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On the fringes of the universe...

The world literally collapsed under Jutel, but Kisho was there to save her. Together they have to navigate an increasingly difficult political situation where everyone seems to know exactly what the planet Vende needs, but no one can agree.

Coming to grips with her feelings for Kisho, Jutel wants nothing more than to survive so she can start a future with him. Kisho has no idea how she feels but knows that he is going to spend the rest of his life, no matter how long, trying to convince her they make a perfect team.

Together again, Jutel and Kisho will need to survive a government coup, and an emperor bent on their destruction before they’ll get to see if their relationship can work. Death lurks behind multiple corners though it’s not always as permanent as you would expect.

...anything can happen.



Disclaimer- This story has some graphic scenes and mild language. 
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Jutel

Out of the frying pan and into the fire. Lying in the back of the ship that had saved them Jutel’s dark blue skin was covered in a fine gray film from the debris floating in the air. She and her friends had barely escaped with their lives as the dock around them had collapsed, destroyed when her ship, The Flower, had been blown up.

Her internal HUD still activated Jutel didn’t need the data streaming across her vision to know that even with her bio-implants she wouldn’t be able to overpower the imperial guard standing watch over them before he had time to shoot her. Since his weapon most certainly wasn’t set to incapacitate she decided to wait until a better opportunity presented itself.

“Is everyone okay?”

Slowly sitting up, untangling her limbs from Kisho’s, she looked around at everyone. Kara, the Venedian auditor who had been working with them, was holding the infant Natsuki in her arms looking like she’d just survived the end of the world. Considering the man she loved and the woman she was working with to save her planet were both being held by elite imperial guards and could be executed at any time, she wasn’t far off.

Raiden, their resident Andovian wolf and tech expert, was probably the least affected by everything. After all, he’d joined her crew with a desire for action and adventure and he’d definitely gotten that in the last few hours. Bill’s green spiky hair was hidden under a souvenir hat that clashed horribly with his pale green Olovian skin. Apart from Kara, he looked the worst and kept muttering to himself that this wasn’t supposed to happen. Since he had a psychic ability and could often see the future, it was kind of concerning.

The last member of her group, Kisho, had a big stupid smile pasted on his face and was looking at her as though he imagined her naked. Since it was Kisho, she was pretty sure that’s what he was doing, no matter that they were in a situation where that was never going to happen. Rolling her eyes at him just caused his grin to grow, and she could feel a blush starting to stain her cheeks. Thank goodness her skin was so dark. Hopefully, he didn’t see it.

Pulling her up, even though she didn’t need his help, Kisho wrapped his arm around her waist, pressing his body into hers. She was embarrassed at how quickly she responded to his touch and tried to concentrate on their surroundings and not the fact that he felt amazing against her.

Their group shifted around them trying to get comfortable in the cramped quarters while the guard moved to stand between them and the pilot at the front of the small ship.

His attention drawn to the man Kisho glared at their guard before saying, “Do you know who I am? I am your prince and rightful emperor, I demand to know where you are taking us.”

The guard visibly swallowed and gripped his weapon tighter, but didn’t aim it at them. Instead, he glanced over his shoulder and shifted his stance. He was nervous, which meant he wasn’t stupid. If Jutel could get into position, she could easily overpower him. She could see Raiden trying to catch her eye, he probably saw the same thing she did, if they could distract the guard long enough one of them, preferably her, could take his gun and the ship. His nerves were exactly what they needed.

Separating herself from Kisho, Jutel stepped forward and said, “Answer your Emperor, man, tell him where we’re headed.”

Kisho’s voice chimed in to further distract the guard from Raiden coming up on his other side, “Actually I’m not an emperor yet, there’s a ceremony and paperwork. Technically I’m still Imperial Prince Kisho first in line to the throne.”

His eyes darting between Jutel and Kisho the guard took a step back and said, “We’re taking you to Helen, she told us to find you and bring you to her.”

Cocking his head to the side, Kisho said, “Why does that name sound familiar?”

Kara’s beleaguered voice answered, “Helen is Elissa and Dido’s sister, they’re triplets.”

“Triplets? What? How did I forget that? Do multiples run in our family?” Kisho winked at Jutel, and she once again hoped no one could see her blush.

Frowning at him she ignored the urge to tell him he was getting ahead of himself, you kiss a man that saves your life and he starts to get ideas. Sure, your screwed up genetics think he’s the love of your life and that you’re destined to spend the rest of your lives together, but she was stronger than her DNA. So what that being away from him had caused her physical pain, she could fight through it and overcome if she wanted.

Still, he had looked amazingly sexy while holding Natsuki, and that was keeping in mind he was wearing the ugliest shirt ever created. It at least said a lot about how strong her urge to procreate was, stupid Nian genes.

Seeing his moment, while everyone was distracted, Raiden wrapped his large arms around the guard, pinning the man's arms to his side. Jutel jumped forward and grabbed his gun before he could start firing.

“We’re here to help you! We aren’t trying to hurt you!” The guard yelled as Raiden moved him to the side, and Jutel rushed the pilot. The pilot gave up his seat without a fight, and Jutel quickly realized it was because he’d activated the autopilot.

“Turn it off.”

Shaking his head, the pilot moved to the back of the ship and sat down on his hands. As if that would stop her from forcing him to turn the autopilot off. Frowning she pulled her favorite weapon, her Nian hand cannon, from its place strapped to her leg. Holding it with both hands, she glared at the man and tried to look menacing. Beads of sweat formed along his brow, but he didn’t move.

Exasperated, after all these years, someone finally knew that she was all talk. Her Nian training wouldn’t let her do more than verbally threaten the man, even that was pushing things further than her people would like, but she’d crossed that line before. Was she willing to cross it even further to avoid being taken to this new sister?

As if sensing her problem, Kisho stepped forward. Squatting down in front of the pilot, Jutel got an eyeful of what had to be the most amazing butt ever created. Turning her head slightly so she would stop looking at it and instead focus on what was going on Jutel decided she needed access to something to cool her off and soon or she was possibly going to do something she’d regret.

Biting her lip as her eyes dropped back down to Kisho’s ass, she was starting to think she wouldn’t regret it at all.

“Why did Helen tell you to bring us to her? What does she want?”

Gulping the pilot looked over Kisho’s shoulder to the guard still being held in the corner, before returning his eyes to Kisho’s. “She wants your help to overthrow the Venedian Royal Family. She wants the people to rule themselves, with your help, she thinks she can make that happen.”

Leaning back on his feet, effectively hiding the view, Kisho looked up at her and said, “That doesn’t sound like a lie to me.”

She absentmindedly nodded her head in agreement, her HUD hadn’t signaled any change in heart rate, which was normally a good indicator of a lie in any species. Standing up, Kisho walked by her, pinching her butt covertly when he did, which caused another blush to form. She should have been angry about it, but after all of her own ogling, she really didn’t have a leg to stand on.

“In all my years I’m not sure if I’ve ever been fought over like this before, well there was that one time, but that was just for my body, not for my position.” He winked at Jutel, again, and she just rolled her eyes. Trust him to find a way to work in his sexual prowess into a conversation.

“So Elissa wants you so that you’d declare an heir and then abdicate and Helen wants you so that you can turn over the government to the people?”

“And Dido wants me so that I can declare Natsuki, the heir and then she can have me killed. Apparently, the only family member that doesn’t want to use me is Taiki, and he just wants me dead.”

“I didn’t realize Dido was in on this too. I guess that explains why Bill and Raiden found you at her house, though, that was probably the worst place to hide you.”

“I got the distinct impression she wasn’t the brightest sister, though, I’ll be honest I can’t believe I forgot there were triplet sisters in my family. You’d think that would be something I would remember.”

“You’d think.”

He smiled at her, and without meaning to, she smiled back. How had they slipped into this rhythm so quickly? Did this just happen when someone saved your life? Or was it because of her Nian genes? At least she didn’t feel like someone was stabbing her in the gut anymore.

Turning away from him and looking at the rest of her crew she decided they would just have to take their chances with Helen, surely after all the effort that had been expended this new sister wouldn’t decide to kill them all. Hopefully, she’d even want to help them in a rescue mission.

She could dream, couldn’t she?



Bill’s Journal

I SAW NONE OF THIS. How is that possible? Of All the future’s I saw, none had this outcome. Is there something wrong with my powers? I thought once I got away from Dido, and the inhibitor chip was removed that everything would be alright. Have they been permanently impaired? What happens now?
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Chapter Two

[image: ]


Kisho

Yeah, that’s right, he saved the girl. Jumped out of a flying ship, grabbed a rope as he dived, and caught her. Sure he probably shouldn’t have thrown an infant into someone’s unsuspecting arms, and just assuming that Raiden and Bill would grab the other end of the rope was a bit presumptuous, but it all worked out, cause he was awesome.

Now, Kisho just needed to keep it together long enough to get Jutel alone so that she could show him just how appreciative she was, and don’t think he didn’t see all of her blushes. She wanted him, it was obvious. No more of this indifferent behavior or not speaking to him, everything’s going to be different this time.

All he had to do was figure out what the fuck was going on with the triplets and decide who actually had the best plan. Clearly, it’s not Dido, but he needed to speak with Elissa and Helen and figure out if they were as stupid and evil as their sister. Probably not, at least he hoped not. Imagining a trio of women as beautiful but as intellectually impaired as Dido would have used to be a dream, but now it was all Kisho could do not to be disgusted by the whole situation.

Something was clearly in the water on that side of the family if all three of them thought they knew what was best for Vende.

Jutel settled into the pilot’s seat as everyone else tried to get comfortable in the back of the small ship. The two Imperial guards that had saved them were now huddled in the corner doing their best not to look at anyone, though, they knew enough about Jutel to know she wouldn’t hurt them.

Sitting in the free chair beside her Kisho said, “I wonder how they knew you wouldn’t hurt them? I mean, you’re constantly shooting me with that cannon of yours, but they knew that you wouldn’t try and torture information from them.”

She shrugged her shoulders and said, “They probably didn’t know, they were just prepared to fight against whatever I did. Most people don’t know Nians anymore so I doubt they actually knew I wouldn’t hurt them.”

“I don’t know you’d be surprised at the rumors working their way through the galaxy. There’s a new boogeyman that has a certain skin hue if you know what I mean.”

She blushed, but he couldn’t understand why, until everything clicked, all the rumors he’d heard and all he’d seen while on the ship, she was the boogeyman. She was the Nian reshaping the universe’s view of Nian.

“I didn’t think you could get any hotter, to think, everyone believes you’re a killer, but you would never willingly hurt anyone.”

She gripped the arms of the chair tight enough to cause the chair to groan, and he realized she wouldn’t like to be reminded of something so un-Nian. As amazing as his woman could be, she had some real hang-ups when it came to her planet and their code. Oh well, that’s what made them perfect for each other.

Trying to ease her mind, he said, “It’s not like your kill count is that high, I can think of lots of people that have killed more than you. What makes you unique is that on first glance you’re this cute, little female with none of the usual hints of violence. Even your weapon of choice is unassuming. I mean it’s larger than your average hand weapon, but it’s not huge, but holy hell does it hurt. Well, it’s more the impact that hurts not the actual weapon.”

She shot him a look he had no hope of interpreting, so he snapped his mouth closed in case he said something to make things worse. He didn’t normally say the wrong thing around his sexual partners, but Jutel was different, which was probably why he loved her.

Gods, he’d never told her how he felt. Should he just tell her now? No, he needed the right moment. It had to be romantic and perfect before he let her know how he felt.

What if she didn’t love him? It was hardly worth thinking about, but what if? She’d been mostly indifferent the entire time they’d been on the ship, and she had told him that she was only using him for his body. What if her feelings hadn’t grown like his?

He’d felt doubt before, many times, but never had he been unable to dismiss it. What if she didn’t love him? What if she never loved him? Could he ever get over what he was feeling? This intense, all-consuming emotion that had him actually trying to be a better person?

Leaning back in the chair, he tried to covertly look at Jutel as if he could just look at her and know what she felt like she would have it painted on her face.

Nothing.

She’d seemed happy to see him earlier, she’d certainly kissed him like she had feelings for him, but then he’d just saved her life. What if that was all the kiss had been? A thank you for rescuing her. Any other time that would be fine, but now? It wasn’t nearly enough. He wanted Jutel in all of her gruff ass-kicking glory, he wanted the woman that struggled with the way her Nian upbringing and the way the universe worked clashed. He wanted her all to himself so that they could build a future together. Any kind of future was fine with him, even one spent on her ship flying through space, eating horrible space rations.

Her ship.

Damn.

What if he could get her a new one? Perking up at the thought he decided she surely couldn’t resist him if he gave her a new ship. It would be difficult to find one as amazing as The Flower had been, it was the peak in Nian technology after all, but he might be able to find something almost as good.



Raiden’s Log

I THINK WHEN I TELL mom and dad about this part of the adventure I’ll gloss over the almost dying part. They don’t need to know that I could feel the earth falling underneath my feet as I jumped to safety. I mean, it’s probably the most dramatic thing I’ve ever experienced, but I don’t think they’ll be comforted by the fact that I survived.

Maybe I’ll just tell my dad.

And my siblings, they’ll never believe it actually happened. They’ll probably rat me out to mom too.

What’s the point of all this adventure if I can’t tell anyone? I might have to rethink my policy of keeping the fun bits from them.

Of course, this is all assuming we can get a ship and get back to Andove. All I need is access to an interstellar comm, and I can contact my dad, I’m sure he’d be able to send someone to pick me up. Not that I’m ready to leave, there’s still too much going on for me to leave. I’ll at least see how this Kisho business works out, which sister is he going to help, then maybe I’ll see if Jutel will take me to Nian. She and Mal... I’ll definitely help save Mal before I leave.
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Jutel

It took them more than an hour for the ship’s autopilot to reach their destination. They were on the far outskirts of the Vende capital city, almost in the surrounding wasteland. Other parts of the planet still had many trees and wildlife, but because of the massive nature of the city the area that surrounded it was mostly dead.

Stepping off the ship’s ramp, the air that hit Jutel was dry and almost excruciatingly hot. Her mouth went instantly dry, and she felt like her skin was stretched thin. Five minutes later, and she was almost desperate for water.

Milling around the small ship, the two imperial guards seemed to be waiting for someone to arrive. Checking to make sure her cannon was primed and ready for action, Jutel kept her crew within sight and waited, trying to keep her mind clear.

Tugging on her ear, she activated her internal HUD and scanned the horizon. There was sand, the occasional shrub, and little animal, but not much else. There had to be water somewhere, or even that little bit of life wouldn’t be possible, surely.

The low humming of a hovercraft met her ears. Turning her head toward the noise, she saw a large cargo truck barreling toward them. Kisho moved up to stand beside her.

“Well damn, that’s the same kind of truck that took me to Dido.”

She frowned, and her eyes darted to him and then back to the truck. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, it’s the same logo on the side. Not sure if it’s the same truck, it’s a pretty popular shipping company. It’s possible though, I was pretty messed up when I was picked up so unless a disgusting excuse for a Vendean steps off then it’s probably a different one.”

Not bothering to clarify what he was talking about, but making a mental note to get his full story at the earliest possible opportunity Jutel crossed her arms over her chest and waited with Kisho. Bill and the others moved to stand behind them, while the guards walked out to meet the truck before it reached them.

As the truck pulled to a stop a woman looking remarkably similar to Elissa and Dido stepped out, this must be the third and hopefully last sister. She spoke briefly with the guards, patting them firmly on their shoulders before starting towards Jutel and her group.

Helen was as tall as Dido and Elissa, but she carried herself with a more authoritative manner. While Elissa could pull out a very regal air, she tended toward a more reserved nature, and nothing they’d seen about Dido could be trusted since they’d thought she was a slave when they first met her.

Jutel knew that Mal would have commented on her clothing, mentioning something that was possibly relevant, but that would mean nothing to her. She tried to make a mental note of what Helen was wearing
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