
  
    [image: Kidnapped from the Paradise Resort]
  


  
    
      KIDNAPPED FROM THE PARADISE RESORT

      
        KINDRED TALES SPICY SHORTS

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        EVANGELINE ANDERSON

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Kidnapped from the Paradise Resort, 1st Edition,

        Kindred Tales Spicy Shorts, Book Two

        Copyright © 2024 by Evangeline Anderson

        All rights reserved.

      

      

      This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places and incidents are products of the writers’ imagination or have been used factiously and are not to be construed as real.  Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locale or organizations is entirely coincidental.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Without limiting the author's and publisher's exclusive rights, any unauthorized use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited.

      This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to a retailer of your choice or evangelineanderson.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Kidnapped from the Paradise Resort

      

    

    
      
        1. Kara

      

      
        2. Kara

      

      
        3. Kara

      

      
        4. J’orn

      

      
        5. Kara

      

      
        6. Kara

      

      
        7. Kara

      

      
        8. J’orn

      

      
        9. Kara

      

      
        10. J’orn

      

      
        11. Kara

      

      
        12. Kara

      

      
        13. Kara

      

      
        14. Kara

      

      
        15. Kara

      

      
        16. Kara

      

      
        17. Kara

      

      
        18. J’orn

      

      
        19. Kara

      

      
        20. Kara

      

      
        21. J’orn

      

      
        22. Kara

      

      
        23. Kara

      

      
        24. J’orn

      

      
        25. Kara

      

      
        26. J’orn

      

      
        27. Kara

      

      
        28. J’orn

      

      
        29. Kara

      

      
        30. Kara

      

      
        31. Kara

      

      
        32. Kara

      

      
        33. J’orn

      

      
        34. Kara

      

    

    
      
        The End?

      

      
        Give a Hot Kindred Warrior to a Friend!

      

      
        Sign up for my Newsletter!

      

      
        Do you love Audiobooks?

      

      
        Also by Evangeline Anderson

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            KIDNAPPED FROM THE PARADISE RESORT

          

          KINDRED TALES SPICY SHORTS, BOOK 2

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A vacation at a luxurious Alien Resort sounds good...until Kara is kidnapped and sold to a brothel. Will her coworker, J'orn, reach her in time?

      

      

      What do you do when you meet your soul mate…and she refuses to believe you belong together? J’orn is a seven-foot-tall Kindred warrior and that’s his dilemma. He’s been in love with Kara from the start, but because she’s older than him, she won’t even consider him as a romantic interest. But then she buys an economy ticket to Paradise Prime and ends up sitting in his lap during the journey. J’orn tries to warn her of the Kidnapping ring operating there, but she refuses to listen.

      Kara can’t believe she has to sit on J’orn’s lap all the way to Paradise Prime! She’s not worried when he warns her of the Kidnapping ring he’s going to investigate because she’s booked at a women-only resort. But what happens when he has to pose as her massage therapist in order to catch the kidnappers and the massage has a *very* happy ending?

      You’ll have to read this older woman/younger man, coworkers-to-lovers, spicy age gap romance to find out!

      Author's Note: This is book 2 in my Kindred Spicy Shorts series. These books are all stand alone novellas set in my Kindred Tales universe and can be read in any order.
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      “And now we’ll be boarding all of our Ultra Express Economy passengers,” the flight attendant said. “Passengers boarding the shuttle to Paradise Prime holding Ultra Express Economy tickets, please come forward.”

      “Finally!” Kara muttered. She brushed a long strand of dark brown hair out of her eyes and looked down at her ticket. It was printed on shiny silver foil in an alien language she could read only because she’d had a shot of Translation Bacteria when she came to work aboard the Kindred Mother Ship.

      The Kindred were huge alien warriors—most of them over seven feet tall and all extremely muscular. They were also a race that was ninety-five percent male, which meant they were always traveling the universe, looking for women to Bond and mate with. They had come to Earth almost fifteen years ago, and now their Mother Ship orbited the Moon. By an arrangement with the World Council, they were allowed to call human brides.

      But Kara hadn’t come to the Mother Ship as anyone’s bride. She had already been married when she took a job as the head of one of the Kindred’s PR teams. Because the Kindred were so big and muscular, a lot of humans were scared of them. Kara’s team did what they could to make the huge aliens more accessible and friendly, so the women who were called as Kindred brides wouldn’t be frightened.

      Kara loved her job, but her husband—now her ex-husband—hadn’t liked it at all. He had been extremely insecure about the fact that Kara was working with such big, muscular guys all day and accused her of trying to find a replacement for him.

      This was absolutely untrue, but Kara had to admit she could see why Kevin, her ex, would feel that way. The Kindred were big and rugged and handsome and they treated women like goddesses. It didn’t help that she’d been given a gorgeous assistant who was willing to wait on her hand and foot and do whatever she asked as soon as she asked it.

      She’d tried inviting J’orn—that was her assistant’s name—to dinner with herself and Kevin one night…but that had only made things worse. Kara had been trying to prove that her assistant was no threat to their marriage—after all, he was way too young for her, as she had repeatedly pointed out to Kevin. Just because he was seven feet tall and his muscles had muscles didn’t make him a threat—right?

      Wrong, unfortunately. J’orn spent the whole night doing everything Kevin couldn’t be bothered to do. When Kara dropped her napkin, he bent down to pick it up. When her shoe came untied, he dropped to his knees to tie it. He even brought a bottle of expensive wine and a bouquet of her favorite flowers—lilacs—to dinner because he said he’d heard it was an “Earth custom.”

      Kevin, who hadn’t bothered to bring her flowers in several years, most definitely felt threatened. Especially when J’orn had come into the kitchen and started helping with the meal. Kevin could barely make himself a sandwich but the big Kindred had expertly julienned vegetables for the salad and then helped make the pan sauce for the chicken dish Kara was cooking.

      Her assistant had also brought the ingredients for a quick chocolate mousse because he happened to remember it was Kara’s favorite. He whipped it up in no time flat and they had it for dessert.

      Kara had to admit it was the best chocolate mousse she’d ever had—but it wasn’t worth the fighting that followed. Kevin accused her of liking J’orn better than him just because he “sucked up” to her.

      “If by ‘sucking up’ you mean he does the things I ask without complaining or just flat out refusing, the way you refuse to put your dirty socks in the hamper instead of leaving them lying all around the house, then yes, I guess he’s ‘sucking up,’” Kara had finally exploded.

      How could she explain that it wasn’t the way J’orn looked, but the way he acted that attracted her? Not that she was attracted to her much younger assistant, of course. Because she wasn’t, Kara told herself. She really wasn’t. But Kevin thought she wanted the big Kindred because of how he looked. He was sure he couldn’t compare with her assistant because he was only five foot nine and on the skinny side. He didn’t seem to understand that his refusal to help around the house in any way or to take even a little of the burden of cooking and cleaning off her shoulders was the main thing that was driving her away from him.

      But Kara had to admit, J’orn certainly was easy on the eyes. He was mostly Beast Kindred but he had some R’drager DNA which gave him dark purple skin and intense, pale lavender eyes ringed in black. He also had two curving horns growing from either side of his forehead that made him look wild and animalistic.

      But it was the way he acted—the way he treated her—that she wished her husband would emulate. The way he looked at her, as though she hung the Moon, as her Granny used to say. The way he was always so protective and eager to do what she asked without dragging his feet or complaining or resenting her for being a woman who just happened to be in charge…

      Stop thinking like that, she scolded herself as she moved slowly towards the shuttle that would take her to Paradise Prime, “The Ultimate Vacation Planet” as it was billed in all the brochures. Thanks to buying her ticket last minute, she was at the very end of the line. This trip was supposed to be all about forgetting both her divorce and her assistant.

      Ex-assistant now. She’d gotten J’orn reassigned in a last-ditch effort to save her marriage—which had already been on life-support. But shortly after J’orn had gone to work in the Kindred Elite Espionage Corps, Kevin had served her with divorce papers anyway.

      It had been a big mess—Kara couldn’t quite block it out of her mind. Her husband had demanded that she quit her job aboard the Kindred Mother Ship and work exclusively on Earth.

      “What are you talking about? Work where?” she’d demanded. “The Kindred pay twice as much as any Earth-based PR firm and we get free healthcare from them—including vision and dental! What other place can I go that can offer us that?”

      “None of that matters.” Kevin shook his head stubbornly. “You need to leave those big bastards alone and come back to work on Earth, Kara.”

      “Look, I let J’orn go and asked for a female assistant,” she reminded him. “What else do you want me to do?”

      “I told you—come back to work on Earth. It doesn’t matter that you let him go—you’re still surrounded by those…those aliens.” He made the word into a slur. “They’re all trying to seduce you, all the time!”

      “That’s ridiculous!” Kara exclaimed. “Most of the Kindred I work with are already mated and married. They’re not like human men, Kevin—they’re completely monogamous. None of them is ever going to cheat on their wives to come after me!”

      “J’orn wasn’t married or mated!” he spat. “He was all about pleasing you—all the damn time! And I don’t just mean in the office—I saw the way he looked at you, Kara! He was constantly undressing you with his eyes!”

      “Well, maybe if you tried to please me—even a little—we wouldn’t be in this position!” Kara had exclaimed, losing her temper completely. “You know I haven’t had an orgasm with you in the past five years, right?”

      The minute the words were out of her mouth, she knew she’d gone too far. But damn it, it was true! Kevin didn’t even try in the bedroom anymore. He never wanted to go down on her—he didn’t seem to want to do any foreplay at all. He just rolled on top of her, pushed himself inside, and gave half a dozen weak thrusts she could barely feel before rolling off again and going directly to sleep. How was she supposed to get off when their whole sex life could be boiled down to five minutes every other week?

      “Look, I didn’t mean—” she began.

      Kevin pulled out a sheaf of paperwork and waved it in her face.

      “Leave the Mother Ship and the Kindred now or sign these,” he’d demanded.

      Kara had had enough at that point. Their marriage was dead—perhaps it had been dead for a long time. And she knew at that minute that there was absolutely no saving it.

      She’d pulled out a pen and signed.

      Now, as she walked slowly forward, glancing down at her shiny, silver ticket, she tried to put the past out of her mind…and failed.

      It wasn’t like Kevin had been such a great husband—he hadn’t. He’d been a complete slob who left a trail of crumbs and dirty clothes and dishes wherever he went and always expected Kara to clean up after him. He refused to learn to cook because his mom had always cooked for his dad and so “that was how things are supposed to be—the woman serves the man.” Even when she started making more money than him, he still expected her to do all the cooking and cleaning.

      Really, Kara didn’t know why she hadn’t left him sooner.

      The one thing she really regretted was letting her assistant go to try and save her already failed marriage.

      Sending J’orn away had been a horrible, gut-wrenching affair almost worse than the scene she’d had with Kevin. She still felt terribly guilty about it when she remembered it…

      “Can I talk to you?” she remembered J’orn saying, on the last day they worked together.

      Feeling resigned, she had nodded and led him into her office. She shut the door, making sure they wouldn’t be disturbed, and then went to lean against the edge of her desk. Arms crossed over her breasts, she nodded at him.

      “All right—talk.”

      To her surprise, J’orn was suddenly on his knees before her.

      “Why?” he asked, his deep voice nearly breaking. “Why are you sending me away from you, Kara?”

      Kara was taken aback—she hadn’t expected such a passionate reaction to her request to reassign him.

      “Well, first of all, it has nothing to do with your performance,” she began, trying to soften the blow. “You’ve been nothing but absolutely excellent and I promise that was exactly what I said to Commander Sylvan when I asked him to reassign you.”

      “I don’t care about that!” he insisted, looking up at her. “I care about you sending me away. Why are you punishing me like this?”

      “Punishing you?” Kara shook her head, dumbfounded. “What are you talking about? I’m not punishing you.”

      “Yes, you are!” he’d insisted, his pale eyes blazing. “You’re punishing me for wanting to serve you—for wanting to be near you!”

      “J’orn, I never—” she began. She felt really uncomfortable having this conversation with him on his knees before her. “Look, if you could just get up…”

      “It’s because of your mate, isn’t it?” he’d demanded, frowning at her.

      “No, of course not,” Kara lied uncomfortably, but she couldn’t meet his eyes as she spoke.

      Clearly, her words didn’t convince J’orn.

      “Kara, I would never seek to end a true Bonding between mates the Goddess has put together, but he is not worthy of you!” he exclaimed. “He doesn’t go out of his way to serve you or help you with any of the household chores—I’ve heard you speak of it to some of the other women aboard.”

      Kara frowned at him.

      “Wait—have you been spying on me?”

      “No, of course not!” J’orn ran a hand over his curving horns. “I’m just attuned to you—I can’t help hearing you if you’re anywhere near me. I try not to listen but it’s not just the things I overheard you saying that convinced me your mate is wrong for you.”

      “J’orn—” she began in a warning voice, but her assistant was still talking.

      “He doesn’t listen to you or value your opinion—he acts like your work isn’t important,” he went on recklessly. “He doesn’t even satisfy you sexually!”

      “What?” Kara had stared at him in disbelief. “How could you possibly know that?”

      “I can smell your heat,” he said simply. “Your need is so strong some days I can barely keep from reacting to it. No woman who was being properly serviced by her mate would have such a heated scent.”

      Kara’s cheeks had gone hot with an embarrassed blush. It was true she never got what she needed from her husband anymore, but that wasn’t her assistant’s business! She remembered that she’d read how women in their forties and fifties sometimes went through a period of extreme sexual desire while men declined at the same age. Maybe that was the problem with her and Kevin. But even if that was the truth, it still wasn’t any of J’orn’s business.

      “I think you’d better go now,” she’d said to her assistant in her best, steely, “I am the boss” voice. “My life and my marriage aren’t your concern.”

      “But don’t you see—I wouldn’t be concerned if I didn’t care for you!” he’d protested.

      Kara had taken a deep breath. So this was where all the late-night work sessions, and the snack breaks, and the easy, light-hearted friendship with her assistant had gotten her. She should have been stricter—should have made sure to keep some professional distance between them. Instead, she’d allowed the feeling that J’orn thought she was attractive get to her.

      It was the way he looked at her—Kevin was right—there was longing in those pale purple eyes every time he glanced in her direction. But she’d ignored it and now look at where they were.

      “J’orn,” she said in a steady voice. “If you’re saying what I think you’re saying, you need to stop and reconsider. I’m forty and you’re not even thirty yet. I’m too old for you. And I’m not exactly skinny either,” she added ruefully. “You should go find a nice girl who’s your own age—some pretty, skinny young thing who’ll⁠—”

      “I don’t want some other woman,” J’orn protested. “And don’t speak that way about yourself, Kara. You’re what we Kindred call a ‘Mature Elite’—a woman of wisdom blessed by the Goddess with extra bountiful curves. I know I’m not worthy of you now but if you’ll give me time⁠—”

      “I’m afraid we’re out of time,” Kara said firmly. “This is your last day in the PR department, J’orn. I’m not sure where Commander Sylvan is sending you, but I know you’ll be a credit to whatever department⁠—”

      “Don’t give me that bullshit!” he’d said roughly, surprising her by cursing, which he almost never did. He rose to his feet to tower over her and for a moment, she was afraid he might get angry and start shouting or break something—that was definitely what a human guy would have done.

      But J’orn didn’t start trashing her office—he didn’t even raise his voice. He just looked at her with such an intense gaze that Kara found she had to drop her own eyes because she couldn’t meet his anymore.

      “This isn’t over, Kara,” he rumbled.

      For a moment she’d thought he was threatening her. But the words weren’t spoken in a menacing tone of voice. It was like he was simply telling a fact he was sure she would soon find out.

      “What do you mean by that?” she’d demanded, daring to look at him again.

      J’orn leaned closer—leaned over her. He rested his fingertips on either side of her on the desk and his big, muscular body seemed to surround hers. She could feel his heat and smell his scent—that clean, warm, woodsy scent that she’d always liked so much. But now it had a wild tang to it—some dark spice she’d never smelled on him before.

      He smelled dangerous, which didn’t make any sense but that was what her body insisted as her heart rate picked up and her pulse began to race.

      “J’orn?” she asked, her voice coming out breathless and uncertain as she looked up at him. “What⁠—?”

      “I meant exactly what I said, Kara,” he murmured, dipping his head to speak in her ear. His warm breath sent a shiver through her whole body. “There’s a reason I was sent to serve and protect you. You can send me away now, but we’re not done with each other yet.”

      “Stop…stop talking like that!” she’d demanded breathlessly.

      She put out her hands to push him away but her fingertips barely grazed his broad chest before he rose to his full height and took a step back. Then he’d turned and left her office, closing the door gently behind him instead of slamming it, like she might have expected.
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      Kara looked down at her ticket again. She had been shaken by the encounter with her assistant—deeply shaken. Even now, almost a year later, she was still uncomfortable when she remembered it.

      She hadn’t seen J’orn again, though she’d heard through the Mother Ship grapevine that he was training to be in the Kindred Elite Espionage Corps. From what she could tell, that was like the Kindred version of the Special Forces—black ops soldiers who were trained for all kinds of covert missions.

      The thought of her sweet, gentle giant of an assistant becoming an assassin or a spy made her sad. That wasn’t J’orn, she thought. He was such a sweetheart—so kind to everyone. She couldn’t imagine him hurting or killing anyone.

      “Excuse me, may I see your ticket?”

      The flight attendant’s voice broke her train of thought and Kara realized she had finally reached the head of the line—which was now non-existent since she was the very last person to board the shuttle to Paradise Prime.

      “Er, yes—here you go,” she said, holding out the silver piece of foil that was covered in black alien markings. Thanks to her shot of Translation Bacteria she’d been able to read most of it, though there was a part near the end that she couldn’t quite make out, no matter how hard she tried.

      Still, this shuttle—which left from the Mother Ship every few days—was the only way to get to Paradise Prime and she’d never heard anyone complain about it. She was just glad she’d been able to scoop up this last-minute ticket when her boss, Commander Sylvan, had insisted she take some vacation time that had been accruing.

      She’d gotten a whole package, actually. The shuttle ticket was linked with accommodations at an all-female resort located between the beautiful purple Paradisian seas and the snow-capped mountains of Paradise Prime. It sounded like the perfect place to forget both her failed marriage and her ex-assistant—who she still thought about a lot more than she wanted to.

      “This way,” the Paradisian flight attendant said to her. She was bipedal and humanoid and if it wasn’t for the third eye in the middle of her forehead and her shiny gold skin, she might have looked human.

      “Oh, thank you.” Kara followed her through the docking tunnel into the shuttle itself. They went through the first class section which was incredibly plush. Everything was decorated in dove gray with pearl accents and the seats looked big enough for two people. There were wide, glowing holographic screens that popped up when you pressed a button and from the glimpse she got, Kara saw there were plenty of choices for in-flight entertainment. Nice.

      Of course, she couldn’t have afforded the first-class tickets even if she hadn’t booked last minute. The Kindred paid really well, but she wasn’t a millionaire. But as they passed through a curtained doorway, she saw the second class section was nice too. The seats were a little smaller and there were more of them, but there was still plenty of legroom and smaller glowing screens to watch a movie or a show on. Kara wondered what kind of shows the Paradisians had—she was interested to learn about their culture.

      The flight attendant kept on moving to the back of the shuttle and they passed through another curtained doorway into the third class accommodations. These were much more crowded and the seats were considerably smaller. Kara wondered uneasily which seat was hers and if the seatbelt harness would fit over her ample hips.

      But the flight attendant kept on walking, not stopping until she reached yet another curtained doorway.

      “Your seat is through here, Miss,” she said to Kara. “You’re in 521 B.”

      “Okay. Thank you.” Kara nodded and went through the dove-gray curtain since the attendant was gesturing for her to do so.

      To her surprise, the fourth-class accommodations looked like first class all over again with large, cushy seats and plenty of legroom. But there was something strange about these seats—some of them appeared to be occupied by two people at once.

      Kara passed a large alien male who had blue skin and a forked beard. There was a pink-skinned woman who didn’t look like the same species as him perched on his knees. A little further on she saw a Paradisian male with shiny gold skin with a woman who looked like she might be his wife sitting between his legs. What was going on here? Had the shuttle service sold some of these seats twice?

      With growing apprehension, Kara made her way down the aisle. At last, she came to the very last row—521. There, sitting in the seat closest to the aisle was a tall, lumpy alien who looked like he was made from oozing, olive green oatmeal. He wasn’t wearing any clothing except a kind of bright pink Speedo that barely contained his bumpy privates.

      Sitting beside him in the window seat was a big male wearing a black long-sleeved shirt. Kara couldn’t see his face because he was looking out of the shuttle window and there was some kind of semi-transparent divider between the seats which was already raised.

      “Er…” Kara looked up at the numbers above the seats. They read “521 A and B” and “522 A and B” but there were only two seats.

      Hoping there was some mistake, she looked at the seats on the other side of the aisle. But they were labeled as “523 A and B” and “524 A and B” and both were occupied.

      A horrible suspicion began growing in her mind. Was she supposed to sit on Mr. Oatmeal alien’s lap? Surely not…

      “Hey, sweet thing—are you lost?” It was Mr. Oatmeal, speaking in a thick, burbling voice.

      “Oh, uh…” Kara looked down at him uncertainly. “I’m supposed to be in 521 B, but I’m not sure where it is.”

      “It’s right here, sugar.” Mr. Oatmeal patted his lap invitingly. But when he lifted his hands from his bare legs, long strings of sticky greenish mucus stretched like snot between them.

      Kara had to fight not to gag.

      “What—you mean I’m supposed to…to sit on your lap?” she asked faintly, still hoping there was a mistake.

      “Of course you are! You know, I booked this seat hoping I’d have a sweet little seatmate like you, but you’re even prettier than I imagined,” Mr. Oatmeal burbled. “Sit right down and make yourself comfortable, darlin’.”

      Somehow the Translation Bacteria in her system was making the oatmeal alien sound like a Texas oil baron but it wasn’t funny. He was looking her up and down in such a lascivious way that Kara felt like the plain black, stretchy dress she’d chosen to travel in was see-through! And the lump in his pink speedo was growing alarmingly. Ugh!

      “Excuse me, Miss—why haven’t you taken your seat yet?” The flight attendant was suddenly at her shoulder, a frown on her shiny gold face.

      “I, uh…this, er, man says I’m supposed to sit on his lap,” Kara said uncertainly. “But that can’t be right—can it?”

      “I’m afraid it is. Look—see here? Our Ultra Express Economy seats are always sold with the understanding that you might have a seatmate.” The flight attendant waved the silver foil ticket and pointed to the tiny alien script near the bottom that Kara hadn’t been able to decipher earlier. “That’s why these seats are so cheap.”

      Kara began to feel sick. There was no way she could sit on the horny, slimy oatmeal alien’s lap for the four-hour flight to Paradise Prime! She would have to eat the cost of this vacation and just stay home in her suite aboard the Mother Ship for a few days instead.

      “I’m sorry,” she said faintly. “But I didn’t know that. I’m afraid I can’t take this flight—I need to get off the shuttle.”

      “I’m afraid that’s going to be impossible—we’ve already undocked from the Kindred Mother Ship. In fact, the pilot is just waiting for all the passengers to be seated and strapped in before we enter the first wormhole,” the attendant said, frowning sternly. “So if you’d please take your seat, I’ll let him know we’re all ready to go.”

      “But…but I can’t,” Kara exclaimed. The more she looked at the alien in 521 A, the more he looked like he was made out of boogers rather than oatmeal. She just couldn’t sit in a snot-monster’s lap for four hours—she couldn’t.

      “Why not, darlin’?” the alien demanded, his lumpy features turning down into a frown. “I promise to keep my hands to myself. Mostly.” He leered at her.

      Oh God, this was getting worse and worse! Kara groped for an excuse.

      “My dress!” she said, pulling at the stretchy black fabric. “It’s dry-clean only. And I don’t think I’d be able to get your, er…excretions off of it.”

      “Excretions? You talkin’ about my slime, darlin’?” Mr. Oatmeal/Snot demanded. “What’s wrong with it? I’m Octobursorian, you know. We’re covered in the finest slime this side of the galaxy!”

      “I’m sure it’s lovely but, er, I’m allergic to slime,” Kara said, thinking up a new reason she couldn’t sit in his lap. “Yes—deathly allergic! I could have a reaction and die if I come in contact with it! I really could,” she said, appealing to the flight attendant, who didn’t look in the least convinced.

      “Miss,” she said sternly. “The entire shuttle is waiting for you to get strapped in before we can take off. Would you please take your seat?”

      “But I really can’t!” Kara protested, her voice going high and tight in protest. Mucus made her sick and the more she looked at Mr. Oatmeal, the more disgusted and nauseated she was. “Isn’t there anywhere else I can sit on the shuttle?”

      “No, every seat is full. Now are you going to take your seat or do I need to get some of my fellow attendants to put you in it forcibly?” the attendant demanded. “If I have to
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