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Prologue

 


Journal Entry – Summer
2112

 


It has been so great
having my best friend, Jake, and his new partner, Alexander, living
with me and Stansbury. Due to his military stint, Jake and I hadn’t
seen each other for a handful of years before he came back into
town. Recently the three of us had a grand adventure—portals, space
flight, aliens, an alien world, battles, and love. Not for me, but
for Alexander and Jake. Those two make such a cute
couple.

After some discussion and urging on mine and
Alexander’s part, Jake finally contacted his family to tell them
about his break up with Shawn and meeting his new partner.
Initially his supportive parents were hurt he’d taken so long to
confide in them, but they were super happy he’d found a wonderful
new partner. Granted, the men didn’t fill them in on what happened
to Alexander right before he came back to Earth. I still wasn’t
fully aware of what occurred in the battle either, but I’d
overheard bits of their quiet conversations.

The fighting, though
quick, and the Auraths victorious, did result in several deaths and
troops obtaining severe injuries. Knowing Jake and remembering he
wasn’t keen on sharing details about military battles because he
was afraid it might lead to Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, I
didn’t pursue wanting to know more about the battle from them. The
politicians had called a ceasefire. The Ceyem government punished the faction from their tribe that
had acted without orders and attacked the Auraths. It all worked
out in the end. Alexander and his friends were safe and
sound.

Speaking of Alexander’s
comrades, several of them mentioned they wanted to stick around on
a much needed vacation. I told them they were more than welcome to
stay in my home for some much needed R and R. I even made them
ambassador members of my guild seeing as they told me they’d be
happy to share their technology and ideas with me. Thorne and Wade
popped back to Aurath to get their wife, Charm. They returned a few
hours later with her in tow and with words from Alexander’s father,
the Governor of their home sector.

We all sat down, and
Thorne began with the Governor’s message. The senior Mr.
Bloodworth was not
pleased with Alexander’s resignation and decision to leave Aurath.
The Governor stated if he and his son ever
saw each other again, they’d have to work out their differences the
hard way.

Alexander, with a sad
expression, shook his head and refused to explain what his father
meant. Gareth, always blunt and pragmatic, filled us humans in on
the ritual of yaka wa’ware, the resolution
fight. Those with differences, who are not
able to resolve them through discussions or mediations, enter the
courtyard and fight. The fight ends when one either concedes or
dies. Should a fighter sustain injuries to the point where he
cannot fight, the yaka wa’ware stops until he heals and can
continue.

The concept didn’t sit well with Jake. He
didn’t like the idea of his love giving in to the Governor and
forced to live back on Aurath, or being beaten within an inch of
his life, or suffering death at his father’s hands. When
confronted, all Alexander could say on the subject was that they
never planned on going back so it didn’t matter what his father had
said.

When pressed for their thoughts, the other
Auraths claimed they weren’t afraid of the Governor since they
weren’t related to him. Sure, Alexander’s father could make their
lives a bit difficult, but they figured the Governor would change
his focus to another family member soon enough. Plus, they said
their culture and politics had once been different on Aurath,
evolving a few times in the past century as had happened on Earth,
so eventually their customs and laws would shift again. They all
hoped the next transition would bring better equality and tolerance
for peoples’ choices.

Charm, a beautiful woman
in her forties who looked no older than thirty-five, cleared her
throat and moved a long lock of hair behind her ear. On each side
of her neck, a few inches below her ear, was a small heart tattoo
with an infinity band. She, too, wanted better circumstances for
peoples’ choices and backed her opinion by reminiscing about how
Earth was decades ago. In the past, those who had even a modicum of
affluence and influence led completely different types of lives
than those who were without and subjected to life in the indigent
camps. Those with means had access to homes, life’s necessities,
education, and access to employment opportunities including
enlisting in the military.

She hadn’t sounded bitter
when she talked of the past. I’d found that quite reassuring. Jake
and I had only been young kids at the time, but our families had
had influence, allowing us the means to have a better life than
most. Granted, both our family’s wealth equated to what once was
considered the upper middle class of the twentieth and twenty-first
centuries. That wasn’t rich back then, but after the one-percenter
group, then the clover-four group and then the gilds, people grew
tired how the monetary balance was so skewed. There was a
revolution and re-distribution of money. Most people squandered
their fiscal opportunity, eventually making them poorer than
before. Others, like my family, friends’ families and those who’d
already been rich once, were able to flourish and ultimately
survive when the bottom fell out again. My grandparents and parents
were instrumental in the changes for the better here in the valley,
as the world clawed and scraped out of the most recent depression.
I know I’ve been one of the fortunate people, and I’m more than
happy to follow in their footsteps and continue to give
back.

Charm then spoke of life
on planet Aurath and how male Auraths used to be allowed to live
together, whether they were gay or not. They also had marriage
rituals not unlike old Earth blood covenants, and the people who
joined together received matching tattoos to symbolize the
commitments.

All that changed over the
years on Aurath, especially when it came to homosexuality. Same sex
marriages were no longer permitted, which is why Alexander and Jake
had decided to make Earth their home. Marriage ceremonies and
commitment markings gave way to arranged pairings without
fanfare.

As she led into how she,
Thorne, and Wade had met, Charm’s demeanor lightened, and she
smiled.

Their story started almost
two decades ago when Las Vegas still had tent camps, which were
contained by fences and people in authority. The hotels and casinos
on the Strip were only for those who had money, and getting a job
in any of the places there was next to impossible if you didn’t
have an “in”. The basic necessities—food, water, decent
shelter—were close to non-existent for those who were considered
poor.

It amazes me the human
race survived those dire times. Fortunately, the standards of
living have risen since then. The world, though still not perfect
and nowhere near what it was before the dark times began, has
improved. I hope humanity has learned its lesson. Perhaps by
sharing the trio’s story, it will serve as a reminder to future
generations of what they don’t want the world to become.

How Charm and her two Aurath aliens, Thorne
and Wade, became a trio, and what happened right after that,
fascinated me so much I wanted to share the tale, so their story
follows…

— Nicola “Lady Windsurfer”
Goodheart


Chapter One

 


“Tell me again why we left
the comforts of the room at the hotel and are here at this
detestable little dive, breakfasting al
fresco? Could we not have stayed with our
ship while the mechanic tries to figure out what is wrong with
it?”

Thorne Tyril
peered over the large sheet of paper that stated
the news of the month for the city humans called Las Vegas. He’d
bought it down at the hotel and casino on the Strip before they
limped their ship to the mechanic’s warehouse. His stepbrother,
Wade, narrowed a grey eyed gaze in his direction. Thorne smiled at
his family member, refusing to accept Wade’s negativity. “For one,
we are not engine mechanics. We are developers of ideas. We are
warriors. As for why we are sitting here, it is near the repair
shop that was recommended to us, and I was hungry.”

“Hungry,” Wade scoffed.
“You just wanted to observe the humans again. I do not understand
your compulsion to learn about their cultures. Once we each find
our mates, their pasts will not be of consequence. They will
become Aurath.”

“You are correct on all
accounts. You forget, though, I told you before we left Aurath and
again as we left Little Italy in New York. I have a feeling my mate
and yours will appear. I am certain.”

“You have said as much
many times.” Wade flipped the hood of his brown cloak off his bald
head, scratched a spot behind one of his pointy ears and then moved
the hood to cover himself again. He smoothed his hand over the
white, but sand covered table cloth. Brushing off his fingers, his
brow furrowed. “Yet, here we are. Still mateless. Suffering in the
infernal heat inside this valley’s fenced communal.” His gaze
jerked away from Thorne’s as his nose scrunched. “Oh, good God.
What now?”

“’Scuse me, sirs.” A lanky
kid, dressed in tattered clothing made from several different
materials, climbed over the almost meter high wrought iron fence
that surrounded half of the eatery. The seemingly fearless teenager
stepped up to the table. “But would either of you have some change
for a po’ boy such as myself?”

Wade shifted in his seat.
Thorne sensed his stepbrother was about to push the human child
away with his booted foot. He placed a hand on Wade’s shoulder and
slightly shook his head. Thorne looked at the boy.

The youth, probably no
older than fourteen, looked and smelled as if he hadn’t bathed or
eaten in weeks. Such a shame how the
humans treat their young. All that wealth outside the communal on
the Strip, and they can’t help the people who live here.
Terrible.

“Where are your parents?”
Thorne, trying to evade the putrid scent of the beggar, turned his
head, but no matter the angle, he couldn’t escape the
scent.

“Dead, sir.” The child
swung his gaze between Thorne and Wade and back. “If’n you don’t
want to pay me without somethin’ in return, I’d gladly pleasure one
or the both o’ you.”

“Begone, you foul brat
before I rip off your cock and balls,” Wade commanded and made to
stand.

Thorne tightened his grip
on Wade. “Wade, please watch your tongue. There will be no
mutilation of the boy. Remember, we are guests on this planet and
should not do anything to jeopardize the tenuous relationship we
have between our race and the humans.” After releasing Wade, Thorne
reached into his cloak, pulled out a pouch and from it a few coins.
He handed the change to the child. “There is no need for your
services, son. Take this and find yourself a bathing tent and a
good meal.”

“Thank you, sir!” Tears
pooled in the kid’s big blue eyes. He clutched the money to his
chest, hopped the fence and ran away.

Wade huffed, once more
shifting his huge body on the small chair made to accommodate
humans and not Aurath warriors. “Why are you so kind to the dregs of this populace?
Their planet is dying, as is their race. Why offer any kind of
hope?”

Thorne focused in the
direction the boy ran. Groupings of tents, bordered by high wire
fences, scattered all over the valley. The flimsy shelters
surrounded a line of tall buildings where only those who still had
wealth could stay. From what he understood about the inhabitants of
Earth, people with money were few in number and couldn’t care less
about the rest of the human race. Those he’d questioned on the
subject told him it’d been like that for centuries, but the recent
ecological and political disasters magnified the divide. Now most
humans appeared and lived like the boy—in shambles and scrambling
for any bit of food and warmth at night, unless they were able to
procure employment somewhere, which happened to be tough from what
he’d heard.

The Las Vegas valley had
turned into a desolate place with some of the houses in piles of
rubble, dirty tents everywhere the eye could see, and people
looking like beaten, worn out old horses. If it weren’t for the
remaining casinos, everyone probably would have left for a city
with better infrastructure, crops and water, well before
authorities locked down the city on the indigents. In his travels,
he hadn’t come many places that weren’t on the brink of disaster.
Maybe Wade was right. Why offer hope to those subsisting on a dying
planet?

Thorne sighed. The hot
air, filled with fine particles, irritated his mouth and throat.
How anybody still eked out a living in the desert was beyond him.
Thorne drank some water. No matter how bad a situation became, he
always tried to be positive. He couldn’t help his need to offer
assistance when and where he felt it was warranted.

“I feel bad for the race
that calls Earth home.” Thorne placed the glass of water next to
his orange juice. “Ever since the planet’s climate went wild, they
have had to deal with droughts and flooding, political unrest due
to broken governments, the fall of the world’s economics and food
shortages. If I can help out a person here and there, perhaps they
will benefit and produce female offspring who can then be sent to
Aurath and our pleasure houses there. Maybe they’ll beget strong
men who can right the wrongs and make the planet a viable place to
live again.”

A half smile formed on
Wade’s face. An unusual occurrence. Wade wasn’t known to show much
emotion except for anger. “So your being kind to the humans is to
benefit us.” He took a sip of the yellow liquid called orange juice
the waiter had brought to the table for each of them and puckered
his lips. “At least the camps here are somewhat better than the
tent communities in other countries.”

Thorne shrugged. He hadn’t
been thinking along the lines of how his altruism could benefit his
own race until the words fell from his mouth. “Right. The camps
here are more habitable. Perhaps it is due to the bit of commerce
occurring down in those casinos. People can make money now and then
and eat the leftover scraps.”

“But there is still not
enough to go around.”

“True.” Much as he didn’t
want to, Thorne could do nothing but agree with his stepbrother.
The demand for life’s necessities severely outweighed the supply,
hence the bulk of the population being itinerant derelicts. As for
Wade’s comment about being kind, he could tell him he just liked
being compassionate and that doing a good deed now and then would
eventually come round to serve him, but Wade was a practical man
and never seemed to appreciate romanticism.

Thorne decided to stick
with the story that his actions would be advantageous in the long
run. “In regard to my deeds being beneficial, yes. Why not? Our
race has legality issues regarding family lineages. We need women
whose eggs aren’t compatible with Aurath male sperm to service the
non-mated men. The females of Earth have already been vetted. For
the most part, they can’t breed with Auraths, though there have
been those few who have procreated with our kind.” He waved a hand
in the air as if he could brush the words away. “May as well do
what I can, small gestures as they are, to keep Earth as renewable
of a resource as possible.”

“Ah, I see my father’s
teachings have finally rubbed off on you. He will be proud his
stepson has found his balls.” Wade’s voice dropped low and deep on
the last word. He held up his hand, bending his fingers as if
cupping an object.

Thorne growled, feeling
the warrior spirit rise within him at the
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