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Three years ago...

Here came the Baroness lifting her skirts and walking across the dirty courtyard again, just like this time last year and the year before, with a guard carrying another heavily sedated female to parade by me and the same question on her lips. I sighed dramatically as I looked her in the eye, resting my hand on my sword hilt. We both knew I’d be telling her “no” again.

She raised an eyebrow at me as she strode forward, probably opening her mouth to call me out on my long-suffering act, when my body went rigid, and we all froze. My body had snapped to attention and my eyes had bulged out of their sockets. My respiration rate doubled, and my heart pounded in my chest. I looked down to see a part of my body more rigid than the rest poking out under my pants, then looked up at the unconscious female in wide-eyed wonder.

Without taking my eyes off the limp form in the guard’s arms, I asked the Baroness, “What is she?”

“Apparently your salvation and mine, because I can finally send you away and make much better use of your talents.”

I growled and she sighed.

“A human. They’re a favorite of my husband’s, but rare and hard to come by... not to mention expensive. You’re going to have to use all your skills to get her away from here safely.” She glanced down at my crotch, raised an eyebrow, then looked back up at my face and said, “Or, relatively safely, I should say.”
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I came awake upside down and head aching, stomach bouncing against something hard, right arm pulled up awkwardly behind me. Was there... was there a hand holding the back of my thigh, high up, with fingertips tickling between my legs? Yes. Yes, there was.

That was all I needed to know. I reverse jack-knifed, pushing hard and away with my free left arm, and pulling myself and my captor down to the ground into an exquisitely painful impact and impressive tangle of limbs. I heard a deep grunt, and I gave myself one second to close my eyes and breathe through the pain, then I would jump up and run.

Remember the Thing from Fantastic Four? Or was it The Thing? Or just ‘Thing?’ I’m a girl, so my life and reputation do not depend on knowing this trivia—and you can eat me if I get it wrong. More importantly, as I lay dazed on the ground, that thing was suddenly cradling my head in his giant palm and looking into my eyes.

“Are you alright? Did you hurt yourself? I’m sorry you woke up afraid, but I had to get us a good distance away as soon as possible, and I didn’t see another option other than carrying you.”

I gawked up at him. OK, so maybe not quite the/The Thing. He wasn’t cracked all over like Death Valley, and his skin was a medium charcoal grey color. Hairless. His eyes were shaped like mine, but with subtly illuminated purple irises. Also, he had tusks coming out of his upper jaw, curling toward his cheekbones.

He looked at me as I continued to stare and not answer, trying to visually process... him. He was huge. Not necessarily super tall, but wide and thick. I was almost too dumbstruck to be afraid.

Finally, he blew out a breath and what sounded like a curse, speaking again in an impossibly deep voice that resonated in my bones, “Your translator doesn’t work, I’ll bet. Damn, I wish you had been conscious before we left so we could have tested it. This journey is going to seriously suck if we can’t communicate.”

My mouth opened and closed like a fish, but I eventually started to spit out single word questions as I stared, “Journey?... Translator?... Conscious?... Away from where?... What the actual fuck?! Who are you? Where am I?” My head swung around in a panic to try to take in our surroundings, while a part of my brain wondered how much thalidomide his mom had to have taken for him to come out with fucking tusks.

To my amazement, he smiled broadly in relief, “Oh good, it does work. I’m Torn, and this planet is Koonion.” 

I heard these words just as I was taking in the entirely alien forest we were in under a very purple sky. If I hadn’t noticed it, I could have believed the mutant theory for a little while longer, or that I was abducted by renegade LARPers, something... shit. 

And like the innocent little girl that I never was asking the kindly father holding her on his lap that my dad never was, I asked the least relevant or important question possible in an almost whisper, “Why is the sky purple?”

He frowned down at me, still holding my head in his huge palm, then looked up, then looked back down and cleared his throat, “Um... the sky isn’t any color...”

He paused and I could tell what he wanted. I hated giving it to him, but I needed information, and this didn’t cost me anything. “Roxy,” I said.

He smiled and went on in the most maddeningly patient, sweetly patronizing tone I’ve ever heard, totally at odds with his deep, rumbly voice, “Roxy. Lovely. Well, Roxy, the sky isn’t any color. It just appears different colors depending on how the gasses in the atmosphere and surface conditions on the planet scatter incoming light, and how well your species’ eyes can process the different wavelengths of light.”

Inanely, almost dazedly, I said, “But it’s the same color as your eyes.”

He smiled shyly and gave my neck a soft squeeze, and I instantly snapped the fuck out of it. There was no planet, no fucking universe, where the/The Thing smiling shyly down at me and squeezing my neck ended up in line with my best interests. I sat up, then stood up and launched into a sprint in nearly a single motion. I got exactly one arm’s length away, specifically my right arm, and was jerked straight back and down into Torn’s lap. I spun in his lap to look at him and he held up my right and his left arms, which were shackled together by massive cuffs with only about six inches of chain between them.

He said, “I, uh, guess you didn’t notice these cuffs, before?” He had the gall to raise one side of his eyebrow... unibrow... ridge. And was he holding his tusks at an angle to imply a smirk?

I narrowed my eyes and glared at him, “I did not.”

He brought our arms back down and didn’t seem to be the least put out that I was on his lap; in fact, he leaned in a little toward me. I leaned back.

Looking sheepish, he said, “It was one of the Baroness’s demands. She was adamant that we get all the way there together.”

Continuing to glare, I said, “There? For the love of... do you think you could just stand up with me now and then start fucking talking? Baroness?! I don’t even know where to start with the questions. The last thing I remember, I was walking to work ON THE PLANET EARTH. I have no memories from that moment until I woke up just now, so I have no idea what the fuck is going on and it’s starting to piss me off! Also, I REALLY HAVE TO PEE.”
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I watched Roxy look down at herself and take it all in. She was wearing the type of standard pre-sale outfits the Ulus typically used: a tight, entirely sheer camisole top to showcase the breasts and a pair of looser, opaque short pants—the bottoms cut high up to the hip and rarely covering 100% of the ass. In Roxy’s case, I’d have to put it at about 65% ass coverage, proving to me that there is a higher power, and she/he is at least a little bit fond of me.

She looked away from herself and back up at me with incredulity, “Who dressed me like a Victoria’s Secret cover model? Why did you get real pants and I’m stuck in silky Daisy Dukes?”

“I don’t understand many of those words, but the garments you’re wearing are pretty typical for the Ulus to use when they try to sell abducted females. That’s my assumption, that you were taken by the Ulus and sold to the Baron. His annual orgy is coming up, and he typically buys a lot of new slaves for the event...”

“Ulus? Orgy?!” She held up her hand, “Never mind. We’re peeing now. Right now. And while we do that, I want you to consider how you might do a better job of telling me things when I have no background at all in anything you’re telling me, OK?” She started to lift her right arm, then remembered our tether as the chain pulled taut, and used her left arm to point, “That tree, now please.”

We walked over to a medium-wide gork tree, and she pushed me up against the trunk on the uphill side.

“You stand here and hold your left arm around the trunk behind you. I’m going to the other side to pee. Don’t watch me.”

I snorted, “I have no desire to watch you eliminate, and I will do so as well, since we’re here.” I reached to unfasten my pants, and she slapped my hand.

“You will absolutely not pee when I’m downhill; it’ll come right around the tree trunk to my bare... fucking... ,” she sighed hugely, then asked tiredly, ‘why are my fucking feet bare?”

This was getting old and potential match or no, I was becoming annoyed. I tossed my free hand into the air and raised the pitch of my voice, “Why are my feet bare? Where am I? Who are you? Why is the sky purple?” I laughed sardonically, “For fuck’s sake, female, if you’d shut up for a minute, stop trying to run away, and quit pushing me into trees, I might be able to answer at least a few of your questions.”

Again, with the narrow-eyed glare, “Oh, I’m sorry, am I having too much of a reaction to being abducted, trafficked across the galaxy, and chained to a strange alien? AM I TOO HYSTERICAL? And my name is ‘Roxy,’ not ‘female,’ unless you want me to call you ‘Hey asshole.’” That glare again, then, “Hey asshole, I have an idea, let’s both shut up, shall we? Before I piss my Daisy Dukes?” 

She pointed at my position against the tree, “Stay.” Then she walked around and the slack between us went taut. I could feel her movements through the tether, and I imagined how hard it must be to pull off her little pants with the one arm—the non-dominant one, in fact, I had noticed. I closed my eyes and took this calm moment to really see her with my minds’ eye, outside of her harsh facial expressions and way-to-revealing clothing. But on that point, hellfire, the way I was able to actually watch through her sheer top as those big, round breasts bounced and her nipples increasingly hardened as she got madder and madder? I could easily be a goner. My now perma-hard cock pushed against its bindings as my tongue slowly licked the bottom of a tusk and I imagined pulling her backwards against me to cradle my cock between her half-bare, gloriously round ass cheeks.

Brown eyes filled with fire. A perfectly shaped little pink mouth, delightful when it wasn’t moving. And the smell of her silky brown hair as it skimmed her shoulders when she swung her head around in agitation? And that wasn’t even the best smell I had sniffed coming off her, but I didn’t want to allow my mind to go there. Not until I had some surety. Not if we couldn’t build a connection. 

Which we wouldn’t do if I became as volatile as she was right now. That wasn’t me. Nor was the serious, earnest, terrified version of me that she had met first, the one with a potential in his arms and the utter certainty that he was going to fuck everything up. Somehow, some way. I gave my mind a mental shake and realized that I hadn’t heard any sounds from her side of the tree.

“Roxy, how’s everything going over there? Need me to sing your kidneys a little song to loosen them up?”

Total silence for a second, then an explosive burst of laughter, followed by a streaming sound. When she was done, I felt a few seconds of wiggling coming through our connection, then the far side of it began to rise back to my level. She walked back to face me with a humorous expression on her face.

“Your turn. Where do you want me to stand?”

“Anywhere you want. Watch if you feel like it. If that’s your thing.”

“No, thanks, I’ll just stand away and turn my back to yours, how’s that? You good one-handed, or do you need to use two with a dangler?”

I said dryly, “No, not me. I have a friend who needs two hands for his, but I’m just at that one-hand/two-hand threshold, thankfully. I don’t know how that guy even drags it around.” 

I held her gaze to make sure she knew I was teasing; she smiled and nodded. Then we both turned our backs, and I marveled at how simple bodily needs and functions always bring us all back down to the same, grounded level.
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Done with the bodies’ needs, I gestured over to where she had initially brought both of us down, “I was carrying that pack. It has a little bit of food and water and some clothes and shoes for you. I didn’t want to change your clothes while you were out, and you didn’t need any shoes while I was carrying you—putting them on you then would have been begging to lose one or both of them as I walked.”

She nodded, then looked me up and down, “Is there a shirt and pair of shoes for you?”

I shook my head, “I have some rudimentary camouflaging abilities, which can’t be used if my skin is covered by a shirt. I typically only wear shoes in extreme conditions of hot and cold, fields of jagged glass, that sort of thing.”

She smirked, “Walked through a lot of fields of jagged glass, have you?”

I nodded seriously, “A few, and I really wished I had shoes.”

She gaped.

We walked over, and I pulled the clothes out of the pack. I hadn’t seen what the Baroness had provided for her, but these things looked wholly inadequate.

“These seem... inadequate,” I said, holding up the thin, stretchy skirt that would maybe reach Roxy’s knees and the thinner, stretchy long-sleeved shirt. Under those was a pair of shoes that wouldn’t even protect a female’s feet in a marble-floored palace. Thin-soled, fabric on top.

“These are barely bedroom slippers,” I grumbled.

Roxy didn’t say anything as she navigated the complication of having to indicate for me where and how to move my left arm while she pulled on the skirt, then slipped on the shoes. The shirt she just held, looking at it in disgust.

I waited for her to put it on, but she didn’t. “What’s wrong?”

She just looked at me in disbelief, then shrugged and pushed her left arm through a sleeve, her head through the neck, and then both of our arms through the right... oh.

She pulled our arms out of the sleeve and then sat down on a stump, holding her right arm up in the air because I still stood and ignoring the wadded lump at her neck that was the entire right side of her shirt.

“Is this as cold as it’s going to get?” she asked.

“Um, no. It will get significantly colder at night.”

“Of course, it will. And how many days’ travel do we have... by foot... over land?”

“About 10.”

“Naturally. And what would have happened to me at the Baron’s hands if we hadn’t escaped?”

“Um, he has a harem of about 20 females, so that, maybe. Not too bad, I guess, until he starts passing them out to his males as rewards. But he tends to buy new males and females for his annual orgy. Sometimes he offers them to his guests to do with what they will. That’s the worst option, because not many survive that. Sometimes he just pairs up two or three couples of males and females and makes them fuck in the middle of the orgy space as entertainment, threatening to kill any couple on the spot that isn’t believably enthusiastic.”

She gave me a grim smile, “Right, so walking and freezing it is. Do you think you can just give me five minutes right here to... process...” she waved her hand at nothing and everything, “all of... this?”

“Um, sure. I’ll sit down by this stump, so you don’t have to hold your arm out.”

“Thank you,” she said quietly and then, after I was seated, promptly put her head down into her lap and began to sob despondently.

I withstood it for 27 seconds, an effort which I’m sure shaved at least five years off my lifespan, before I pulled her off the stump and cradled her in my arms. 
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“You have incredible body heat,” I said, leaning against his chest and sniffling, “and I might need to press against you at night to prevent hypothermia. Don’t mistake this for intimacy. My kind can die from hypothermia, and the temperatures don’t have to be that low for it to happen. It comes on easier in times of extreme exhaustion or starvation, both of which can start for humans on the second day of no sleep or food. So obviously, I’m going to be at risk the whole time.”

I pulled off the stupid shirt that I was wearing half of and turned it to look at the right side. I pointed for Torn, “Can you carefully rip, or cut with your claws, this seam from the bottom to the sleeve?”

He did what I asked, using his claws and seeming to enjoy demonstrating his features for me. I pointed at the sleeve, “Now along this entire seam for the sleeve around the shoulder. I want the sleeve intact—I can pull it up one of my legs, or use it on my hands, or something.”

I put the shirt back on, long left sleeve and totally open, sleeveless right side. At least my boobs were covered now unless a breeze blew the right side open. All it would take was a light one. Then Torn reached for the ends of the right side and quickly tied them together, closing that side off a little.

I looked up
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