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  This book is dedicated to my wonderful husband.  
Thanks for putting up with me over the last twenty-four years!






  
  About Travek's Treasure


Travek

As a Councilor’s son, I was raised by my uncle to join the Merchant Line on Quasar. I’ve been trained to look for and recognize the profit potential in every situation. 
When Bren found a Human mate from Earth, I saw the possibilities the females there present for the future of Quasar and for my own financial gain.
As I entered Earth’s atmosphere, I felt my own mate, and all hell breaks loose! I tried to take just her but end up with eight Human females.
Now, we’ve both been captured. My only hope is to convince our captors—and my mate—to work together to save our species.

Lisa

Though I'm attending college far away from my hometown, I'm still reeling from the emotional trauma caused by my freeloading, high school sweetheart. He’s a hard act to follow, and I’m going to make sure my next boyfriend wants me for my sunny personality, not for what I can do for him.
When I’m sucked into a bright light and confined to a freezing cell, I’m scared to death as I try to figure out what’s going on… and why? I’m one of the most boring, average girls you could ever meet. 
So, why would the government want me? And why do I feel a magnetic pull I can't explain to someone... or something... I've never met before?
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  Travek


“Just how  exactly are you planning to grab your mate?” 
Hannah’s eyebrows rise as she looks at me skeptically. “You did say only your mate, right?”
Hannah Becker has been on our spacecraft, the Discovery, for five to six rotations now. It’s true, we didn’t get along at first—and that was totally my fault. But now, I’ve been spending time with her daily to educate her on our home world’s culture. She’s a quick study, and I’ve enjoyed the interaction with a female. 
It’s extremely rare on Quasar to have female friends. 
Sisters? I have three, but friends? No.
I hide my personal doubts about my upcoming journey behind a smirk. I don’t have everything figured out, but she doesn’t need to know that. 
Of course, I do plan to grab only mates—plural. It will cost a pretty penny to get your mate, too.
“Of course. What would be the point of grabbing anyone but my mate?” 
Hannah’s nose crinkles as she purses her lips at me. Bren, whose lap she’s sitting on, seems to share her doubt. 
“Well, let’s consider that for a moment. If I picked up any other females, especially if they’re young and of breeding age, how long do you believe it would be before they encounter their own mates?” 
Pausing for effect, I wait to see if they argue. “I give it a few days, maybe. Look how fast you two showed your mating marks. Bren said he first noticed them long before you met.”
Bren’s arms tighten as he nods over her head. “It was a long time ago, although the distance between us kept her from noticing anything.” 
Previously, they’d discussed with me how they believe when Hannah left the atmosphere of Earth in a spacecraft to Mars, it made Bren able to “sense” her. Of course, it took around three hundred daily rotations for them to meet up. During that time, Bren saw her in his daily reflections.
“Yeah. I’m not an idiot. It’s logical to target the specific clientele looking for a mate. The rich ones!” 
I laugh as I stand. Rubbing my hands together, I can barely contain my excitement as I move to leave.
This is it! I’ll be separating here in the next rotation as the Discovery reaches the next jump point. 
We’re ready. My crew’s on standby, and the Gazer, our personal family spacecraft, is ready to go. 
I can fly it with only three crew members, but it also can carry as many as ten, including the crew. It even has five stasis chambers for longer space travel. They’re a luxury I’ve never utilized.
Sol and Gilip took some convincing. Not Sol so much since he’s my younger sibling, but Gilip wasn’t buying in at first. We are risking our lives.
Traveling into Ashen territory is dangerous. Only about fifty percent of our recorded crafts traveling through their territory are heard from again. The half that makes it never has anything to report. 
You either don’t see them—or you probably do, but they’re never heard from again.
“I’m not lying for you to anyone.” 
Bren’s booming voice doesn’t surprise me. He hasn’t told me how stupid I am. I know out of anyone who’s aware what I plan, he can relate the most. 
After all, he has his mate.
Finding out that we can experience a mate, even with another species like Humans, is a miracle. So far, there isn’t anyone on this spacecraft that I’ve talked to that isn’t envious. To possess your own female, totally yours... it’s hard to explain what an amazing concept that is!
“I don’t expect you to.” 
I swing back to face them as the door behind me slides open. “Best of luck on Quasar, Hannah.” 
With a quick salute, I leave their suite and head toward my own.
“Thanks, Travek. And best of luck to you, too. I hope you find what you’re looking for.” 
Hannah doesn’t sound totally convinced, but it’s nice of her to not totally hate me. After all, I’m planning on traveling to her home planet to kidnap a woman. 
I think she knows how desperate we all are at this point. But she’s one hundred percent happy with Bren as her mate. Why wouldn’t she want that for others?
I can only hope that everything Hannah and I discussed helps her when she arrives at our home world. We’ve gone over details on all the common protocols and niceties between females I’m aware of. 
I’ve prepped her on the council members she’ll run into and what I know about them, including my mother, Kirley Pelak. 
All the council members govern different aspects of the planet, with our family heading up the merchants and traders. We’re in charge of making sure merchandise, both imports and exports, whether domestic or foreign, keeps running smoothly. It doesn’t matter if that trade comes from the Pelak line, the Coalition members, or pirates off the grid. Our family doesn’t care.
My Uncle Reelo has been in charge of heading up the training and operations for as long as I’ve been alive. From the time I was a youth, he’s raised me with one mantra in mind. “How can this be profitable?” 
His voice rings in my ears regularly with our family slogan.
Sure, I’m taking a big gamble by making this run into the unknown space around the human planet known as Earth. But the payoff… big. 
Huge! 
At first, I thought Earth females like Hannah would make superb recreation workers. That’s an unheard-of commodity in our society. Not because they wouldn’t be accepted, but because females of our kind are so few and highly coveted. With birth rates so low, every female is claimed.
As large as the universe is, we’ve never run across any other species so similar to us. I’d say the Sinth is the closest I know of. But with their need for blood sharing, there’s definitely something very different in their physiology.
Any recreation workers on Quasar are male. That’s fine, but not what everyone wants. 
When I realized that Human females could physically become mates with our males, I knew they were priceless. Males will pay for that with everything they possess—except their life. 
After all, she will become their life. Look at me. I’m a perfect example.
I’m required to go back to Quasar soon to join my brothers in the Tapel Line. Half of my eight brothers are promised to them and it’s my turn. 
I’ve learned how impatient my Ermada has become. She’s a half-crazed female over twenty annual rotations older than me—the same age as my mother. 
At least, my impression is that she’s crazy. She’s just so used to getting what she wants—in everything. 
But a mate? That puts an end to any family line commitments. Mates can only be with each other.
I always enjoyed working with and learning from my Uncle Reelo about our family business. But my hobby and favorite pastime is what will make this entire venture work. The payoff is finally here. 
Often, we end up with old spaceships. Pirates and other species fall on hard times, and we have collections of their old junk in our family’s holdings. A couple of my brothers tried to convince my mother to create a museum of antiquities, but she’ll have none of that. Instead, most of it’s disassembled and taken to the recycling plants. 
I always try to be involved in this process because of my personal interest in technology and gadgets. Ever since I was a child, I’ve been interested in why and how things work.
Two annual rotations ago, I stumbled across some unique technology that intrigued me. The silver box I found in a long-abandoned spacecraft appeared impenetrable, but after some careful study, I gained access. 
I’ve been tinkering with it ever since. Now, it will finally come in handy. 
The only other person I’ve shown it to is my brother, Sol. 
In fact, I just tested it last week on myself. The transporter’s range is still unknown to us, but it definitely works. 
Sure, it might have killed any biological life when it was used, and I risked my neck to test it—but I was right!
It knocked me out for a long time after, but it works. And I feel fine. 
I’m taking a considerable risk using it on my mate if I find her. But what’s the worst that can happen? 
She’ll die? Unlikely. If we’re compatible to mate, then I’m sure she’ll be fine.
I’ve tried subtlety to get more information about Earth females from Hannah. She shared their size, weight, and other variables that need to be calibrated into the transporter device. She said it’s general guidelines about them, but that everyone is different. Also, it would depend somewhat on their location on the planet.
Now, it really comes down to desperation. Once I undergo the mating, I’m not required to go back to Quasar. My crazy Ermada will no longer be able to join with me. 
I’ll be free!
And free to take others to find their mates—for a fee, of course. 






  
  Chapter one
Lisa


Carefully, I finish arranging the two-inch square brownies into the only basket I have. There’s only so much room in the small living space in my college dorm room, but I’ve lined it with napkins and tried to make it as nice as possible.  
Susan’s waiting in the doorway impatiently. The last hour has been frustrating, so I’ve done what I always do when stress winds me up. I bake. 
Not really baking, since I’m using a hot plate and toaster oven in my dorm room, but the finished product is the same. I’ve meticulously swirled in melted peanut butter on the top of the rich chocolate brownies.
“My mom called,” I admit to Susan as she shifts again, waiting for me to get my butt in gear. I endure her gaze burning a hole into me as she waits to see if I’ll continue.
“I figured.” 
Susan’s so in tune with me—like I imagine a sister would be if I had one. She’s even closer than my roommate, Stephanie. I’m so thankful she’s right next door, sharing a dorm room with Jill.
“Yeah. She still can’t figure out what my deal is with Charlie. And her harping is getting old.” 
Throwing on my backpack, I follow her into the hall carrying my precious basket of brownies.
“Well, maybe it’s time to tell her everything.” 
Susan pushes the door wide open, so I can keep a tight grip on our brownie basket. They’re still warm, and I hug them to my body as the crisp, fall air cuts through the light coat I wore.
“Mm,” I grunt noncommittally. 
My mom knows what an asshole Charlie was, but she also doesn’t. At the time the breakup occurred, it wasn’t worth the drama it all would have inspired. 
But maybe… maybe it is time?
Charlie and I grew up together, and he’d been my first everything. 
My first boyfriend, first kiss, and first lover. Our moms knew each other forever too. They’re best friends and loved the fact we’d hit it off so perfectly. I’m sure they had our wedding all planned out.
Actually, I did too. 
I loved him. I guess, technically, I still have feelings for him. But I don’t love him. I’m not committed to him. And I won’t get back together with him.
I’m aware of what he needs now, though. That’s why my mom called and was pushing the big sell on getting back with him. He’s flunking out of university.
She didn’t specifically say that. There’s a chance she doesn’t realize it, but she might. I’m not surprised at all, because I always did his work when we were together.
I definitely enabled him in that part of our relationship. Isn’t it amazing how a year apart makes everything come into focus? I never suspected anything at the time.
He was always so proud of how smart I was. Looking back, I realize that’s because it was helpful to him.
“Is he even going to make it past Christmas this year?” 
Susan makes a good point. I told her about how he’s been repeating a bunch of classes from last year. It’s a probationary thing with his athletic scholarship.
“I doubt it. I don’t think I’d hear so much about it if my mom didn’t realize he’d land at the community college soon. His scholarship program is the only way he could afford it there.” Neither of our families could.
It wasn’t until he took off to college a year ahead of me, dumping me three weeks into the first semester, that I realized what had been going on. He’d used me. For years.
Yeah, maybe he liked me. And technically, we aren’t married, so I used him too. 
My senior year of high school was rough, though. We’d been together for so long. It felt like I’d lost a limb.
He barely made it through last year. His football scholarship almost didn’t get renewed. Our mother’s gossip informed me he doesn’t have another girlfriend. She thinks that’s great, but I know better.
Oh, no. He doesn’t have “a girlfriend.” He’s playing the field. Literally and figuratively.
“Don’t cave. You deserve better. Trust me. I know there’s something better out there for you!” 
Susan’s warm arm around my shoulders reminds me of what a super supportive friend she is. She’s had her own share of hardship in the last couple of years, just coming back to school after taking a year off. It’s been great to get to know her and help each other by venting our frustrations. 
Over some yummy sweets too!
“I know.” We’re coming up on the old brick building we meet our study group in. “Don’t worry. I won’t let him back into my heart. I learned my lesson.” 
That isn’t what I’m worried about either. Sure, I won’t ever be with him again. Unfortunately, he’s a hard act to follow.
He was a perfectly built football player. With sandy-blonde hair and blue eyes, he was a dead ringer for a young Robert Redford. Hot.
There aren’t many guys who look like that. Or who are built like that. And he treated me wonderfully while we were together.
Biding his time? Maybe.
“I need to find my next perfect heartthrob… someone who makes me swoon.” 
That’s what Charlie did. No one has made me feel a fraction of what he did. And this is a big campus. 
I’ve met some great guys, but my heart wasn’t convinced to accept anyone who wasn’t him—yet. 
Last year as a senior, I didn’t date anyone. This year is so different that I convinced myself I was ready. 
New school. New guys.
What I worry about is that no one will ever live up to Charlie’s memory. What if I’m destined to be alone because I expect something that will never come? 
Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.
Susan laughs. “Swoon! How old are you? I assumed swooning is what women did when they wore corsets in the olden days. Wasn’t that just because they couldn’t breathe in those fucking things?”
Snorting, I laugh, and we giggle at my snort the last few steps to the door.
“Everyone will love these brownies! Chocolate and peanut butter, right?” Susan confirms I’ve concocted her favorite again. 
My favorite is mint. Icing sugar with mint extract swirled in the top instead of peanut butter… to die for.
“I hope everyone hates them, because I’d like to have two.” Susan holds open the door for me again.
“I know! Maybe nobody else will show up. You never know. I plan to think positive!” 
Laughing, I realize just how true that is. As we stomp up the stairwell, I start reciting the ingredients and steps to make them. One of these days, Susan will break down and make some for me.
“I love them. I don’t even care what they have in them.” 
Susan’s words make my heart sink. She doesn’t realize that it’s the same old thing for me. It’s becoming clearer and clearer that I give what’s important to me, and everyone else just takes. 
No—that isn’t true. She isn’t like Charlie. I have to keep my chin up and stay positive. 
“You showed me how to make them, or at least the hot plate part, remember?” Susan is always kind when she points out I’m repeating myself to her.
“Oh, yeah!” I shake myself out of the funk I’ve slipped into, planting a smile on my face as we walk into the room. “I was thinking it was Stephanie, but it was you.” 
The table’s already busy with our friends. “Damn! Are we late?”
“No. You guys are right on time. Especially since you have food.” Beth waves us over and pulls out a chair for me. 
Sinking gratefully into it, I shrug off my backpack and throw it on the floor in front of me to pull out the napkins. Everyone can use them as plates too. 
Beth’s face is a foot from the basket as I uncover the chocolate miracle inside. “Damn, Lisa. You really fucking rock the brownies.”
I just laugh and shake my head at her antics. Beth is super sweet with authentic bleach blond hair. My hair’s light brown with natural highlights. It looks dark compared to her almost-white head.
“They’re still warm,” she squeals as she carefully pulls one out and onto a napkin. The basket’s already starting around the table. 
Smiling, I settle back to enjoy watching everyone pick one out. 
It’s sad, but I’m not even hungry. The phone call with my mother that inspired these also killed my appetite. Figures.
“Ladies, ladies.” Shelly claps her hands above her head as she pulls our attention to her. As the organizer of our meetings, she usually has a very organized agenda. 
I don’t come to learn. I come to help. 
“Oh yeah! Brownies.” Shelly takes a second to pick one out before passing them along. “Let’s break into groups for our specific issues. With the eight of us here, that should make it so we can cross reference our strengths and weaknesses for each other.”
I don’t move as everyone pulls out their questions on the last week of notes. Just behind Karen, across the table, I see a streak of lights and then pulsing flashes. “What is that?”
As soon as the words are out of my mouth, the light swells brighter and brighter. It doesn’t make any sense. What could be thirty feet up and that bright?
A funny feeling starts in my chest, drawing me from my chair. Excitement flows through me. I’m on my feet and practically running to the window. 
Getting there first, I can’t see a thing outside. It’s blinding. 
I’m in a spotlight and can’t focus on a thing from the intensity. The elation I’m experiencing is strange. My skin’s tingling, and I swing around to look at the others.
I can’t see anything though, even when I turn around. It’s as bright looking back into the room as it was when I walked to the window. 
“Guys?” I couldn’t have burned my retinas that quick! Right?
No one answers, and I notice everything around me starts to shake. Softly at first, but picking up speed and intensity the longer it goes on. 
Now I’m scared. “Susan!” My voice sounds far away, even to me. I’m not sure if it’s because I’m petrified now or what? 
I can feel myself getting light-headed as I hyperventilate. Everything is white and silent around me now. 
Shutting my eyes, it cuts back on the light, but it’s like laying out on a bright summer day. My eyes water profusely behind my lids, and I feel tears begin to slide down my cheeks. 
But I can’t move to wipe them away. I’m frozen! 
It’s only as I begin to lose consciousness that the darkness finally takes over.






  
  Chapter two
Travek


“This ship better stay together!”  
Gilip’s determined expression is at odds with his permanent scowl. We calculated what we assumed would be a safe trajectory to enter the Earth’s atmosphere. Now we’re all holding our breath as we descend.
As the hull readings climb higher, Sol glances back and forth, his head swiveling from the panel to me. 
My face is carefully blank. I knew this could be a suicide mission, and I tried to talk him out of it.
“Travek?” Sol’s voice is barely a whisper as the readings climb above acceptable levels. He’s trusting me to get us through this.
“I see it.” 
There’s nothing we can do at this point. We’re committed. This is just one of many things that can go wrong. “Almost… there.”
We break out onto the other side, and the readings begin to drop immediately. 
Thank the Sacred Mother. One catastrophe averted—on to the next.
I sink back into the chair and try to relax. Looking over the blue and green planet below us, I can’t help but be mesmerized by the sight in front of us. It’s beautiful.
“Where to?” Gilip’s deep voice is more relaxed now. But that’s the next question I don’t have an answer for—yet.
“Cruising speed at this altitude for the moment. Let’s all relax and see what we detect.” 
I’ve been preparing for this. I understand Bren felt Hannah for a long time. As long as she took to get to another planet, they call Mars. 
We assumed he perceived her once she left the Earth's atmosphere. But everything is speculation at this point.  
My trip here is not only to find my mate but also to narrow down some of these unknowns. After all, we need to be able to replicate this trip in the future if we want to make it a profitable venture.
Settling into a daily reflection stance, I let the ship around me fade away. 
I probably look like I’m sleeping, but I’m not. All Quasar males are trained extensively in morning and evening daily reflections.
Taking deep breaths, I turn my attention inward. Focusing on nothing. Feeling nothing. 
My surroundings drop away, and I no longer perceive my brother or Gilip. There’s nothingness, and that’s relaxing as I focus on thinking about nothing.
A pinpoint of light begins in my peripheral vision. Watching it carefully, I relax more. Waiting. 
Slowly, it gets bigger and my skin tingles in anticipation. 
Yes. It feels good. Right.
My internal vision watches the light stream out as if a beacon towards me. That’s it. It has to be. 
It’s as good a place to start as any. We don’t have any other choice at this point. And if it’s incorrect, we’ll just keep looking.
Snapping my eyes open, I spot my brother Sol watching me with a strange expression on his face. “What? Did you see something? Or sense something?”
“Both.” 
Turning to Gilip, I wave my hand in front of his face, still locked onto the panel. “Manual override.” 
He straightens immediately, passing control to me.
This is my favorite part. So often we rely on the computers to navigate. Almost all the time, really.
“Are you fucking serious?” Gilip still doesn’t trust any of this. He thinks Bren has staged an elaborate hoax. Tempting for all of us, but I know differently. 
I’ve seen the markings.
Instead of watching, he gets up and moves into the crew area of our ship. “Inform me when we’re there.” 
His heavy boots echo on the floor as he moves away behind me.
“Sure.” 
I smile at Sol as I drop our ship sharply, and we faintly overhear him swearing behind us. 
“What do you feel? Do you really think you felt something?” 
Sol wants to believe as much as I do. And I do believe. 
His voice drops lower, and I can barely catch him add on, “Is it your mate?”
“It feels like destiny. Almost hurts, but it’s a pull. Just wait.” 
I don’t say any more while we drop smoothly down toward a green area of the planet. As it gets bigger in front of us, my entire body is encased in the knowing. 
Excitement fills me, along with elation. This is it! 
I lock our destination in on the area of the green space that seems to call to me. As I study the lighter green in my vision, the on-board computer drones, “Twenty-eight quasenda parcs.”
“Should I get the staging area ready?” 
This is what Sol’s really excited about. Using the technology, we’ve only tried a few times before. Each time, his excitement magnifies, and his eyes light up. I assume our Uncle Reelo’s mantra is droning through his head like it does mine.
“Yes. Let’s do it.” 
Every time we’ve used the silver box, it’s displayed a holographic ring where our target would arrive. The only place large enough on this ship is the still fairly small cargo bay in the back. 
Even emptying it all out, we aren’t positive it will be enough space.
Setting up the auto-navigation to where I feel her presence, I walk into the back after him. We pass Gilip in the prep area eating. 
“Where are you going?” His mouth is full as he talks and follows behind us.
“You’ll see.” 
Gilip is one of my best friends, but he’s only here for the adventure. He loves getting off the Discovery and seeing new things. I can’t remember a time he didn’t say yes to whatever hare-brained idea I thought up.
Standing in the practically empty hold, Sol and I take positions in the only area left to stand. We dumped almost everything except what could fit in the bins and nets that carry items on the side.
When I fire up the box and it begins its low strange hum, I hear Gilip draw a quick inhale. “What the fuck, Travek? Where did you get that?” 
His strained voice lets me know he’s not positive he’s on-board with whatever might happen next.
I don’t even turn to look at him when Sol answers. “Travek found it in our family’s scrap yard. He fixed it.”
“Are we here to start a war or what? What does it do?” 
Gilip’s mind is really off—speculating the worst. How typical of him. He must imagine I plan to blow something up.
I’ve successfully locked the destination point as I turn to answer him. “Transporter. Only way better than anything we have on the market on Quasar.” 
Brushing by him, I return to the front. I don’t know exactly how long I have to lock in the target, but we’re close.
Sol stays in the back as we discussed previously, but Gilip has followed me to the front view screen. “Holy Sacred Mother. Everything’s so dark.” 
He falls heavily into the seat next to me.
Nodding, I settle the box between my legs as I manually take over the controls again. There are thousands of poles below us with lights atop them. Moving ground vehicles stream around everywhere. 
In the distance, I make out large aircraft that appear to take off and land in a long, narrow strip. That only catches my attention for a second, though. The pull to a dark building ahead of me has me directing the craft to dive quickly. 
The faster we can pull this off, the better.
“Hang on!” 
I direct my yell over my shoulder at Sol, who only has the rear harnesses to keep him from flying around. 
I hear a loud thunk and then swearing as we drop just above the treetops, racing toward the building quickly.
And then we’re there. 
Hovering in front of the building, I can see shapes moving around inside. 
She’s right there! Right there!






  
  Chapter three
Travek


I feel as if I could reach out and caress her. It’s the most startling but wonderful sensation.  
Until this point, I’ve been excited about the prospect of not having to go back to Quasar and having my own female, but now... it’s suddenly much more real. 
Much more personal.
“Travek?” Gilip’s shocked voice shakes me out of my reverie.
Ignoring him, I flip the switch and start the transporter before looking over at him. I don’t want any more of his negative insights wearing me down while I’m enjoying this moment.
His eyes are wide with wonder as they stare at my neck. “What?”
Bringing my hand up, I grasp above the neckline of my flight suit.
“Mating marks…” Gilip’s voice drifts off as I nod. 
Of course.
“Incoming!” Sol’s yell sounds worried. 
That’s not good, but it’s to be expected the first time.
Jumping up, I race to the back, so I don’t miss her materializing. I want to hold her as soon as she arrives. 
I should be the first one to catch sight of her and touch her. It’s stupid, but I already feel possessive of her. 
A ball of sparkling light hovers over the destination area, and I see immediately why he’s worried. It’s large. 
As multiple shapes start to solidify, I realize there’s more than one. More than two.
As soon as they all fully form, the internal light of the process drops away. I realize they’re all in the position they were in before dropping onto the cargo bay hold. 
Some are standing and a few are sitting. None of the females that were sitting have chairs under them any longer. The transporter was programmed for biological matter only.
I’m on my knees and skidding towards them. There are so many I don’t even bother to count. But I recognize her instantly. 
Before she collapses from her standing position, I pull her small, soft body into my arms. I brush her light brown hair away from her face. She’s stunning. 
Her skin is much lighter than mine and feels silky under my fingertips. Her breathing is even and light as it puffs through her cute nose and mouth. Even her lips are a lovely shade of pink.
“Eight!” 
Gilip’s shadow falls over me from the door. “We got eight of them?” 
His voice is almost a roar. Instead of being excited, he’s furious.
What’s his problem? Can’t he see any potential in this?
Glancing up, I notice my brother Sol still hanging onto the cargo netting over me in shock. He doesn’t say a word, but Gilip has enough to say for all of us.
“I knew you were coming to look and see what you felt—if you felt your mate. But you had a way to steal them? Did you plan this?” 
He appears ready to attack me with his snarling face and wild hair. Giving up on all semblance of control, his hair slaps the ceiling as he looks at me accusingly.
“I only planned on getting her, but we haven’t tested the device in any long-range moves. Just across the cargo hold on the Discovery. It must have adjustments that can be made, but I don’t know how—yet!” 
Breathing in my mate’s fresh scent calms me as I stare at Gilip who’s almost ready to explode.
“Maybe the pick up gets larger the farther we are from it? It isn’t as precise?” 
I nod my head in agreement with Sol’s quiet hypothesis. He’s trying to change the focus, but Gilip isn’t letting this go.
“Put them back!” Gilip’s snarl is final. 
When I glance up at him, I realize he isn’t kidding. 
“We’ve never done that before. We have to set the destination—”
Sol’s explanation is cut off by Gilip, who’s digging his hands into his hair. “I don’t care. This isn’t right. We don’t steal people.”
They continue to bicker as they move towards the door to the front. 
Gilip’s right, but this is for the greater good. We are about to change our planet’s history. 
I look down at my mate, who’s still unconscious in my arms. Her breathing is still calm and soft. 
Running my hands through her hair, I realize there are lighter streaks in the brown waves. They catch the light and my attention as I rub strands between my fingers.
Yes, I’ll admit that I’m not just doing this for everyone else. I’m suffering some pangs of guilt, too. I do not know if this young female will ever forgive me for taking her from her family, but I have to try.
A rocking sensation has us all looking at each other with wide eyes. Gilip and Sol sprint for the front while I study the females scattered across the hold. They’re all so different. Their hair and skin tones are varied from light to dark. 
We have travel stasis pods, but only the five. And there are eleven of us now, with eight females. 
They will just have to stay here for the moment.
“What going on?” Yelling toward the front, I can hear swearing and bickering. 
Nothing specific though, as far as what’s going on. The jostling has smoothed out, but we’re still not traveling forward. More sideways in relationship to the way the ship would go. 
How are we traveling sideways?
Setting my mate down, I begin laying out a cargo net over the women. Straightening heads and limbs so they lay side by side, feet to head, I rotate them. 
“We’re caught in some kind of transporter beam! Maybe Humans? Or Ashen?” 
Sol’s feet stomp towards me, and he helps me spread the net over the females. Taking turns, we secure them to the floor, hooking the cargo net to the wall on either side.
Skirting around them, I gently pick up my mate from the floor and follow Sol to the front. 
Gilip is fighting with the controls and trying to regain power in navigation.
Dropping into the seat, I arrange her limbs as comfortably as I can. “Any success to report?”
The scathing look Gilip throws me answers that question immediately. Our altitude is climbing as I watch out the front of the craft. It’s clear we are traveling toward a more remote area of their planet. Leaving the green, we head up toward a white landscaped area.
Blue water surrounds the white ground cover as we get closer to where we’re obviously being pulled. “Any suggestions, Gilip?” 
I realize he’ll have gone through every possible scenario to break out of this and stay alive. 
Sure, you can usually break away, but most life forms will perish in the aftermath. Our bodies just can’t take the whiplash that will occur. Only someone in the stasis pods could survive that.
“Not if we want to stay alive.” His voice is resigned.
“We stay alive then. We can always end our lives later.” 
I peer down at my peaceful mate. I’ve just found her. I’m not ready to give up yet.
Perhaps Humans are more advanced than we realized? We must be ready to act with an apology to their people for the foolhardy way I approached gaining my mate.
As I take a deep breath of her calming scent, I admit I’ll do anything to keep her.






  
  Chapter four
Travek


“This doesn’t look good.”  
Gilip states the obvious as we’re pulled into the ground under a frozen terrain. The tunnel we’ve entered could fit the Discovery—it’s that large!
“Let me do the talking. It’s apparent she’s my mate, and I’ve come for her.” 
My face softens as I peek down at her again. She’s perfect even with the slight snore of her exhales.
“What if they don’t know that? Humans don’t mate, do they?” 
Sol is watching me closely when I meet his eyes. His turmoil is clear from the way his hair is undulating on his head. 
“No, Hannah said they didn’t. But it’s clear we can with them. I don’t know if it’s their atmosphere that naturally blocks us or what, but it’s time they join the Coalition. This was bound to happen, eventually.” 
Sols nods at my logic, but Gilip’s eyes narrow.
“What if they immediately kill us?” He throws his hands in the air and stomps to the back. 
I hear the telltale click and slamming as he opens the lock-up.
“Don’t you dare get weapons! I can’t kill my mate’s people!” 
It’s one thing to take her away from her family and something else entirely to start killing. What if we accidentally kill someone important to her?
His footsteps stomp back towards us. “You want us to go out there totally unprepared? What if they want nothing to do with non-humans?”
“I understand. Fine. But if they planned to kill us, they would’ve just shot us out of the sky. According to Hannah, they possess those capabilities.” 
Blowing out a breath of frustration, I stand. Our argument stalls as our attention is pulled to what’s outside. 
We’ve slowed and large doors slide into the rock walls surrounding us. They’re pulling us into their hangar, although I don’t spot any other spacecraft. 
“Sol, you take my mate. I’ll go out and speak with them first.” 
We watch a stream of Humans surround our ship with some kind of projectile weapons pointed at us. “Lower the hatch. Stay inside with her. I’ll negotiate to give them back the others and we’ll just take her.”
It sounds so simple. So logical. But my heart is pounding, and I just want to flee with her. 
Patience. 
I must represent Quasar diplomatically and not start a war. There’s so much resting on how I deal with this. Not to mention, my mother will kill me if I handle this poorly.
Sol steps closer and takes my mate from me wordlessly. 
I nod and turn to head to the exit. Their air has a taste of fuel and metal as it streams into the craft through the slowly opening hatch door. 
Straightening my uniform and posture, I wait and watch as they come into view.
Stepping onto our ramp slowly, I raise both my arms in greeting before clasping them in front of me and bowing slightly. “I am Travek Kirley of the House of Kirley from the planet Quasar.” 
Waiting a moment to see if anyone steps forward, I’m relieved to notice three figures walk into my line of sight. Unfortunately, I immediately see a Taxin. 
His cold eyes meet mine. It’s impossible to say if he’s smiling because they have inflexible mouths that only stretch open to devour their prey.
This could be good or bad. They’re members of the Coalition and should recognize my heritage. But we don’t maintain any alliances with them, and there isn’t anything we trade. 
The human in the lead speaks first. “I’m General Andrew Dempsey, and we have brought here you because you invaded our military airspace. Do you want to explain what you’re here for?” 
Stepping forward to address me, I notice the hair on the man who speaks is white and black. 
“I’ve come to Earth, because I felt my mate. She was in the building you saw us near. With your permission, I’d like to leave with her. We accidentally picked up more females than we planned with our transporter beam. We’d like to leave them with you and be on our way.” 
It sounds so logical. How could they possibly argue with that?
The Taxin’s eyes drop to the General when he spins to speak to him. I’m shocked to realize they understand each other in a language I don’t know. It takes some time before they turn back to me and walk closer to where I stand next to the shuttle.
“Well, it seems that Rodney here,” he waves to the Taxin next to him, “recognizes your species and says you all don’t develop mates any longer.” 
So, they are working together. What could the humans possibly have that interests the Taxin?
“That has recently changed.” 
I’ve made a quick decision to not get into what has happened with Bren and Hannah. I don’t like the way this is going just by the feeling coming off of the Taxin. He looks way too happy about the current situation. “If you contact the Coalition, you’ll find we are a peaceful society that only wants to live in harmony with others…”
“Humans are not part of the Coalition, and neither are we.” 
It’s Rodney who cuts me off and his words confuse me. They are. They’ve been for hundreds of years.
“We have a different proposal.” 
General Andrew Dempsey pauses dramatically with a small smile. “Fight Rodney. If you win, you can go.”
What does he mean, fight? With weapons?
My confusion must show on my face. 
Rodney throws back his head and laughs before explaining. “There are many old stories of how fierce and deadly the Quasarian mated males are. The stories tell of your prowess on the battlefields as mercenaries for many races. I wish to experience this.”
Yes, I’ve heard the stories too. He’s right. There were many mercenaries thousands of years ago—when we had mates. 
But I just found my mate, and I’ve never fought physically in my life. We have an evolved world now. Is he serious? 
I look back and forth between them. They seem serious. “Do I have a choice?”
“No.”
General Andrew Dempsey is already backing away from us, and I realize they mean right now. Right here. 
The Taxin backs up a few paces and settles his weight more on his hind legs. He has the advantage in so many ways already. The thick tail that extends out his backside is long and can thrash out as a leg and arm would. 
I’m so fucked.
This is for my mate, though. If they’re telling the truth, then they’ll let us go. 
Springing forward, I pull back my fist and swing towards his head, but he ducks. 
At the same time, his tail slams into the back of my head and everything goes dark.






  
  Chapter five
Lisa


I’m shivering violently as the freezing temperature wakes me. There’s hard metal under my body, and that’s where the cold seems to seep into me.  
Where am I?
Sitting up quickly, I huddle on my butt, pulling my legs into my chest to examine my surroundings. The lighting’s dim, and I appear to be in a metal room. 
A cage? Or a prison cell? It’s not much bigger than my height laying down, so maybe it’s six-foot square? One wall holds a door that’s as high as the ceiling, with a small window near the top.
Resting my head on my knees, I try to pull myself together. I was…
The study group! 
We were at the study group and then the light...
“Shelly! Susan!” 
After yelling, I pause, listening for a response. The cell can’t be soundproof. I just woke up so maybe they haven’t yet?
This is total bullshit. Where the hell am I now? 
As the silence continues around me, a trickle of fear runs down my spine. I need to stand and get my circulation going.
I’m so stiff from the cold though, it’s hard to make my body work. Instead of just getting up, I have to roll onto my knees as my poor frozen joints creak in protest. 
Straightening slowly, I turn in a circle before walking closer to the door. “Susan?” 
The window high in the door to this room has metal bars criss-crossing the view. 
I hear soft footballs outside the door. I’m too short to peek out, but I press my front against the metal door and stand up on my tiptoes, trying. 
I’m about three inches too short. That figures.
“Ah!” My voice screeches as I register the reptile right outside the window as I glance up. It looks like a snake or turtle’s face? But it’s tall! Its head is as big as mine!
Falling back to the floor on my butt, I shimmy to the opposite wall of the door and curl into a ball. 
I can barely breathe as my chest tightens in fear, choking off my air until I gasp the frigid air in, burning my lungs. I’m not big on snakes and the yellow eyes with large cat pupils stare back at me without blinking. With no hair on its head, the scales are fine and overlapping in green to black variations. 
I watch in horror as a fine, forked tongue flicks out. 
Reaching through the bars in the window on the door, the appendage travels at least six inches into the cage! As the creature pulls it back into his wide, lipless mouth, I note how it stretches from one side of his head to the other. Where he should have ears—that seems to be where the edge of his mouth ends!
Our neighbor had a snake. Once, he thought it would be a great idea to let the neighborhood kids watch him feed it in the backyard. Its mouth got so wide! 
This creature is the exact same way.
Tears are making my vision wavy as they begin to fall down my cheeks. The gravity of the situation I’m in settles hard on me.
This is bad. Am I dinner for this thing?
When the door grinds open, I’m prepared for the worst.
Hyperventilating, I’m almost blacking out from my heavy breathing. So, I’m shocked when a uniformed officer steps into the cell instead of the horrifying creature.
“Stand up!”
 With relief, I realize that he’s the only one coming in. 
I can still make out the snake behind the window of the door. “Now! Or I let him in to make you.”
His words register slowly, but I’m not taking any chances.
Clawing at the icy surface behind me, I scramble to my feet. “Who… who are you?” 
Pressing myself back against the wall, I try to slow my breathing. I’m afraid to take my eyes off the snake in the window to even look at this guy. But it makes no sense. 
“Where am I?”
“No questions,” he snaps. 
When I don’t move, he reaches behind himself and pulls open the door. I’m astounded to see it isn’t a snake. It’s a man!
Well, kind of like a man. He’s at least a foot taller than the guy already in here with me. 
Frozen, I’m mesmerized by what he’s exposing behind the door. I never bother looking at him, even when he speaks again.
“Take your clothes off.” His voice is calm, even, and threatening. But his words have my eyes snapping to him for the first time.
“What?” My voice is weak with fear as I begin to hyperventilate again. 
His head cocks to the side, and I take in his uniform that looks more military than security. Not that I know much about that. But there’s no name tag or identifying features to it. 
“I know you aren’t stupid. You were at a community college. Don’t make us strip you forcefully. Now, take off your clothes.”
His last words are firm, and I know I have no choice at this point.
Swallowing hard, I turn slightly and hold on to the wall behind me before kicking off my shoes. 
“Why?” 
I manage to get out that one breathless question as I unbutton my jeans and peel them down my legs. Anything they tell me will be better than what my mind is conjuring up.
Now that he’s exposed the reptile as a humanoid being, I’m a little less afraid of being eaten. He isn’t actually a snake, right?
“No questions. Just off!” The uniformed, burly man takes a threatening step forward. 
Kicking out of my pants, I whip my shirt over my head.
“Underwear too. Everything off.”
Mother fucker. This doesn’t look good. I’m obviously in some weird military and alien base, but why?
“Turn around and put your hands on the wall at your head height.” His hateful eyes drill into me. 
Fine.
Putting both my hands on the freezing metal wall behind me, I drop my head onto the smooth surface and close my eyes. Whatever they want, I have little choice. The only sound is my harsh breathing until I feel a hand lightly brush aside my hair to place it over my shoulder.
Tensing, I don’t open my eyes or make a move. Silent tears are streaming down my face. Now that my nose is totally plugged, my breaths heave in and out noisily. They’re the loudest thing in the room and dominate the silence behind me.
The uniformed officer talks behind me, but I don’t understand the language. I’m just relieved that he isn’t close. 
When the responding voice answers, I realize that the reptile man has entered the cell, too. His voice is raspy and much deeper. 
It seems like forever they talk behind me, although it’s probably only a few minutes. 
“Turn around.” The barked order has me gathering my nerve to open my eyes and turn towards them slowly. 
Steeling my backbone, I glare at them through my tear-filled eyes with my jaw set.
“What did I do?” This all makes no sense to me. Why would they take me from school to bring me here? 
“No questions.” The military guy barks as he turns around and heads for the door. 
I stare after him, totally at a loss. 
It isn’t until the reptile man grabs my upper arm and pulls me to follow that I start to panic. His hands are coarse on my naked skin. 
My head swivels to gape at where he’s touching me without thought. His nails are long, dark, and pointed where they curve menacingly from his scaled hands. 
I stumble beside him as he draws me to the door. The hall is much shorter than I envisioned, and we only go one door down.
Military guy is opening the next cell over with an eye and hand scan. It only takes a second before the grinding of the locks releasing has the door popping open. 
It swings soundlessly, and neither one follows me in. I’m just tossed inside unceremoniously. 
Falling to my knees, I wince as pain shoots through my body. 
Fucking hell, what’s wrong with them? 
I could’ve walked in. The entire time, I cooperated.
The locks grind again behind me. 
Swiveling onto my butt, I glance up and determine the door is identical to the cell I just came from. 
The reptile man is looking at me through the window opening. His eyes flicker away and behind me. 
A low moan makes me realize I’m not alone! Did they take any of the other girls, too?
But when I swing around, I’m shocked to see a man lying on his stomach behind me. He’s naked, just like me. 
At first, I avert my eyes, looking up at the ceiling. But I’m naked too. What’s the point? 
Isn’t it more important to check why he’s passed out on the floor?
Another moan has me dropping my eyes to study him more closely. The only light comes from a strip in the ceiling with metal over it too. But I can make out his shape well enough. 
He’s big. Almost too big. He dominates the small floor. I practically slid into him when they tossed me in.
Backing up to the door behind me, I slide to the wall in the corner furthest from him. Watching him closely, he pulls the leg furthest away from me up as he leverages himself onto his arm.
Should I say something? Is he hurt? There’s not much I can do if he is. 
Crossing my arms, I sink down onto my haunches. A part of me wants to just plant my face in my knees and ignore him. Pretend like this really isn’t happening. 
Something I did must alert him to my presence, because he whips around to face me. Our eyes meet. 
It’s then I realize… his hair? It’s floating up around his head, defying gravity. 
What the hell?
Oh, Lord! He isn’t human either!






  
  Chapter six
Lisa


Barely daring to breathe, I make myself as small as possible in the corner I’ve claimed. Now that the naked guy’s seen me, he seems hesitant to move towards me. In my book, that’s a fantastic thing. 
I watch as he straightens slowly, scooting back to lean against the wall across from me. 
This cage isn’t much bigger than the one next door, but deeper. It’s the same temperature and just as chilling though. 
Shivering, I notice my teeth chatter as I try to huddle and keep my heat. How long has it been? 
How long was I passed out on the floor freezing? It feels like icicles are forming in my veins.
“Hello. I’m Travek.” The stranger’s deep voice cuts off my drifting thoughts. It sounds rough, but I understand his English. It’s clear it isn’t his first language from the accent and slow way he speaks.
“Lisa,” I whisper back. 
His face lights up at my response. He looks happy? It’s kind of weird, but then I watch his lips form my name a few times under his breath, as if he’s memorizing it.
They obviously put us together for a reason. Since we’re both naked, it doesn’t take being a rocket scientist to figure out why. The idea makes me panic. 
So far, this entire experience has been like a horrible B movie. Aliens. Government conspiracies. Nudity. 
It has it all.
My breathing speeds up as I consider my options. They’re extremely limited, but I won’t play along and get knocked up by a strange alien in a cage!
His smile makes my resolve falter as he continues to look at me curiously. He’s incredibly good looking. Except for his wild, dark hair that reminds me of medusa, he looks like the neighborhood biker bad boy. 
Tattoos decorate his chest, arms, and from the looks of it—even the tops of his legs. It’s an intricate design that overlaps and weaves across his chest. Some fantastic colors show up, reflecting brightly even under this diluted light. 
Sexy.
But the hair? It’s not snakes—too thin. But as I watch it float and settle, float and settle, I can’t help wondering if he controls it. The color appears black in this light, and the effect makes him look like he’s underwater. Or like a merman…
“Are you alright, Lisa?” 
I’m surprised he’s asked about me when he was the one out cold a few minutes ago. But I guess I’m having trouble concentrating. My mind keeps drifting to totally inappropriate thoughts. 
Shifting, I try to slow my shivering and wonder briefly if moving away from the wall would be better. “Yes. They just took my clothes and brought me in here.” 
I slide my butt all the way to the floor and wince as the frigid surface presses against me. 
Trying to be modest, I keep my legs tight and arms across my chest. It doesn’t do much, though. “Are you okay?” 
I guess I should ask him back, right?
His smile is brilliant as it exposes white, straight teeth. Staring across the small room at me, his eyes devour my form. “I’m perfect now.” 
That’s a little unnerving. 
Damn. I don’t want him getting the wrong idea, so I look everywhere but at him. 
I notice they made the wall of a seamless piece of metal. Even the corners appear to be sealed from the exterior.
Escaping will probably be close to impossible. And then what? If this is a military facility, it’ll be crawling with personnel. And how many more of those scary aliens are around? I’m already thinking of the alien across from me as the “friendly” alien.
“Lisa.” Travek stretches his legs out a little more, and they land directly in front of me. I can’t help watching his muscles flex and bunch under his tattooed skin. “I’m afraid this is all my fault.”
Furrowing my brows in confusion, I tilt my head, waiting for him to explain. 
When he drops his eyes and looks like he doesn’t plan to elaborate, I question him. “What do you mean? How is this your fault?” 
Don’t leave me in suspense. I can’t imagine that he alone is at fault. Most abduction stories are a colossal clusterfuck of being in the wrong place at the wrong time.
“I’m afraid I came for you. I removed you from your building before your government and the Taxin stopped my spacecraft.”
Travek’s earnest expression and look of guilt in my direction makes me realize he’s worried about my response. It takes a few seconds for what he’s telling me to make sense.
“Wait. You’re the light…” My voice trails off as I remember the study group and the light that seemed to swallow me in the room. It was terrifying. “Why?”
“It’s a long story, and I don’t want to get into all the details while we’re contained here.” 
Sure. That’s one way to avoid the topic. Could there be more to it? 
Does he think I will tell someone else? 
Finally, I catch on. “You think we’re being watched?” My voice is lower as I lean forward conspiratorially.
“Definitely.” 
He shifts again, and his hair settles and with no hands—forms into a braid by itself against his head! It’s fascinating. 
If I’m being honest with myself, he’s fascinating. The more I study his features, the more I realize how much he looks like Joe Manganiello. Magic Mike is definitely one of my favorite films.
“What… what are you?” 
My whisper makes him smile. 
“I wish we weren’t both naked for this introduction.” 
Shaking his head, he smiles at me ruefully. “I’m from the planet Quasar. We’re generally called Quasarians. Designated by our homeworld.” 
My mind is reeling. Sure, I just met my first alien that looked like a snake-headed man a few minutes ago, and now I’ve met another. 
He looks so normal, though. Except for his hair…
“I felt you. I knew you were there in the building, and I came for you.” Shaking my head absently, I try to follow the conversation he intends to continue. “It was foolhardy. I see that now. But when I felt you…”
Now that’s weird! 
“You felt me? When you say that, what does that mean?” 
This guy—alien is too much. Felt me? 
That sounds dirty, actually. 
What’s wrong with me? Even freezing, I can feel the heat between my legs. A strange tingle is starting in my core.
“When a Quasarian male feels his mate, he searches her out. I felt you and… took you. I apologize, but I thought I could convince you…” 
I know my eyes are as wide as saucers as his words drift off.
“So... you were just going to carry me off to… your Quasar world? And your mate? What the fuck does that even mean?” 
Damn, I wish I wasn’t naked. I’d like to smack him. I want to rant and rave. “Haven’t you ever heard of asking a girl on a date?”
I’m practically yelling now. He doesn’t seem to mind. 
Tilting his head to the side, he looks at me with a strange expression. “A meeting together where you agree on a common activity to get to know one another?”
“Yes! A date.” Throwing my hands in the air in exasperation, I realize my mistake instantly when his eyes drop to my chest.
Cupping myself, I raise my eyebrows challengingly. “Don’t stare at them!”
Travek’s eyes dart back to my face as he smiles tightly. “They’re beautiful. I’m sorry if that was rude.”
Huffing, I shake my head tightly. 
We sit in silence for a few minutes while I study the ceiling and reflect on what he said. He’s an alien that decided I’m his mate and took a stab at kidnapping me. 
Great.
It still doesn’t explain what I’m doing here with him now in this cell. I mean, if the government grabbed me from him, why didn’t they just put me back? Couldn’t they mind wipe me or something?
“Why are we here? It doesn’t make sense, does it? Couldn’t they have just returned me still unconscious to school? Why keep me—and you here?”
Travek nods his head sadly. “I’m not sure exactly what they have in mind. But they must want us to complete the mating…” 
He studies the ceiling as I was doing earlier. I see he’s picked up on my stall tactic. He’s a quick study.
I take the time he gazes up to look him over. Besides being extremely good looking, he’s big and muscular. He could have forced me to do anything, but he hasn’t. What does he know?
Maybe he’s mistaken?
Because complete the mating? 
That would mean… they want us to fuck—really? Just like that?






  
  Chapter seven
Travek


I can tell the moment Lisa completely understands.  
Sucking in a deep breath, she shifts, and her intoxicating scent drifts over towards me. Being in this close a proximity and not touching her will eventually drive me mad.
How did Bren stay calm as long as he did? 
If I thought Hannah smelled good, it’s nothing compared to the way Lisa’s scent calls to every cell in my being. I want to throw her down to study her, discovering all her secrets.
But there’s no way she will accept me right now. 
I must have patience. She’ll be concerned about where we are and what they’ve planned for our fate.
At the same time, I’m worried about my brother Sol. “What do you recall? Is there anything you remember after the light before being here?” 
Lisa’s curvy body is shaking slightly as she peers at me over her knees. Is it the cold that makes her shake, or is she really that frightened of me? Even her knees are tapping together.
“No. I guess I passed out? Why?” 
She’s still speaking to me. That’s good, considering the mess we’ve landed in here. I wasn’t sure once I confessed my role in this situation, if she would.
“My brother Sol and friend Gilip were on my spacecraft with me. We…” 
How much should I tell her? Will I anger her more when she realizes I took all her friends along






