretted it before I even said it, but my mouth had a bark to it and sometimes got me in trouble.

      Now I knew there was going to be hell to pay for my sharp tongue.

      A large Xicret woman with the most marking’s I’d ever seen one of them adorned on their skin slapped me across the face without warning, but I knew it was coming.

      I lifted my hand to my cheek instinctively. The after burn of contact was stinging with searing pain.

      I wanted to fight her, but I knew I’d never win against somebody that strong. These Xicret women were as tough as trained soldiers.

      The aftermath of the sting felt like fire on my cheek. I looked at the floor and didn’t say another word after that. The lesson was now learned.

      Before long, glass enclosures came up in a sort of circular dome compartment around me and the other two girls. We weren’t together, and additional glass walls rose up to separate us into three sections.

      At least they weren’t soundproof.

      “Hey, let us out of here!” I heard the girl in the middle scream and watched her as she banged on the glass wall to no avail.

      She was no match for it, there was no way out. I knew this must be the ending. The next step was going to be the auction, and then we would be sold.

      I jumped when the click of spotlights fell over me and the other two girls. The heat of the spotlights violated me and made me feel even more vulnerable and exposed in the skin tight dress that didn’t leave much to the imagination.

      I looked around to determine how the two girls beside me were reacting to this new situation and the glass enclosures. With a perplexed glance in their direction, I noticed one of them was practicing peculiar behavior.

      She was actually flaunting herself. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing in front of me. Is she absolutely crazy?

      Did she just give up all together? What about fighting for your freedom, was that thrown out the window? Clearly this girl didn’t think the struggle was worth it.

      The idea of not putting up a fight gave me a sour feeling, not matter how bleak the outcome or the consequences were.

      It was embarrassingly obvious that she wanted to be selected. She jutted out her hips and ass and twerked a little as she licked her lips and smiled toward what I assumed was an audience of gawkers.

      It was too bright on me to tell what was happening in the darkness of the stands. One thing was obvious. She must not have had a family to return home to.

      If you were desperate enough to want to be sold to an alien race at an auction, then your life must be in complete shambles.

      I shook my head in disbelief, but then quickly looked back down. The last thing on Earth I wanted to do was to call or bring attention to myself in any way.

      I hoped her little stripper type scene would remove any attention that otherwise might have been directed at me. I wanted to go unnoticed here, wished to blend in with the walls, but I knew that was a far stretch.

      I didn’t know what would happen to me if I weren’t sold, but I had a feeling either way, the options were not going to be favorable to me.

      The girl had been wearing a similarly slutty black lacy outfit like me. Her dress was slightly cuter than mine, because she was significantly smaller than I was around the hips and the bust area.

      Clothes always fit the skinny girls better, and even in this crazy situation I was in right now, I couldn’t help but feel the natural bite of comparison and the gnaw of jealousy.

      A man yelled in a language I didn’t understand, which I guessed to be their Xicret native idiom. He was blue and short, but buff.

      He had a microphone and was flamboyantly waving his arms around. He also adorned a top hat and tuxedo.

      I smirked even through my fear, because he was trying to dress like a human. This must be a special day for him, what with the bidding and all.

      I’d never heard a Xicret creature speak before, and as collapsed as I was inside, I couldn’t help but feel a remote slice of intrigue for the different, intergalactic race in front of me.

      To my horror, as I squinted my eyes I finally noticed who he was animatedly talking to. My suspicions now realized, I gulped worriedly and looked out to the stands.

      There were dozens of other blue Xicret men, but also regular looking men out there in the auditorium, gawking at the three of us as if we were animals caged in a zoo. I felt like a wild animal behind these thick plexiglass walls.

      I was going to be auctioned off, and my fate would be sealed forever. Everything I ever knew would be gone forever.

      The people I loved disappeared in my vision like fog on a dark morning. I refused to look up at any of them. I didn’t want to make eye contact. I hoped and prayed that none of them would pick me and that I would get to go back home to my family.

      Never before now had I ever wanted to be viewed as unwanted goods to anyone until this dark moment in my life. I was frozen in fear, unable to move a muscle from my physical trance of dread for what was going to happen next, because I had no idea what was going to happen and not being able to control the situation was making me tremble.

      The fear was real, burdensome and screaming through my insides. I was doomed if I didn’t get picked, but then again, I was probably in for a world of suffering if I did get picked on the opposite end of the spectrum.

      I already wasn’t good with surprises as it was in a normal or happy situation. I felt as if I might puke at any moment. My stomach was a sea of unrest, thrashing about with waves of tormenting uncertainty.

      I tried to play it off and look bored on the exterior, even though on the inside my mind wailed and told me to fight. I wanted to blend it and become a wallflower.

      The other two girls were inadvertently helping me achieve that goal by the way they called attention to themselves.

      Then, in a heart stopping, gut wrenching moment, the lights shut off with another startling click, cloaking the dancing girl and her friend in darkness first, and then the lights went out over me as well.

      My muscles froze in fear and all thoughts became suspended in the air like a drifting cloud. I didn’t know what to do, but I was on guard through the cloaking darkness.

      I could hear each of my breaths coming in rigid and rapid gasps. My heartbeat pulsed in my ears, beating like a drum.

      What the fuck is happening now? What was I supposed to do? My eyes scanned around but it was completely dark, and eerily silent.

      I stood up, ready to brace for another attack. I had to defend myself with purpose. I wouldn’t go down without a fight.

      Then the lights came back on, but I noticed there was only one spotlight hovering over the glass dome now, and it was pointed directly at me and not on the other two girls. I felt like an animal in a cage.

      I was a spectacle now on display to hungry, foreign men. I’d never felt so vulnerable in my life. I trembled in fear and anxiety because I had no idea what would happen to me next.

      Because of the fact that the men had been speaking in a different language, I was unable to discern what was happening as the events unfolded. I felt powerless through the language barrier.

      It didn’t stop the fear in my gut from bubbling to the surface. It was everything I could do to stifle the scream that was rising in my throat, but I had to remain calm.

      I didn’t know what these men were capable of and I certainly didn’t want to be the first to find out what was going on. I closed my eyes and tried not to shake with the fear that threatened to consume me.

      I cursed the universe for placing me in a situation where I could be hurt like this. Why me? What did I ever do in a past life to deserve this kind of torture now in my waking life?

      At the same time, I knew I was partly to blame. My own shitty, stupid choices lead me to this point and this situation.

      Sure, I had made the mistake of putting myself in danger when I went outside at the party by myself, but I hadn’t even been away from other people that long before the brunt attack happened. I hadn’t even had time to react, and I felt the same kind of frustration now.

      I wasn’t in control of any situation I was forced into ever since I was abducted. Nobody would tell me anything. What if there was a torrential language barrier between me and whoever bought me? How would we ever talk to each other?

      I wished that they would just tell me what was going on or at least give me some sort of heads up clue. Why did they have to be so silent and mean? I had a million questions that appeared to remain unresolved for eternity.

      “Hey!” It was my turn to yell; I couldn’t contain or suppress it any longer. “What the hell is going on?” I banged on the plexiglass in front of me.

      It relented for me slightly, but in the end the only thing I was accomplishing was getting sore, bruised fists.

      I thought that maybe I had been picked by a bidder because the light had been taken off the other girls. I heard one of them shout out something, but my pounding pulse in my ears made it hard for me to hear what she could have been yelling about.

      I couldn’t see the girls either, or know if there was any commotion happening. Were they being dragged away? What was going to happen to me next if I had been chosen?

      I felt like I was being stabbed in the chest with a knife. While I was having to endure all this, my family got to sleep in their cozy beds while I was gawked at and bid over by men from a foreign species.

      I hoped they had search and rescue parties looking for me. I prayed that the woods were being plowed through with hunting dogs, trying to track my scent.

      Even though they’d never find me out there in the places I hoped that they were looking…the idea of them on a quest made me feel better.

      I wondered if they missed me. I pictured my mother crying in front of her bathroom vanity at night. I don’t know why this gave me satisfaction. I wanted to be yearned for. I hoped the hole in their hearts would be buried deep.

      If they did enact search parties to go out on the prowl for me, I imagined fully equipped teams stomping through mud and dirt and in the darkness of night or the heat of the sun.

      I wondered how many fresh mosquito bites my parents had on their arms and legs after an exhausting day of trying to look for their lost little girl.

      I was hardly their little girl anymore, but I felt like I could use a hug from a human, someone who would protect and love me. Nobody in this arena would be able to fill the void in my aching heart, nor did they probably even want to.

      I thought about Fred. Was he lying in bed at night in a world of hurt and panic about my whereabouts?

      His sexy smile and dark hair flashed in my vision. He had the greenest eyes that seemed to smile along with his soul.

      I would give anything in order to see his face one more time, even if I knew in advance it would be the last flash of his expression I’d ever see in my waking life.

      Was he looking for me too? What good did it do, and how far would they take it? If they thought I was taken by the Xicret force, then they might have given up, realizing they had no power to stop my abduction in its track.

      The thought of my family giving up on me made me feel miserable, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it because I was scooped up yet again with a strength that took me by surprise. I gasped at the force of being dragged out of the glass chamber.

      The door to my glass prison cell opened and the Xicret women were there again; ready to unleash their fury and I was their target. Their eyes were so full of berating hatred.

      They didn’t even know me, so I had no idea where their deep rooted animosity could have stemmed from other than the fact that they were jealous of human girls.

      I screamed, but in vain. One of the Xicret’s trying to restrain me shouted out some type of sentence that I thought was probably an expletive aimed at me, but it did no good because I didn’t understand her.

      Her eyes glared through me and her lips tightened like a lecturing dictator.

      Their anger just fueled my own wrath, and I fought against them as hard as I could. My aggression and thrashing powered me through and was the only thing I had to escape. I knew my life depended on it and like I said before, I would die trying.

      The brazen, hate filled women brought me to another room that had medical looking supplies and a hospital type bed table in the center. The room was bright and stark, very sterile looking.

      They attempted to lay me down on the bed as I kicked and flailed. They forced my arms and legs into stirrups and tightened them until I couldn’t move my extremities anymore.

      I still continued to arch my back to try to loosen them, but it was no use. I grunted, cried out and wailed as the veins in my neck bulged with fury.

      They brought out yet another needle, this one even larger and more threatening than the first.

      “No, please,” I begged. I trembled at the thought of that harsh, glistening metal tip poking through my body.

      Tears polluted my vision and dripped down my face with abundant sorrow. The taste of their saltiness made me even more bitter and resentful to my new fate. I was never going to be able to accept this as anything other than a vivid nightmare.

      I screamed against the pain as the giant needle injector seared through my skin. The liquid contents of the needle plunged into my skin, invading me.

      I had no idea what was in the injection, but soon I was surrendering to whatever effect it held over me like a blanket. I began to feel woozy and droopy. My eyes rolled sloppily back in my head.

      As I fell asleep I was comforted by the sole thought that I was alone again and could sleep through the torment. If I wasn’t awake, I didn’t have to put forth brainstorming effort to divulge a plan of survival.

      I was exhausted and broken. Maybe when I woke up on the other side, I would gain more knowledge about how to move forward from there.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      The excitement burned my soul and sizzled in my brain. I won the beautiful blonde virgin, the juicy young female.

      Was it luck, or money that eventually led me to this gloriously gratifying place? Maybe it was a combination of both.

      I had beat out all of the other Xicret men and my heart raced as I thought about how jealous they must feel at that moment. I won the golden pot at the end of the rainbow and I would be the talk of all of Xicret because of it.

      Patience was a virtue, they said. I was thankful that I waited to achieve my destiny. Good things came to those who waited.

      Pride burst through me like electricity with each leaping step I took. It was time to greet my woman and be the perfect blend of honor, nobility and grace.

      She was all mine and finally I could show her off to my friends and family. I imagined how I would go home, look my father in the eye and smugly tell him how it paid off to wait, that good things came to those who were patient enough.

      Blonde human girls were a rarity on Xicret, and I couldn’t wait to fuck her and blend our two different bloodlines together.

      I viewed the young virgin like a prize, because in some ways she was a prize. I had won her fair and square.

      Walking up to Derrit, I wore a boastful smile as I greeted him. “Here’s your money.” I proudly shoved the white envelope stacked with cash at Derrit. “I trust you will see that my father gets this?” I narrowed my eyes at him.

      “Yes, sir, right away!” He gave me a confident smile and tucked the money under his arm.

      He happily bounced his way out of the auditorium, most likely headed back home for the long journey back to Xicret.

      He had no reason to stick around on Earth; his job was to simply be the auctioneer. He was not big or attractive enough to be able to compete in the competition for the virgins, nor was he allowed to due to his job in the process.

      I smiled and spun around, ready to conquer my next quest…meeting the attractive blonde that I just paid for, to have the new right to touch, smell and fondle.

      I was met at the door outside of the auditorium by a firm hand of a Xicret woman. “Not now.”

      I stood there, appalled that this wench would even have the audacity to defy me with such disrespect.

      I looked around and tried to move her out of the way, but she gripped me tightly. I didn’t want to cause a scene, so I moved back momentarily.

      “What do you mean, not now?” I hissed, clinched my teeth and narrowed my eyes down on the defiant woman in front of me. She needed to get out of my path immediately.

      The girl was my prize, I won her justly. It was my right to go and retrieve her and I wasn’t about to allow anyone to stand in the way of that right.

      I folded my arms across my chest defiantly, but the Xicret woman looked comically bored with me, as if I was some whining child not getting their way.

      In her defense, I suppose there were some aspects of the situation that would make me appear sour.

      “She’s sleeping, with a sedative. You must wait for her to wake up before taking her.” The woman wasn’t going to back down.

      I scoffed. “This is absurd. Do you have any idea who I am?” I leaned in close to her, met her adamant stare with my own.

      Her excuse wasn’t good enough for me. I could hike my prize girl over my shoulder and carry her home as she slept.

      Now she folded her arms across her chest and I could see her placing her feet firmly on the ground. She was prepared to fight me if it came to blows. Xicret women were just crazy like that. They had no fear.

      I didn’t want to have any brawl with a female. I may have had an addiction when it came to craving human pussy, but I was no woman hitter or wife beater. I knew how to control the urges of my unraveling temper.

      “The girl is too upset now. You won’t want her this way. We gave her an injection. It will wear off in thirty minutes, then you can come back to get her.”

      The woman raised a solid eyebrow at me. She was nearly as tall as me and equally abrasive. This was the issue we had with woman back on our planet. They were rebellious and wouldn’t listen to instructions or reason.

      I blew out a frustrated puff of air and threw my hands up in the air in exasperation. “Fine. Whatever.” I shook my head and shrugged my shoulders. I had exercised patience up to this point and it wouldn’t kill me to wait a little while longer.

      At that moment though, I leaned in closer to the smug bitch. “I’ll be back in exactly half an hour. When that time comes, I want my reward. Do I make myself clear?”

      I was so close to her face that I could feel her hot breath on my cheek.

      “Abundantly,” she snickered. She wouldn’t give up her poker face.

      I whipped around on my heel and walked away, trying to come down from the anger and stroll to blow off the steam. I could control myself. Only a half an hour stood between me and my virgin girl.

      As promised, I arrived back at the auction house a half an hour later to the exact intricate second. I banged on the door to where the virgins were held.

      The booming sound of my fist on the door notified my presence to the Xicret women to come let me in. If they dared argue with me again, there might be unfortunate consequences and hell to pay.

      The same sullen woman came to the door and this time, she granted me access. Without a word, she spun on her heel and beckoned me to follow her.

      With a flick of her wrist and a point of her finger down a long hallway and my heart pounded with hopeful and excited anticipation.

      As we got closer to the destination where my new virgin was, I heard a commotion and yelling. There was banging and clanking sounds coming from within the closed door. To my surprise, the woman halted directly in front of it.

      She gave me a smug look as if it gave her immense satisfaction to watch the shock and un-rattled befuddlement unfold with my facial expressions.

      “What’s all that racket? Is it coming from my prize girl?” I demanded an answer as I pointed to the door in disbelief.

      “No refunds,” was her only flat, stale reply.

      The woman opened the door and I couldn’t believe what I saw waiting for me on the other side. I stared in mesmerized horror.

      The young human virgin was kicking, thrashing and barking as if she were a wild animal or a dog. I held my hands over my ears because her voice was incredibly shrill and high. This situation was utter madness.

      I had spent a fortune on this girl, I couldn’t afford for this to not pan out. I wouldn’t be able to come back to another auction and I’d be the laughing stock of my family.

      They had explained to me that after her sedative wore off she would be in excellent condition to bring back to Xicret once she had calmed down a bit, but clearly, she was on the brink of hysteria and nowhere close to being pacified.

      “This is crazy,” I roared in an attempt to bellow over the screaming girl, but she had me matched and it was as if my roar came out as a whisper over her deafening screams.

      I approached her in a hasty flash, towering over her with a booming voice. “Shut up! Quiet down at once!” I demanded of my blonde prize.

      That seemed to do the trick. Her mouth clamped shut and her face went white as she assessed me. She drank me in with huge, wide and fearful blue eyes.

      She had tears in her eyes and mascara running down her cheeks. She was a wreck, yes, but to me, she still looked beautiful even through the mess on her face.

      “You must stop fighting the inevitable. I’m not here to hurt you.”

      I tried to soften the blow and ease my presence. I knew this would be a lot for her to take in and adjust to and I was willing to give her a learning curve and the benefit of the doubt.

      I did my best to conform to her emotions as I was sure it wasn’t easy for her. I wanted to sympathize, but I still had my limits.

      “You speak English?” she squeaked out quizzically.

      Our eyes met at her question, and she seemed astonished and maybe even a little impressed. There was definitely something that shifted in her expression. I wouldn’t exactly call it relief, but at least she was no longer screaming like a wailing siren.

      I sighed with arrogant frustration. “Yes, I speak English. Let me guess. You just thought I was some dumb foreign species, right? Well I’m not, and I bid a lot of money to get you, so I would appreciate it if you try to make the best of the situation.”

      She scowled at me, clearly appalled at how brazen I was being with her after just having met her.

      I felt like I needed to try and redeem myself a touch or two. “I bid on you because I thought you were the prettiest. All the other guys wanted you too.” I tried to boost her confidence.

      “I had a great life back home. I had people who loved me and cared for me. They are probably out searching day and night for me too.” She burst into tears.

      I wasn’t sure what to do or how to react to her testament, so I just stood there awkwardly and waited for her to release the harshness from her system.

      I looked at one of the Xicret nurses who had been standing in the room listening to our conversation. “Lurk much?” I snarled at her.

      Clearly, she hadn’t been even a remote help in this situation.

      The nurse put her head down with both a mixture of shame and pity, then quickly scattered from the room.

      I tried again with the girl. I hoped that eventually she’d listen to reason, and I could come to some compromise with her.

      “Can you please stop crying? Will you tell me your name at least?” I was frustrated, on the brink of whining at her.

      She ignored me, sobbing violently as her body shook with her cries.

      “You aliens are evil! Pure evil! Do you know I was going to have a great life with my wonderful boyfriend? He was going to propose to me. I was going to be a teacher! I worked so hard in college to get where I was, and I was going places until you ruined it!”

      She stood up with a menacing expression on her face. Her eyes darkened with a menacing glare and her fists clinched at her sides.

      I held my hands up, trying to let her know I meant her no harm. I was angry and hurt too, but unlike her, I clearly had better achievements at controlling my emotions.

      “Everything will get better, that I can promise,” I tried to reassure her with words that came out sounding empty and flat. My excitement had depleted like a lead balloon.

      “Oh, you can promise? Wow, well I didn’t realize that. Let me just pack my bags then. Oh right. I don’t have any bags because I’ve been a fucking prisoner in this fucking place for over a week now!”

      She was being condescending and mocking as her voice spat out at me in a sarcastic tone. The veins in her neck bulged as she shouted at me.

      My temper was rising, but I tried to keep a cool head. Deep, deliberate and even breathes were helping me get through this unwanted confrontation. She was a spitfire, that much was certain.

      I wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt and did my best to see the world from her eyes. At the same time, her anger made her seem even sexier, smoking and smoldering.

      I wanted to grab her and kiss her, but I knew I had to bide my time for that because she’d never receive and return my passion…not now at least.

      “You just have to give it a chance. You’ll love Xicret. It’s beautiful there, even more so than here. We have big cities and oceans too. I’ll show you a good life. My father is the ruler of Xicret.”

      I added this little slice of enthusiasm for a little flare, hoping that my being rich and royalty would earn me some brownie points. Apparently, even my high status on my planet wasn’t going to get me out of this situation because she looked cynically snide.

      “I don’t want to give your stupid fucking planet a chance! I want to go home!”

      She pounded her fist on the hospital bed and stomped her feet on the concrete. She was still wearing the sexy black dress.

      Every time she moved her tits bounced gloriously and I couldn’t help but stare at them, however unsubtly that was. I was getting impatient, but I was willing to wait for her tantrum to stop.

      “Well unfortunately for you, you have no choice. I bought you, and with that contract I’ve earned the rights from the sale.”

      I was firm, abrasive and harsh, but she had to know the truth. There was no point in sugar coating it for her because we were in the thick of it now.

      Her eyes wilted, and her voice was low and soft at her next statement. “I’m a person you know. Not an object.”

      Her shoulders sagged. I knew what that meant. She was feeling the effects of harsh reality as it sank in.

      I rolled my eyes. If I had a dollar for every time I heard that line from a girl I’d be even richer than I already was. This wasn’t my first rodeo.

      I grabbed her file in the folder on the counter from the nurse. It had all of the girl’s documentation in it like where she was from, how old she was and other important information on her background.

      If she wasn’t going to be forthcoming and willing to disclose information about herself, then I would just take it upon myself to gather those resources at my disposal.

      “Well Lucy Rivers,” I glanced up at her with smug enthusiasm to see if she would be surprised I knew her name. “To me, you are a prize and I’ve won you. You have no choice but to come back with me to Xicret. And believe me when I say, it’s in your best interest to try and cooperate.”

      I gave her a satisfied smile as if to close the case and move on. This wasn’t up for debate any longer.

      The stupid, beautiful girl didn’t know when to quit. “What you are doing is wrong.” Her glare continued, pierced right through me.

      It wasn’t my intention to make her uncomfortable. I wanted her to go with me willingly. I wasn’t going to hurt her and wanted to give her a pleasant life. She just had to get onboard.

      I hadn’t expected to fall onto these nails of backlash. I thought we’d have already been well on our journey back to Xicret by now.

      I closed the folder with a snap and crossed my legs as I leaned against the counter.

      “Tell you what. I’ll give you a few minutes to regain composure of yourself. I’ll leave the room, and you can come to your senses. After that I’ll come back for you and we’ll go home.”

      It was an ultimatum that I deemed fairer than any other man would give her if she hadn’t been lucky enough to get snagged up by me.

      “My home is in Greenwich.” She gave me a cold, defiant look and sniffed.

      I gave her a stiff smile. “It’s not your home anymore, sweetheart.”

      I left the room and closed the door to let the truth of that statement sink in and settle into her bones.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      I ripped the IV needle from my arm in hasty abrasiveness. Stinging pain throbbed and pulsed in the empty wound, not just in my vein, but in my head too.

      A deep breath didn’t help me, so I closed my eyes. I counted to ten. I paced the floor, but my legs felt wobbly, feeble and numb.

      Panic rose again from the center of my belly and spread throughout my body. I glanced around, darting my eyes back and forth to assess my surroundings.

      There had to be some sort of vent or air duct I could climb into and try to sneak out of this fucking place. My survival instinct kicked into full swing and I was on a roll.

      With sweaty palms I climbed on top of the hospital bed to try to open up the air vent as my heart raced and my ears prickled…listening intently for any movement outside of the room.

      Damn. I wasn’t tall enough. My eyes searched the room for something long I could pry it open with. By now my heartbeat was loud in my ears.

      The tips of my fingers felt like frayed wires and my breaths were shallow with nervousness.

      Cringing, my body prepared itself when I heard the door creak open. My muscles stiffened, my bones hardened. Every excruciatingly slow moment made my stomach churn as I waited to see who would emerge from the other side of the door.

      My muscles shook with a fear I couldn’t control, and then became paralyzed. Oh fuck, I couldn’t move.

      The man from before stared down at me. He was enormous, the biggest man I’d ever seen in my life. Fuck, he could have been a giant for all I knew. He loomed over me tall and proud, leering. I was sure he towered at least a foot over me.

      He was so huge, brooding and I thought I could see a literal shadow cast across the room as he came back into it, towering over everything including myself.

      He spoke with a booming bellow of a voice, “My name is Harkzak.” Sighing, he sat down in the chair next to me.

      Not knowing what to do or say, I stared at the wall. Curiosity bubbled inside me. Why did he sit down next to me? He didn’t seem to want to attack me or anything.

      “Anyway, I thought I should at least let you know what my name is. You already know from our last conversation, I’m royalty. I bid on you and won you. This shouldn’t come as any surprise to you, because you know how this all works. I’m really not the bad guy in all this. I want us to get to know each other.”

      His cheeks rose in a sort of half smile.

      The nerve of the guy made my insides burn. My ears felt hot with rage. I watched as he shrugged his shoulders.

      Then, a thought occurred to me. I needed to play my cards right and get this guy on my side. My posture softened a little and I mentally went in to play the dramatic part. Maybe I could convince him to allow me to return to my family.

      One could only hope. A girl could dream, essentially. I was a dreamer.

      “Can’t you pick someone else? I’m really no good. I won’t be fun for you back on your planet.”

      I wasn’t sure if my attempt to appear disposable was working, but it was better than doing nothing and relenting. I had yet to succumb completely. My bottom lip felt sore and raw. It was then when I realized the pain was a direct derivative of how hard I was biting down on it in anticipation of his response. I knew it was a deflated excuse, but my clouded, bitter mind was having a hard time wrapping around another way out of this.

      He stood up, his stature haunting. I could feel my loathing for him seething through my pores, but even during all those emotions, I couldn’t resist an inquisitive glance to check him out.

      I hated to admit it, but he was handsome. I was entirely curious. His short brown hair and tribal looking dark tattoos running up and down his arms gave him a brooding look that made me quiver, but not in a way that made me afraid.

      I wasn’t sure if they were actually tattoos or just distinct markings, because I’d noticed so many other Xicret people who had the same type of thing on their arms.

      His deep sigh gave me chills because I knew what was coming. The tears spilled over before I could stop them, and even then my bones felt weak and powerless. The depths of depression sent me into instant fatigue.

      “No, please. No—you just can’t. Let me go back.” The words choked from my mouth and I gagged on them. It was a hopeless case and I had no way out of this.

      The aggressive force of caving from the pressure of grief hit me hard. In the end, the tears won. The sobs collapsed all the weight I’d been carrying as if I were blowing steam through a vent.

      His voice was gentle and kind, but it didn’t pacify me. Even though I knew he was trying. “I have to blindfold you now,” he whispered apologetically as if it pained him to have to do such a thing.

      He picked me up and hoisted me over his shoulder which hurt at first. The brunt force of it temporarily knocked the wind out of me.

      The blindfold went over my face and pronounced total darkness to my vision. It was so…final. The darkness did nothing to yield the suffering that was happening deep in the depths of my soul.

      I couldn’t fight him off because of the collapse of emotion harboring my reflexes to survive. He was also huge and sturdy.

      I knew I’d never win against him. The tears were too violent and excessive and controlled me for the moment.

      Even with the mask of the blindfold over my eyes, the pools of salty tears blurred my vision. The taste of the salt on my lips floored me, but I didn’t protest because I was afraid I had nothing left to give.

      I was leaving my home, and the planet I knew so well. It was over and done with now.

      After a few minutes I could feel the air outside. Knowing that it was the last time I would ever get to have the ocean breeze cool on my skin made me sob harder. I drew in a fresh batch of oxygen and wanted the feeling to last forever.

      The smell of metal and aluminum filled my nostrils and in that moment I knew we were on the hover ship. The next destination would be Xicret. I was nauseated to the core and couldn’t believe this was really happening to me.

      “You are a coward.” I dared to hiss the words out, even though I couldn’t see him.

      The swell of bitterness of where we were going finally sank in as I felt him latch me into my seat. I tried to wiggle, but freedom wasn’t coming this time. Soon we would ascend into the galaxy, never to see Earth again.

      There was silence and then his voice startled me after it came out of nowhere, booming through the space craft.

      “I’m not a coward; you’re a coward for not grasping the potential of the future.” The prickles on the back of my neck throbbed with a chill that surged through me at the tone of his voice.

      My future had been taken away from me, but I didn’t give him the satisfaction of an answer. Maybe if I never spoke to him again he’d send me back to Earth.

      I could only hope to be so lucky. I tilted my head back and sighed dramatically. The back of the seat was rigid and relentless against my aching body because it was as hard as a rock.

      I had still not recovered from being locked away in the cell without a bed for what seemed like an endless set of days. Maybe if he was a prince like he claimed to be, I could sleep in a decent bed once we got to his so called palace.

      The engines started and I heard a computerized female voice chime through a speaker. “Ascending, one hundred feet. Ascending, two hundred feet. Destination is marked.”

      The roar of the engines bellowed in my ears, and then we were in the air. I prayed it would be a short trip, and that I would survive whatever was thrown my way.

      I had to be tough, full of endurance and stamina. If I didn’t at least try to make the best of this situation, then I would be a lost soul forever on the hunt for the inside spirit I once knew.
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        * * *

      

      The landing on Xicret was a rough one. I was affected by bone tingling and stomach churning turbulence and it felt as if I were being ripped apart from end to end. Didn’t this alien know how to operate his own ship?

      My brain sloshed around in my head. My neck muscles protested against moving, but he made me get up after the safe landing occurred. I had barely made it in one piece, physically and emotionally.

      “We’re here,” he pronounced and took my hand to lift me up.

      He was strong, and I watched in sour amazement as his arm muscles contracted as he moved gracefully.

      “Oh joy.” Sarcasm rolled off my tongue like slime even though secretly I was enjoying checking him out somewhat.

      When I walked off the hovercraft my first instinct was to run. But my legs felt like lead, and I had nowhere else to go. If I did run, how far would I get before I was shot down by something? For all I knew I was thousands if not millions of years away from Earth by this point.

      Sullenly, I followed Harkzak making sure to cast a glare in his direction every time he shot a glance at me. It gave me great satisfaction to make him think I was having a terrible time and that he repulsed me.

      The brazen way that he began to look at me after a while lifted my spirits and I began to feel relief. I could tell he was becoming annoyed with me and my only hope was that if I kept enforcing attitude with him, he’d give up and let me go home.

      The air felt denser than it did back home on Earth, but the sky was clear and the atmosphere looked the same as Earth, with the sun casting its light radiantly all around the land. At least I could breathe out here in the open without a spacesuit.

      We were in a metropolitan city and my heart leapt, reminding me of New York City back home. Huge buildings adorned the area and sky scrapers stretched to the clouds above.

      Finding something to nail down as familiar made me feel slightly better inside, but I didn’t want to give Harkzak the satisfaction of observing me checking out my surroundings in curiosity.

      I wanted him to think I was unimpressed, so I etch a bland expression on my face for effect.

      A glass car made almost entirely of windows was waiting for us in a parking lot besides the hovercraft landing. It was the strangest vehicle I’d ever seen.

      “Here’s my car,” Harkzak beckoned me to follow him to his maroon colored vehicle.

      “What if I don’t go with you?”

      It was a bold statement. I didn’t know what my response would be if he told me to fuck off. It’s not like I had anywhere else to go but my mouth was running wild.

      Panic continuously lurched through me as I tried to work my way out of this mess. Only, I wasn’t sure I was making the right choice to be so full of contempt. I couldn’t help it. I was seething with frustration and anger.

      To my surprise, Harkzak shrugged. “Good luck to you then.”

      Then I heard the ground crunch beneath the asphalt as he stepped quickly to his car. Was this some sort of joke?

      Surely, he wouldn’t actually just leave me standing here in the middle of a parking lot. I knew he paid top dollar for me too. He wouldn’t just throw that money away for no reward.

      “Well, wait.” I ran up and got in the car beside him and slammed the door so hard I thought it might break the window.

      I refused to look at him the entire ride, but I had nowhere else to go and I hated how he had won this little match. I would find some way to get back at him.

      For now, I had to just live with this torture. I didn’t want to know if his lips were curled into an amused smirk.

      On the ride back to his house, I noticed everything was written in the Xicret language, and I had no idea how to read, write or speak their native tongue. I wasn’t going to bother learning it either, no matter how often Harkzak might protest against me.

      Just watch him try to give me a hard time about it I smirked as I crossed my arms protectively against my chest.

      When we arrived at his house it took my breath away. Holy shit, the place is huge. It was even bigger than my house back in Greenwich. It stood proud and tall, just like a palace you would see in a fairytale.

      Instead of telling him how magnificent and grand his house was, I scoffed.

      “You live here?” I pointed and made sure to let him know I didn’t think it was that impressive.

      Delight filled me as I realized I was finally crawling under his skin. His jaw clinched but he didn’t take my bait. He parked the car and got out, walking inside while ignoring me in the process.

      I followed him in, purely led by curiosity. When I walked in the door there was a fountain in the middle of the foyer and the floor was made up entirely of white marble with gray swirls of color. It was absolutely beautiful.

      Everything appeared modern, clean and expensive. A lady ran up to me and wrapped her blue arms around me as if I was a long lost cousin she hadn’t seen in years.

      I tensed up, feeling crowded as she invaded my personal space. She was speaking Xicret and I had no idea what she was jabbering on about. She talked animatedly, flailing her arms about with a smile on her face so at the very least, I could tell that she had a friendly streak.

      I tried to scowl, but she was too sweet and warm. I gave her a wan, exhausted smile because it was all I was prepared to give out.

      Harkzak glanced at me. It was clear that he was sizing me up and my reaction to this strange woman.

      “Follow Esme, she will lead you to your room,” he directed.

      I had no choice, so I did what I was told, and I followed Esme. I assumed she was some sort of house keeper or servant to Harkzak or his house.

      She led me up a flight of winding staircases and down a long hallway. She again gestured to me and pointed. I knew she was trying to tell me we had arrived at my room, but I refused to be polite no matter the consequences.

      I wasn’t a cold, heartless bitch, but these Xicret people needed to understand something that I was willing to make abundantly clear.

      I was abducted at a party in the night and whisked away from Earth. I had no idea whether I’d ever see my friends and family again and I was scared shitless.

      “I have no idea what you are saying.” I purposefully spoke in English, and her face fell.

      For a brief moment, I had a twinge of guilt. It wasn’t this lady’s fault I was stolen from my home and dragged against my will to a foreign planet.

      I decided I would cut her some slack, at least for the moment. I walked inside and nodded my head to say thank you and acknowledge her unwelcomed kindness.

      I slammed the door and turned around, backing away from anyone related to this palace and Harkzak.

      The room was gorgeous, absolutely stunning and I would admit to giving it that much credit.

      It was filled with white furniture and a four poster bed that had canopy white drapes on it that felt and looked like silk. They billowed in the wind from the set of open French doors that led out to a balcony overlooking a lavish pool.

      “Wow.” There was no doubt, I was definitely surprised.

      The accommodations were no doubt impressive. Even though I was bitter about being held captive here, I had to admit that there was a tiny flicker in my mind that wondered what it would be like to be a true princess in this palace.

      I collapsed on the bed face down and breathed in a deep scent of the pillow that smelled a little like incense.

      My mind raced against the clock. I still needed to find a way out of there and fast. Maybe I could enlist chatty Cathy housekeeper as an alliance.

      Perhaps she would help me get back home without Harkzak noticing. She seemed eager and enthusiastic to help me and that generosity could aid on my behalf.

      My brain flashed back to my perfect life back at home. I planned to make no effort to fit in with these people or even attempt to learn their language. My mom’s peach cobbler flashed before my eyes and they burned with sadness at the memory.

      I longed for a taste of those peaches that would make my lips pucker, with a slab of ice cream dollop on the side. I could almost taste it, and my mother’s welcoming hospitality.

      I wished I could talk to her. I would give anything to hear her voice, or even call her. Did they have cell phones on this good for nothing planet?

      It wasn’t fair that I was stuck here on a planet that was foreign to me. And where the hell did Harkzak go?

      He just expected me to go on my way and adapt to my new surroundings? He was an asshole and didn’t hold a candle to my gentleman back home, Fred.

      He should be trying to help me adjust and adapt. He could at least give me a tour of the palace and where everything was. I knew I sounded like a brat, but my emotions were having a field day in my mind.

      Oh Fred. When I looked out to the stars that night I hoped that we were at least in the same galaxy, but I couldn’t count on it. The more I thought about it, the more agony I was prolonging for myself. I wished I could snap out of my sadness.

      I sniffed, and wiped my eyes as grief overcame me once again. I forced myself to walk into the bathroom and look in a mirror.

      My eyes had dark circles and my hair was stringy and greasy. My mascara was still smudged down as far as my cheek bone.

      I looked frightening. A shower wouldn’t kill me, and the beautiful ceramic tiled shower behind me was welcoming. I just hoped Harkzak wouldn’t walk in on me when I was naked.

      To my surprise, the night passed through and even into the morning when I awoke on the fluffy cloud like pillows, Harkzak was nowhere to be found. I pondered his whereabouts and hoped that my plan for denying a purpose on this planet was working. If he couldn’t stand me, would he let me go home?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      “Father!” My voice thundered as I whipped through the corridor of my parent’s castle on the highest hill of Xicret.

      My cheeks felt hot with flushed anger. My heart galloped with rage in my chest, threatening to beat and burst right out of my body.

      With each humongous stride I took toward his office lair, my adrenaline packed anger surged an electric heat sensation in my bones that made me feel like a wild animal just ripped from its cage.

      I found my father sitting at his office desk with his hover screens above his head, watching the surrounding city—his city in Xicret.

      My father played the role of ruler and leader of our people in a ruthless way that annoyed me to no end. His mere presence and sharp demeanor could make anyone’s blood run cold.

      That’s the way he was and had always been. Even growing up, he’d run a tight ship and his word was always the final nail in the coffin.

      I could admit my own shortcomings and flaws. Somehow, there were traits of my father that I noticed in myself that sprinkled itself into my own genetic construction no matter how begrudgingly I thought about that annoying presence.

      I could be abrasive, rash and callous in my own right, although unlike my father I felt ashamed not proud of it. I genuinely wanted Lucy to enjoy living on Xicret with me and to become fond of the culture and the land.

      Unlike me, my father used his species shifting abilities for menacing behavior. He always felt the need to spy on other species on different planets.

      My father lived with the dreaded mindset that everyone was always out to get him in some way or another. He wanted to stay on guard and had special force armies waiting at the gates of our space station.

      He kept them on standby high alert just in case we were ‘attacked’ as he loved to refer to it over and over again. He had spies everywhere, planted like seeds in other nations on other planets so he could always make sure his Xicret race remained the far superior one.

      Being more reasonable in my own actions, I only shifted appearances in order to embrace other cultures or blend in where it would otherwise create a buildup of stress to the species on the planet I was visiting at the time.

      I was always curious growing up, and still had that breed of internal fixation and obsession about seeing what life was really like on other planets. From an early age, I learned how far my father was willing to take his power hungry aptitude to near limitless boundaries and levels.

      If he traveled to Earth, it wasn’t to resolve issues or make peace treaties with the leaders residing there. No, my father always had ulterior motives and tricks up his sleeves.

      With an even more commanding, driving edge and thirst for human virgin pussies, my father’s ability to control his obsession was at the most a level of surrender.

      His quest and thirst for virginal human girls was insatiable. Honestly, I didn’t know how my mother dealt with it or how she didn’t manage to slap him silly every day.

      She probably knew that she would succumb to poverty if she lashed back or spoke against my father. She was smart and painfully idiotic at the same time.

      He would go to Earth and disguise himself as a human man, brooding and handsome. He would take virgins and rape them in city allies, or behind buildings.

      The mere thought of it occurring sickened and repulsed me. It might have been true that I took Lucy against her will, but I had no intention of ever raping her.

      My father tried to quench his thirst and get his fix of beautiful virgins any chance he got, at the blind eye of my mother who pretended not to notice.

      Why would she, after all she was the Queen of Xicret and her own need for power, respect and riches ruled out any of my father’s relentless behavior. Honor was a monumental thing for my mother.

      This was part of the reason I hadn’t wanted to settle down with a bride. I desired a freedom to not be tied down to a nagging wife who would keep a watchful and judgmental eye on me at all times and at any cost.

      My own parents failed marriage remained closed and locked up tight behind the palace walls, but I wasn’t immune to seeing their aggression and animosity toward each other. I may have been grown now, but it killed me inside.

      I didn’t want to marry someone and be stuck with the same fate of hating my spouse and having to bring up children in a world full of bitter contempt.

      I couldn’t stand the image of me with a wife, but the pressure from my parents breathing fire down my neck backed me into the inevitable corner of despair.

      I couldn’t foresee any visible alternative until I succumbed to their wishes and commands, if nothing more to get them off my back.

      “Father, there you are.” I barreled at him with clinched fists and a snide demeanor.

      He spun around in his office chair to size me up with narrowed eyes. “Harkzak, what are you doing here? Are you already back from Earth and without a bride?” He tossed me a look of disgust.

      Affection was never my father’s strong suit, and even with four children he never played the part of doting dad.

      As the oldest sibling in the family, the sting of emotional wounds registered from neglect still lashed at me from time to time. It left me feisty and made me butt heads with my father more often than my brothers did.

      “Why don’t you try to guess, Father?” The smirk I allowed myself to give him brought me increased satisfaction and it welled inside of me like a river down a waterfall.

      My father, Carzon, stood and straightened his shoulders. He was never going to be taller than me, no matter how hard he tried to stand the part. It was an advantage I loved holding over his condescending, arrogant head.

      Although he was surprisingly still buff for his older age, he had a tuft of graying hair upon his blue head.

      The fact that he resented me for my youth and agile athleticism drove me to even greater lengths to compete with him.

      The purpose of my invasion into his private king’s quarters was laced with anger. I hated the way my father put the weight of the world on my shoulders and expected me to carry it all the fucking time.

      I stood there, staring down at him and leering. “I demand a refund for the winch I bought back on Earth. The stupid bitch will not cooperate.”

      I threw my hands up in the air. I was undeniably frustrated and at the end of my rope for what I could handle. I wanted Lucy to cooperate.

      I would give anything to keep her here with me, but I knew it was a lost cause. I didn’t have the patience for it. I wanted to vent out my frustrations on my father.

      He was my father after all, he had to help me because I was his first born. It wasn’t lost on either of us that I was first heir to his Xicret throne.

      “What the hell kind of nonsense are you talking about, Harkzak? You mean to tell me you actually listened to reason and brought back a potential mate?” My father’s voice sounded a little surprised and maybe even a little threatened as he backed a few strides away from me.

      I drew in a sharp breath as he then began to backtrack and taper the gap between us. My muscles clinched, and I froze in place as his breath hit my face like a brick wall.

      He wasn’t afraid of me. He thought I was weak, but he had no idea how powerful my internal forces were.

      His sly grin curled up around the edges of his mouth and he looked even more sinister than usual like a tiger on the hunt. I swallowed hard and waited for him to speak. I held my poker face as long as I could.

      “You are going to have to just deal with it.” His voice was tight and barely above a whisper.

      I knew he took great pleasure in giving out orders to anyone in his path. For some reason, I had trouble discerning whether his statement was an instruction or a dare.

      My shoulders slouched because my father was my one weakness. I hated to see myself cave under his pressure, but we both knew it was an inevitable advancement.

      My sight hindered when it came to baring teeth against him, and for whatever reason I wasn’t able to defend myself as effortlessly as I wanted.

      I felt full of shame in that moment and embarrassed to show my family a bride who wanted nothing to do with me.

      I decided to approach a different method with my father. Perhaps sympathy could play into a factor here. It worth a try, no matter how high the odds were beginning to stack against me.

      “Father, you don’t understand. The girl is difficult, I mean terribly complicated. I want nothing to do with her, Father. I never expected her to be this horrendous. She even scared poor Esme! Can you even believe that? Everyone loves dear Esme, and all the other maids won’t even go near her.”

      I knew my voice sounded like the whining of a sullen child not getting their way, but I didn’t care anymore. I would get down on my hands and knees if it was what pleased my father and got him to listen to me.

      Myself included, I found it increasingly difficult to even go near the door to her room. She had shut herself inside of it, harboring herself a hostage by her own accord. She refused to speak to me, or anyone else on the palace grounds.

      The staff kept complaining about her snarling at them and some even went as far as to say she tried to hit them if they approached too close to her.

      She was a snake in the grass and a sleeping dragon for all I knew. I didn’t know what I had gotten myself into and honestly, I felt slightly overwhelmed by the situation.

      I needed aid from outside forces to help me reason with her or control her to some degree.

      If my father gave me my money back, I could always go back to the next auction and find a new girl. It wasn’t my concern for what happened to this one and I’d gladly toss her aside.

      There was only one problem with that backup plan. I didn’t know when I’d be able to return to Earth for another auction. If my father knew it was because I wanted to pick another girl, he’d probably withhold having any more of them take place just to be an asshole about it.

      The sneer in my father’s eyes softened to a glazing glow. I didn’t know where this paternal instinct was suddenly coming from and I frankly didn’t know my father had it in him to be kind.

      “Son, come here. Sit with me a minute.” He beckoned me to his tired old leather couch in his office, where I had sat as a child and watched him work night after night.

      I stared at him in cynical disbelief.

      He rolled his eyes. “I’m not going to yell at you or strike you. I mean look at you Harkzak, you are twice my size.” He began to laugh and eventually I started to coyly follow along.

      I took a cautious and weary step next to my father.

      As I grudgingly sat down beside him, nostalgia crawled its way up into my mind with my boyhood memories front and center. It wasn’t always heated tempers and lashing anger growing up.

      “Have you ever heard of the Looking Eye?” His lips pursed in expectancy of my response.

      I shook my head, puzzled. “No, sorry.”

      “Well, it must be true after all. It was my impression that you and your younger brothers fancied an occasional sneak into my office to lurk around and sniff your nose in my business. I guess I was wrong.” His expression was hard to read, so I just shrugged.

      He had my attention captured though, and my ears prickled in anticipation as to what information he might divulge about this Looking Eye thing.

      I did laugh at his statement about my brothers and me sneaking into his office and taking a peek through his private items.

      “Sometimes we did sneak around,” I admitted with a chuckle.

      I grinned and remembered fond memories of my brothers and I tag teaming into mischief. As the heirs to the galaxy throne, we had been able to get away with far more than the average male child in most houses around Xicret back then.

      Sometimes our nannies would give us a decent swat on the ass, but we got away with tons of shit for the most part.

      “Anyway,” my father slapped his knee and the sound pitched me back to reality, “it’s a very special device.” He raised his eyebrows. He was enjoying stringing me along with wonderment.

      At the same time, I was still angry and frustrated. Patience wasn’t necessarily my virtuous task. I teetered on the rim of boredom, wishing he would just spit out his explanation already. “So what is this special device?” My voice laced with mockery in my cloud of impatience.

      My father looked down at his hands that I noticed were becoming more wrinkled in his later years than they ever had before.

      “It’s something I rarely use.” His eyes flashed up and met mine, a warning stare held within. “You must promise to never speak of what I’m about to tell you.”

      He behaved as if he were about to disclose the secrets of the universe. I rolled my eyes, annoyed. I didn’t have time to play my father’s little games today. They almost always lead into a trap anyway. I didn’t respond, and my father raised his tone.

      “You must not tell anyone! I forbid it.” The muscles in his lips twitched.

      Sighing dramatically, I adhered to his wishes. “Fine, whatever, Father, just tell me already.” I folded my arms and leaned back to recline myself on the back of the couch.

      I closed my sullen eyes.

      “In the Looking Eye, the device is so profound that if a destination is entered onto its screen platform, then a person or whoever is utilizing it can travel anywhere in the galaxy to meet someone or spy on them.”

      I raised a questioning eyebrow. It seemed farfetched, but now he had my full throttle attention. “Are you kidding, Father?” This had to be another one of his cruel little jokes.

      The deafening silence that thickened the air was not lost on me. My father’s eyes were a testament to solid truth. He was not bluffing in the slightest.

      “Show me how it works then.”

      In a dramatic huff, I sat up on the edge of the couch, ready to be impressed by this so called device that I had yet to see for myself. If it were in fact real, I’d soon know it.

      “It’s in a vault.” My father stood and walked over to the window and stared outside into the morning blanket of fog across the back garden.

      Rising frustration threatened to pellet out of me at the expense of my father. “So where is this vault? Why would you tell me about this device if you didn’t intend for me to use it or at least see what it means?”

      I joined him by the window and shoved my hands in my pockets. I wanted him to get to the point already and more importantly, I wanted my money back for the Earth bitch. He still had yet to respond to that request of mine.

      “I feel terrible about what I’m about to admit, but I don’t know if I have a choice anymore. It wouldn’t do you any good if I didn’t tell you the whole story.”

      His eyes looked sad as he glanced in my direction, and then hastily back the window.

      I inhaled a deep breath. “Okay…well I’m listening, Father, and you’ve already said too much to keep it a secret any longer.”

      He heaved a resigning exhale. “I had been using the device to keep an eye on you out there in the galaxy.”

      “What?” Explosive anger boiled to the surface. Rage flooded me, and my fists instinctively clinched by my side.

      I wanted to pick up this man who was built scrawnier than me and plow him through the glass window in front of us.

      “Hear me out,” my father threw up a hand to stunt me from a violent reaction. “I used it to protect you. You are my son, Harkzak. I always want to look out for you and your brothers. If you got into any sort of trouble, I would be able to get to you more quickly than if I didn’t have the Looking Eye.”

      “Okay, I suppose I’ll allow you to continue then.” I kept a watchful eye on him, but I had yet to climb down from my initial anger over his newly disbursed confession.

      “The Looking Eye is forbidden to use, so I have to limit when I take it out. If the galactic police got word that I have one, then I would be banished from the throne.”

      He peered down at his feet in visible shame, a quality rarely exploited by my father. I finally harbored the upper hand. I had the chance to blackmail my father or get him to obey me if I wanted to.

      Still not grasping the point of this story, I pressed my father a little further for more detailed information. He was still acting vague and cloudy.

      “I don’t quite understand. Why are you telling me all this? It doesn’t appear that the device is something I’ll ever be able to use.”

      He looked me square in the eyes. His jaw was chiseled and prominent, just like mine. “I’m telling you this, Harkzak, because I feel like in this desperate case you need to use it so you can show the girl what it’s like now on Earth, that she has nothing to go home to and it’s a wasted cause for her to even try.”

      “You mean I should show her what her family is up to now that she’s gone?”

      I’d never thought of that aspect. Then again this was all new to me. I supposed this was my father’s way of beating around the bush to tell me that I wasn’t getting the refund I requested.

      “Yes, this is a special case. The girl…what is her name?” He looked at me with a questioning glance and I then realized I had yet to reveal that significant part.

      “Lucy. Her name is Lucy Rivers.” I scratched my face, pondering this idea. It could actually work to make her realize she has nothing to run home to on Earth.

      “I’ll retrieve this Looking Eye for you, so long as you promise to bring it back immediately after use, and speak nothing of it to anyone.”

      His eyes danced with a youthful mischievousness. My father would never let go of his reckless nature and I had to give him respect for that. He must really trust me, and my ego swelled with fresh pride.

      “You have my word, Father. Let’s teach this girl a lesson from the both of us.” Excitement fueled me into a plan I hoped could defeat the impossible.

      The new goal was going to be getting Lucy to accept Xicret as her new home. I was up for the challenge.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      I was drained from the course of events after arriving on Xicret. I was also tired of waiting to see if Harkzak would ever return. I was impatient and bored.

      I finally lifted my cheek off my tear soaked wet pillow. My head felt heavy like it was full of lead. My brain felt soggy and fuzzy.

      I had to do something. I couldn’t just cry in this bed for all of eternity and dwell on my problems without doing something about them.

      I needed to swiftly get my gears into action to get out of the prison room masquerading as a lavish bedroom suite. Harkzak wasn’t fooling me. I’d heard stories about the Xicret men being ruthless and turning wives into slaves.

      Nobody there would speak to me, but it was just as well. I didn’t know their language and I didn’t care to learn it either.

      I stood up and yawned, stretching my sore muscles that were still in recovery mode from being in the cell with the tough inflexible concrete floor back on Earth.

      I heard a sound on the outside of the door, a rustling and it made my heart pound in my chest. A cold, nervous sweat broke out over my skin which also prickled with chill bumps.

      Instinctively I ran into the bathroom and slammed the door. Breathing at a rapid pace, a nervous sweat formed on my brow and my stomach flipped with somersaults that could put an Olympic athlete to shame.

      I had no idea who was on the other end of that door trying to bombard me and disrespect the privacy of a closed door, but I didn’t want to find out either.

      “Lucy?” I recognized Harkzak’s deep and brooding voice at once.

      So, he did come back for me after all. I wasn’t a wilted flower he could just let die in the darkness. I wanted to plunge through the door and scream that to him, but instead my feet remained planted on the cool white ceramic tile, unable to move a muscle. I didn’t react, although I felt better visualizing myself pounding his face in with my fists.

      “Lucy, I know you’re in there. I heard the door slam shut when I walked into the bedroom. I need to speak with you urgently.”

      He did sound desperate, but more so angry and frustrated than anything else. Well, he should join the fucking club because I too was at my boiling over point.

      “Please, Lucy.”

      A trace of anxiety sung out of his voice like a chirping bird. This caused me to have an instant rush of relief. I might have the upper hand if I blatantly sabotage him for bringing me here in the first place.

      “What do you want?” I squeaked out from behind the safety of the closed bathroom door.

      My own voice sounded like a fog horn that had not been used in a number of years. At first it was a slow grunt and then it became a more pronounced screech.

      “Please come out, Lucy. I have some news about your family that I think you should be aware about.”

      Flat as an Oklahoma plain, my stomach stopped its intense flipping and jolted to complete stillness.

      Is he telling the truth? Or was this some sort of cruel trick he was playing on me in order to get me to emerge from the bathroom? I paused for a few brief seconds, unsure of whether I should take the risk and believe him.

      My heartbeat may have flat lined, and I was certain my spirit rose up out of my body and reviewed the empty shell leaning against the door from down below.

      “What?” An echo of a sound caught in my throat. He was playing games with me. The cynical side of me just knew it.

      But the hopeful side…well that wanted to hang on for a little while longer.

      “If you come out here, I’ll show you.” His voice was taunting, leading me into further curiosity but the gnawing question of whether he was baiting me was still left out in the open.

      Then I thought of something else. Wait a minute. He’ll show me? What did that even mean? He could be setting me up.

      This could all be some sort of elaborate and cruel trick to get me to come out of the bathroom.

      Then what was to stop him from killing me right then and there on the spot? I didn’t want to risk it, but at the same time, I couldn’t stay sealed away in the bathroom forever, either.

      No, he wouldn’t kill me because what would be in it for him if I died? He specifically said he brought me here to be his mate. He wouldn’t end my life if his sole intention was to have a companion.

      Even still, it didn’t justify his treatment of me thus far, or the fact that he kidnapped me and brought me to a foreign planet in an unknown galaxy. I wasn’t going to let him off the hook that easily.

      With deliberately slow easement, I placed my hand on the knob of the door and white knuckle gripped it. I took a huge inhale of air and decided it was going to be now or nothing. I would soon find out what Harkzak’s real and true motives were.

      I emerged from the bathroom a nervous wreck. I was blinking, and my nerves were hanging in the air at what kind of blow I might receive when I walked out.

      Harkzak was sitting on the edge of the bed. Honestly, I wasn’t expecting him to appear so poised and calm.

      He wore dark jeans and a black t-shirt. He looked almost…human. Was he trying to conform his appearance to make me feel more at home and at ease? His skin was still blue though.

      His blue skin and dark markings were pronounced even more now that we were here on his native planet. His hair was soft and dark upon his head like a shadow over a moonlit creek.

      I studied his movements. In his hands, he thumbed over a circular device that had a screen in the middle.

      “What’s that?” I pointed at it, intrigued.

      It was no secret that the Xicret race was far more in tune with technology than we were on Earth. I wondered if this little gadget was what he had planned on showing me.

      His eyes were an ocean of depth I couldn’t grasp, but there was something about his posture that softened. He was relaxed, and I felt my own guarded cautions deplete slightly after witnessing his vibe.

      His usual tough and unbreakable exterior was still there, but he didn’t have anyone there to compete with in the room right then. Maybe that demeanor was all a front, and he was really yielding on the inside.

      I didn’t know what might be going on inside that head of his, but I had the singe of enthusiasm enough now to find out, especially if it meant I could convince him to let me go home.

      “This is called the Looking Eye.” He raised his chin, poised his posture back to its natural state.

      He held the device up for me to get a better look, but didn’t say anything further.

      “Okay…well what is that?” I couldn’t help but egg on the sarcasm within myself when it came to addressing him.

      He probably thought I was a massive bitch right then, but I had every right to be. He abducted me and I wouldn’t let him forget that.

      A whimsical sigh escaped his lips. “It’s a device that my father uses to spy on people.”

      His voice became snide, almost mocking. I could immediately tell that there must be some animosity between him and his dad. I didn’t know anything about his family other than they were obviously rich.

      “So, what does that have to do with me?” I stood awkwardly a few steps away from him, giving us both plenty of safe space and distance.

      “I brought this to you to show you what is going on with your family back on Earth. To prove to you once and for all that you must get used to being here on Xicret. It’s your new home, and you might as well get used to it. Your focus and attention should be on being here with me because as you’ll soon find out, there’s nothing to go home to back on Earth.”

      The stabbing sensation in my gut made me choke back bile that I was sure had been building up since my abduction.

      “What the hell are you talking about?” My jaw clinched, my eyes narrowed.

      I knew this was some sort of terrible trick. I was such an idiot. My palms became sweaty and I felt like I might vomit.

      I nearly spit the words out as harshly as I could. Harkzak had some explaining to do. How dare he come in here with this bombshell and no sympathy to back it up? Didn’t he understand how hard this process had been for me?

      Fresh anger seared, threatening the surface of my outward emotions.

      “Are you going to show me my family or what?” His delay aggravated me. “It’s apparent that all you want to do is make me more upset than I already am.”

      Harkzak sighed. “I don’t want you to be unhappy.”

      I scoffed with a snorting sound. “You could have fooled me.”

      He looked up and his eyes were deep set with pain that made me relent slightly.

      “I’m going to leave you with this Looking Eye. Press this green button here on the side. That will open up the screen. Type in your address to the keypad and your family will be visible. Just know I warned you.”

      His voice was flat, but his eyes were blazing with an unspoken revenge he must have aimed at me for not being cooperative from the beginning.

      My heart raced. I had no idea what I was going to see inside this screen. The way Harkzak approached the subject made me nervous and fearful.

      He exited the room and the void of silence left in his wake made my head throb. With a shaking hand, I pressed the green button as instructed.

      At least he’d given me the courtesy to give me privacy when I observed whatever it was that I was supposed to see in this damn thing.

      The screen opened up as promised, and a hovering display loomed at direct eyesight range. I stared at it with curious wonder.

      My throat became dry, my skin felt clammy. Nervously I typed in my address back home in Greenwich. I didn’t even realize how violently my hands were shaking until it took me several tries to punch in the letters and numbers.

      When I finally got the address typed in, I hit the enter button, held my breath and waited. At first some static looking fuzz spread across the hover screen.

      I began to question whether this would even work but then I saw them, my parents. I gasped at the sight of them. My insides tingled as if I were just filled with an electric volt of energy.

      I saw my mother first. I cried, wept and laughed at the same time, clinging to this device as if it were my life boat. “Mom?” I wailed and touched the screen to her perfect blonde hair.

      My mother stood in front of the kitchen sink, overlooking our beautifully landscaped back yard and infinity edged pool. I missed that house tremendously and would give anything on Earth to lay by the quiet, relaxing and peaceful pool.

      I could see that she was washing squash and zucchini in probable preparation before dicing or chopping it up for dinner with Daddy. Something was off about her. She looked almost…content and happy. That couldn’t be right.

      “Mom?” I said again, knowing that she couldn’t hear me, but I talked anyway.

      I reached out to touch her silky blonde hair. She looked so real. The longing burned inside me to touch her shoulder and have her whip around and hug me. I craved to tell her I was okay, that I was alive. I wanted to sob into her chest while she squeezed me tight.

      My attempts were met in vain, because it wasn’t real, at least for me here on Xicret. She was only a video, someone I could watch through the display screen, but couldn’t actually stroke or contact in any existing dimension.

      She looked peaceful, content—which puzzled me. I had only been gone for several weeks. Did they already give up looking for me?

      Horror and worrisome doubt spread over me like wildfire. I used the navigation throttle to pan around the room. A newspaper article on the side of the fridge captured my attention.

      “Local girl goes missing, most likely died in house party fire.” The date was accurate for when I disappeared, and a picture of me from my college graduation in my cap and gown taunted me from the side caption.

      They thought I died in a house fire? That’s not what had happened at all. Panic lurched me into oblivion of nightmares I didn’t want to face. My eyes became blurry; I couldn’t look at the screen anymore.

      There was no house fire that night that I could remember, but then again, I left early after being kidnapped so what did I know of what happened after I’d already gone? If there was a fire, was anyone hurt? My mind instantly drifted back to Fred.

      I wiped the tears from my fuzzy vision, wanting to escape this torture, but I had to investigate and find out more.

      Frantically and with flushed cheeks, I typed in Fred’s address, where we were going to live in Manhattan. I bit my lip so hard in anticipation that I could taste blood on my tongue.

      Immediately I saw his charming and handsome face rise across the display screen.

      “Fred,” I said with affection and reached out to touch the screen with a finger.

      His name escaped my lips like a croaking prayer. He was on a balcony, flipping burgers on a gas grill. He looked like he was on a terrace of some sort, and I could see the city skyline behind him.

      There it was, the Big Apple, the city that never sleeps, my home. The lights looked electric and full of life as the flickered in the skyscrapers.

      I longed to be back in New York. I wanted to be where everything was familiar and where I had hoped my future still lie at my doorstep. Everything was left there, waiting for me to scoop it up and run with the potential. I feared those dreams would become staler by the minute, the longer I sat here. The clock was certainly ticking.

      To my dismay and further revulsion, a gorgeous tall, blonde haired girl walked into the display screen. Fred didn’t have a sister. I didn’t know of any blonde cousins either. Who was this bitch?

      My mouth dropped open and my gut fell through the floor as I watched her walk up to Fred seductively and hand him a beer.

      She squeezed his left ass cheek and he leaned in to kiss her. The grin on his face may as well have been a beam from the surface of the sun itself, that’s how bright it was. On distant planet a million miles away, my heart burst into flames.

      I could see that they were conversing, so I turned up the volume of the side of the Looking Eye because I had a dire need to know what they were talking about.

      I thanked my lucky stars (if I had any left) that this little contraption had a volume button on it.

      “I’m so glad I got what I wanted in the end, Amanda.”

      Fred kissed the top of the strange and mysterious girls head. With a pang of jealousy, I noticed right away that she was about four sizes smaller than me.

      Her midriff showed through her white halter top, giving way to a perfectly flat washboard abdominal stomach.

      I screamed in frustration. Why the hell was he kissing her? He had already moved on from me? We were going to get married! This had to be some type of cruel joke or trick that Harkzak was playing on me.

      I should throw this fucking Looking Eye or whatever the hell it was called out the window and watch as it crumbled to the ground below.

      He had a menacing look in his eye before he left the room. He could be setting me up and making me think that my boyfriend, friends and family had already moved on from me after a mere few weeks of me going missing.

      There were a million different scenarios to play out and I had no idea what truth to believe anymore.

      Then, I noticed something in the far edge of the right upper corner of the display screen. The date was over one year later into the future.

      I didn’t know how time worked here or how prolapsed this video might be. I was so confused and hurt that I couldn’t see straight.

      Was there a time slippage involved with traveling to another planet on another galaxy? I never really paid much attention to astrophysics in high school so I didn’t know how that worked.

      It certainly made sense though if they were already moving on with their lives. I hated the idea of them moving on without me in the picture. My spirit imploded in on itself in that moment.

      My heart sank at Fred’s next statement and defeat crumbled my insides.

      “My parents loved Lucy, and I really liked her, I mean we were friends, but I was never really attracted to her. She was, well, bigger than I’d I have liked. You though, I’ve always thought you were perfect, Amanda. Thin, gorgeous, everything I’ve ever wanted, but never thought I’d get, because of the damn alliance between my family and hers. But now, I’ve got everything I’ve ever wanted, starting pitcher for the Yankees and you, the woman I love.”

      They clanked their beer bottles together in cheers, and then shared a deep and profound kiss that made me retch. I shut my eyes and shook my head. No, no this can’t be happening. I ran to the bathroom clutching my stomach.

      I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t see. All I could do was gag and sob as Fred’s hateful words replayed a billion times over in my mind.

      I hung my head over the edge of the toilet and expelled the contents of my stomach. Although, at this point, there wasn’t much there to toss up because I had been basically refusing the meals from the maids.

      After I heaved out all of my sorrow into the bowl, I flushed and kneeled on my hands and knees sniffing and panting hard.

      I pinched my skin and wailed, hoping to wake up from this nightmare. But when I opened my eyes again, I was still lying on the cold marble tile in a bathroom on a foreign planet, millions of miles away from everything I had ever known.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      The sound of the Looking Eye smashing into bits against the floor was unmistakable. I cringed as my heart raced. This isn’t really happening. It couldn’t. If so, I was as good as dead in my father’s eyes.

      I barreled into the room after hearing the excruciating sound that shattered my ears. I had been waiting on the other side of Lucy’s door to see if she would come out and discuss the results with me.

      I had no idea the aftermath would entail her actions as bold and rash as to simply destroy it altogether. It was clear that I had remarkably underestimated her.

      I stopped dead in my tracks when her smoldering, blazing eyes fixed on me, locked in like an angry tiger ready to strike its prey.

      Her face was stark white like a ghost, her lips pale. Her eyes were rimmed with red and glistening with fresh tears.

      I had struck a nerve with her by showing her the results in the Looking Eye. The gash between us was now a gaping hole.

      “You!” she screamed at me, the veins in her neck bulging at attention. “You’ve broken my heart! This thing, this stupid fucking thing has ruined my life. Thanks so much for showing me how my family has moved on. I had no idea that a year had passed either. You didn’t tell me about the time difference!”

      She took a deep breath. I guessed she was done ranting because she ceased talking altogether. She folded her arms across her chest defensively and choked out one last sob.

      Her shoulders wilted, and her defeated demeanor finally caved and cracked beneath the surface from which she was fighting to stay so strong. Her torment made me temporarily forget the destroyed Looking Eye.

      “Listen, Lucy—I…” I trailed off and tried to find any words that could comfort her.

      I had no idea the damage or repercussions that showing her what was happening back on Earth with her family would have on her.

      She cut me off with an abrupt yell. The girl certainly had a sizable pair of hard working lungs. All of Xicret probably heard her scream.

      I wondered if the royal guards of the palace would soon loom at her bedroom door to find out the cause of the disturbance.

      I inhaled deeply and sharply so I wouldn’t grow intolerant with her and tried again. At least one of us should try to remain calm.

      “Lucy, if you just listen to me please.” I held up an impatient hand as her mouth opened to shout again. “My intentions to show you your family back home were not meant with malicious intent. Up until a few hours ago, I didn’t even know this device existed. I don’t want you to feel heartbroken or melancholy over this. I simply wanted you to face the truth and embrace your future. Your future is here, with me.”

      I wanted desperately to get through to her. I smiled for added friendly effect, but she still wasn’t buying it and I grew increasingly concerned that I would never be able to be free of this bitter woman.

      An idea came to me, like a light bulb switching on from connective fuse. Finally, I had thought of something that might strike up interest with her.

      “Why don’t you come downstairs with me? I want to show you something.” I waved her to the entrance to the bedroom, coaxing her along.

      “As if I have a choice in the matter.” Lucy folded her hands across her chest again and stomped to the door like a spoiled child. She was huffing dramatically.

      We walked down the spiral staircase in silence. The only sound to my ears was my shoes hitting the tiled floor below. “Follow me out here to the garden,” I beckoned.

      “What is it you want from me? I’m never going to adapt or bother to get used to being here. I don’t care what you have to show me.” Lucy stared at the ground and refused to make eye contact with me.

      I spun around, unable to ignore her dense comments anymore. It was time for her to snap out of it. I wanted her to be adventurous. Even if she just pretended as if she was on vacation until she adapted, that would be fine with me. Anything was better than this.

      I stood over her. I was probably intimidating and brooding, but I wanted to get my message across to her.

      “Did you not just see the same thing I saw in the Looking Eye? I’m sorry to be brazen, Lucy, but to me it looked a hell of a lot like your family has moved on from you. If you hadn’t noticed, the time difference between traveling from Xicret to Earth is an entire year span even though to you it seems like only a mere couple of weeks. Your family has done their mourning, they’ve moved on. They have made their peace with the fact that you’re never coming home. You need to realize that and make your own harmony with it as well.”

      The expression on her face contorted with a mixture of anger, resignation, and sadness. I felt sorry for her and irate with my dad for putting me in the position to trap her into seeing her family like that in the first place.

      I suddenly wished I could go back to being completely oblivious as to the existence of the Looking Eye.

      “You’re right.” She sniffed. She was apparently now dry of the well of tears she had earlier harbored within.

      “What?” Perplexed, I wondered if I had misheard her. I was shocked that she would agree with me on the depth of any level.

      “You’re right.” She nodded her head, her eyes the mirror of newfound wisdom. “My family has forgotten about me. It’s time I try to become accustomed to my new surroundings. So, what is it you wanted to show me so desperately?”

      Her shoulders sagged in defeat and she looked like a crumpled piece of paper, a once vibrant rose that had wilted from the cold.

      If I’d known that this was how life would be with a human I would never have agreed to participate in the auction in the first place.

      I stared at her, numb from this different girl now standing in front of me. The personality changes she made in a matter of moments was astounding.

      I didn’t understand how she could shift her emotions so quickly at the drop of a hat. I guessed I had a thing or two to learn about the women of Earth.

      “You’re willing to blend in with the diversity now?” I raised a questionable eyebrow. I wasn’t quite convinced yet that Lucy was willing to jump completely onboard.

      “Yep.” She continued her nodding, and pursed her lips with etchings of adamancy stretching across her facial features.

      I gave her a weary, apprehensive look. “Well, follow me then.”

      We walked for several minutes until we were just on the cusp of the tree line bordering my house.

      The leaves crunched under our feet and the serene setting relaxed me even under the circumstances.

      “Where are we?” An inquisitive Lucy looked around, assessing her surroundings.

      She looked both curious and worried as if she wasn’t sure whether I was going to take her in the woods and kill her or something.

      “We’re at my favorite place in all of Xicret,” I admitted with pride and glanced around with a nostalgic smile.

      “Yeah?” Lucy’s voice piqued.

      “If you’ve noticed, most of Xicret is laden with city streets and skyscrapers. I wanted to make sure my house was developed on untouchable land. It’s so serene and peaceful back here. Come, follow me.”

      I led her just inside the tree line. “Look up,” I instructed with a point of my finger to the blue sky. I smiled to make her feel at ease.

      “Oh wow.” Lucy’s eyes were a sparkle of splendor. I could tell she was impressed. I wondered if she liked being outdoors as much as I did.

      Maybe it was something we had in common. I was going to search far and wide until I finally found something that we could share and connect with.

      I followed her gaze as she peered up at the tree house I had worked tirelessly to build. It had taken me almost an entire year, but it was my favorite place to come and relax.

      I had definitely put the blood, sweat and tears into this place and I was proud of how amazing it turned out once I was finished with it.

      She glanced at me and then back up at the ladder.

      “Can we go up there?” She moved her body to the big oak tree and grazed her hands softly against the wood ladder. She was smiling for the first time since I’d met her.

      “Of course, that’s why I brought you here. To show you that beauty and creativity exist everywhere, not just in your small town. I want you to broaden your horizons and give this place a chance.”

      I hoped that this treehouse would represent the beginning of a solid foundation for us. I wanted her to understand I was willing to compromise and meet her in the middle to make Xicret feel more like home.

      Lucy took an animated deep breath. “I’ll think about it. For now, I have to see this amazing treehouse.” Taking her adventurousness as an excellent sign, I followed her up the ladder.

      “After you,” I offered. “I’ll climb up behind you.”

      When we ascended to the top, Lucy gazed with magnificent wonder at the views across the tree lined horizon.

      “The views are stunning up here.” She leaned over the railing I had built out of pewter beams.

      “Thank you.” I grinned from her compliment. “Just be careful and don’t lean over too much. That’s a long fall.”

      Lucy gave me a peculiar look. “Thanks for um…caring about my wellbeing.”

      “Of course,” I told her with open honestly. “I’m supposed to take care of you now and protect you.”

      “I don’t need your protecting,” Lucy said as her eyes grew cold and dark once again.

      Well that didn’t last long.

      “Do you want to see more? How about the inside?” I tried to quickly recover.

      “Yeah.” Lucy’s eyes lit up with intrigue. “Yeah sure, I guess we can do that. It’s not like I have any other plans today.” It was a feeble attempt at a joke, but at least she was trying.

      We walked inside, and I showed her around. There was a den and a loft, complete with all the luxury items that would make a tech savvy lover swoon.

      Huge flat screen tvs mounted the walls and computer systems that monitored the palace grounds adorned the nooks behind the staircases.

      There was a bathroom with all the amenities one would ever require or need. There were glass windows that offered breathtaking views of the outside wilderness.

      The living area was complete with an electric fireplace against the wall where the TV was kept. A tiny kitchen with a sink and a fridge opened up to the outside balcony.

      I was proud of this place and all the fine detail I had put into creating the perfect getaway spot. Sometimes I felt like I would rather live there than in the giant palace. I felt like I was swallowed up in that place, but out here…life was simpler.

      With an expression of delight and fantasy on Lucy’s face, a sense of pleasure rose within me as I realized this milestone moment.

      For the first time since bringing Lucy to Xicret, I got to see her beautiful smile, her radiant glow. I never wanted to forget this shifting moment between us. I wouldn’t exactly go as far as to say she was happy, but I was on the right track.

      She was lost in the moment and I wasn’t going to dare pull her apart from that. Having Lucy continuously distracted from what she thought she lost back on Earth was going to be my new goal until she found what she was looking for on Xicret.

      
        
        ____________

      

      

      The next morning, I went back to my parent’s palace.

      “Harkzak, aren’t you going to greet your dear old mother?”

      I spun around after having been lost in the moment. “Oh hi, Mom, I’m just looking for Dad. Is he around?”

      I hated to be rude to my mom, but I had some things on my mind that I needed to discuss with Father.

      My mom clicked her tongue and sighed. “I dedicated my life to my boys, and every time they come over they just want to see their father.”

      I got an eye roll from her before she agreed to tell me where Carzon was. “Sorry, Mom. I do love you.” I planted a soft kiss on her cheek before heading off to meet with my father.

      My mother was dressed in a long flowing navy dress with an emerald necklace shining as bright as the sun wrapped around her neck.

      Not one to pass up an opportunity to wear expensive designer fashions, my mother always wanted to play the part of ‘leader’s wife’. She didn’t want people to know she was suffering behind closed doors. I didn’t know whether to admire her or pity her.

      She reemerged into the living room after a moment. “Your father’s out back. Make it quick, we have a dinner party to attend later tonight.”

      She winked at me and went back to the kitchen to give us some privacy. I was a man now, not her little soldier anymore.

      As soon as I opened the French doors leading outside into their back garden, I found my father looking through a telescope up to the stars.

      His inquisitive mind couldn’t let go of what else lay between the blankets of darkness in the galaxies.

      I knew he wanted my brothers and I to follow in his footsteps and be explorers just like he was. He never wanted to stop dreaming and I respected him for that because I felt the same way.

      One trait we did get passed down from him was the love of virgins. There was nothing that would stop our insatiable desire for that.

      Generation after generation would need the thirst of ripe virgin pussies to be satisfied, no matter what kind of men they turned out to be. I knew that wasn’t the kind of thing that Lucy would turn a blind eye to, but I didn’t know how to stop myself either. I glanced at my father and took a deep breath. I needed to just come right out and say it, get it over with.

      “The Looking Eye is broken, Father. I’m sorry, but I can’t return it to you.” I walked up to my father without an ounce of remorse because it was his fault for giving me the damn thing in the first place.

      He merely looked at me, and then placed an eye back over the telescope view finder. I was surprised that he didn’t react in anger.

      “The device is a lie, it doesn’t matter anyway.”

      I shook my head, struggling to overcome my confusion and disbelief. “Huh? What do you mean it’s a lie?” My father kept me guessing, but I was in no mood for his mind games today.

      “It’s not an issue, Harkzak.” My father closed up the telescope, visibly annoyed with my presence during his focus time on the galaxy, but I didn’t care because he had some explaining to do.

      “Well do you care to elaborate?” A frustrated twinge grew in me and I flailed my arms in the air in exasperation.

      “Yes, son, I will explain it to you. Come sit by the fire.”

      I followed my father over to the stone fireplace he had ablaze even though it wasn’t winter or even remotely cold outside.

      At least he was willing to offer up an explanation to his madness, something I always struggled to understand with the man. We sat down on the chairs surrounding the centerpiece focal point of the back yard, getting settled in and comfortable.

      “The device was designed to feed off of negative energy.” My father fidgeted in his seat, visibly uncomfortable with the conversation. “Its sole purpose is to reflect a person’s worst fears by manifesting them directly in front of whoever is observing an unwanted situation on the hover screen.”

      I tried to grasp the magnitude of this lie and the emotional torment it held over Lucy. I felt as betrayed as she probably did when she first looked inside the devices screen.

      “So, you mean to tell me that the Looking Eye is nothing more than a phony piece of shit that will just show whoever is watching it something that would be deemed their worst nightmare?”

      “Precisely.” There wasn’t an ounce of empathy etched on Carzon’s face and he stared straight ahead with hollow eyes adjusted towards the horizon.

      “So, what’s the point of crushing a young girl’s spirit? Leading her on to think her family hates her or doesn’t care about her is hardly a gentlemanly thing to do.”

      I was trying to take Lucy’s side and empathize with her, clearly something my father didn’t take into account on his own accord. Then, I thought better of it and I stopped myself, because I knew there wasn’t a trace of diplomatic chivalry in my father’s hardened soul. If I tried to argue him it would be a lost cause and a waste of energy.

      “My boy, you came to me asking for help, so I granted you the favor.” My father had a glazed and smug smile on his face that made my nerves fray.

      “How did you think it was going to help me, Father?” I was trying not to let him get under my skin, but my attempts weren’t working.

      “Because,” he tapped me on the top of my head to get me to come to grasps with his explanation. “If she looked inside of it and saw that there was nothing for her back on Earth, she would agree to stay here with you. She would give in.”

      My father lit up like a candle as if he was satisfied in internally telling himself he was the wisest man in the galaxy. He was obviously proud of his little plan.

      I watched the flames dance and lick at the fireplace. “I suppose you are right, Father. I don’t care about the lie, because I think the plan worked.” I hated to admit it, but it was true.

      “Oh yeah?” He leaned over to slap me on the knee. “Well that’s all that matters in the end, son.” He chuckled with amusement.

      “I took her to my treehouse,” I confessed, blurting it out.

      “Did you fuck her? Have you taken a taste of that juicy pussy? I envy you, son. Make sure you savor every drop of that sweet nectar.”

      My father never stopped thinking about sex, even in his older age.

      “I haven’t fucked her yet, Father. You seem to forget that up until now she’s pretty much hated me. But I think she’s coming around now, she loved the treehouse.”

      I didn’t know if he would be disappointed in me, but these things took time and effort.

      There was a twinkle in my father’s eyes. “I’ve taught you well, Harkzak. You are going to be a great leader in your own right someday.”

      I puffed out my chest at the rare compliment from my father. I hoped he was right, and that Lucy would really make a change for the better.

      If she is willing to compromise, I think both of our happiness will improve significantly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      Harkzak told me I could visit and utilize the treehouse whenever I wanted to. The refuge and peace it brought me to climb that ladder and sink into the plush red couch became an addiction I couldn’t stray from.

      I never wanted to climb down from the cozy safety of the treehouse’s warm embrace. I could close my eyes and listen to the wind rustling through the leaves. The birds chirped a song of sorrow for me as I silently wept.

      Solitude was my new best friend, because here on Xicret I had no friends, and everything I had ever known was ripped away from me.

      I had to build myself up from my own metaphorical ground zero. I had to start from scratch with a new foundation and outlook on this new life.

      If I didn’t find some way to adapt to living in this new environment, I feared for the wellbeing of my mind.

      I still didn’t understand why the universe placed me here, but I had to embrace it, or I would go crazy in the process of trying to figure everything out without anyone to stand by my side or help me.

      Harkzak and I didn’t spend much time together. I had a feeling the dislike between us was mutual, and I did what I could to stay out of his, and everybody’s way.

      The day was hot, and the canopy of trees sheltered me from the impact of direct sunlight. With a twinge of guilt, I admitted how lovely this planet was in comparison to Earth.

      Being in this wilderness high up in the trees tickled my bones, flipped my stomach. I enjoyed every minute of being in this peaceful quiet place with only the sounds of exotic looking birds to fill the welcomed silence.

      Being one with nature certainly brought me a sense of tranquility that I craved. Even back home on Earth, I loved enjoying the great outdoors and would often hike with Fred on weekends in the summer.

      I spent my days up here in the treehouse mainly because I didn’t know how to speak Xicretese, and most everyone on this planet couldn’t speak English.

      The language barrier gave me a building sense of frustration and a loneliness that cut across the spectrum of my solitude. Harkzak spoke fluent English, but he was the last person there that I wanted to talk to.

      At the same time, there was something mysterious about him. I tried to shove those feelings to the back of my mind, but it wasn’t working.

      Harkzak was kind enough to let me use his treehouse, I had to give him credit for that. I didn’t want to be attracted to him, but for whatever reason I was. Even though I was still angry with him, the feelings were undeniable and confusing.

      Harkzak’s face flashed across my mind, sparking a new curiosity. His dark eyes, his buff and muscular body gave me a captivating throb between my legs that was new. I wasn’t sure if it was something I wanted to welcome or steer away from.

      He had been trying all along to be kind to me, and I just now realized the negative ramifications of how I didn’t reciprocate and try to get along with him. I knew he thought I was a heartless bitch, but I was going through the process of trying to adjust to what had happened to me.

      In reality, Harkzak was just doing as he was told by his parents, to go to Earth and find a mate. It made no difference if it had been me or some other random girl who had suffered the same fate.

      I was the one who was unlucky enough to be in the wrong place at the wrong time and got kidnapped. I knew I wasn’t the first human girl to be abducted by a Xicret man and I certainly wouldn’t be the last.

      The more my foggy mind daydreamed in spirals around Harkzak, the more attractive he became in my head. Maybe I was just that lonely that I was resorting to having feelings about him bubble to the surface out of nowhere.

      The more I thought about him, the more I wanted to get to know him, even if that sounded crazy in my own head. If he ever came around me again, I would try to make the best efforts to make sure he knew that now I was ready to embrace my new life on Xicret.

      On the bright side, he hadn’t beaten me or abused me in any way. In fact, he had gone to greater lengths than I expected even after my spiteful behavior to be nice to me.

      My fastidious behavior certainly didn’t deserve a handsome guy like Harkzak. I could get past his different skin color because I was taught to embrace diversity and uniqueness in the world.

      My mother might have been a rich suburban socialite, but she had a hippy side to her too that stemmed from her background. She was never judgmental even though she was the most beautiful woman I knew.

      Afternoon drowsiness kicked in and wilted my heavy eyes. It was exhausting being this emotional all the damn time.

      I was on the brink of drifting away for a nap when an alarming screeching sound dropped my heart into my shoes.

      I stood up and looked around. I wondered if Harkzak harbored any weapons up here for defense purposes. I needed to find something that I could protect myself with.

      The screech happened again, a warning signal that raised the hairs to attention on the back of my prickled neck.

      “What the fuck is that noise?” I threw open the cabinets in the kitchen and found a serrated knife.

      I looked down at the white knuckle grip I held on the bottom of the knife. I tried to keep it in place from the sweat building on my palms and my hands were involuntarily shaking with fright.

      I edged my way out onto the balcony, my legs heavy with caution. Deep labored breaths sent chills of panic up my spine.

      The noise was getting closer and I still had no idea what it was or where it could be coming from. I knew it must be an animal because it didn’t sound like a person.

      Out of the corner of my eye, a dark figure flashed beside me. I whipped my body around and slashed at the air blindly hoping that one of my jabs would slash at the perpetrator.

      I heard the swooping sound of wings and the screeching wail was so close to me now that the sensation of my eardrums bending surged inside me.

      Okay, so it must have been some sort of predatory bird thinking I was going to become its dinner or something.

      Instinctively I threw myself into a fetal position. My body became a collapsed ball in a heap. I shivered through my core as my muscles flinched in the corner.

      I was unprepared to protect myself out here in the wild wilderness on a planet I had no familiarity with.

      I was afraid to look up because I was too frightened for what I might find there. I was on a foreign planet, I had no fucking idea what types of wildlife roamed around these vast open spaces and I didn’t want to find out either.

      Another roar made me recoil and cower even further. It was primal, animal in nature.

      “Lucy!” It was a male voice, one that knew my name.

      Wait, what’s happening? That sound rang a resonation within me. I knew that voice from somewhere.

      I tried to break through the barrier of delirium that quickly filled my frightened mind. Everything went blurry and fizzy and I was certain I was in the middle of the swell of a panic attack.

      Before I could react, heat on my skin squeezed me and I was in the air in a split second. With dread, I opened my eye to see what kind of creature had kidnapped me now.

      I wasn’t in pain. Whatever had a grip on me wasn’t trying to hurt me.

      I grimaced and held my breath. Bracing for whatever I would see on the other side of my closed eyelids. I opened them both instantaneously and held my breath, bracing for impact.

      The first thing I saw was the trees bouncing past me in the sky, leafy green limbs and leaves waving at me as I passed in a blur.

      I looked down and saw that it was Harkzak carrying me. His jaw was strong and handsome. His eyes were casting a dark and mysterious shadow over his face, but he looked determined about something. He was probably endearingly trying to rush me to safety.

      “Harkzak?” I tried to sit up, but his force squeezed me in from his tight grip. My voice sounded like a croaking frog.

      “Lucy!” he exclaimed and stopped running with me at once. He gently nestled me onto the ground, laid me on a plush selection of grass.

      It was as if he was surprised to see me observant and aware of my surroundings.

      “I’m so sorry. I guess I just happened to see you at the right moment before the Gila Monster got you.” He stroked my cheek with a huge, blue thumb.

      His brow furrowed, making the bead of sweat that had formed on his skin visible. Clearly shaken by the experience, his eyes darted left and right suspiciously. It was as if he were afraid that we might be attacked again from behind if he wasn’t careful.

      “What’s a Gila Monster?” I sat up on my elbows, confusion sweeping through me, my heart trying to plateau down to a normal beating.

      The name made me shiver and tremble with mystique and fright.

      “It’s like a large flying lizard. I’m so sorry. Sometimes they run wild and there’s no way to determine where they’ll land. They love the smell of human meat. I got there just in time before it swiped you into its talons and dragged you away.”

      He wiped the bead of sweat from his brow, leaving a mark of dirt across his forehead. It made him seem even more rugged and handsome to see him dirty. He looked like Indiana Jones or something.

      He was panting hard and still looking around suspiciously.

      “Are you kidding me? You mean to tell me I might have died just now? Why the hell would you tell me I could go alone to the treehouse any time I wanted? Were you trying to get me killed on purpose?”

      I was shrieking in panic, unable to see the bigger picture for the moment that he had saved me from being the meat of some wild monster bird.

      His face collapsed in horror. He was genuinely upset to see me angry with him.

      “No! Of course not, Lucy. It’s extremely rare to see a Gila Monster. They aren’t native to this area. I have no idea where it came from. Like I said, sometimes they run wild. I never would have ever in a million years expected to find one out here in my forest.”

      I dove into a meek attempt to stand up. My legs felt wobbly, my knees were weak. My insides felt like jelly, but I was so grateful for Harkzak’s sweet save before I got ripped to shreds by some vicious creature.

      “I’m sorry…” I trailed off. “I was just…scared. That’s all.” I glanced up at him with a regretful expression.

      Harkzak gave me a weary smile. “Don’t worry about it. I know you are overwhelmed here.”

      “Thank you,” I whispered and attempted a smile back. “It’s nice to hear you admit that.”

      “Come on. I’ll carry you back to the house.” Harkzak lifted me once again, noticing the difficultly I was enduring trying to remain upright on my own.

      
        
        __________

      

      

      Later that night after an extremely warranted hot shower, I sat in front of the stone fireplace in my bedroom. I was happy to be inside in a more cozy and inviting environment.

      I brushed my long blonde hair with a sterling silver comb I’d found in the bathroom. Each stroke of the comb against my hair was careful and calculated, slow and deliberate. I stared into the hottest part of the fire, completely entranced by it.

      “Hello.”

      I jumped nearly ten feet in the air. After the breath came back into my lungs and the rush of adrenaline plunged out of my extremities, I looked up to see Harkzak standing in my room.

      “Holy shit you scared the living crap out of me,” I protested with a giggle and held my hand to my galloping heart.

      “I’m sorry, Lucy. I just came in here to talk to you if that’s alright?” His feet took a weary shuffle in my direction.

      His face looked apprehensive as if he were afraid of offending me and wanted to stay on my good side. He was letting his tough exteriors slide like the mud, which I took to be a favorable sign.

      “Sure.”

      I shrugged and went to sit down on the bed. I was wearing a halfway see through dark red lacy nighty, because there were only slutty outfits in the drawers of this bedroom.

      Having Harkzak see me this way gave me both a sense of heat and embarrassment all flushed together at once. I was vulnerable and exposed.

      “I’m sorry about everything, Lucy. I didn’t mean to hurt you by showing you the Looking Eye. I just wanted you to ride out your options with me.”

      He sounded kind and warm, like he genuinely wanted to please me and make me feel better.

      I admired his apology and salivated over his delicious six-pack washboard abs. He wasn’t wearing a shirt and he looked insanely hot. I wondered if he was purposely trying to entice me.

      “It’s ok, really. I want to be a part of your life. I’ll behave myself, I promise. Girl Scout honor.” I held up three fingers and his face contorted into confusion.

      I meant it to be a joke, but quickly realized he had no clue what I was trying to express.

      “Sorry, it’s a human thing.” I giggled, a silliness coming over me in the moment.

      Maybe I was on the way to forming a bond with him. Maybe I was so tired that I was just becoming aloof to everything.

      “In all seriousness, I’ll agree to be your mate and try my best to fit in here.” I truly meant it, and seeing the relief instantly form on his face gratified my decision. I took a deep breath as I admitted my confession.

      I couldn’t help myself, but the intense attraction pulling me toward him like a magnet took over like an invisible gravity force.

      “I think I could make it up to you,” I batted my eyes seductively, hushed my voice to a slow drawling whisper. I wasn’t used to behaving sexy in front of him.

      “Oh yeah?” His eyes widened, like a light clicking from within.

      “Yeah.” I bit my lip and swayed my hips in a sexy dance. I didn’t feel awkward at all. I felt…natural like I had a chemistry and connection with him.

      One thing I had going for me was my figure. Even though I wasn’t on the trim side, my curvy hips did me a favor.

      Most guys liked the hourglass shape and the fact that I was curvy meant that I was truly a woman.

      Most guys wanted to grab them and pull me close. I could tell by the expression on Harkzak’s face that he was hungry to draw me in nearer and his eyes danced with the flame of desire.

      “Are you going to strip for me?” His question came out as a narrow faint squeak as he deliciously eyed me up and down.

      “You’ll just have to find out for yourself, won’t you?” I gave him a seductive smirk.

      My seductive blanket was working, as I yanked him in. My heart raced in anticipation, my skin felt a flush of fever at being exposed in front of him. My heart raced with a wild thrill.

      The eroticness of the moment washed over me, and I was ready for him to consume me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      The orange glow of the lit fireplace wrapped around the room like a warm blanket of relaxation. That tranquil aura within myself quickly jerked to attention as Lucy began to undress from her sexy lingerie.

      This was the moment I’d been waiting for, longing for even…ever since I bought Lucy that night on Earth.

      I couldn’t believe she was finally succumbing to her duties as my mate, and I didn’t even have to force her into any of it. She’d climbed a mountain and found a way to embrace her new role.

      Her eyes were ablaze with a sparkle that up until this moment I’d never seen her embrace with me before. I saw wild and raw passion through her smile.

      She was breathtaking, tantalizing. I saw the sexy, seductive way she was staring at me. She knew she was hot. She knew she was turning me on and driving me mad.

      The scent of her femininity drove through my nostrils and filled me with an awakening that I craved. My cock was throbbing with electric volts of passion in my pants.

      There was something hammering at my mind, drilling a hole with guilt. This new reaction from Lucy was innocent. Her willingness to succumb and comply with a new type of freedom and environment was all built on a lie.

      The worst part of the whole situation? I was the root of the problem by not disclosing the truth to her.

      I wasn’t stupid, and I knew the potential for everything to crumble and cave within itself much like an avalanche down a snow trodden mountain. Even still, the vigor compelling me to reach out and grab her close to me was electrifying and strong.

      Her skin was soft like fresh cream, silky smooth to the touch. Her hips swayed with a balance of natural ease. Her gaze was inviting and saucy. Her lips parted in a sexy way that made my insides quiver with fresh unrelenting desire. Her silky long blonde hair flowed like newly spun silk. Her eyes were a tropical paradise of blue and it didn’t take me long to get lost in the moment.

      Every seductive move she made turned my muscles to pudding as I reached out to touch her. I wanted to become one with her. Her beauty was natural, epic. Her innocence became a puddle at her feet and I had to stop the moment before either of us became too involved.

      Resistance still bound me like a shackle and chain because I secretly knew why she was suddenly agreeable to this new behavior. She was under the false impression that her life back home a hopeless lost cause. For all she knew, her family didn’t care about her anymore and had moved on with their lives. To continue on this path of fabrication would be like leading her on and I hated to be the culprit of that lie.

      I remained firmly planted to the seat because her delicious tits bounced with each of her sexy movements and I was awestruck. Her fingers teased me as they danced and tickled over her inner thighs.

      She moved closer to me, a heartbeat and a million miles away all at once. I longed to get to know who she was inside. I craved to push my throbbing cock within her tight, wet virgin pussy lips and into her secret places…where love was found.

      Torn, I shook my head as if all the contents of my opinions inside my mind could be thrown out and set adrift into a new consciousness where I could live guilt free. But it wasn’t that simple.

      I stood up from the bed in a haze and shifted my weight, feeling wobbly. Lucy took this as an invitation to draw near, until she was only a hairline away.

      My fingertips pulsated with a heat ready to reach out and touch her skin, whether it scorched me or not. I drew in ragged, sharp breaths. Lucy floored me. I’d never felt this kind of effect from any woman ever in my life.

      My face contorted with readable indecision. Lucy paused right before her sexy lacy lingerie made its final decent down past her thighs.

      “You want to bond with me right?” The question hung in the air like a cloud of smoke; there were so many valuable ways to answer.

      Lucy was giving me a wickedly naughty look as she raised her eyebrows. She was baiting me. I couldn’t believe how quickly she’d changed her mind about me.

      My brain reacted before my speech could, and my neck muscles nodded uncontrollably. Yes, the answer was yes. I wanted to bond with her, devour her and fuck her silly.

      I just wasn’t sure if this was the right opportunity. It almost felt like taking advantage of her, even though she wasn’t drunk.

      The wait might send me into a comatose state of yearning. My muscles were almost irrational and disobedient with desire. My heart protested and told me I was an idiot for not pouncing directly on this hot chick in front of me.

      I couldn’t resist the urge anymore. My left hand met hers and a volcanic eruption of pleasure hit my skin like lava flowing down a canyon. I saw fireworks behind my eyes. The heat between us was intense and made my heart pound.

      “Yes, I want desperately to bond with you, Lucy.” My voice sounded distant and far away, a croak of desire. I didn’t intend to sound so blatantly desperate, but my squeaky voice and the way I was drooling and panting over her gave me away.

      “You seem hesitant.” She was reading my emotions without me saying a word.

      Shit. I was fucked and doomed.

      Her voice was soft and embarrassed. I needed to recover the moment before she recoiled back into her tough exterior shell. She was already timid before and a flight risk of hysteria. I didn’t want to ruin the small window of opportunity for advancement with her.

      She drove a hard bargain and I realized how hard it must be for her to lay herself on the vulnerable line like this in front of me. I was able to empathize with her on a more profound level.

      “I’m not hesitant,” I blurted with convincing power. “It’s just…” I trailed off and sighed.

      “Just what?” A pleading tone shadowed us both as her eyes flickered with resentment and humiliation.

      “The situation is complex.” I placed my hands out, fumbling on a way to explain my reasoning’s with her without giving the lie away.

      I already knew I was blowing it with her. The sexy moments between us were fading away like a puff of smoke.

      Fear immobilized me to come clean, but I needed to rein her in and earn her trust. Then I would find a way to tell her the truth.

      I knew she would change her mind about being with me if I told her that her family really was in fact mourning her every second back home on Earth.

      “Don’t you think we should get to know each other a little better first?”

      I mustered a reserved and shy smile, trying to enhance myself as a gentleman. I wasn’t sure if she would buy it, but I wanted to try anyway.

      My confession must have worked, because her expression lightened, bringing back the pulse in my cock.

      I dared a touch of my hand to her soft hair, grazed her cheek ever so slightly. Her skin was warm, alluring to my body. It was a tender moment between us that I embraced and wanted to remember forever.

      She gave me a quizzical look at first which quickly turned to fresh understanding and respect.

      “Yeah, I suppose it probably would be better to get to know each other first.”

      She let out a cackling sound as she hastily drew the nighty back up her hips and plopped down on the bed. I eased my way beside her with a feeble attempt to stop staring at her bouncy chest.

      She stared up at me with a sheepish grin and shrugged. “Do you think I’m pretty?”

      “Of course I do,” I blurted out immediately. “I just…don’t want to rush things with you. I want you to feel comfortable. I don’t want you to feel like you have to do this to please me.”

      She stared out the window. “Thank you.” I watched her facial expressions shift slightly. “Most guys would just go for it. I appreciate you being respectful.”

      I took her hand and squeezed it. “Absolutely. I don’t want you to hate me anymore.”

      She gazed up at me with huge, blue eyes. “I’m not sure I ever did hate you. I was just…confused.”

      “Do you want to go out on the balcony and look at the stars together?” I hoped my suggestion would at least get her to cuddle with me. I longed to breathe in the scent of her virgin pussy from close up, even if I couldn’t take her just yet.

      I could look even if I couldn’t touch…yet. The wait would just make it that much more erotic and special when I could finally taste her sweet juices.

      I picked up a blanket and sat down in one of the lounge chairs on the balcony and pushed it back to the lying position.

      “You can join me if you want,” I invited.

      The glow of the moon cascaded over her facial features, pulling a sultry seductive look over her that was magnificent. She was a mystery of a present just waiting to be unwrapped.

      “Ok I can do that.” Her voice was musky, and singed the mellowness of the moment. A blanket of stars overlapped each other, familiar to me but foreign to her.

      I tried to contain the stiff cock as it pitched a tent inside my pants. She slowly crept up beside me and laid down next to me. Her hair smelled of coconuts and reminded me of the time I’d spent back on American beaches on the Earth.

      The sea was my favorite place to be on Earth, time seemed to slow down and pace easier on island land. I wondered if we would have that in common because I knew she’d grown up on the coast.

      “I really want you to like it here.” The genuine sentiment poured out of me like a faucet, but I didn’t want to be too honest with her just yet, especially when it came to the Looking Eye.

      I was enjoying laying there with her for the moment. I knew as soon as I confessed the truth and it spewed from my tongue, that our relationship would be forever changed.

      I fought my brain when it came to how close I should try to get to her and with what amount of speed I should encompass.

      As if she were reading my mind, she brought up the subject of the sky.

      “The stars seem the same here as they do at home.” Her voice was hushed. Her muscles relaxed, molded into the nook of my arm as she nestled further into me.

      I let out an audible sigh. “Yes, there’s not much difference there. I’m glad you can find some familiarity here. I’m thrilled you’re open to this new world. I enjoyed growing up here, but on the other hand I have a wandering spirit. I always need to explore new places.”

      She glanced up at me, absorbing this aspect of my personality I shared with her. “Hmm,” she said in a faint whisper, pondering agreement. “I like to travel too. My parents always took us to the beach and the mountains as kids. I’ve been to almost all fifty states.”

      I could tell she was proud at that admittance from the way her face beamed with a radiant smile.

      “Think of being here on Xicret as a vacation to a new place, somewhere fresh to explore and add to your bucket list.” It was an innocent offer that I wanted her to understand and try to get on board with.

      She stiffened at my comment, and I realized the magnitude of what I had just said. It was time I started realizing that not everyone shared my thoughts exactly. Or, they might come out a different way, meaning something more complex to another person.

      “A permanent vacation.” She sat up and hissed out the words as they slashed at my spirit.

      A bitterness sliced through my heart at the sting of her words, leaving an imprint on my heart. Just when things were revving up for a bright future and I found another way to fuck it up. Way to go, you prick. My self-loathing reached a new height in that moment.

      Quickly, I tried to repel the damage. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to stir up what you wish to put behind you.” My heartbeat was so loud it could have burst my eardrums.

      “No, it’s ok.” She crossed her arms defensively and stared at the deck, refusing to make eye contact with me.

      “I am sorry. I didn’t mean to rub salt in a fresh open wound.” The metaphor was as unabashed as my comment.

      “I just hope I can get used to being here.” Her tone sounded sad, defeated.

      I had to make it up to her. I felt comfortable enough to give her a gentle squeeze—a physical way to show her I cared and was listening to her concerns. All of her emotions were monumental to me.

      I wanted to kiss her and taste her cherry red lips. She was still absolutely delicious looking, even if I had to wait for her and take my time.

      “Lucy…I…” The words couldn’t form. I didn’t know how to undo the damage.

      She looked up at me, visibly trying to read my emotions and scrutinize my features. She was good at reading people. I wasn’t used to feeling exposed or vulnerable, but with her the boundaries were torn.

      “I want you to be happy here with me. Thank you for complying with all this. I know it’s a lot to take in.” I squeezed her hand again.

      With a magnet force pulling us together, her lips naturally parted in an open invitation to draw me in. The attraction was mutual. She couldn’t escape the chemistry melding us together and neither could I.

      The instant my lips touched her mouth, the energy between us changed and a new spark was born. My cock began to harden once again.

      She tasted like cherries and I wanted to devour her. Her lips were full and delicious. My tongue explored her mouth in slow deliberate movements.

      I was trying to make the moment last as long as possible. I savored in her soft touch, the tiny moan that escaped her lips as I plunged my tongue deeper into her mouth, hungrily feeding on her.

      When we pulled apart a few moments later, the tracks of her touch still lingered on my lips, stinging my nerve endings. I was scorching with desire.

      “I have to say, that even before when I was acting like such a bitch…underneath it all I couldn’t stop thinking about how hot you are.” She blushed with giddy embarrassment.

      Lucy’s revelation caused an eruption of a belly laugh I’d held for so long I thought I might explode. The laugh released amazing endorphins that tranquilized and softened me. I can’t remember the last time I laughed like that, but it felt damn good.

      Finally, we had reached a point of comfortable familiarity with each other and I was having a blast getting to know her. I was hysterically laughing, chortling until joyful tears formed in the corners of my eyes.

      The effect rubbed off on Lucy and she engaged me, as we both laughed together under the canopy of night stars.

      No matter how many worlds apart we had been before this moment, we were finally synchronized, and I loved the potential of it all. The future looked bright and I forgot all about the Looking Eye.

      Later that night, I bid her goodnight and trekked my way back to my room, the longing powerful in my bones to get in bed beside her. It wasn’t the right time; I had to ease my way in. That didn’t mean I wouldn’t toss and turn craving her all night.

      I knew she was open to the idea of sex between us, but my mind wouldn’t shut off the enormous lie I was trying to stifle, even though it wanted to scream its way out of me.

      I knew I was going to have to also introduce her to my parents sooner or later. I only hoped my ruthless father wouldn’t bring up the Looking Eye. He couldn’t be trusted, and I had to be careful with him.

      I lay in bed that night tossing and turning, unrest bubbling inside me threatening to crack the surface.

      I walked down the hall to Lucy’s room and rapped softly against the door. My muscles tensed in anxiety as I waited for a response that didn’t come. I tried the door knob, and it wasn’t locked. My nerves stood at attention as I slowly opened the door, crept my way inside.

      “Who’s there?” Lucy’s voice was a siren in the dark, still night. She sounded puzzled and curious at the same time.

      “It’s just me,” I declared and watched as she stood up to attention. Boldly I made my way to her side of the bed. I needed to feel her body heat next to my skin.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I just couldn’t stay away from you.” I pushed a tendril of hair off her cheek, tucked it behind her ear gently and she smiled with elegant grace.

      “You can lay with me if you want.” She shuffled to the middle of the bed, and I climbed in, pulling the sheets over both of us.

      I was grateful for the invitation. The sexual energy was massive between us, but just to feel her warm skin next to mine was all I needed to surrender to sleep. Just as I expected would happen once I was lying next to her, I slowly I drifted into a better tomorrow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      The body heat from Harkzak radiating off the bed and leaked onto my skin. It awakened a vibrating hunger and wetness between my legs that I couldn’t resist.

      I didn’t know if I wanted him to be untouchable and I found my mind wandering to a daydream of my legs wrapped around his waist.

      My imagination had certainly taken flight. My body trembled with electric heat when I thought about his hardened cock between my legs.

      I was flustered every time he was around me because I wanted him. I wondered how long it would be before he relinquished control of his own primal urges and allowed me a taste of him in all his blue handsome glory. I was surprising myself to how smitten I was with him. I guessed part of the reason stemmed from my bitterness of being totally abandoned by my real family.

      For the first time since arriving on this strange planet of Xicret, when I next woke up the grief in my heart was not as solid. I could tell that my woes had decreased and had faded significantly.

      There would probably always be a hole in my heart where the void of my family once lived. I was sure the emptiness would linger there for quite some time as the embers of my past turned to dust.

      It was still painful knowing that they had moved on without me and I couldn’t leave Xicret. On some days, I allowed myself to fantasize about Harkzak allowing me to go back and forth.

      I daydreamed about space travel so that I could have the best of both worlds…literally. That was what pressed me to charge forward.

      Every day up until now I had wanted to shut the blinds and the world out simultaneously and sleep my life away.

      I knew that intergalactic travel took time and money and those supplies were not unlimited. Even for Harkzak who was a prince…the logistics weren’t all there. Even still, a girl could dream. I had lived with the mindset that anything was possible, and I wasn’t going to stop believing that now.

      Now I saw lines of sunlight scattering into the room. They sprayed across the white carpet, making it seem like it was glowing and sparkling.

      I sighed with contentment and turned over, fully expecting to see Harkzak still sleeping beside me. I instinctively reached my hand out to touch his skin.

      I wanted to feel the trivets of his chiseled body as I gloriously relished in grazing my fingertips over his body. Instead of finding him to meet flesh with flesh, my hand fumbled across the silky, soft sheets instead.

      I sat up, puzzled. He wasn’t there. I glanced around the room in confusion. There was still a faint touch of foggy and hazy grogginess to my morning arousal.

      “Harkzak?” My voice rang through the air with the question and was returned with silence.

      A dreaded thought came to me. I was so damn paranoid all the time. Where was all my self-confidence? I wondered if he snuck out in the middle of the night, torn whether he should stay with me or if he thought it might only further complicate our already muddled relationship.

      His views and actions didn’t reflect someone who wanted a mate. Then again, he did mention his parents had pressured him into going to Earth to find a woman to bring back. In some ways I felt sorry for him.

      Maybe we had more in common than I had initially thought. We both felt the pressures of our modern society and had parents who wanted us to live up to whatever platform of potential they wanted to see from us.

      Perhaps his head wasn’t completely in the game, and he just wanted me here to get them off his back. I could respect him for that, but at the same time, it made me frustrated.

      If he was going to have to go along with the plan, then he should at least try to make me feel like I was worth it. I knew the potential was there for us to bond and connect on a more spiritual level. Right now, I could tell that he just wanted me for my body.

      I admitted attraction to him and welcomed an intimate relationship. I knew these things took time. It was a gradual process, not something that could springboard overnight.

      The intimate longing of lust in his eyes was undeniable, and I knew I had seen it flash in the twinkle of his eyes.

      I wanted to get lost in the private moment of his thoughts and pick his brain for the future of us, and for me. I wanted him to whisper his deepest, darkest fantasies into my ears and tingle me with pleasure.

      I didn’t know where he was, but I was eager to follow a new found initiative to adapt to life and the people of this planet. I needed to show him my commitment to being here.

      I already knew that my embracing of the new culture was my only chance for mental survival. When in Rome, they say. If you can’t beat them, join them.

      I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I immediately noticed with some relief that my eyes didn’t appear as dark and tired as they had been the last few days.

      There was more bounce and shine to my hair. My cheeks had a rosy flush. It was almost as if I had been raised from the dead, back to the land of the living.

      The universe was giving me another opportunity to make the most of my life. Perhaps I could still pursue my goals of being a teacher even on a different planet. Maybe I could learn their language and then teach the children here how to speak English.

      The thought of snowballing into a career here thrilled and excited me. Maybe everything I ever needed was here on Xicret and I just had to be placed in the environment in order to realize my full potential.

      Ideas popped to the surface of my brain, exciting me. I splashed water on my face. I was already feeling the positive effects of awakening and rejuvenation. I pelted down the stairs two at a time. Adrenaline and fresh new hope was cleansing my soul with each happy leap.

      “Hello!” I greeted the room with a massively enormous smile on my face.

      I exclaimed and proclaimed my new outlook of joy. I placed my arms over my head. I animatedly addressed Esme and Locklen the two housekeepers. Their expressions changed from fear to confusion.

      To be fair, they weren’t used to getting anything other than snide remarks or screams of protest from me.

      I hadn’t exactly been the token of kindness to them. I hoped they would be willing to yield me another chance.

      “I realize I don’t know your language, but I want to learn now. I’m eager. It’s not every day that I get to live in a huge mansion like this. Granted, back home I did live in a pretty decent sized house. My dad was a real estate broker; he made shit tons of money but not to this scale.”

      I walked in circles around the kitchen island, chatting animatedly as I looked between Esme and Locklen. They stared at me with jaws dropped, unable to understand a single word I was saying.

      Okay, so the language barrier was going to be a bit of an issue. I thought about my longing to become a teacher. I was willing to be the one to bend and learn their dialect. I hoped to one day be fluent enough to work with children.

      I kept walking around in a circle. I was hyper and full of energy that I needed to release. It was like being on a sugar rush, but I never wanted to crash. I kept rambling, even as they stared at me dumbstruck.

      “I was spoiled back home. I wonder if Harkzak will spoil me too. What do you guys think?”

      I halted from my enthusiastic pacing and looked at them as if they could answer me. They exchanged a glance and I watched as their posture continued to tighten. They didn’t trust me, but I hadn’t given them any reason to either. That was, up until this point.

      “What’s this called in Xicretese?” I pointed to the refrigerator, walked up to it and gave it a tap with my knuckles.

      “Refrigerator in Xicretese?” I questioned again. I tapped the fridge lightly with a smile.

      At the sound of one word they knew, which was Xicretese, Esme began to nod. She was short and adorable, with short brown hair that stopped at her shoulders with a bouncy wave.

      She wore a red apron with pockets, adding to her measurable cuteness. She shifted her weight and licked her lips. Her blue skin was lighter in color than Harkzak’s. I could tell that she wanted to communicate with me.

      She pointed a finger at the fridge and told me the Xicretese word for it. Yes! I was on course to learning already. She had understood the concept of what I was asking just by gestures. The gap was narrowing every step of the way.

      Excited, I glanced around the room, wanting to know more information. I wanted to find out everything I could. I knew it would take patience, but I was on a roll.

      Before I could find something else to learn about and find a name for, I heard a male voice clear their throat and I was immediately interrupted.

      “What’s all this?” I spun around to find Harkzak looking at the three of us, his eyes narrowed with concern.

      He wasn’t used to seeing me engaging in a friendly manner with his palace staff. I had my work cut out for me. There was a lot to prove.

      Before I could explain, Esme started bouncing on her heel excitedly, speaking Xicretese to Harkzak.

      Of course, I had no idea what she was saying, but I suspected the result was favorable. She was smiling and waving her hands in the air. She glanced at me and gave me a twinkling grin.

      Harkzak’s eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. “Is she serious?” He directed a large blue thumb at Esme, his dedicated housekeeper.

      He too was smiling now as if he’d just received very pleasingly fortunate news.

      “I don’t know, I can’t understand what she’s saying, obviously.” I laughed to let him know I was only teasing, keeping myself full of lighthearted vibes.

      “She says you asked her what refrigerator meant in Xicretese. Do you want to learn our language?” His voice rose to a high energized pitch. I’d never seen him this excited before.

      I nodded my head and grinned. “Yes, that is true. And yes, I do want to learn Xicretese. I always told myself I should be more cultured.” I went over to hug him with enthusiasm.

      The two palace staff members smiled with giddiness as they saw Harkzak and I talking lightly with smiles. They didn’t know what we were saying, but they probably did know that I was supposed to become his mate.

      I was sure they were enthused about this new demeanor I was giving each of them. They clasped their hands below their waists and looked at Harkzak and me, newly smitten with each other.

      My heart was galloping with happiness in my chest. Harkzak was grinning at me with such pride and fondness that it made me shiver with delight.

      “I would love to teach you. I have to go into town for a little while to take care of some business. Is it ok with you if we start a private lesson this afternoon?”

      He kissed the top of my forehead, making my bones turn to warm flowing honey. I hated to wait for him because I was so excited, but I had waited this long. What was a few more hours when they would eventually turn into a lifetime?

      “Yes, that sounds great; I’ll be looking forward to it.” I flashed him a genuine smile.

      “Why don’t you have some breakfast?” Harkzak suggested and started discussing the matter with his servants before him.

      I glanced over at Esme who beamed with the honor of serving me and nodded her head. She exchanged a second quick conversation with Harkzak and then he waved goodbye.

      “I’ll see you later,” he called out behind his shoulder.

      “Bye.” I waved.

      I then gratefully sat down to eat a lavish breakfast of toast, eggs and sausage placed right in front of me by Esme. A girl could get used to this, definitely. If I wanted to keep being treated like a princess, I needed to act the part.
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        * * *

      

      I spent the rest of the morning and early afternoon exploring the gardens around Harkzak’s house in order to would have some way to keep my mind busy.

      He had a sweet gardener named Mulrick who had an amazing green thumb and impeccable talent when it came to growing plants and flowers.

      I had noticed him around the grounds of the mansion ever since I’d arrived here. Sometimes I would watch him happily hard at work when I would go out to the terrace or look out of the window of my bedroom.

      I didn’t recognize most of the flowers and plants around the lawn, but there was an array and splash of color around every corner that added vibrancy and happiness everywhere I turned.

      It helped that the palace and the grounds were so beautiful. Mentally, I was relaxing into my new environment. I had to remind myself to look at the bright side. At least I was bought by a handsome prince who was willing to take care of me.

      It helped that he lived in an enormous palace which he gave me free reign to explore on my own accord.

      My mind drifted back to Harkzak and his gorgeous, sexy body. I walked out to the pool deck and plunged my feet inside the cool, refreshing water.

      That’s when I turned around and saw him walking toward me from the back of the palace. He looked brooding, handsome and confident. Like a sail puffed out in the wind, he started walking toward me just as I was daydreaming about what it would be like to have his cock inside me. I was having visions like that more and more often lately.

      I bet he was huge. He was already tall and muscular. The curiosity was going to kill me if I didn’t get to see his manhood soon.

      Sometimes, I would sneak a private glimpse at the package beneath his pants and even without seeing him naked, yet I was impressed by what I saw already.

      I was sitting by the pool, letting my legs lap inside the water just up to my knees. A relaxing sensation came over me at the sound of my fluid motions making the water gurgle and plop around.

      It made me think of being back home at my parent’s house in Connecticut. It was an amazing revelation. There were so many similarities that mimicked life back on Earth. Xicret had more to offer than meets the eye.

      I wondered what summers and winters were like here on this planet. Did it get really warm during some months, and snow in others? These were questions I’d have to remind myself to pose to Harkzak.

      “Having a nice day around the house?” Harkzak plunked down beside me, dunking his feet in the water as well. He gave me a warm, affectionate smile.

      “Yeah, it’s really nice out here,” I admitted.

      I looked out at the horizon, thinking about how bittersweet it was to live here now. On the one hand I still had a void in my heart where my family had once filled the hole.

      I would always miss them and wonder about them from time to time and I knew that. I could only hope that their thoughts would drift to me every now and again too.

      But on the other hand, they had moved on without me and I had to move on without them too. There was no sense in dwelling in pain that only inflicted more heartbreak and suffering. Life was short. I needed to learn to live in the moment.

      Maybe it was them who were actually lost, and not me. I tried to reverse those scenarios to make me feel better. They weren’t getting to enjoy life on another planet. I was becoming more cultured by the minute.

      They were just as erased from my life as I was from theirs. If they could get on with life without my presence, then I certainly could do the same thing. It was just easier said than done. I was only one person, and I had an entire family to miss back home.

      I tried to force those misgivings away from my mind and focus only on the present. Harkzak was beside me, very apparently willing to bond with me and help me get used to being on this planet.

      I had a wait staff that made me breakfast, lunch and dinner and picked up after me. I never had that back home, so that was an added bonus. It was definitely one extra point in favor of Xicret.

      It’s not that I was lazy, it was more of like an added perk. I certainly wasn’t going to take their jobs away from them.

      We began to chat about our day, Harkzak told me he had to go into town to fix a hover ship that needed to go to a different planet by the end of the week.

      His job sounded interesting and I found myself getting wrapped up in his explanations of how he kept up the maintenance to make intergalactic travel possible.

      He was smart, I already knew that much. I had a lot to learn from him, but at the same time I hoped I’d have a few things to offer him as well.

      His job was certainly an impressive aspect of his life and a fantastic feature to have in a mate. I started talking to him about my love for teaching. I spoke with enthusiasm and joy. My spirit lit up and I was in my element talking about something that moved me.

      “Maybe one day you’ll be able to be a teacher here on Xicret.” His eyes melted my heart like chocolate on a hot summer day.

      “Really you think so?” I grinned at him. He was so charming.

      “Sure. Absolutely I do. You certainly seem to have a passion for it. I can tell by the way you talk about it.”

      He took my hand and squeezed it. I got the same sensation from his touch as I would with a warm glass of red wine flowing through my veins after those first delicious sips. He knew exactly what he was doing and how to turn me on. He had all the right words to wow me with.

      He was intoxicating. He tried to teach me some basic phrases like ‘hello’, ‘goodbye’, ‘how are you’ and ‘can you give me directions.’

      I was doing pretty well through the lesson. I did my best, trying to catch on. I wasn’t fluent in any language other than English. I daydreamed about going back home to Earth one day. I wanted to flaunt my newly cultured self to those who hurt me.

      He was slow and patient, enunciating in just the right ways to help me understand better. I’d never met a guy as kind and compassionate as Harkzak. I only wished now that I hadn’t lost those valuable days with him in the beginning. That was in the past now.

      By the end of the lesson I could say six phrases and was pretty proud of myself, especially through the distractions of his hot and sexy body.

      I watched his muscles move and contort with every movement. He was so damn chiseled and ripped everywhere; it was as if he spent every waking minute of his life working out in order to look like that.

      He was like a Greek god or something. I was certainly drooling over his sexiness. He made me want to hit the gym every day now, but I knew he appreciated my curves.

      Self-consciousness rose over me because I didn’t have half the muscle definition that he did, but it didn’t seem to stop him in the ways of lust. Every so often after he would quiz me on a phrase, word or sentence, he would reward me with a kiss.

      After a while, the kisses started to slowly move south, down to my neck at first, little butterfly teases.

      Then he moved to my chest, squeezing my tits and kissing my cleavage. He was seducing me, and I was not inclined to stop him.

      My insides were tingling with a fire that rose from my belly and spread throughout my body. I was giggling and giddy, full of fresh passion.

      Each tender touch of his lips on my skin burned me with longing and desire. He drove me wild with pleasure and he hadn’t even touched my pussy yet.

      “I think that’s enough learning for today. I’d like to explore other things now.” My words sounded far away, detached from my body as I pressed myself into him.

      My vision clouded in ecstasy as he picked me up and moved me to a lawn chair beside the pool. The sun was warm on my skin, and adrenaline moved me as I thought about how we were out in the open, exposed. Any staff member could encounter us at any moment and it was thrilling.

      I wrapped my legs around his waist and hungrily feasted on his lips and neck. I ran my hands through his hair, pulling it tight at the nape of his neck as I drew him in closer to me. I straddled him and arched my back as he leaned in to kiss my bare navel.

      He helped me out of my shirt and ripped off my bra, devouring my tits in one fell swoop. He kissed, pulled and flicked at my nipples, his eager tongue sucking on them as if he were completely famished.

      My pussy was wet with desire. My clit tingled with the need to be played with. I wanted his hands and mouth all over me.

      I stood up and wiggled so he could help me out of my shorts. He stood up too and we undressed each other with desperation and wild hunger.

      His cock came out of his boxers and it was aimed at the sky, hard as a rock. He was massive and thick. He was huge and throbbing. My pussy pulsated with longing. He threw me onto my back and spread my legs wide open.

      Leaning in between my thighs, he began to kiss my engorged, plump pussy lips. He took extra tender care at the soft folds inside my pussy, eventually finding my clit with his tongue.

      He sucked on it and kissed it, sending me over the edge with ecstasy. “I’m coming,” the words out of my mouth were a song and a prayer, and as I let go of my orgasm I arched my back as my body convulsed. He held me close as I came down from my climax.

      I was breathing and panting so hard that I thought my lungs might collapse. I waited for my vision to focus again and regain composure of my body. That was the best orgasm I’d ever had in my life, and the first with any man.

      If this was what I had to look forward to with Harkzak, then I was in for a wildly wonderful, blissful life. His treat made me feel like butterflies were floating through my veins. I needed more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      To hear the sound of Lucy’s moans vibrating through my ears and the air made me crumbly into a heap of gooey erotic lust.

      I held her body close to me as she shook with an orgasm I created. I was proud of the fact that I had brought her to the brink of ecstasy and I wanted to do it over and over again.

      The moment was ripe, fresh and passionate and full of spontaneous desire. We were exposed, outside for any of the staff to find us. The thought of getting caught in the act of private lovemaking gave me a rush of pleasure.

      Every glorious sensation was further heightened. My cock was budding like a flower blooming after a long soaked rain. My manhood pulsed and throbbed, thick and ready for her. I stood at attention, erect and welcoming to Lucy.

      I could see her look of pleasure. The heat sizzled between us, anticipation hung in the air like a lead balloon.

      My breath was sharp, and my senses tingled. It was eerily quiet as she absorbed me for the first time with her eyes.

      I watched her glance move slowly down to my manhood and her pupils dilated ever so slightly. Her mouth opened in an instinctual hunger.

      She was a virgin, but not for long. Today was the day I would finally have her, but it was so much more than that now.

      I couldn’t wait to be the first man she ever had. She was tantalizing, amazing and incredible. The way she stared right through me was so seductive that it pierced my soul.

      Desire burned an internal flame in my heart, and I began to care deeply for Lucy on multiple levels.

      I was floating on air in the blissful moment of excitement with her and I never wanted it to end. I was erotically charged, wanting to keep her naked body nestled in my arms forever.

      Her body smelled of orgasm, sweat and sex. I drew her in close to me, breathing in her intoxicating female scent.

      I trembled with desire at the smell of her glorious cum soaked pussy. This was the endurance boost I had been craving ever since I brought her home from the auction house. That time seemed like a million years ago and only yesterday all at once.

      I reached a hand between her legs, so I could feel the remnants of her climax. I wanted to feel her pussy lips quivering. I needed my fingers to touch her soaked, juicy pussy with her orgasm cream still dripping out.

      Her thighs were wet and sticky. They were still warm and flushed shaking ever so slightly in the aftermath of her near violent grand scale orgasm.

      Her soaked pussy slipped easily and delicately through my fingers. I savored in the sexiness of her moans, music to my ears.

      Her engorged clit still pulsed from the effect of her orgasm. I groaned out in pleasure while my fingers explored the soft pink fleshy folds between her legs.

      I wasn’t going to hold back anymore. I wanted to unleash the wild beast for her to ride on. We were two lovers, untamable in our sexual experimentation.

      The hot cum inside my balls needed to be released. I was so backed up that I thought I might explode. It was nearly painful. My cock wanted to rocket blast my hot load deep inside of her.

      I was ready to pound it into this virgin girl who from now until the rest of my life would be all mine forever. After I had my way with her, she would no longer be a virgin…but she would be marked by me.

      Once I was done with her, she wouldn’t be able to walk properly, and her legs would turn to jelly. I was going to help her soar to new heights of ecstasy she never dreamed possible. I was a generous lover, and she would soon learn how lucky she really had it as my princess.

      My spirit did a nose dive though when I looked up at her after she came down from her orgasm. My heart plunged when I saw the expression on her face. She looked timid and awkward.

      “Did you enjoy that?” A tremble escaped in my voice, giving my concerns away.

      I’d come too close now to give her up, especially after sharing such an intimate and erotic experience with her.

      I needed that sweet tender pussy wrapped around my giant hard cock. I throbbed and yearned for her. I trembled with excitement. I was in a daze.

      “I’m a virgin.” She bit her bottom lip.

      I could tell that she was hesitant to release information that I already knew about her. If only she could understand the grand scale of what a turn on it was for me that she was untaken.

      It didn’t stop embarrassment from creeping its way up from her neck to her cheeks in the form of a crimson red shade on her skin. I wanted to comfort and reassure her.

      My tensed muscles relaxed at her statement. I tried not to give it away that I knew she was a virgin, or that it was basically the only reason I went to Earth to buy her in the first place.

      “It’s ok, I’ll be gentle.” I breathed into her neck trying to distract her.

      I grinned and prepared myself to jump on top of her.

      “What if I bleed?”

      She pulled away and searched deep into my eyes. She was apprehensive, but I expected it due to her sexual inexperience. I knew she’d be cautious and weary at first.

      Her stare pierced my soul in a way I wasn’t expecting. This girl had a grip on me in a way that most women were never able to penetrate.

      I shook my head, trying to remain adamant that everything was going to be alright.

      “Try not to worry about it too much. It’s not a concern of mine. Even if you do bleed, it won’t be much.” I gave her a smile that I hoped she would find convincing.

      I pushed my way up on top of her, so that I was on all fours over her with my cock dangling by her stomach. She eyed it with wondering curiosity. I was ready to mount her. I was panting with desire.

      “Do you want me inside you?” My question was laced with despair.

      I was shaking from head to toe. I might just cum all over her without even touching her.

      She eyed me with wonderment and a twinge of anxiety that I hoped would melt away once I was grinding on top of her.

      “Yes, I think so. Will it hurt?” She became squeamish.

      I could tell that she was a basket of nerves under that beautiful porcelain skin I craved with fervent desire.

      I tried not to be too forceful with her because I could tell she wasn’t fully onboard with all this yet. I didn’t want to scare her off. I had made too much progress with her to revert back to our old ways.

      Any jerky or sudden movements and she’d be quick to dive back into her clothes, which I didn’t want under any circumstances. I wanted her to trust me, maybe even more so than I wanted to fuck her.

      “It’s not going to hurt. I’m a pro at this. You’ll have the best time of your life.”

      I knew I was selling her at that point because her face and body began to soften a little bit.

      I was winning the battle of emotional force fields with her. She relaxed under the blanket of my kisses as I showered them up and down her body. Each taste of her skin on my lips floored me with hungry urgency.

      I put my fingers between her legs again. I was ready to seduce her into full action. I revved up to a high level of expertise.

      I prided myself on being a master of my craft when it came to virgin human girls. I began to play with her clit again, teasing and rubbing it with slippery drenched fingers from all of her warm, delicious cum.

      “You’re so wet.” I groaned, savoring in her youthful cum dripping pussy as it glistened like gold. It was definitely the prize I wanted more than any price that could be paid.

      She arched her back and leaned her head back. She was enjoying every ecstasy driven moment. She closed her eyes and moaned. The muscles in her neck tensed as she opened her legs further to beckon me inside.

      “Are you ready?” It was more of a dare than a question, my voice felt rough with longing. I was breathing fast and urgently.

      “I’m ready.” She nodded with determination.

      She pulled her head back again to look me in the eye. Something changed in her. This time confidence burst from her expression and her posture was that of a girl ready to be fucked.

      I pulled her legs apart and spread them as wide open as they would go.

      “Damn you’re flexible.” I chuckled.

      It was an offering as a boost of endurance for her. I loved a bendy girl. I wanted her to feel like she was special, because she was.

      “Thanks.” She grinned and giggled.

      She bit her bottom lip again and ran a hand through her sexy hair.

      Fuck she was hot and I was about to plow her brains out. This was where species diversion and blissful interaction met. Euphoria hit me as we sexually connected.

      Then, in an instant my focus was interrupted once again.

      “Do you have a condom?” She cast a worried look in my direction.

      She almost appeared apologetic about asking the question. I was going to be her mate. A condom shouldn’t be on our worry list anymore.

      She sat up straight again, almost as if she forgot that minor detail that actually could turn monumental if we she wasn’t careful. I decided to appease her because I didn’t want her to bail out if I said no.

      “Of course, would you like to help me put it on?” I smiled mischievously at her as I pulled a condom out of my pocket from my pants on the floor. I opened the pouch with my teeth and threw the wrapper to the floor.

      I gave her a naughty grin filled to the brim with seduction. My animal, primal urges and instincts were kicking in, ripe and in full swing.

      “Here, try to put it on. It will be sexy.” I handed her the rubber and she took it timidly, but then something changed in her eyes.

      She became assertive with a purpose as her brow etched in fresh determination.

      She rolled it onto the tip of my cock at first with shaking fingers, and then I nodded and smiled at her to let her know to keep up the good work.

      My coaxing worked because she became more skilled the further up my shaft she worked with effort and precision.

      I sat back with my arms behind me and my dick pointing to the sky as she rolled the condom all the way down my shaft to the tip.

      The sensation was fucking incredible. The tickle of eroticism surged through me with every tender brush of her fingertips on my cock.

      I would never be able to tell that she wasn’t an old pro. She was amazing, a real natural with the way she tenderly stroked me.

      “You did an awesome job. Now it’s my turn to show you the stars and the fireworks of magic.”

      I pulled her legs open again and teased her with the tip of my cock rubbing at the surface of her pussy lips. She responded by giggling with an exotic squirm of her hips.

      I couldn’t contain myself anymore. I had to plunge my pulsing cock into her wet dark place. With a groan and a suction sound, I thrust all the way inside her. Full penetration had happened, and I gasped with the impact of how amazing it felt.

      “Oh my goodness, wow.” She panted and inhaled a deep breath as I filled her up and consumed her.

      Her cheeks were burning, glowing with sexual energy. The way she looked at me made me go crazy. Her whole face was filled with amazement as I gratifyingly filled her.

      “Keep going.” She lured me in.

      She was fully committed to me grinding on her now as her hips formed a sexy groove. She seductively began to rock back and forth with me with satisfaction.

      “I’ll give you everything you want, baby,” I promised her.

      My cheeks hurt from smiling. As I ground into her, I concentrated on the thrust. I kept my eye on the prize but at the same time I didn’t want to be too forceful in my element and zone out or hurt her.

      At first, I molded my thrusts gently. I continued rocking back and forth as I burrowed deeper inside her. She was warm and wet, and I loved how my cock slide magnificently in and out of her pussy.

      She began to squeeze her pussy lips together giving me an even more enhanced sense of pleasure. She was learning quicker than I expected and soaring me to new heights of sexual endurance and freedom.

      If she was this good already, I couldn’t imagine what a little practice would do. She acted like a seasoned pro. She was blissfully natural as she rocked back and forth with me. I stared at her bouncing, beautiful breasts with adoration.

      She wrapped her legs around my waist and dug her heels into the back of my ass, beckoning me to thrust and push harder. I took her breasts in one hand and used the other for support to balance and stay on top of her.

      I was in full concentration mode. I wanted to make her cum. I wanted us to cum together as the eruption consumed us.

      The moment was filled with magic. Sparks were flying all around us with the sexual chemistry. It felt incredible to finally be able to release some of the sexual tension between us. The sensitive skin on my cock jumped with pleasure with each quiver inside her pussy.

      I rocked faster and faster, ready to release my hot load into her, but I wanted her to cum one more time. She was the most important one right now and I prided myself on being a generous lover.

      “Harder.” Her voice was instructing and pleading at the same time as she breathed out a soft moan.

      She was a seductress, sexy and free. She was like a rose flower in bloom, opening herself up to expose herself to me.

      I was happy to oblige her and was willing to do whatever it took to keep her satisfied and coming hard.

      I pounded into her as hard as I could like her g-spot was my target and my cock was the dart.

      I buried my throbbing cock up her tight, sweet, little pussy until my balls were slapping at her pussy lips. I knew it was driving us both wild with alluring sensation.

      Then, it happened again, and the beautiful moaning sound filled my ears like sweet, seductive music.

      “I’m coming!” she screamed into the air for all the world to hear.

      Her voice blew through the trees around us and whispered through the wind.

      As her body rocked with her orgasm and her pussy lips tightened on my cock, it sent me over the edge too. I couldn’t hold on any longer. I had to release this mountain of desire spewing inside of me.

      With a sharp grunt and an urgent thrust, I shot my hot load into the condom inside her. It filled to the brim and nearly spilled over.

      I collapsed on top of her in a heap, naked and sweaty. After a few moments she began to giggle excessively as her eyes danced with flirtatiousness.

      I propped up on one elbow, still panting and breathing heavy.

      “What?” I asked with amusement.

      Her laughter was infectious. She was adorable, and I would spend the rest of my life showering her with orgasms and compliments if that’s what it took to get her to stay with me forever.

      Lucy’s cheeks were flushed in the afterglow of explicitly amazing sex. She was floating through the clouds with blissful ease. I recognized her cloudy, lust filled gaze because I felt it too.

      She hiked her naked thigh over my torso and grinned. She took her index finger and rolled it over my belly button, swirling it in a circle pattern.

      “That was amazing. I can’t believe I’ve been missing this for so long! We have got to do that again.” She gave me a sexy look that let me know she was serious.

      “I’m never one to turn down sex,” I joked.

      “It was seriously one of the best moments of my life.” Lucy’s smile was warm and genuine and melted my heart into a puddle.

      I chuckled and stroked her cheek with my thumb. “You are so cute. I’m glad you are enthusiastic about sex with me.”

      “Give me an orgasm and I’ll be onboard any day of the week.” She giggled.

      We shared a brief moment where we gazed into each other’s eyes with mutual respect and a new door was opened for the opportunity of making magic together.

      Then, she sat up and kissed me long and tenderly, sending shivers of electrical pleasure up my spine. I loved how spontaneous she was willing to be with me.

      She was going the extra mile to make me happy. I realized her efforts against all odds and honestly it humbled me.

      “I’m glad you enjoyed the sex,” I whispered to her and returned her kiss with grace.

      As we pulled away from each other, I gazed into her eyes but all I could see were stars shining brighter than the biggest moon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      I was still reeling with pleasure after the sex I’d shared with Harkzak the afternoon before.

      It wasn’t only last night either. He took me twice this morning too. He was an incredible lover, and lust seeped and oozed from my pores like water flowing down a stream.

      I wanted him to spend hours going down on me. I was sure he would be happy to bring me that pleasure and make me cum until I couldn’t see straight.

      I woke up with contentment shining through my heart. My body felt wavy and relaxed. Harkzak gave me a drifty, dreamy feeling.

      “Hello.” I waved at Esme who was cleaning a bookshelf as I passed by.

      She gave me a beaming smile and returned a wave. I hoped that before long, we would be able to communicate better. She looked like the kind of warm, kindred soul who had loads of fascinating stories to tell.

      I walked over to the kitchen counter and found a note from Harkzak. I read through it with a smile.

      Here is the number to a couple of my friends. Their wives are educated and can speak many languages, including English. You should give them a call. Maybe they could take you out around town. Enjoy your day, Harkzak.

      What a thoughtful note from my new dreamy blue ken doll. His offering for me to make friends gave me a new sense of confidence. It made me feel wanted and that there were people out there interested in getting to know me.

      Another plus side to gaining a social life was the fact that I wouldn’t have to feel so alone during the day while he was off at work. I could go out and make new friends.

      It was a bonus to be able to interact with girls who like me would be able to speak English, so I could communicate easier with them.

      I got excited about the idea of them teaching me some Xicretese as well. I didn’t expect to be fluent after a mere few days, but maybe after a few months I could engage in full sentence conversations.

      I wondered whether or not Harkzak had already told his friends about me, spreading the word that I was there and would need company. I hoped it wouldn’t be an awkward situation. I was outgoing, but still slightly nervous about making the first move.

      I went to the computer and brushed my hair with my fingers and nostalgically stared back at my reflection through the black screen.

      I cleared my throat and hit the space bar to pop the screen back on. I hit the number to the first of the two women and took a deep breath. The name Sallina was scribbled on the note pad with a phone number that was twelve digits long.

      I checked behind myself to make sure I had entered the lengthy numbers into the system correctly before hitting the dial button.

      I took a deep breath and embraced my freedom. Harkzak wanted me to get to know people here. He wasn’t a warden harboring a prisoner. I was going to be his mate.

      I hit the send button. It was now or never. I didn’t want to sit alone in this huge palace all by myself all day while Harkzak went off to work and had royal business meetings. I needed to take care of myself.

      My heart raced when I thought about outlandish, ridiculous scenarios of thinking the worst. What if this woman didn’t accept me as a human?

      Would she be resentful that Harkzak chose a mate from a different planet? Certainly, he wouldn’t give me the number to anyone he thought might be a threat to me.

      I knew that a lot of Xicret women resented the men for bringing human girls back to their planet. Their abrasiveness and unruly behavior was part of the reason so many Xicret men fled to other planets like Earth to find a mate.

      Harkzak wouldn’t have the patience for natives that behaved that away. I had no choice but to trust him. I knew that some of them felt differently like they could bond and relate with better than what was offered to them on their own planet.

      I began mentally backtracking. Was this a good idea? I was hesitant, but I didn’t have time to hit cancel on the keyboard because Sallina answered on the second ring.

      A pretty, blue female face popped up on my screen.

      “Hello?” She looked at me quizzically, and then craned her neck to look behind me.

      “Oh, you must be Lucy.” She appeared to either recognize Harkzak’s office in the scene behind me or the number I was calling from.

      Her eyes softened, and I could instantly tell that she had a warm and welcoming personality. She spoke with a fluidly beautiful Xicretese accent over her perfectly flowing English.

      I was both impressed and relieved. I felt proud of myself for not wimping out and hanging up before she had the chance to answer my call.

      I waved to the camera on the screen reflecting her back to me and planted on a genuine smile.

      “Yes, hello. You’re correct, I’m Lucy. Hi, it’s nice to meet you.” I cringed at the words that burst from my mouth.

      Way to go stupid, you haven’t really technically met her. I gave myself a private mental reprimand but kept smiling through my flustered bewilderment, so she wouldn’t be able to catch on.

      I tried to remind myself that this wasn’t my first official interaction with another person before and I needed to get a grip.

      I couldn’t even imagine what it would have been like if I was there in person. Hopefully she couldn’t tell that I was a total and utter basket-case.

      “Harkzak has told me so much about you.” Her smile was kind and refreshing after feeling so alone on a different planet millions of miles away from home.

      “Only good things I hope,” I snorted.

      I quickly became embarrassed again, but then chuckled as she laughed along with me. So, Harkzak did do a good deed, setting me up with this new potential friend.

      We were bonding already as we giggled like old friends. She didn’t seem remotely anything like the other Xicret women he’d described with such bitterness and animosity. That was probably the reason he felt safe and assured in recommending Sallina as a friend to me.

      “Yes of course,” she reassured me with a twinkle in her eye.

      “Harkzak and my husband have been friends since they were little boys.” She made a gesture with her fingers to depict them being small.

      “That’s great.” I nodded. “He gave me your number as well as another girl’s. Let’s see here…” I glanced down at the notepad. “Lizana is the other name on here, and he wrote down her phone number as well.” I glanced back up at the screen and smiled shyly.

      “Ah yes, Lizana is a dear friend of mine as well. Her husband is also very close to Harkzak. We all have get-togethers from time to time. It will be nice for Harkzak to bring his own mate around with him. I could see the loneliness in his eyes. It’s seemed to have washed away after he brought you home.”

      Her voice chimed at the word home, and it settled into my brain that I really was home now here with him. At least I had to look forward to being surrounded by people who genuinely cared about me.

      I nodded in agreement and scratched my elbow. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. I had a hard time adjusting at first, but now that I’ve embraced my new life I think I’m really going to like it here.”

      She nodded in agreement with a smile.

      “Harkzak will take good care of you. He may have a tough exterior, but he’s a giant teddy bear inside.”

      She laughed again, a beautiful sound like wind chimes twinkling in the breeze. She was really pretty with long dark hair and eyes the color of black stone that were alluring and enticing. She seemed mysterious, but in an ethereal type of way.

      “I must say, your English is remarkable. How did you learn to speak it so fluently?” I didn’t mean to sound rude, but I was genuinely curious.

      She laughed again with humor and amusement. “Lots of practice over the years. I have had a proper upbringing and education that merited me learning the common language.”

      “Do you think you could teach me Xicretese?” I leaned in closer to the display monitor and held my breath with hopefulness.

      “Yes of course, anytime you want. In fact, maybe Lizana and I could take you out to lunch and shopping downtown. We could teach you some phrases and help you learn your way around.”

      “That would be amazing!” I shouted maybe a little too loudly, but I was excited and looking forward to it.

      I bounced up and down in my seat and grinned from ear to ear.

      “We could pick you up now if you are free?” She raised a curious eyebrow.

      Wow, these people really mean what they say around here.

      I nodded with a burst of enthusiasm. “Yes, I’m totally free. I can’t wait!”

      I stood up and said goodbye as I shut off the display screen. I ran up the stairs two at a time, pumped full of adrenaline and excitement. I couldn’t wait to get ready to go out with my new girlfriends. Now, I only had to decide upon the perfect outfit from everything Harkzak bought for me before my arrival.
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        * * *

      

      A little while later, Sallina and Lizana arrived to pick me up. I was surprised at how dainty Lizana was. A delicate flower, she was petite and poised. She smiled a lot but seemed more on the shy side.

      She was kind just like Sallina, but not as chatty. I still felt as if over time we would become great friends.

      We left in Sallina’s car and headed over to a quaint restaurant that they picked just for me, saying the cuisine was something that could ease me into the Xicretese culture.

      Once we arrived at the restaurant, I couldn’t read the menu or talk to the waiter, so the girls had to explain to me what the food was and also order for me. I hated feeling helpless like that but they didn’t seem to mind it so I took it all in stride.

      Back at the house, Harkzak made sure the pantry was stocked full of food I would recognize and be accustomed to ordering. He wanted to keep things comfortable and convenient for me.

      While I certainly appreciated his efforts, I didn’t want him to shelter me either. I had to learn all of these new lifestyle changes in time. There was no better time like the present to get started on those goals.

      At the same time, I wasn’t ready to rip my training wheels off completely either. All of this was foreign to me and I had no idea what would arrive on my plate. I was curious and hoped that I wouldn’t be utterly repulsed by what they brought out for consumption.

      I was nervous, but excited. Luckily for me, I had an adventurous nature and didn’t mind branching out to blossom and try new things.

      I was willing to do what it took to fit in, as long as the waiter didn’t bring me back stuffed worms or something like that. It wasn’t like I would be able to tell what the food was when it got there anyway.

      “So how are you liking Xicret so far?” Lizana peered at me through her dazzling purple glasses that had round lens.

      I could tell she was eager to get to know me better, much like our mutual friend Sallina. I didn’t mind obliging them with a bit of my background history as well as opinions on how I was adjusting to the move.

      I noticed the people there dressed eccentrically, much differently than I was used to back at home. The colors people wore were bright, loud and full of patterns. Fashion was trendy but much different than what I was used to.

      Back at home, I had a lazy sense of style to where most of the time I would just throw on a pair of jeans and a tank top. Fred had called it my ‘college look.’ My mind momentarily soured at the memory of Fred who had led me on and lied to me about his love…or in my case lack thereof.

      I was beginning to notice how boring humans were in comparison to the colorful Xicret folk and considered myself lucky to be in their company.

      I took a sip of my water from the straw and reflectively pondered Lizana’s question.

      “Um, I’m liking it I guess. There’s a lot to take in.” I smiled and shrugged.

      I took another sip of my water, fidgeting awkwardly between the lapses in conversation while I mentally brainstormed up ways to help the conversation flow easier.

      It was something that would have to develop over time, but there was still a bond forming between us.

      Lizana nodded. “I’m sure you’ll get used to it over time.” She was polite but quiet. I assumed that was just part of her nature.

      “Yeah, probably.” I looked out to the city street around me as the hustle and bustle of traffic and life.

      The Xicret people scurried along with routine much like what reflected real life back on Earth.

      We chose to eat outside under an umbrella table because it was a really lovely day with blue skies and white fluffy clouds.

      This planet resembled Earth so much it surprised me. There was a tired wrinkly old man pushing a food vending cart down the street beside me and it brought a smile to my lips. I felt more comfortable here than I did before.

      Xicret men walked confidently down the streets. They were natives in business suits walking past me, striding along with cell phone headsets attached to their ears.

      I looked at Sallina and Lizana and chuckled. “To be honest, this place is a lot like New York back home. There are quite a few resemblances.”

      I stared at the street and people watched. For some reason, I became entranced by the activity all around me.

      My nostalgia was brief and interrupted. “Ah, New York. One of my favorite places.” I looked up at Sallina who was smiling contentedly.

      “You’ve been?” I asked with intrigue and curiosity.

      I had to admit, I was surprised. The Xicret people certainly did travel and get around. Human’s on Earth either weren’t adventurous enough or didn’t have the scientific technology to put a mission like that in place.

      It would be nice if one day the two species could merge and blend with free will and not like a slavery type of kidnapping trade. I was afraid the hostility between the two cultures were too far sour to mend now.

      “Yes, a few times.” She smiled at me. “It is a lot like the epicenter city of Xicret.” She gestured in front of her, out at the busy city streets as an example.

      I nodded. “Yeah, it makes me not so homesick.” I tried not to sound too pitiful.

      I didn’t want to bring these new friends down on what was supposed to be a fun day out in the new city. More importantly, I didn’t want them to feel sorry for me. Being a downer was not on my agenda for the day.

      “The food is here.”

      I glanced up when Lizana pointed at the server who had our plates on a large disc tray.

      He placed a bowl of soup in front of me that looked like it had an assortment of vegetables along with some meat resembling pork. There were also some noodles mixed in.

      I sighed with relief. “This actually doesn’t look so bad.”

      I gave my new friends Sallina and Lizana a teasing grin as I took the spoon out of the napkin. I could eat this, it appeared normal enough looking.

      “You’ll love it; it’s really flavorful and is a great way to ease into Xicretese food.”

      Sallina picked up her fork and cut into some slab of meat and potato looking dish. She looked as ravenous as I felt.

      I took a big slurp of the soup. There was no sense in being timid about it as I dared to dive right in.

      “Mmm, yum. This is actually quite tasty.” I laughed as the girls told me the Xicretese word for tasty and we chatted for a while.

      The conversation began to flow slightly little easier as we both relaxed and enjoyed our meals. The girls tried to teach me some more various phrases and food names. I was having a great time and forgot all about life back on Earth for the moment.

      I suddenly became more reflectively cognizant of the fact that I was drifting further and further away from my old life. Soon enough, everything I ever knew would become a distant memory as my past set like the sun on the horizon.

      “Maybe after we eat we can do a little shopping?” I admired the Xicret women as they passed, looking posh and trendy in loud colors and sharp hem lines. “I want to look cute like those girls.”

      “Oh yes, we love to shop ourselves too.” Sallina nodded enthusiastically and her face lit up like a Christmas tree.

      “Sallina actually has a shopping addiction.” Lizana laughed and nudged Sallina playfully with her elbow.

      “Hey, I most certainly do not have a shopping addiction,” Sallina teased back and rolled her eyes with an amused smirk.

      I appreciated their fun loving humor and was grateful to Harkzak for setting me up with them. I knew he’d be pleased to learn I’d had an amazing time spending the day with my new friends. It was a much better alternative instead of aimlessly wandering the gardens at the palace all alone.

      Sallina picked up the bill before anyone else could. “Please, it is my pleasure to pay for lunch today.”

      I thanked her graciously, touched by her gesture of kindness. “I’m really thankful for all this hospitality.”

      “Oh darling, it’s nothing really.” Sallina patted my back as we walked out of the restaurant and down toward the market where vendors sold trinkets and novelty items.

      Souvenirs and clothing adorned the shop walls and I stared in mesmerized awe at my surroundings, soaking it all in. There was so much to look at. It was sensation overload but in the best way possible.

      There were so many incredible things to look at and touch, I was like a kid in a candy store. “This market is really cool,” I confessed as the three of us leisurely strolled along.

      “This would look really good on you.” Sallina picked up a black and white checkered dress with a slimming waist.

      I had to admit, she was right. The dress was massively cute.

      It might help me with my figure to wear it because it was conforming to curves.

      She held it up to my body, gauging what it looked like without me trying it on. On a whim, I decided to be playful, so I posed as we giggled.

      “You have good taste,” I offered politely.

      “Thank you.” She bowed her head, pleased at my compliment.

      “Should I get it? What do you think? Would Harkzak like it?” Maybe I could surprise him when he got home and wear it for him.

      I was getting excited, talking animatedly and asking tons of questions to reassure myself that I was cute enough to pull off a sexy dress like this one.

      “I think he would love it. It makes you look really gorgeous.” Sallina looked at Lizana who nodded her profound agreement.

      “It’s not like you are not already really gorgeous,” Lizana added. “It’s just that…well, the dress compliments you.

      I appreciated her efforts to make me feel better about myself and gave her a smile.

      “Okay! I’ll buy it. I’m excited to show it to Harkzak. I want to look sexy for him.” I genuinely meant that statement with all my heart.

      “You’ll look incredible in that dress. You are really beautiful, Lucy. You are blessed to have blonde hair and blue eyes. Harkzak is lucky to have you.”

      I blushed at the compliment my new friend gave me. I guessed that Lizana had a point. I was different looking than anyone else here on Xicret, but maybe that made me more unique and special.

      After I bought the dress, we walked out of the market. My heart leapt out of my chest as I saw Harkzak in the opposite direction on the other side of the road.

      That was a random coincidence that made my heart sing with joy. I waved from across the street and mouthed the word ‘hi’.

      I held up the bag, showing him that I was getting acclimated around town and even went shopping. I was proud and couldn’t wait to surprise him with the new dress. I intended to try it on as soon as I made it back to the palace.

      He gave me prideful thumbs up as he walked along with one of his business partners. I could tell that he was visibly excited and pleased to see I was having a great time with my new girlfriends. It was a turning out to be a magical day after all.
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      “I didn’t know if I would like my food at the restaurant, but it turned out to be actually quite delicious.”

      I watched Lucy talk animatedly with her hands about her day out with Sallina and Lizana. I was amused and delighted by her positive experience.

      “I’m glad you had fun with them.” I gave her a hug, no doubt excited for her that she was making new friends along the way. Her eyes were sparkling, dazzling with magic.

      “Is everything alright?”

      I looked up, apparently not aware that she was underlyingly scrutinizing me. “What? Oh, yes-of course. Everything is fine.”

      I smiled even though everything was not fine. I was living a lie at Lucy’s expense. Her happiness was built on a foundation of untruth. The Looking Eye was the culprit in the turmoil that rocked my guilt to the core.

      The words were on the tip of my tongue, threatening to burst forth if I wasn’t careful. I knew the right thing to do was to tell Lucy the Looking Eye was a sham, but I hated to see her happiness and joy vanish like fog at the dawn.

      “Oh. Okay. Well you just seem a little distracted, that’s all.” Lucy sat up straight and looked at me questioningly as if I weren’t convincing.

      “I promise, everything is alright.” I kissed her delicate cheek tenderly to ease her doubtful mind. If I couldn’t even believe myself, why should she?

      To my relief, Lucy temporarily bought my assurance, at least for now. She began her bubbly chattering once again.

      “I can’t wait to hang out with them again. They are true real friends. They seemed so genuine you know?” Lucy glanced up at me seeking approval and agreement.

      I nodded, trying to keep up the pace with her. I was getting lost in the moment of her talking about her new life and it was clear how peaceful she felt. I didn’t want to rip that joy of hers to shreds. Not yet.

      Lucy shook her head as if reflectively and pensively plotting something in her mind. “I mean back home, those people I thought were my real friends really weren’t. They didn’t really care about me. I’m done with fake people.”

      I halfway listened as she described her life back home and how everyone acted genuine around her, but they were really fake on the inside.

      The torment of guilt lashed at me like the brutal winds of a hurricane. My subconscious rose above, clouding my mind with delusion.

      I wanted Lucy to love living here because she wanted to be with me, not because she thought it was a hopeless cause back home.

      I attempted to make myself feel better by thinking about how it wasn’t technically my fault. My father presented me with the Looking Eye and told me to give it to Lucy before revealing its falsehood.

      “I want to do anything I can to make you happy.” The twinkle in her eye floored me with longing.

      She bit her bottom lip with mischief and ran a hand through her long blond hair so seductively that it made me tremble.

      “Really?” I tried to act surprised. She was in a spectacular mood and I expected her to try and be accommodating because that’s just who she was. She was sweet and innocent. She was my perfect girl.

      “Yes, really. You are my soul mate. I know that now. How else would fate have brought us together?”

      She slid next to me on the couch. Her bare thigh scorched my own leg with the soft touch of hers. Her skin looked like porcelain and seemed to almost glow next to the contrast of my blue skin.

      “There are so many ways I want to make you happy.” Her eyes pierced me. Her voice was low and sexy like candy.

      “Like what?” I swallowed hard, a tingling building inside my pants. I wanted her to elaborate and hash out specific details.

      Lucy shrugged seductively and giggled playfully. “Whatever you want, sexy man.”

      Her movements were fluid and calculated as she got on all fours. You would never know that she had been a virgin only days ago because she seemed so sexy and confident.

      She inched so close to me that she was nearly on top of me. Her back pressed toward the ground as she arched her ass up in the air and wiggled it around.

      I swallowed hard. My breath quickened as my pulse raced. I became sweaty and flushed with electric heat.

      “You’re taunting me, aren’t you?” I dared a look in her sky, blue eyes that were dazzling with naughtiness.

      “I can be whatever you want me to be.” She sighed as the words expelled from her throat in a sexy, soft moan that rocked me into oblivion.

      I was grateful for the change in subject. I didn’t want to talk about her life back home ever again. If I could make love to her over and over that was perfect for me.

      It wasn’t like she could ever go back to Earth anyway so what was the point in torturing her with the truth?

      She didn’t behave like my prisoner here and I certainly didn’t want her to assume that she wasn’t my princess. It was for the best to just try to push ahead forward.

      I was more than willing now to let her carry on with her little seduction party, because it meant that she would stop saying the words that shot through my heart. Sex was a welcomed distraction in my eyes.

      My conscious was killing me. I needed to let go of the past because it was clear that Lucy was willing to do the same thing.

      Perhaps all I needed right then was a good ole fashioned fucking session with my new mate and soon to be bride Lucy.

      I was craving an orgasm. I wanted to dump my hot load inside her tight little pussy. I was lucky because I got the chance to live out my perfect fantasies on one of the most attractive human girls that Xicret had ever seen.

      My cock was pulsing, longing for her. I wanted to make her cum over and over. I loved to hear her moaning as she climaxed. It was a brilliant sound to my ears. I wanted to become one together as we wrestled naked and sweaty between the sheets.

      “Oh, I almost forgot something.” Lucy popped up and stood up next to me. She bounced on her heels and clapped her hands together with excited animation.

      I had to let out a little laugh. She was so amusing, a budding, blossoming flower of delight.

      “What?” I put my hands behind my head, wondering what she was talking about and why she halted her tantalizing display of affection so suddenly.

      She still remained happy and calm, so that was all that mattered to me. She was cute and adorable in an Earthy, sensual way.

      “I bought you a present.” She winked proudly.

      “A present?” I sat up, intrigued and suddenly rippled with curiosity.

      Lucy nodded with feisty enthusiasm. “Yep, and I think you are gonna like it.”

      “Well let’s see what it is then. You are keeping me in suspense.” I tossed my hands in the air playfully.

      She was enormous amounts of fun to be around and hang out with. I hated to see a time when she would hate me if I caved about the truth. Would I ever let go of the guilt and eventually tell her the truth about the Looking Eye? I still was treading uncertain water on that subject.

      “Ok, I’ll be right back.” She started to walk away but then called over her shoulder, “don’t go anywhere.”

      I rolled my eyes and laughed. “I’ll stay put, I promise.” Naturally, I kept my eyes on her curvy body as she strutted away with a sexy stroll.

      “Cross your heart?” she called out again as a question.

      I was confused at her statement. I assumed it was a language barrier thing. “I’m sorry, what do you mean?” I asked in response.

      “It’s a saying back home. Sorry, sometimes I get so wrapped up in conversation that I forget you aren’t human. You just fool me because you’re super awesome at speaking English.” She giggled, handing out the compliment.

      “Thanks.” I grinned, happy to relish in the way she adored me. “Now stop being distracted and go get my surprise.” I leaned back against the softness of the pillows, relaxing.

      “Right.” She laughed and winked at me as she trotted from the room.

      I watched with sensual bliss as her hips swayed as she walked away. Desire was really heating up the blood in my veins and pounding through my pulsing cock.

      I could hardly contain my excitement while she was gone and couldn’t wait for her to return. I was becoming addicted to her. When she reemerged a few minutes later, my breath halted and captured itself in my lungs. My jaw dropped to what I was sure was straight to a plummet on the floor, unhinging at the perfect shock.

      I stood up, unable to utter even a single word other than, “Wow.”

      “You like it?” She did a full circle twirl. She had a smirk on her face and her eyes gazed seductively through mine. She knew exactly how hot she was.

      “Are you kidding me? Holy fuck you are sexy. Is this my surprise?” I started panting with hunger.

      I was literally drooling over the delicious gorgeous girl in front of me. Her attention and devotion to me was supreme.

      “That’s right, baby. I bought this dress just for you, earlier with Lizana and Sallina back at the market.”

      She inched her way over to me, deliberately being slow about it to tease me further. She was wicked and naughty, and I loved every minute of it.

      Her body was sensual. She was gorgeous. The way her hair fell over her face cast a beautiful shadow that drove me wild. She looked mysterious. She moved her hips delicately as if she knew exactly the right buttons to turn me on.

      As she moved around, the scent of her pussy floored me. It was already coming through my nostrils the closer she got to me and making me shake. I sat down on the couch and watched as she moved her fingers slowly from her neck down to her chest.

      I was mesmerized by her sensual movements I noticed her fingers were shaking as she touched her bosom. The room was sliced with erotic, raw desire that swirled between us like magnets pulling in the same direction.

      Her bouncy breasts screamed to explode out of her revealing black and white skin tight dress. It fit to the curves of her figure perfectly. Each movement of her legs revealed more and more of her juicy thighs. She was teasing me as she rubbed her hands along the edge of her inner thighs.

      She was going to bare all to me tonight once again. The potential of everything I wanted to do to her rushed through my mind and made my cock harden.

      “You…look…amazing.” My eyes hungrily scanned every inch of her body, her eyes dared me to touch her. I was craving her with such force I thought my heart might pound out of my chest.

      She ignited a flame within me that was unmatched. I struggled to breath. The room became blurry. I was fuzzy with delusional lust.

      I reached out and pulled her close to me because I couldn’t take any more of this teasing and taunting. I had to feel her body pressed against mine. I was the prince of Xicret and I got what I wanted, when I wanted it.

      She was soft and sultry. The scent of perfume lingering on her neck and hair as I buried my face in her breasts. I showered her with soft, sensual and alluring kisses that made moans of pleasure escape as a whisper from her lips.

      “Was the dress expensive?” I glanced up as I made eye contact, locking in a gaze with her.

      She shrugged indifferently as if she wasn’t bothered by the price. “The cost wasn’t terribly unreasonable. You can’t put a price on your reaction that’s for sure,” she added.

      She had a point there. To her, my reaction probably made all her efforts worth it.

      A shadow of mischief overcame me and I grinned with playfulness. “It’s a good thing it wasn’t expensive.” I breathed out desperately.

      “Why is that?” She giggled, but she looked confused at my admittance.

      I grabbed her up by the hips and picked her up, sitting her on my lap so that she was then straddling me. Then, I pushed my mouth into her neck and kissed her.

      “Because, I’m going to rip that dress right off of your sexy little body,” I confessed naughtily.

      Lucy grinned, expressing her eagerness with my plan. “I wish you would, you’re taking too long.” She whined and pouted out her sexy bottom lip with lackluster complaint.

      “Mmm.” I grabbed the dress from the bottom and lifted it over her head, exposing her bare chest and tight black lacy thong. I quivered with desire upon seeing her exposed, gorgeous body.

      “Those are sexy,” I admired and glanced down at her panties with a satisfied grin of approval.

      “Kiss them, touch them.” She was being assertive and aggressive and I loved every minute of it.

      “You’re so gorgeous.” I panted like an animal in heat.

      I plucked one of her nipples into my mouth and sucked on it gloriously while I fumbled to take off her panties with my hands. I wanted nothing more than to put my hand between her legs and feel her wet, ripe sexy gash.

      She lifted her legs to slip out of the panties and to also give me a helping hand. The soft, lacy fabric fell like a feather to the floor. Her pussy was engorged, wet and glistening. She was sensitive and swollen. I knew she was ready for me before I even touched her.

      I groaned out as my fingers slipped just inside the fresh folds of her pink, delicious pussy.

      I was relishing in how wet she was. Her pussy was already puddling and pooling like a lake. My fingers slipped freely and easily back and forth as I rubbed around to find her clit.

      She moved her head back in ecstasy as I made contact with the magical place between her legs where all love and orgasms came from.

      I was completely swallowed up in the moments of passion filling my body as she continued to moan softly from reaction to my touch. I used my thumb to flick against her swollen clit and pushed my index finger inside of her.

      “You’re soaked.” I smiled, proud of myself for making her this wet with pleasure.

      I whispered sensually in her ear as I tugged and nibbled on it. She moaned out and I could feel chill bumps prickling on her skin as she was filled with ecstasy.

      I grabbed her up by the waist and pulled her on top of me so that she straddled me and her legs were wide open. I wanted to take her and keep her spread apart. I wanted to play with her pussy like it was a musical instrument and I was the conductor.

      The pink and juicy flesh between her legs was my drug and I was desperate for a hit to be surrendered to another place in my mind.

      She captivated me to new sexual heights and I was bound by the lust I felt for her. The scent of her pussy pooled me to a puddle on the floor. I turned to liquid mush as her passion and sensuality dripped between her legs right onto my fingers.

      She spread her legs open and leaned back so I could more freely and easily have access to playing with and tickling her clit. She moaned harder and louder until I knew she was about to cum. I knew she was at the edge of no return, but I wanted to stop her so I could taste that juicy nectar as it oozed from her pussy.

      I lifted her up by the waist again and placed her gently on the floor as I pushed her legs open again. She was open and inviting. Her sexy blue eyes glazed over with passion as I brought her to the brink of climax.

      “I’m gonna taste you now, baby,” I whispered to her as I kissed her navel, sending ripples of shivering pleasure through her body.

      As soon as my mouth landed softly on her pussy, she cried out in a near violent climax.

      “Oh my goodness this is amazing,” she screamed out as she pulled my head closer inside her thighs. She was breathing hard and wailing cries of passion.

      She scraped her nails against my scalp and pulled on the back of my hair. I held her close as her body rocked in orgasm. She was screaming so hard that I was certain everyone in the palace could probably hear her throes of bliss.

      After she had come down from her climax I pulled her close and enveloped her in a loving hug. I drew in the coconut smell of her hair. I loved going down on her and would gladly do it again just to taste her.

      “Thank you,” she whispered, and her eyes were ablaze with magic. Her cheeks were rosy in the afterglow of orgasm.

      “You’re welcome.” I smiled sheepishly, dazed from her climax just as much as she was.

      “Now it’s your turn.” She sat up and grinned wickedly. Her eyes turned wild, mischievous.

      “What do you mean?” I leaned back and took in her beauty. I knew exactly what she was talking about, but I needed to hear her say the words to make me tremble with pleasure.

      “Just watch.” She was still grinning with mischief.

      She got on all fours again and leaned me back so that I was propped up on my elbows. She crouched over me and began to pump my throbbing cock dripping with pre-come.

      I was going crazy for her. I knew it would only be a matter of minutes before I sky-rocked my load of hot cum all over her.

      The sensation sent shivers up my spine with pleasure. She gave me a seductive stare and then dove right in with her entire mouth. She swallowed me up one mouthful at a time, until she had all of my cock wrapped around her lips all the way to the end. I was hurtling toward the brink of sexual madness.

      She pumped her neck up and down as she kissed, sucked and playfully teased my cock with her tongue. She worked her magic with her mouth in glorious, sexy ways that I could never have even imagined possible.

      “Oh wow this feels incredible,” I groaned as my eyes rolled back in my head. Her mouth was sexy and beautiful wrapped around my swollen, thick cock.

      After a few minutes, I knew I was headed over the edge to orgasm and it was only a matter of seconds before I poured out my love to her and was consumed with climax.

      I pulled her mouth away from my pulsing cock and watched her luscious beautiful red lips slide off the shaft. She eyed me with tantalizing seduction.

      “I want to fuck you now, baby,” I pleaded with her as I reached for a condom out of my pants pocket.

      The pants were laying in a heap next to me and I fumbled around shakily with ecstasy. I managed to get the wrapper open and frantically edged the condom onto my cock, as if I couldn’t get it sheathed onto the tip fast enough. I was consumed with wild desperation.

      “Now, you’re mine, little girl,” I growled with a deep voice and grabbed her up by the waist. “Get on all fours again.” I loved to order her around and I think she enjoyed it too given her sexy smile.

      I took my palm and gave her juicy bottom a nice little smack as she headed in the direction I wanted.

      Once she was on all fours on the floor, I spread her legs open and grabbed each fleshy plump ass cheek in each hand. I spread her open wide and gazed hungrily at her beautiful pink pussy from behind. She was glistening and beautiful. Her pussy was so juicy it was pooling a lake in front of me.

      “You are so hot,” I mouthed and nearly drooled through the pleasure. “Do you want me to fuck you from behind?” I wanted to be a raw animal and let go of every inhibition with her.

      “Yes please.” Her voice had urgency in it that made me crazy as she begged me to fuck her.

      “You’re in for the ride of your life, sweetheart. I’m gonna fuck your brains out. You’ve never experienced this level of ecstasy.” I was ready to make her cum so hard she wouldn’t be able to see straight.

      I eased the tip of my throbbing cock right inside her pussy lips, and then plunged inside. I began to thrust harder and harder, faster and faster. Her pussy was slippery and glorious as I filled her up.

      I gripped her waist for support. She was tight and the folds of skin on my cock made me crave her pussy with a deep desire. The sensation was driving me wild. After a minute or two I could feel the sweet level of satisfaction rising as I spiraled toward climax.

      “I’m gonna come from behind your pretty little ass,” I yelled as I blew my hot load inside her with a deep, guttural cry of pleasure.

      I collapsed on top of her, panting and seeing double as the world swirled around me. I was in pure ecstasy. She was incredible. My senses were tingling with delight.

      “That was amazing,” she said and rolled over on top of me. I could feel her heart beat next to mine.

      I wanted to stay there, lying beside her forever. I loved to inhale the scent of her perfume. Everything about here was intoxicating, and I was hooked around her infectious love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      “Oh shit!” I saw the blood leak out of my skin before the pain stung my thumb. I had been cutting carrots and celery.

      The vegetables in particular had been imported especially from Earth and hand delivered to my kitchen. That wasn’t the only import I had to look forward to. There were also salmon steaks and key lime pie ingredients to make a dessert after dinner.

      Harkzak had made sure I was stocked full of American cuisine imported right from Earth from one of his space crafts. I loved how he was willing to go the extra mile to make my life feel more comfortable.

      One of the great things about Harkzak was his attention to detail. He always made sure I got the food I needed that I was used to eating back home. Tonight was a special night because it marked the one month anniversary from when I arrived on Xicret.

      If I could have looked into the future and seen my life now, I would have never recognized it. It was extremely hard for me to believe that only a little while ago, I was sullen and bitter about arriving here.

      I never would have dreamed that I would be having a blast, making love to Harkzak while he fed me orgasms anytime I wanted them. I was also developing friendships to last a lifetime with Lizana and Sallina. Things were progressing in such a positive light that made me immensely joyful.

      I was fully prepared to dive into this cooking session for him and make an America meal he would gobble up and enjoy. It was a special occasion and he was worth the time it was taking for me to get all this food ready.

      I was rushing around in the kitchen, trying to get everything finished up before Harkzak’s arrival. I was flustered and working against the clock. I was stressing out and distracted, which was probably why the knife slipped out of my hand.

      Accidents happened when you weren’t careful and unfortunately my cut thumb was the result of that fact.

      The wound itself did not appear to slice significantly deep, so I luckily dodged a bullet with having to leave and go get stitches or something. I grabbed some paper towels off the counter and flung them to the cut to stifle the bleeding.

      “What happened?” Esme walked into the kitchen, looking ready to help. Her face became flashed with concern when she saw the blood on my hand.

      I had taught her a few phrases of English and she returned the favor by continuously working to try and help me learn Xicretese. Someday, I knew we’d be able to more freely communicate.

      I held up my swollen bloody thumb and her face turned to dread. “Finger-cut.” I made the gesture of chopping up the carrots with the knife and made a sad, frowning face.

      “Oh no.” Esme galloped over to one of the cabinets on the other side of the kitchen. That’s when she pulled out what looked like a first aid kit. “This – help — you.” She nodded and pointed to the Band-Aid and some antibiotic cream.

      “Thank you.” I breathed a sigh of relief. Esme was going to patch me back up in no time. I still had a ton of work to do to get this meal ready for Harkzak.

      She carefully bandaged my thumb with the Band-Aid. One thing I was beginning to notice about Esme was the fact that she was hardwired with maternal graces. She genuinely took care of me out of the goodness of her heart.

      I was thankful to be on the receiving end of such profound kindness. How was I to stop her if she wanted to help me do everyday tasks? I would sometimes joke with Harkzak and tell him she was going to spoil me. He’d always joke and say Esme would never be able to compete with the amount of affection he could give me. That was certainly the truth.

      The option to never hold a conversation or share a bond with my mother ever again was looking more and bleaker with each passing day. I couldn’t just call her up and ask for advice or give her a hug.

      That reality still stung a little, but I was happy to allow Esme to fill that empty void in my heart from time to time. She played the part well, maybe even better than my own mother did at times.

      Esme was pure and never asked for anything in return. She was also extremely forgiving, judging by the way that I had treated her in the beginning. I was still ashamed of that and was trying to mend the fences as I went along.

      “Thank you,” I said to her and gave her a grateful smile as I wiggled my newly fixed finger.

      “You need help?” She pointed to the hot skillet that had the sizzling salmon inside of it. It looked just about ready to flip onto the other side for searing.

      I shook my head fervently. Esme had already done more than enough if you asked me. That was just Esme though. She always rose above and beyond her expected duties.

      “No, thank you, I’m good. I want Harkzak to be surprised when he realizes I made this entire meal all by myself.” I grinned proudly. Now I just have to make sure I didn’t screw it up and burn everything.

      Esme gave me a funny look. I shook my head. “Oh right.” I planted a palm on my forehead. “I keep forgetting you can’t understand me when I ramble on in English. Look at me. There I go doing it again.”

      Esme continued to shake her head in confusion I was just making it worse. She had absolutely no clue what the hell I was saying. “No, thank you. No help.” I smiled and nodded so that she wouldn’t take offense or think I was casting her off.

      She nodded and gestured that she would go to another room to do some work. I gave her a friendly wave in goodbye. Now that I had that all wrapped up, I was ready to dive back into my task of making this brilliantly magnificent dinner for Harkzak. I couldn’t wait to see the look of surprise and awe on his face when he sees how romantically placed all the food would be on the table.

      I went back into my zone, slaving over a hot stove to please and impress my new mate. At least I would have someone to grow old with. I would never have to worry about spending the rest of my life alone. Having new friends was an added perk as well. There were plenty of things to look forward to in the future.

      I was far away from my blood related family, but family to me extended far beyond the reaches of those who shared my DNA. I was thrilled to put down roots in a new and exciting place with new people who cared about me. I was better off. It took me a while to realize it, but I felt good knowing I’d established a foundation to build off of on Xicret.

      Once the food had been seared, cooked and seasoned to perfection it was time for me to start decorating the dining room table. Now came the fun part. Back at home, I’d love to help my mom get ready for parties and get togethers. I had learned a lot from her over the years and knew I had it in me to be a fantastic hostess.

      I took elaborate care and detail to decorate the table with a cozy and romantic theme of white lit candles and blooming full red roses that adorned the table with a splash of magnificent color.

      I made sure to get the beautiful fine dining china from the cabinet and placed it down with precision and love. Everything I cooked and decorated tonight was extraordinary and representative to how I wanted to live my life with Harkzak. I hoped he would be impressed as soon as he saw everything put together with affection.

      After I was satisfied with the way everything looked, I ran upstairs to shower and do my hair and makeup. A girl had to be presentable, fresh and beautiful for her handsome mate. I slipped into a revealing red cocktail dress that I was certain would drive Harkzak wild with desire. I wanted the color of my dress to match the vibrant red from the roses on the table.

      I glanced at myself in the mirror before heading back downstairs. I did a fantastic twirl and giggled as I ran a hand through my soft blonde hair. I was sure I wasn’t the most beautiful girl in the galaxy, but I wanted to be everything to Harkzak.

      I walked back downstairs and sighed with contentment, relishing in my platform of hard work. The effort I had put into making this dinner memorable was well worth it because everything looked absolutely stunning. I looked up at the perfect time to see Harkzak entering the room. He had on a nice suit. His dark eyes shined through the soft glow of the candlelit room.

      “Hi there,” I breathed in a low voice and gave him a sultry, seductive smile.

      “Wow.” Harkzak looked around the room, taking it all in. His eyes were huge with the surprise and delight I had been waiting to see all night. “This place looks incredible, and it smells amazing in here. Did you do all this?”

      “Yep. All by myself,” I said proudly with a nod. “Shocking I know, but it’s true.”

      “Really? No help from Esme?” He approached me looking impressed, which ultimately had been my goal in the first place. He grinned at me with a playfulness that made him look adorable.

      “No, she did offer, but I said I wanted to make it special. I wanted to prepare the entire meal and table scape all by myself so that you would be able to know how much I cared about you.” I hoped he appreciated my efforts.

      Harkzak had been smiling until this moment. His face fell into what I read as some sort of guilty sadness. I had no idea what had changed in the instant between what I said and his reaction. I began to sweat as my heart pounded in my chest with fresh fear.

      “Is everything alright?” I asked with a nervous chuckle. My face flushed in self-consciousness. I suddenly felt sheepish. Had I gone overboard to the point of it being too cheesy and not genuine?

      “Yes, of course.” He drew me in for a hug and kissed my lips softly. “I can’t wait to taste everything. The salmon looks delicious.”

      “Thank you.” I looked at him measurably one more time before we sat down to enjoy our meal together.

      He seemed to have quickly recovered from whatever had ailed him in the moments before. I decided to take his word for it. I shrugged and moved on.

      I tried to squeeze his hand because he looked distracted through most of the meal. He barely touched the salmon and mainly tossed back the red wine I had poured into glasses for us. I was beginning to get suspicious that something was terribly wrong.

      “Harkzak, does the food taste okay?” I glanced up at him and held my breath. I couldn’t exactly pass for a home cook, but I had done the best job I could at making everything flavorful.

      “Yes, the food is wonderful.” His voice was flat as he stared down at his plate. He didn’t even have the courtesy to look up at me and his eyes looked torn, conflicted with grief.

      “But you’ve hardly touched the salmon,” I pointed out with a whisper and I looked at his portion still sitting on the plate.

      “Have I not?” He looked up at me and the whites of his eyes were red.

      He looked stunned, as if he had just seen a ghost. He didn’t even realize he hadn’t been eating. I had to get to the bottom of what was suddenly ripping Harkzak away from me.

      I leaned back in my chair and sighed dramatically. I wiped my mouth with my napkin and threw it onto the table beside me.

      “Okay, Harkzak, am I missing something? I thought you would love this meal. I went to a lot of trouble to make it and I’m not sure why you’re acting so distant with me tonight. I wanted it to be a romantic evening, so I could prove to you how committed I am to our relationship.”

      I couldn’t help the burst of accusatory emotions that were pouring out of me. I wished that sometimes I could just shut the hell up and not be so feisty.

      I was already unraveling relatively quickly. Tears stung in my eyes and threatened to leak out and spill over my cheeks. I suddenly wasn’t hungry anymore. I had a sour taste in my mouth, but I knew it had nothing to do with the food in front of me.

      Harkzak stood up, startling me. He looked so large and domineering. It was hard for me to read his facial features because he kept his face hidden from the light in the shadows.

      “Where are you going?” My voice was a small squeak and I began to panic. I stood up defensively.

      “The Looking Eye...” he trailed off and looked at the floor again. His voice was barely above a hushed whisper.

      I shook my head. Why was he bringing up that device I had broken? I needed more information. “What?” I quizzed him.

      “The Looking Eye is not what you thought it was.” Harkzak’s shoulders sagged. He looked exhausted.

      I tried to search back in my brain to try to figure out what he was talking about. I shook my head. “What do you mean? What about it?” I remembered seeing my family in it, but other than that it held no significance to me.

      “It’s a fake.”

      The words slapped me in the face almost as if he had drawn a hand back to physically strike me. I struggled to process exactly what he was confessing. If the device was a fake, what did that mean for the fate of my family?

      I took a deep breath. For now, I needed to try to stay calm, but I already sensed that I was bordering a meltdown.

      “A fake? You mean everything I saw in there about my family wasn’t actually happening or true?” My voice felt stretchy and contorted. I couldn’t believe what he was saying. I prayed I was wrong and didn’t have the answers right.

      I looked at him and his stellar expression gave him away without him even having to say the words I didn’t want to hear. He was telling the truth now. The true reason he’d been acting so strangely since returning home was finally revealed and it crushed my soul.

      I didn’t say anything at first because I was still digesting all this new information. I wanted more answers. He had ruined the romantic night I had planned for him and rage bubbled up inside me, near the brink of explosion.

      I didn’t even know what to say to him or how to internally react. It wasn’t as if I could run away and fly home to Earth. That was as impossible as what he was telling me.

      “Lucy, I cannot live with this burden of guilt any longer.” He raised a hand and pierced my soul with his burning sorrowful eyes. “The device was a fake. I didn’t realize it when I showed it to you, my father told me later. I should have told you right then after I found out what it really was. I had that obligation to you, but I didn’t use it. I let you press on here thinking you had no other alternatives and for that, I’m sorry.”

      He looked embarrassed and his facial expression contorted in a wince of guilt. He was ashamed, I knew that much. That didn’t pacify my rising anger though.

      I couldn’t speak, my voice was frozen inside me, my brain couldn’t formulate the right words to express my anger. After a few moments, when he realized I wasn’t going to answer he spoke again. He should have told me about this from the very beginning, as soon as he learned the device wasn’t real. He led me on in heartbreak, making me think my family had moved on without me.

      “I can’t let you go on living this lie, that’s why I wanted to come clean. I understand if you want to go home to Earth and you have my blessing. It was never my intention to hurt you. When I saw how happy you became here and the sex we shared, I didn’t want to let go of that. I hung on to every fleeting second, but I knew there would come a time where I had to tell you the truth and give you the option to go home if you wanted it.”

      He looked at me with pleading eyes, hoping I’d say something.

      “Please Lucy, talk to me. Even if you want to scream at me, yell at me, curse at me or hit me-please, do it. I can’t bear this silence.”

      He turned to face me, but I turned my back to him, unable to face him in that moment. I needed space, time to think. The air was stale and heavy. I needed fresh air in my lungs, craved a way to relieve the pressure building on my chest. He had offered me a way home. That showed how remarkably regretful he was over this entire situation. I had to let the options sink in before I talked to him about any of this. For the first time in my life, I didn’t explode into an argument. I stayed silent.

      Without a word or even a glance in his direction, I walked from the room and didn’t look back to see how I’d left him hanging.

      The walls were closing in and claustrophobia nearly collapsed me. I ran outside into the night air and finally expelled the sobs I had been holding in all that time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      I wasn’t even that angry about what had happened only minutes ago downstairs. Well, I was mad, but I was in a calmer state of mind than I thought I would have been given the circumstances.

      My first gut initial reaction wasn’t to scream and yell at Harkzak and say things like how could you or take me back home now. No, at first, I felt completely and totally numb. I felt as if an arrow had been shot through my heart and everything I ever knew was a lie.

      I felt betrayed by Harkzak. I felt foolish as if my entire soul was being ripped apart. No wonder he had been acting so weird lately. I saw the measure of guilt spread across his face as he told me the truth as if it were eating him alive.

      The longer I stewed in my dangerous thoughts, the more the emotional well around my mind began to crack. I knew that Harkzak hadn’t wanted to hurt me on purpose. He hadn’t realized that the Looking Eye was a lie from the beginning when he showed me.

      I wasn’t sure if that helped me feel any better or not. Granted, he had even told me I could go home if I wanted to. Did I want to do that? I wasn’t sure. He was offering me a free ticket home and I’d be stupid not to pass it up.

      Even through my anger though, I’d grown to care for Harkzak and I hated to hurt him at the expense of my own heartbreak. An eye for an eye wasn’t necessarily the best alternative in this situation.

      My heart dropped, and the sting of fresh hot tears filled my eyes. If the Looking Eye really was a fake after all, then that meant that my parents and family probably were still hoping for my safe return.

      If everything I saw through that evil, morbid screen had been a lie…then what were my family and friends really up to all those hundreds of thousands of miles away? I internally suffered at the thought of my mother drenching her pillow with soaked tears every night.

      There probably wasn’t some perfect skinny bitch back at home that Fred had found to replace me with. I pictured him back at home in his apartment looking out at the night sky and wondering if he would ever see me again.

      I missed Fred terribly, especially now that I knew he most likely hadn’t moved on without me. Another issue I was facing was the fact that I had no idea how the time shift worked between Earth and Xicret. Had it been years since I’d left my home planet even though it only seemed like a matter of weeks on this current one?

      Torment dug at my anguished mind. My stomach was heavy as lead. I had a chance to go home and show them I was still alive. I imagined my parents wrapping their arms around me and sobbing their thanksgiving for this second chance. I would most certainly return their hugs of love and weep with my own tears of gratitude for being reunited with them.

      There was another plaguing issue that gnawed at me. I might be falling for Harkzak. He was so handsome and up until now had shown me a really great quality of life.

      I could do whatever I wanted. He allowed me to roam free between the palace walls and outside in the gardens. I was treated like a princess not only by him, but by his adoring staff as well.

      I could see the way he looked at me tonight, even through all the pain he’d caused me. I knew he felt the raw, emotional guilt behind the veil. It gave me odd satisfaction to know that he was probably downstairs going through the same mental torture I was. There was always a fork in the road. The path to take was still up in the air.

      There was also the fact that I’d made friends here who treated me with kindness and respect as if I was one of them. When I was hanging out with them, I forgot all my problems and my anxieties melted away.

      They treated me as if I had been native to their lovely planet all this time. I looked up at the moon and sighed with what felt like a galaxy of frustration weighing on my shoulders. My body was exhausted, but I didn’t stop moving.

      I paced and fidgeted and festered all that built up energy within me because I needed to find a way to release it. If I didn’t, I’d undoubtedly go crazy.

      I had to keep going. If I sat down somewhere the stillness would kill me. I was surprised that Harkzak hadn’t pelted out the front door by now to come and find me. I was halfway expecting him to walk in and beg me to come to him. I was waiting for the groveling to start, for him to ask for forgiveness and mercy for withholding such a bombshell of information.

      After a while, I began to wonder if he was going to come for me, fight for me. The window of opportunity was closing in. Maybe he wasn’t chasing after me because he wanted to give me space and some time to think about my decision. Maybe he felt so guilty he wanted to leave me alone out of respect or something.

      I wondered about as second option. Did he not run after me because he didn’t care enough to fight for me to stay with him?

      I wasn’t sure that was a sufficient explanation. He certainly behaved as if I meant the world to him. I was a bottomless pit of confusion with nobody to dig me out of this hole.

      I may have been a virgin before I slept with Harkzak, but I knew that nobody would make love with that enormous amount of passion if they didn’t have deep rooted feelings for the other person.

      I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to find another man who was as fantastic in bed as Harkzak. I’d seen Fred’s cock before. It was impressive enough, but nothing compared to the girth and thickness that Harkzak was packing beneath his pants.

      The chemistry between us was like fire and ice, but in an exuberant way. He made my body tingle and go numb with the way he shot me through the clouds to orgasm. There was already a fire ablaze within me. Harkzak was able to shoot it through the moon like a rocket.

      I was torn with indecision. I wished I had somebody to make the decision for me, but I knew that would never be a viable solution to my problems. The harder I walked, the more rampant my emotions ran like a wild beast in the night.

      My stride became faster, driven with purpose. My feet galloped in front of me quicker until I had reached the edge of town. I couldn’t believe I had gone this far on my own and nobody had tried to stop me yet. All the thinking on the way had been a blessing in disguise. I knew exactly what I had to do now.
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        * * *

      

      It was getting late, but not so late that she would probably already be in bed. I ran into the high rise apartment building and impatiently punched the button for the 16th floor. I shifted my weight as I waited for the elevator to ding its presence in the lobby.

      My heart raced in my chest. My palms were sweaty and I nervously ran a hand through my hair with shaking fingers.

      Finally, it opened. A man in a track suit jogged out and gave me an eyebrow raise in greeting. It wasn’t extremely uncommon or rare to see a human around Xicret, but maybe this time of night it would have been a little questioning.

      “Hello,” I said politely as I stepped aside to let him out first. I didn’t want to make small talk and I hoped he’d move along.

      “Good evening,” he said passively and then the elevator doors shut and he was gone. I breathed a sigh of relief.

      I took a moment to compose myself and then leaned against the railing along the sides of the elevator car. I hoped this plan worked, or I could gain some insight on at least making the right decision. I didn’t want to act brashly or hastily. I had time to mule this one over. Getting advice was my best bet right now.

      The phone Harkzak had given me after I got to Xicret buzzed in my pocket. I picked it up and looked at the screen, seeing that it was him. I swiped ‘cancel call’ and shoved it back into my pocket. So, he was concerned about me after all.

      I took another deep breath. I wasn’t ready to deal with him yet. Not until I’d had some time to make an informed decision.

      To my relief, he didn’t try to call back after I ignored him. The elevator doors opened, and I stepped off and into a long well-lit modern hallway. I stood in front of room 827 and inhaled sharply. I shifted my weight and glanced at the ground. I was alone in the hall that was still and silent.

      Now all I had to do was hope that she would answer the door. If I could get on the other side of it, maybe my luck would shift to the better.

      My knuckles rapped against the wood frame. I waited through the silence and held the oxygen in my lungs because I was afraid of what would happen next.

      After a few moments, I heard a female speak in a weary voice. “Who is there?”

      “It’s Lucy. Lucy Rivers.” My voice sounded high, squeaky and full of anxiety.

      A second or two passed without response. I began to suspect I was really alone and on my own. I finally allowed myself to breath out the disappointment consuming me. That’s when I heard the door unlocking from its bolt.

      “Lucy? What are you doing here so late?” Ella’s expression was one mixed with concern and trepidation. She looked beyond me down the hallway with suspicion.

      I tried to reassure her from the beginning. “Don’t worry everything’s alright and I’m sorry to come here at this hour. I was just hoping I could come in and talk to you about something?” I winced as I waited for her to respond, hoping she would let me in. I wasn’t sure where her mate was or if he allowed visitors, but he had seemed nice when I met him before. I was too tired to walk all the way back to Harkzak’s house anyway.

      Ella was a girl who I had met at a dinner party when she first arrived on Xicret. She was American and Earth born. She had told me when I first met her that getting taken by the Xicret race was the best thing that had ever happened to her.

      She said that back at home she was rich and had a lot of friends, but she felt lonely on the inside because nobody really cared about the person she was inside, they just wanted to use her for her money. I’d gone there tonight because I knew that Ella was the best person to seek advice from since she had lived through the same trials I had after being abducted.

      But I’d noticed from the very beginning after meeting her that she was happy to be on this new planet with her new mate. I wanted to know if I could enjoy that same lifestyle as well or if I should try to go back home. I searched her eyes, pleading.

      “Yes, please come in, of course.” She moved aside to let me in.

      “Thank you.” I turned around and gave her a friendly smile.

      “Come, sit in the living room. Would you like a warm cup of tea or anything?”

      I thought about it and warm tea sounded so cozy and wonderful right now. “Yes, that sounds fantastic. Thank you again, so much.”

      “Oh it’s no problem, dear.” Ella was dressed in a long silky silver robe and her dark brown hair was worn down and fell just below her shoulder line and she was barefoot. Her skin was creamy white and familiar.

      “So how are things going with Harkzak?” she called out from the kitchen, glancing at me over an open cabinet as she prepared our tea.

      “Um, I’m actually here to talk to you about that,” I called back and sat on the couch anxiously.

      Her apartment was modern and sheik with lots of clean lines of grays and whites. She emerged from the kitchen a few minutes later carrying the tea in adorable oriental style cups. She had a genuine glow about her and I felt safe and comforted being there.

      I took my cup from her gratefully and clinched it with both hands, appreciating the warmth that radiated from the beverage that smelled magnificent. “Wow. I can’t wait to taste this; it smells delicious.”

      “Thanks, its jasmine tea. It’s one of my favorites.” She smiled warmly and made me feel refreshed inside.

      I took a deep breath, knowing I owed her an explanation as to why I had shown up on her doorstep so late at night. “Well, I came here tonight because I’m having a problem that I can’t sort out on my own.”

      “Okay, I’d be happy to try and help you out, dear.” She placed a cool slender hand over mine and smiled as if it were no big deal. She had a natural ability to stay neutral and I needed that right now.

      “Harkzak admitted something to me tonight that was sort of…upsetting.” I looked down at the tea, afraid to go on.

      “Ok, what was it?” Her voice piqued with interest.

      I couldn’t stop what happened next. The heavy burden of overdue tears burst from me and I couldn’t contain them anymore. There was a well bursting from inside of me.

      “I was having so much fun with him.” I sobbed and wiped my nose, trying to compose myself but my chest heaved up and down with my wails. I was really selling the ‘ugly cry’ tonight.

      “Oh dear,” Ella squeezed my hand tightly and frowned with concern.

      I looked up at her through my wet eyes and cleared my throat. “I went through painstaking details tonight to create a decadent dinner and elaborately lavishly decorated table for him tonight. I was so excited to present my hard work to him, thinking he would love it.”

      I looked at Ella and she nodded a cue for me to keep going in my explanation. “So anyway, he was acting really distant and quiet so I began to get self-conscious that he didn’t like the food or the decorations or something.”

      I swallowed hard and cleared my throat again. I took a deep breath to compose myself before going on.

      “I asked him what was wrong, and he told me that the Looking Eye he showed me was all a lie, that everything I saw within it was merely my own reservations and worst fears being mirrored back to me, but none of it was truth.”

      “Oh my.” Ella sat back on the couch. She leaned against the cushions. She remained calm and poised. “He is not supposed to use the Looking Eye. I don’t know much about it other than the fact that it’s illegal to have in practice on this planet.”

      “Yes, that’s what he said. I know his guilt extends beyond my understanding now. I could tell by the way he was looking at me that he was so sorry, but I just don’t know what to think. He told me I could go home if I wanted to.”  I trailed off there, looking out the window.

      It was beginning to drizzle outside. Rain had the same cozy feel to it here on Xicret as it did back on Earth. Suddenly, I became captivated by watching the little water droplets collect on the window pane.

      “I think your answer is within your heart,” Ella said, shattering through my deep thoughts.

      “What do you mean by that?” I asked, needing further explanation. I stared up at her through huge, blue, tear stained eyes.

      “Where are you happier? Is it here with Harkzak or back on Earth? Can you weigh in your heart which place and situation brings you the most joy?” Ella pointed her dark brown eyes at me, searching me.

      I knew she was trying to make me discover what I was really feeling inside. She wanted me to expose the ugly reality.

      “Hmm,” I said and sat back too, placing my hands in my lap. I pondered her question reflectively.

      “Think about this,” Ella offered. “If your life was so perfect back on Earth, then why did it show so much negativity? If you were happy back on Earth then why did the Looking Eye show you only the things that you would consider your worst nightmare?”

      She raised a good point, and I was beginning to see the light. I was happy that I had made the time to come here for this little burst of encouragement from somebody who had been through some of the same things I had.

      “Well I think a lot of my sub consciousness was worried. For instance, back on Earth my boyfriend used to bully me into losing weight. It was always a sore spot between us because it never came easy for me and I thought he wanted me to be someone else or look different,” I confessed.

      “Okay and what about Harkzak?” She raised an eyebrow.

      I wondered if she was reading my mind. We were that in sync.

      “Harkzak seems to care for me and love me for who I am inside, not what I look like,” I admitted this fact for the first time out loud to another person.

      Ella leaned in closer to me. “Well you might be on your way to seeing a new prospective then.”

      “Yeah, but it doesn’t change the fact that he did lie to me,” I retorted.

      Ella looked pensive for a moment, calculating the right response. “Perhaps he lied to you out of love.”

      “Why would he do that?” I still didn’t quite understand but I could tell she was onto something.

      “I mean the part about him finally telling you the truth. The fact that he couldn’t go on with the untruth shows great character in a man, one that you shouldn’t take lightly.” Ella’s stare turned stoic, reflective and grave.

      I shook my head and shrugged. Her perspective could be right. “Do you think so?”

      “I know so. He could have chosen to carry on with the lie forever and you would have been none the wiser, you would have given up on your family thinking that they didn’t care about you anymore, but Harkzak wanted to give you options and to let you know you hadn’t really been forgotten.”

      Fresh tears pooled in my eyes again. I almost wished I could have gone on without knowing my family really cared about me after all. The fact that they were probably still out there heartbroken and missing me made me feel even worse.

      If I could have just lived the rest of my life here on Xicret blind to the truth, things might have turned out remarkably different.

      I respected Harkzak’s honesty and he did seem genuinely loving. It made him seem so decent and pure to me, even overlapping the lie. Fred was a different story. It was almost as if the image was more important to him.

      He wanted the great job, the great trophy wife and the big apartment in the big city. Fred and I looked good on the surface, but how long would that last before the foundation came crumbling to the ground?

      The more I thought about it, the more I began to realize the grandeur of the pressure he had put me under to be perfect all the time. The revelation made me blurt out something. “When I’m with Harkzak I feel like I can be myself with no strings attached. I’m not always constantly looking for approval.”

      Harkzak cared about me on a deeper level that didn’t involve aesthetics and the perfect branded image. I was completely different than him as far as looks were concerned but he never judged me, not once.

      “I think that’s your answer then.” Ella patted my thigh with a knowledgeable smile.

      “So you think I should give Harkzak another chance?” I held my breath, but I already knew what her answer would be.

      “I think that you should follow your heart, and if your heart sings to allow him another chance then I absolutely feel that you should walk down that path instead.”

      “It would be a lot of trouble and hassle to go back home. Maybe he would let me talk to them? Find some way to speak with them back home and let them know I am okay and I’m happy?”

      I wasn’t sure if this would be a reasonable option, but I thought that Harkzak probably had the resources if it came down to it. He’d already told me I could go home so I felt sure he’d allow me to communicate with them.

      “I’m sure something like that could be arranged if it came down to it.” Ella yawned.

      “I’m so sorry I’ve kept you so long.” Guilt lashed at me for staying here whining at Ella for so long.

      “It’s no trouble at all, Lucy.” Ella gave me a deep hug that gave me a warm sensation.

      “It’s raining pretty hard right now. Would you like to stay the night here? I can call Harkzak and let him know you are ok and you will talk to him in the morning if you’d like.”

      Relief flooded me. “That would be great, Ella. Thank you so much. I’ll owe you big time.”

      She stood up to lead me to her guest room. “Don’t worry about it. On Xicret you’re family.”

      I felt touched by her kind words. I’d never felt more at home in my entire life. If the kindness from Ella was a testament to the way I’d be treated by the people here on Xicret, I would have my work cut out for me. Making a decision about whether to stay or go was going to prove difficult. I didn’t know if sleep would come easily for me that night, but one thing was certain. I had to follow my heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eighteen

          

          Lucy

        

      

    

    
      I sank into the guest bed at Ella’s house and enveloped the sheets around my body. I needed to feel safe and wrapping myself into a blanket cocoon was the fastest way to make that reality happen.

      I tucked the warm, soft sheets around my face until only the top of my head was poking out of them through a little hole to breathe through.

      Nobody could touch me or hurt me through this makeshift cocoon. I was under a wall of my own protection in this literal security blanket. I was grateful that the sheets were soft and smelled clean and fresh. I was also glad that Ella had the room for me and was willing to help me out for the night.

      I closed my eyes. I tried to concentrate on making sleep happen for my reeling, active brain. I was ready to dream but sleep was robbed from me at the moment. There were far too many valuables to contemplate right then.

      I lay there for several moments in my metaphorical blanket of security and pondered my life now and back then, at home in my youth. I squeezed my eyes shut tight so that I couldn’t even see the moon radiating a glow of dull light through the room.

      It was almost as if my soul drifted outside of my body and I was living in an alternate universe both in the past and the present in this moment. Everything I had ever known and worked toward was lost. My goals had shifted, and I had seen things I’d never be able to explain to anyone back on Earth.

      I was overcome with the depth of how surreal this adventure had become. The fact that I was on a different planet, millions of miles from Earth and Greenwich was crazy to me. I just couldn’t wrap my head around it. If I laid there still and peaceful with my eyes closed, I could almost pretend that nothing had changed.

      That was the ultimatum I was now facing. So many factors had changed. My outlook was shifting. I didn’t know if I wanted to stay wrapped up in my comfort zone with the same people in my life any longer. Harkzak had changed me and made me view the world with a new pair of eyes.

      On the other hand, my home back on Earth and everything that I had grown up knowing was ripped away from me. I was getting comfortable here, but Earth was the only thing I really knew. I had already proved to myself that I had the ability to adapt to new changes by coming here to Xicret and attempting to fit in with the people here.

      Where I came from, everything seemed so trivial and small now that I was in this situation and had seen more than one galaxy. It had been a wild ride up to this point and was still blazing full steam ahead. I still needed answers from myself and from Harkzak.

      I would be a legend back home. A cultured legend. I had seen far beyond the galaxy than any of my friends or family ever would. It was true that I hadn’t been the first human girl in her early twenties to be captured and brought back here. I was sure Xicret was crawling with people just like me. I should try to find all of them and make some kind of foundation or society. It was an idea I could table for another day if I decided to stick around.

      My mind began to replay memories like a movie reel. Some of them were fond and lovely, but some of them were sad and miserable. That was the nature of being alive. I felt sure the people on Xicret lived the same way. There were ups and downs, highs and lows to life.

      I couldn’t help the intensity for which the memories jolted me and plowed through my brain. I became completely absorbed and consumed by each and every vibrant memory as if my own life was flashing before my eyes.

      The first real flashback that came to me was unfortunately one of the bad ones. I saw everything plain as day in my mind as if I were reliving it. I had gone to one of Fred’s triple A baseball games. He was right on the cusp of being snagged up by the Yankees. The victory was so close we could both taste it, and the thrill wobbled our cores with pleasure thrilling excitement.

      I had been extremely proud of him and all the challenges he had overcome to get to this place in his life. He had worked hard for everything he earned. That was something I really idolized in Fred and it made me respect him with fondness that I couldn’t feel for anyone else.

      Fred had been temporarily living in Scranton, Pennsylvania where the players went in order to get drafted to the Yankees. I had driven the several hours to get there, excited to watch him pitch and be in action out on the field where he belonged and felt most at home.

      I remembered it like it was yesterday. My heart had been racing the entire drive down there. I had wanted Fred to succeed with every fiber of my being.

      His efforts had been tireless. He had no choice back then but to put baseball above everything else in his life including me. He lived and breathed the sport, but I didn’t mind it at the time. I knew it was only temporary and eventually we could relax and enjoy our lives once we were both settled into our careers.

      Looking back though, I was able to see the hindsight red flags that were frantically being waved in front of my face, but I was just too stupid or delusional to catch onto them.

      I wanted him to succeed as equally or perhaps even more than he did. I always tried to be supportive of him as he trudged ahead for his career. I would have done whatever it took to stand by his side and be the doting girlfriend.

      I knew that we would make everything work in the end and that eventually the time we had to spend apart would get better once he was drafted. I also had my own list of things to focus on at the time. I needed a job as a teacher in the city and was excited for all the prospects in front of my future. Tying up the loose ends would have been the last puzzle piece in the relationship of Fred and Lucy.

      If only I had known back then that the illusion of happiness was doomed to fail eventually. That past seemed like it was a million years ago.

      Back in the present moment, a single tear escaped from my tightly shut eyelid and trickled its way down my cheek until I tasted its salty flavor on my lips. I remembered how I had sat in the hard metal stands at the game, my heart swelled with pride as I watched him pitch. My throat had gotten sore from screaming and cheering his name, my palms stung from clapping.

      I remembered how after the game, my stomach dropped through my body and had spilled out of my insides as I ran up to him and his face had flashed to embarrassment. I remembered with anguish how he’d made me feel that day, so belittled and small as if I were beneath him.

      What are you doing here? He had whispered to me as I ran up to embrace him in an affectionate hug.

      What do you mean? I had asked with confusion. The throb of hurt had already begun to collapse me after measuring his reaction to my presence.

      He had pretended not to know me at the huge party celebration later that evening. He had told me to go home early, that I didn’t need to be there with him. He had looked me in the eyes as serious as he could and told me that the party was just for people who were involved with the team. I knew that lie before it had even finished escaping his lips.

      I had glanced around me at the time, seeing friends and family of the other players all around us. They looked happy and engaged in their conversations. Not to mention, they appeared to be welcomed.

      What are you talking about, Fred? I had asked him as my voice cracked in emotional pain.

      Back in the present again, I shook my head and curled my toes beneath the sheets at the memory of the torment that I had gone through. I hated reliving the pain, but the shadows kept me awake and my mind was nowhere near sleep at this point.

      Why don’t you want me here? I’m your girlfriend and you’re acting like I don’t even exist. My own voice stun me as it bellowed through my memory.

      He had glanced around the room looking uncomfortable to be talking to me. I don’t know, Lucy. It seems like every time I see you, you are bigger than before. When are you going to go on a diet? You need to get control of your weight and your eating habits.

      He might as well have shot a bullet straight through my chest with his hateful spew of words aimed directly at my shattering heart. The world stopped spinning and I slapped him across the face. I hadn’t meant to do it at the time, I was just so in shock that became my initial gut reaction.

      Jesus Lucy, pull yourself together before you make a scene. Just go home. I’ll meet up with you later. Look, I’m sorry ok? It’s just a lot to deal with right now. I’m athletic, how do you think it makes me look to be seen with a girlfriend who is enormous? Don’t you care about that?

      I had run out of the room before I could do something like throw up, scream or sob all at once. I couldn’t handle this, but I still loved him deep down and wanted his approval. I had hoped that nobody had heard him speak to me with such vile disapproval.

      How stupid had I been back then to have thought he actually loved me? What an asshole. Now that I had seen the light or had some sort of epiphany, I couldn’t believe in retrospect how he had tortured and treated me.

      How dare he, or any man for that matter try to project my self-worth just based on my physical appearance? Harkzak would never speak to me that way. Granted, I didn’t know him very well yet, but what I did know of him…he had more respect for me than that.

      I had walked back to my car feeling as if I were a ghost. I had felt like I was a person who had existed in another life, but at that time was nearly just particles formed from the fog that hung in the air in that moment.

      I couldn’t believe the representation of similarities that I was living in right now that had been so similar to that painful walk back to my car. I had felt immensely alone after Fred’s harsh words had rippled through me.

      There was something different about the way I felt here, now in the present. Here I was, in another human’s beautiful apartment and she was happier here than she had ever been in her entire life back on Earth. That spoke volumes to me on vast levels.

      Ella was my friend and confidant, and a fellow human. But Sallina and Lizana were my friends too, and they were Xicretese women. They had embraced me and allowed me into their lives just as if I had been one of them. There were no culture barriers as far as I was concerned with my new Xicretese friends. They understood me, and I them.

      Back at home, female friendships were built on underlying petty jealousy and competition. Every time you thought you could trust a girl she would turn around and hurt you or stab you in the back.

      There was no volume of trust out there in society, and you always had to watch your back when it came to other female friends. You never knew when one of them might betray you.

      I had endured the same types of problems that Ella had, as a girl who came from a wealthier family. There were lots of girls who I knew who had used me just to come over for a swim in the pool or use my makeup. I knew they weren’t my real friends.

      At the time, I had felt too lonely at the time to do anything about it because I was desperate for peer companionship. If they wanted to pretend to be my friend, then I guessed I could do the same thing in return.

      Fred had mentally and verbally abused me for years. The only reason I had put up with it for so long was because I didn’t think anyone else would love me. I didn’t think they were capable of wanting to genuinely get to know me for who I was. Inside my bitter resentment, I knew it was because I wasn’t rail thin like most of the girls my age.

      I had made myself deliberately blind to see the truth behind the smoke and mirror screens. There was also the fact to mull over that nobody really cared about me on Earth, or at least none of the people that mattered or that I wanted to care.

      Ever since I had arrived on Xicret I hadn’t thought about my weight or any of the things that made me self-conscious back on Earth. In my mind, that should account for something.

      I began to think about the option that maybe Harkzak and any other Xicret man who brought women here to this planet may have intentionally picked the broken girls who needed a lift and boost of compliments and love.

      That thought swelled my heart with such beaming pride that I hoped that was really the accurate reason above all the rest.

      Perhaps they came to Earth and secretly observed the girls who needed rescue. It certainly seemed to make sense, especially in the cases of Ella and me.

      I couldn’t help but think that maybe his entire intentions were to look after me and provide me the option for a better life. At the time of my initial arrival, I had blinders on. Now, I was hoping that he really wanted to be my knight and shining prince. It helped that he was really a prince in real life, too.

      I was wide awake now and my heart beating fast. I opened my eyes and looked out at the moon. There were not many differences between the Earth moon and the Xicret moon. The canopy of stars in the sky still hung over our heads here just as they did on Earth, twinkling with mystery.

      I wondered where Harkzak was and then I began to feel badly for running out on him without allowing him to explain himself. I had needed the space though. It helped me emotionally to give myself some time to think and gain some advice from Ella.

      I walked over to the edge of the bed and grabbed my dress off the chair. I had neatly folded them and placed them on the arm of the chair because Ella had given me a nightgown to wear so I would be more comfortable. She had been remarkably kind to me, and I knew I would have to owe her even if she insisted that I didn’t need to repay her.

      I stepped back into my pants and shoes and pulled my dress over my head. I had to go out and look for Harkzak and let him know I had made my decision.

      I couldn’t wait until the morning, I had to see his face and know what he was thinking. I was at the point now where I thought it was best if we communicated our doubts and fears to each other.

      I silently crept down the hallway from the guest room, using deliberate effort to remain as quiet as I possibly could so that I wouldn’t wake Ella and her mate. I opened the front door and slowly slipped out, making sure to lock the door behind me.

      I fully intended to explain everything to her later on. I just needed to find Harkzak and talk to him first while the epiphany was still fresh in my mind.

      My plan was to first go back to Harkzak’s house. I hoped he would be in bed, so I wouldn’t have to go on a hunt for him. I only hoped that he wasn’t out there somewhere in the city looking for me too. It would delay the heart and spirit of what I was desperate to discuss with him. This time I was ready to listen to the answers of fate and what it held for my future.

      I allowed myself to think with my heart. It was the only way to survive and be happy. I’d finally figured out the secrets to unlock my own joy, and I needed to see Harkzak because he was the key.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nineteen

          

          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      The fog was thick that night and fluttered around in the air soaking the ground with fresh dew. I intended to remain on the front porch awaiting Lucy’s return. My heart refused to let go of the idea that she wouldn’t at least come back to talk things over with me.

      I muddled over the idea of going out to find her, but my heart protested that option. If she returned to me, I would be right there waiting for her. I didn’t want to miss each other’s paths, so I would plant myself here.

      The pain in her eyes after I had told her the truth still flashed in front of my brain. I was still feeling the aftershock and shreds of torment from that horrific encounter. My body was emotionally ravaged. The guilt from the secret and the lie had bubbled up to the point that it spilled from me like hot lava pouring down a mountain. I just couldn’t contain it anymore and even after everything that’s unraveled since, I stood by my decision to be truthful. I was a man of honor, no matter what happened.

      Surprisingly, part of me felt a relief lifted off my shoulders even through the anguish of not knowing where Lucy was right now. It was the middle of the night and she was on a foreign planet in a new city she was unfamiliar with. I hoped she wasn’t scared, lost or alone. I hoped that whatever she was doing, she was taking comfort in something.

      I had thought about going to look for her out in the night, searching for the one remaining flame of hope that I could find her. I was desperate to explain to her how much I was falling for her. I chose to stay put, just in case she did return and wanted to look for me. As soon as I saw her again, I’d want to wrap my arms around her and never let her go.

      It wouldn’t do me any good to search the city far and wide if I had no idea where to begin my quest. Lucy had a mind of her own. She was steadfast and feisty. She could be anywhere. I knew it was best to let a smoldering woman cool off before I approached her.

      I wasn’t a total reckless idiot. Living in Xicret my entire life had taught me a thing or two about how women’s brains operated, and I was done screwing things up with Lucy. I would give her the time and space she needed, and I would be ready to listen to her vent should she ever come back.

      I had nodded off after about an hour of sitting cloaked under a warm blanket on the front porch. The sound of the rocking chair and the rain must have lulled me to sleep as it rubbed against the wooden deck. Even under the stressful circumstances, there was something serene and peaceful out there in the darkness and alluring quiet. Even though she called, I wasn’t going to give up my vigil of waiting for her to return to me.

      The sound of crickets in the night filled the air all around me and gave me a false sense of pacification for the moment. I jolted awake after a few minutes, scared I’d missed something, or miss the return of Lucy.

      “Lucy?” My voice expelled into the air and then evaporated into the fog, greeted by nothing but silence. My own voice clutched in my throat with unrecognizable anguish.

      I stood up and looked around, my heart beating fast in my chest. I knew I had heard something, a rustling about in the trees or something. The wind had shifted suddenly. The hairs on the back of my neck and arms prickled with alarm. I could feel the presence of Lucy. I just couldn’t locate her…yet.

      “Who’s there? Lucy is that you?” Hope clung to my lips and refused to escape. I was panting hard and sweating with nervous anticipation.

      I jumped off the porch and ran up the driveway of my house. I saw a figure coming from around the corner. “Lucy?’ My voice was a boom and roar, slicing through the edge of darkness. The shape was still too far away to determine who or what it was.

      The silhouette continued to walk toward me, their stride and pace moving quickly. Now I could tell it was a female because of the size and the shape of the body.

      “Lucy is that you?” I ran closer to the figure, not even caring about any possible dangers. I could handle my own if it came down to an attack of some sort. I had to see her, touch her, smell her.

      “Harkzak?”

      The voice was a beautiful feminine sound to my ears and one that I recognized. The sound was like angels parting the clouds. It was as delicate and soft as warm water dripping down my back.

      “Lucy?”

      Her voice was music to my ears. I sighed with relief. Lucy came back to me and appeared unhurt.

      “Yes, it’s me.” She stopped a few inches short of where I stood waiting for her.

      She was hidden in shadows and I stopped too, waiting guardedly to see if I should envelope her in a hug or wait for her to make the first move. It was still too dark to see her face. She was still wearing the beautiful dress she had worn for dinner just a few hours before. She looked radiant under the soft glow of the moon.

      “Lucy, I’m so sorry.”

      The words didn’t sound valuable enough for the heartbreak I had sent her through. She had been straight through the center of the storm and I was mostly to blame. I knew a thousand apologizes couldn’t make up for what she’d lost.

      “It’s okay,” she whispered to reassure me, but she still didn’t make any effort to move closer to me.

      I swallowed hard as mental friction stood between us. Then, I dared a step in her direction. She didn’t take a step back in reaction, which I took to be a positive sign.

      I extended my arms to her, wishing for her to embrace me. There was a slew of words I wanted to shout from the rooftops to her. I needed to explain myself to her.

      “Lucy,” I began in a soothing whisper. I didn’t want my demeanor to scare her as we stood a few inches apart under the blanket of fog and between the dew saturated grass. “I know what I did was wrong, but I promise I never meant to hurt you.” I tried to sound as convincingly genuine as possible.

      “I know,” she whispered back. Then, she moved a step closer. She was reeling in and tightening the terrible gap between us.

      “Are you going to go home?” The answer to my question would probably rip my heart to shreds no matter what she said. My throat felt tight and dry. I gulped as I waited in the silence for her to respond.

      “My head is a mess,” she admitted. She extended the agony even further by dodging the question altogether.

      “Mine is too.” I nodded in agreement and took another deep breath and hard swallow.

      “I can understand why you lied though.” She stepped even closer to me and now I could read her facial features under the soft glow of the moonlight. I wanted to touch her, to feel her skin close to mine.

      “You can?” My voice was a shrill squeak, something foreign to a beastly man like myself.

      “Well, sort of I guess. I mean I know you probably did it because you didn’t know what else to tell me and you didn’t want to hurt me.” Lucy’s voice reflected empathy and understanding.

      “Yes!” I blurted out and stepped even closer with my arms out. “That’s exactly it. When I first saw your family and friends through the Looking Eye, I was under the impression that the visions we were seeing were true also. It wasn’t until I went back to my father later and told him the device was broken that he told me that everything a person sees through the Looking Eye is their worst fears realized.”

      “Why would he do something so hurtful in the first place?”

      Lucy’s question was laced with an innocence I wasn’t sure I could help her understand no matter how hard I tried. My father was on a different wavelength than most.

      She had only met my father once, so she couldn’t gage his personality or his ruthless and callous behavior. After a few moments of gathering my thoughts, I spoke again.

      “My father is many things, but compassionate is not one of them.” It was the cold, hard truth.

      “But he’s your father; doesn’t he look out for you?”

      Lucy’s naïve mind couldn’t wrap her head around the fact that my own flesh and blood wouldn’t want to protect me in a paternal way.

      I sighed. “In a way I suppose, but not one that you would find very passive.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that.” She sounded genuine with broken sorrow.

      “It just goes to show that not everybody’s life is perfect, Lucy,” I gravely remind her.

      “I think I’m finished running from my problems now.” She sighed dramatically, and she had a tone of defeat in her voice.

      “There’s no point in running from something that would just be easier to face up front,” I said.

      She was young and had plenty of time to figure the world out both on her own and with my help. I was happy to oblige her along the path though.

      Lucy glanced up at me as if she wanted me to give her all the answers to the problems of the world. “Should we go back to the house?”

      “Yes, there’s no point in standing out here in the dark and fog,” I agreed with a nod and a glance back at the palace.

      “Besides, I’m getting sort of cold.” She shivered beside me and chuckled nervously.

      It had been the first time I’d seen her attempt even a wan smile since our fight at dinner.

      “Come over here,” I directed with calm allure and she inched closer to me.

      I reached around her shoulders and wrapped her up in the blanket I had been wearing on the front porch. It felt so amazing to finally have her tucked under my arms, safely where she belonged.

      “Thank you.” She gazed up and smiled at me. Her expression was warm and kind.

      “For what?” I asked. I reached out and stroked her soft cheek gently with my thumb. The contrast of our different shades of skin color blended and contrasted perfectly under the light of the moon.

      “Thank you for everything really. It took me a while, but I finally realized you rescued me after all. I’m saved as a new woman because of you.” Her voice cracked, and she began to softly weep into my shoulder.

      I contemplated her new prospective on life. It might not have seemed like I was trying to save her in the beginning, and I wasn’t even sure those were my intentions from the start.

      I just wanted ripe fresh pussy to feast on. I thought about how even I had changed in some ways for the better. I was able to understand Lucy and gauge her feelings better and how I should react to those around me with care and love.

      I wanted Lucy to know I loved her. I stopped her mid stride and grabbed her elbow. We both had grown so much since that fateful day in the auction house.

      “Lucy?” I glanced down at her with a smile.

      “Yeah?” She turned around to face me.

      She looked curious and innocent. I adored her.

      “I just need to tell you something,” I confessed and took a deep breath.

      “Okay, what is it?” Her eyes searched mine trying to locate the answers before I said a word.

      “I love you.” There, I said it.

      Finally, I was able to speak the truth of what my heart felt and represented. The words that had wanted to burst out of me for so long were free and she could absorb them. I hoped she would reciprocate, but I still had to let her know regardless.

      Her lips spread into a wild grin. “I love you too, Harkzak.”

      “You do?” I didn’t understand why surprise hit me, but my insides were tingling with excitement. My heart galloped in my chest like a bird taking flight.

      She nodded vigorously. “I love you very much. I just realized it when I was at Ella’s house.”

      “How did you like hiding out there?” I asked with an amused chuckle. I was glad she was with somebody that could mentor her.

      “Yep. If anyone could have given me sound advice it would have been her. She really helped me see the light.” Lucy nodded with exuberance.

      I was so relieved to hear her say those wonderful words that I sighed audibly. “I’m just thankful that her advice worked in my favor.”

      The sound of Lucy’s laugh tickled my ears. She hugged me, and we kissed with such force and passion that I found myself growing hard behind my shorts. I never wanted to let her go. She was delicious and I wanted to devour her in a sexy seduction.

      “Just promise me one thing,” she whispered as she gazed up at me with her arms interlocked around my neck.

      “What’s that?” I asked with amusement.

      “Just don’t lie to me anymore.”

      “I promise you I will never lie to you or hurt you ever again, Lucy.” I honestly meant it because I never wanted to lose her.

      “Good, because I’ve had my fair share of hurt for one lifetime.” Lucy’s voice still had the residue of lingering pain, but I could tell she was trying to be playful.

      It was my turn to laugh. I picked her up and swung her around as we walked back to the house together. “Come here, you silly thing. I will protect and honor you for the rest of my life.”

      Lucy squeezed me tightly in response. I was hers, and she was mine, now and forever.

      When we got inside we were immediately hit with the warmth of the room and it made my skin feel creamy and relaxed.

      “Why don’t we go upstairs?” I said with a desperate urge forming in my pants.

      “I’d like that very much,” Lucy agreed.

      We held hands in silence on the way up to my room. I closed and locked the door behind us and my eyes met with Lucy’s. She had a burning desire twinkling in her soul; I could see it and feel it.

      Without a word she began to slowly undress, teasing me and driving me crazy. “What are you doing there?” I pointed to her bare shoulder asking a question I already knew the answer to.

      “You’ll just have to wait and find out,” she breathed seductively as she swayed her hips back and forth, moving her body in such a way as silky smooth melted caramel.

      She continued to slip each shoulder of the dress off her body and I wanted to help, but she wouldn’t let me touch her.

      “Please,” I whined, but my begging just egged her on even further.

      She bit her juicy red lips that reminded me off a delicious red candy apple and I wanted to nibble on them.

      “You are so fucking hot,” I said as my cock throbbed in my pants, eager to escape and find her wet tight hole.

      “You have no idea, baby, what I’m capable of,” she cooed and my body tingled with the sound of her porcelain white naked skin and her sexy voice.

      “Play with yourself.” My order was more like a desperate plea, but her eyes lit up.

      She went over to the bed and lay back with her legs spread wide open. I watched as her fingers began to explore the wet tender folds of her soft pink pussy lips.

      I craved to lick her clit and make her moan with ecstasy, but I was having fun watching her pleasure herself at that moment.

      She arched her back and moaned softly as her fingers found her clit and she flicked and rubbed it. I couldn’t contain myself anymore. I ripped out of my own clothes and joined her on the bed.

      I spread her legs even further apart. “Here, let me help you, darling,” I groaned as I pushed my head between her tender legs.

      My mouth found the soft folds of her outer pussy lips and I used my tongue to press further inside of her, listening to her moans.

      “More, more,” she breathed and continued to arch her back and spread her legs.

      My mouth and tongue feasted hungrily and desperately on her clit, sending her over the edge of passion. She grabbed the back of my head and squeezed as she dug her nails into my scalp.

      I knew she was coming in that moment as she screamed. After her body had finished its compulsion from her climax, I held her gently and twirled her hair with my finger.

      “You’re so beautiful.” I kissed her softly on the top of her forehead. I could feel her body loosening up and I placed my fingers in between her legs to feel her wetness, my cock throbbing harder than ever.

      “You’re turn,” she said with a wicked grin. She grabbed a condom out of the bedside drawer and placed it on my hard dick, using detail and precision.

      Once the condom had reached the top of my cock I opened her legs again and pulled her pussy apart from behind. “I’m going to enter your sweet little pussy now, you naughty girl.”

      “Oh yes fuck me,” she purred as the tip of my cock touched her pussy lips, sending electrical forces of pleasure through my body.

      I thrust inside of her with a grunt and a moan and grabbed onto the back of her ass for support as I gave it a tiny smack.

      She whined and moaned my name and drove me wild. I pulled her hair back as I rocked harder and faster until I too succumbed to the glory of orgasm. Once I shot my hot load of cum inside of the condom inside her I collapsed on top of her as my own muscles twitched like jelly.

      “That was amazing,” I panted through a hoarse guttural groan.

      “It was the best way I could ever hope to make up with my perfect Xicret mate,” she said and kissed me with more passion and love than I had ever felt in my life.
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          Harkzak

        

      

    

    
      It had been a long day at work and my muscles throbbed. Every movement I made, they protested in discomfort and pain. There were many hover ships to repair but I was thankful for the projects. It kept my mind busy and helped the time pass until I was able to go home once again.

      I walked in the door to the palace. I was back at home at last. I could now be reunited with those I loved the most in the world. It was thrilling to encounter Lucy’s face which was flushed in excitement.

      “Hey, beautiful,” I greeted her with a sensual kiss on the lips.

      I took a moment and stepped back a few feet to admire her naturally gorgeous body. She was wearing a short white sundress and her hair fell over her shoulder like golden beams of sunshine. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to call her mine.

      “Hi, welcome home.” She breathed in the sexiest voice I could ever imagine hearing. She gave me a smile as inviting and bright as the neon sun.

      “Why do you look so gloomy?” I asked sarcastically because it was apparent that she could have shot through the roof with booming enthusiasm.

      What had her so over the moon with elation? I had yet to find out, but curiosity was running rampant inside of me.

      It had been a whirlwind past year with Lucy. I didn’t think it would be possible but with each passing day I loved her more and more. She was so nurturing and adorable. Everything about her was perfect. She was a completely different person now. She was worlds away from the stranger she had been when I first met her.

      She made me laugh, but most importantly she made me come out of my tough shell. I had hidden behind my rough exterior for so many years. My past was behind me now. It wasn’t until after she walked into my life that I realized how utterly refreshing she was.

      She shined new light and perspective of how I should behave and treat women and I had learned so much from her. I respected her beyond anything I could ever explain.

      Before I had enjoyed the luxury of being introduced to Lucy, women were objects and quests for me. My life was defined by the accomplishment of attaining goals. The goals were the trophies of women, virgin girls. I hunted them down as if they were my prime meat. My old behavior utterly detested me now.

      Now that I had her as my wife, everything changed and my outlook on everything had become softer. I wanted to protect her, but above all the rest, I loved her unconditionally.

      Our wedding was a beautiful celebration on a mountaintop overlooking the valleys and breathtaking canyons of Xicret. The ceremony had taken place at sunset. It had been the best, most magical day of my entire life to date. As I had looked into Lucy’s ocean blue eyes on that wonderful evening, I knew I had found my peace. My entire life’s purpose was reflected in the remarkable beauty of her tender gaze.

      We had honeymooned to a neighboring planet that had amazing oceans and breathtaking views of the most amazing sunsets you could ever dream of witnessing in your natural life. We had made love under the canopy of stars in our gloriously lavish hotel suite.

      I had made sure that our room was right next to the water and I felt as if life could never be more content and perfect. Every night from then forward, we had fallen asleep in each other’s arms as if we never wanted to let go. She was in my dreams at night and consumed every thought in my waking life.

      I still loved to savor in the delicious scent and taste of Lucy’s beautiful pussy. She tasted sweet like honey. Each and every night, it was as if she relished in the idea of beckoning me in. The touch of her skin against mine was like stepping into a warm bath.

      The chemistry still reigned supreme and not even a freight train could stop us now. The connection we shared was utterly unbreakable. We were bonded for life in the union of true love that stood the test of time.

      We had made it, against all odds of the harsh elements of the universe. We had been through so much together, which is probably why our love was so strong.

      Coming back to the present, I watched as a twinkle shone brighter than a diamond in Lucy’s beautiful eyes.

      “What is it, darling? You have me on pins and needles. Spit it out already!” I exclaimed with a burst of enthusiasm. I was eager to know whatever it was that had her bouncing off the walls.

      “Just come. Follow me.” She had a twinkle in her eyes as she grabbed my hands and pulled me upstairs.

      My heart raced with wonderment. Lucy was not great at keeping secrets and I could tell that she might burst if she didn’t expel the contents of her mind soon.

      She led me down the hallway toward a room in the opposite direction of our own master suite. I became puzzled the further we went into the palace.

      “Where are we going?” I asked.

      “Close your eyes,” she ordered with a squeeze to my hand.

      “What?” I looked at her and chuckled. She was glowing radiantly. She looked adorably cute, and she was all mine.

      “Just do it,” she said with a mock tone of warning. She rolled her eyes with playful impatience.

      I sighed and closed my eyes. I decided to appease her and played along. “Fine, you win. Your wish is granted.”

      “No peeking,” she added as an extra instruction.

      “I promise, I won’t peek,” I drawled and placed my hands over my eyes for effect. I was grinning from ear to ear. “You aren’t going to have a wild beast come charging at me, are you?” I chuckled nervously.

      “Of course not, silly.” She laughed.

      “Good.” I sighed with relief.

      “Ok, take my hand again,” she directed, and I felt her warm hand fit snugly around mine.

      Her hand was so tiny and petite in comparison to mine that I always felt the need to protect her.

      She helped me walk into one of the guest rooms where I stood there waiting for further instruction. I kept my eyes closed just as she wished.

      “Ok,” she said after a moment or two. “You can open your eyes now.” Her voice was low, slow and soft. She was full of mystery.

      I peeled my left eye open first. I was trying to be playful. My method must have worked because she giggled. When I didn’t initially see anything in the room that would cause me to be curious, I opened both eyes and peered around the room.

      It was mainly empty aside from something peculiar in the far right hand corner next to the window. “What’s that?” I asked and pointed to it.

      “It’s a bassinet,” Lucy’s voice chimed with joy and excitement that I had never seen her exude before.

      “A bassinet?” I laughed. “What for?”

      Lucy bit her lip and slowly walked over to me. She was wearing a white nighty that rose up to her upper thighs which left little to the imagination. The top of the lingerie gave away her plunging neckline to reveal her voluptuous chest. She looked radiant, almost as if she were glowing.

      Her cheeks were rosy red, and her eyes were dazzling. Whatever she was trying to say to me, was igniting a fire of electric chemistry between us.

      She placed her small hands on mine and drew them to the center of her belly where she cradled them there. I could feel the heat coming off her body. The moment was intense.

      I looked at her, finally realizing what she was trying to tell me. “Are you serious?” My voice came out as a chipper unrecognizable squeaking sound.

      Lucy nodded with fervor and began to cry happy tears through the most beautiful natural smile I had ever seen. I couldn’t believe she was my wife. I was the luckiest man to ever exist.

      I rubbed her belly with exuberance. I tenderly stroked her soft skin where a baby was forming. Our baby. New life was beginning right between us and inside of her.

      “You’re pregnant?” I asked because I needed confirmation. I needed to hear the words escape her lips.

      “Yes,” she exclaimed through her joyous sobs. “I’ve known for a couple of weeks, but I just went to the doctor this afternoon and had it confirmed. Go look in the bassinet,” she told me.

      My heart swelled and leapt with excitement. I was going to be a father and I couldn’t believe the way the universe brought me such blessings. I couldn’t wait to wrap my arms around my little bundle of joy.

      Inside the tiny bassinet was a single ultrasound picture in a frame. I picked it up and placed my fingers on the tiny figure. “Is this our baby?” I choked through my own glorious tears.

      “That’s our baby,” Lucy said as she reached around my waist to envelope me in a loving embrace and hug.

      “He or she is absolutely beautiful already,” I admitted. I couldn’t stop staring at the picture. This was the most perfect baby I had ever seen, and I hadn’t even met them yet.

      “I’m so in love already and I haven’t even met him or her yet.” Lucy gazed adoringly at the photo.

      I turned around and brushed her hair out of her face. “You are amazing.”

      I picked her up and carried her to our bed where I gently peeled off her delicate lacy panties and pushed my tongue inside her warm, wet pussy. I grabbed onto her thighs as I rubbed her clit until she hit the brink of ecstasy and shook with her orgasm all over me.

      I pulled out my hard cock and entered her, fucking her tenderly in pure wedded bliss. I was going to be a father and I couldn’t imagine a better way to celebrate the occasion.

      After a few minutes the tight pink hole got the best of me and the folds of my own cock skin couldn’t resist blowing my hot semen into her body. I was so happy that we never had to worry about putting on a condom ever again.

      After I came down from my climax, I held Lucy all night, feeling the enormous amount of love swell between us. With an arm drawn over her belly, I fell asleep with the anticipation and excitement of waiting for it to bloat with the little baby inside until one day I would finally be able to meet my own creation.
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        * * *

      

      “My water just broke!” It was the one sentence I had been waiting to hear for a week now, and the day had finally arrived. My heart raced and my palms became sweaty as I rushed Lucy into the car and drove her as fast, but also as safely as possible to the hospital.

      Our bags had been packed for over two weeks now as we waited as patiently as we could for our little bundle of joy’s arrival. On the way to the hospital I watched helplessly as Lucy tried to breath in elaborate puffs of air and wriggled all over the leather seats of the car trying to make it through the pain.

      A few hours later and the final push of the evening out spilled our beautiful baby and the magic and intensity of the love we had created together finally crumbled me. I was a gushing mess of emotions of joy and celebration and love.

      “It’s a boy!” the doctor shouted as he held up the pink, wrinkling and wet infant.

      I looked at my son for the first time and saw the meaning of true unconditional love that reflected back on my amazing champion of a wife.

      “You did amazing.” I kissed the top of her forehead that had been soaked in sweat.

      The nurse handed over the baby and wrapped him in a blanket. Lucy cried as she watched her son wail out his first breaths in the most beautiful moment of my life.

      “I can’t believe we have a son,” she said as tears trickled down her cheeks.

      I kissed them away and kissed the top of my baby boy’s head. He was so soft and fragile.

      “I will take care of him forever and will teach him one day how to be a man.” My chest puffed out in pride for the son I would get to raise to be a gentleman. I would never be ruthless with him like my father had been with me.

      “He will receive nothing but love from me from this moment forward and for the rest of his life,” I said as I wiped happy tears from my own eyes.

      I gazed at Lucy lovingly as she placed a large nipple into our son’s mouth. He began to suck happily and made precious adorable cooing sounds.

      “This is truly perfect.” Lucy beamed from ear to ear as she held our son’s tiny hand that was balled up into a fist.

      “You did an amazing job,” I admitted.

      “It wasn’t all me,” she said and looked into my eyes, searching them.

      “We made this baby out of love.”

      “This baby is the definition of love,” she said.

      “How do you mean?” I asked.

      “He is the perfect blend of two different species that came together and met under the pull of the magical universe.”

      I admitted that it was the perfect analogy. “Let’s call him Elijah.”

      Lucy looked up. “Elijah. It has a nice ring to it. I think it’s the perfect name for a beautiful son.”

      I held Elijah’s tiny-balled fist as he wrapped it around my index finger. Life was just beginning.
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