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Dedication


[image: ]


A fan pushed me to finish this story – never underestimate what you do for the writer in your life.

And always to Hubby who grows more special to me every day.



You met Lori and Mark, and Barry and Megan in Alien Embrace, but what about the rest of those sent here? Alien Embraces, sequel to Alien Embrace continues the story of the Vestilans sent to Earth to ensure the demise of their own planet isn’t our fate as well.

Meet Ross, Ashley, Connie and Larry and learn their part in the tale.

Alien Embraces

Part One

Ross & Julie
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Chapter One
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Julie stepped into Einstein Brothers Bagels on campus and ordered a latte. It was her usual stop, close to the School of Education, a nice walk especially on days like this. She had a little time and it felt good to have some freedom from responsibilities for an hour or so. Julie had come to campus to meet up with Carol before her friend left for her term abroad studying and now was going to take a few minutes for herself. She envied Carol a little. Studying in France sounded amazing, but it wasn’t on her agenda. How incredible though, that she was almost through with grad school. The first two years of college had taken forever but after that, in her major, a combination of business and education, the time had flown.

Summer school would start day after tomorrow, hence the lack of crowds on campus. She had no classes scheduled for the first term, taking or teaching. The time would be used to research her dissertation and try to get a jump on everything. Going straight through with no summer breaks had decreased her time in school dramatically and would pay off soon.

With her drink in hand, she headed out to the patio to enjoy the weather. Neither hot nor cold, it was perfect. Blue skies held those puffy clouds, the grounds were in full bloom, and everything smelled like late spring. She closed her eyes to just absorb the peace.

“I tell you it was freaky. You know how you feel when you’re at the top of a great ride, just before you plunge down the big slope. It was like that.”

“You were weightless?” The second guy’s voice was filled with scorn.

What the heck were they talking about? Julie kept her eyes closed but decided to eavesdrop. What caught her attention was they were talking low, quietly, as though sharing a secret.

“He’s not kidding.” A woman spoke now. “We were at a stop sign, not moving.”

“Were you high?”

“Now that would have been cool, to feel that when we were high. But no, we were completely sober.”

“It’s true.” The woman backed him up. “Hell, it was Sunday, yesterday morning, and we were on our way to my parents for a command brunch. We were at a four way stop in their neighborhood. No roller coasters anywhere around but we both felt it.”

“How long did it last?”

“Not long, probably not thirty seconds. You know that stupid heavy necklace my mom likes? I was wearing it and I actually had to look down to see if it had broken and fallen off. I didn’t feel it.”

“Well, what happened then?”

“Nothing. It stopped and everything went back to normal. But it happened,” the first guy insisted. “We both felt it.”

Julie cracked her eyes open and glanced in their direction. The couple seemed a little put out that the other guy wasn’t as impressed. It did sound like they’d been high, but they were earnest about it.

They wandered off and the patio grew quiet again.

She remained a few more minutes, sipping at her latte, but she did have things to do. Reluctantly she rose and nearly knocked over the man who now stood at her side.

****
[image: ]


Roson opened his eyes slightly wary of moving. He must have arrived. He should be on Terra, or Earth as the natives called it. His hands shook but he opened his eyes fully and looked around.

He was startled to find himself inside a structure. He shouldn’t have been surprised. He needed to remain hidden and appearing in the middle of a crowded area would have been stupid. His teachers hadn’t been stupid.

The room he stood in was large, larger than his parents’ apartment at first glance. Well, nearly the same size. Had he ever stood in a room this large alone before? No, he was Roson Fourteen Cleman, he’d never seen anything like this place.

He’d been trained the last two cycles away from his family and everyone else. For a moment he tried to calculate what a cycle was here, a year? He’d figure it out later. The room he lived in would fit easily in the corner of this room. It had held his bed, a desk and one chair. This room held a large sofa, three easy chairs, a piece of furniture that had a glass front and held small things he didn’t immediately recognize.

Instead of exploring, he eased himself down on the couch and just sat. He was on a different planet. He was as far away from his family as he could possibly get. That reality was hitting him now. When he’d been recruited, he now realized, he hadn’t fully comprehended that. Excitement at an unheard-of challenge had clouded his thinking, then he’d been studying and hadn’t had the time to contemplate it all. He would never see any of his family again. That was beginning to solidify as real.

Now he was on the planet Earth, trained and ready to help the Terrans protect their planet. It had sounded better in his head when he’d been in that little room. It had been scary then. It was terrifying now.

As far as he knew he was alone. The instructors had hinted that others from Vestila might also be sent, but who and to where? There was no one in his mind. No one. There had been fewer during his studies, due to his isolation, but he’d never been completely alone before.

He’d craved that at one time. He was rethinking it now.

No, he had important work to do.

Roson rose from the couch and looked around. This must be a palace of some kind. Did the rulers of Earth have places like this? The colors caught his attention. The couch was a rust color, but pretty and the chairs had that rust as well, along with a dark blue. He moved closer to the piece of furniture that had caught his eye. The little things in it were made of glass, globes and orbs, some clear, some with shapes within. As far as he could tell it was completely decorative. There was space here for decorations. Fantastic!

He moved toward the arched opening and saw a table. Six chairs sat around it, but was easily big enough for his entire family, except that the chairs were too large. Another glass fronted piece was in here and it held dishes and trays. Was that silver?

There was another smaller table to the side with a tray on it as well. The next door had no knob, so he pushed, and it swung open. Ross let it swing back toward him and smiled. At home they had no doors, only cloth that separated rooms when privacy was a must, like for his parents’ area of sleep. The rest of them slept together in the other part of their apartment.

Roson pushed the door again and went through it. The room confused him at first, then it dawned on him. This space was for meal preparation. Was there food here? He opened a cabinet but found glasses. Continuing around the room he found dishes in the next cabinet. Why were there dishes in here as well as the other room?

He came to what he realized was a spice cabinet, the aromas stopping him in his tracks for a long moment. His studies had mentioned this, that Terrans changed the taste of their food on occasion for the sheer pleasure of it. He would now have the opportunity to see if that was true.

Another smaller door was in front of him and he pulled it open. His heart stuttered at the sight. Food. He had thought until this moment that the instructors were exaggerating, if not outright lying. There was food for his family for half a cycle stored in this little room and it wasn’t the calorie cakes he was used to. This was food the likes of which he’d only seen on vids or in his studies.

His da and three of his older brothers worked to manufacture the calorie cakes. They would never see bounty such as this. Roson dragged his hand across his face to wipe away the tears. Overwhelmed, he shut the door and sank into a chair at a small eating area.

This was so much more than he’d ever imagined. Could he do this? Could he fulfill his mission? The arrogance of his youth had vanished when he’d opened that small door.

He was completely alone for the first time in his life.
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Chapter Two
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Roson didn’t know how long he sat in shock, completely overwhelmed. The sound of a small motor caught his attention finally and he rose again. The hum came from the large silver rectangle near the sink. He took hold of the handle and opened it.

A waft of cold hit him and again he was stunned by the food sitting in front of him. Was that lettuce? He’d seen it in the books he studied but never in real life. And that would be a tomato sitting beside it.

Why was there fresh food sitting here? Who had been here to stock these things?

That brought him back to the present with a thud.

His instructions. Where were they? There should be an office here. That’s what they’d said and the information he needed would be stored in a secret drawer.

Nearly running now, he retraced his steps to the main room and on to the stairs at the side of the room. There was another floor to this dwelling, all for him. He’d seen this place before or a place like it, there had been pictures of it before the testing. He knew there was a room, dedicated for only sleeping, for only him. He turned into it and stopped dead.

The bed was massive, and there was other furniture in addition. Right, places to put his clothes. He’d have changes of clothing that looked different, for different occasions.

He took a deep breath to compose himself. This wasn’t the office, there was a separate room for that. He closed his eyes to think about the pictures he’d seen before. The rooms up here were all bedrooms and bathrooms. He had a private bath connected to his bedroom, as well as two others on this floor. One at the end of the hall and another between two bedrooms.

How many people could live here?

Concentrate. He needed to find the office. It was downstairs then, behind the room where he’d appeared. That’s where the information would be.

He returned downstairs, working hard at holding his awe at bay. The office door was shut but he opened it and stepped inside. And took a cleansing breath. This felt almost familiar. It was the size of the room he’d occupied during his studies. Of course, that room had had no windows. Windows! There were two in here.

The desk was as large as the bed he’d slept on in that former room and he circled it to take a seat. He ran his hands over the wood grain as he sank into the large leather chair.

After a moment he ran his hand under the lap drawer and found the latch that would open the other drawer. No one would know this was a drawer, it looked like part of the desk, but it sprang open, and he lifted the contents out.

Dr. Ross Clemson would be his name here. Roson Fourteen Cleman was gone, left behind on Vestila. Here he would be the professor rather than the student. His position was visiting professor at the University of Virginia in the School of Engineering and Applied Science. Yes, he had seen these pictures of the campus before. He would be stressing ecologically friendly engineering. He would start in the summer session so maybe by the time the fall semester started, he’d have a good reputation.

There was much more in the drawer. Cash, quite a bit of it if he remembered correctly, his ID, passport, yes, all of these things were familiar to him. There was even a driver’s license. All forged like his credentials but they had been accepted. That driving thing was something he’d need to practice. Fortunately, this house that was now his was near a bus stop that went to campus. The simulation “driving” he had done during training was probably very inadequate. No one on Vestila had driven a vehicle in generations.

The sound of his stomach growling caught his attention. He could eat. He could taste that lettuce and tomato and the other things that awaited him in the kitchen.

He could do this. He had to.
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Chapter Three
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Ross stepped off the bus and onto the UVA campus. Yesterday, he hadn’t left the house, except to see his own backyard. There was grass out there, real grass and plants. He’d taken a seat on the patio and watched it. He wanted to laugh at himself, he’d watched grass grow but it was first for him. There were squirrels and he thought he’d seen a rabbit. That overwhelmed feeling was real.

Now he needed to venture out. The classes he was to teach started on Wednesday. He was prepared for that. There had been nothing but school for him for a long time, even if now he was going to be on the other side of the desk, but he wanted to see the campus. It wouldn’t do to get lost and be late for his meeting with Dean Smythe. That was fluid, not an official meeting, still he wanted to make a good impression.

The paperwork was in order for his position, but he hadn’t met anyone. He came to the University highly recommended, though it was all forged, the information about this education happened to be true except for the location.

Maybe he needed something to calm his nerves. Not coffee, that had been a wasteful mistake in his kitchen, but a cup of tea might be nice. He looked around, orienting himself on campus and headed toward the coffee shop.

The campus felt empty. Of course there were people wandering on the grounds, but after what he was used to, it felt uninhabited. This was the summer session, and that wouldn’t start officially for two days. Surely the place would be more crowded then.

Einstein Brothers Bagels should be nearby according to the map he’d checked. The School of Engineering was close. He could get some tea and look around. There was Argo’s Tea as well, but this was closer to his building.

He stepped up onto the patio just as a woman rose in front of him.
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Chapter Four
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Julie stepped back, off balance at the appearance of the man she’d nearly stepped on. She hadn’t heard him approach, and stumbled attempting not to fall into him.

A strong arm went around her, steadying her. “Sorry.”

The accent caught her ear and she turned to look up at him. Damn! He had the most intriguing eyes she’d ever seen. Not blue, and not green, was teal a color for eyes? She’d never seen any before.

“Are you okay?” He stepped back slightly after ensuring her balance was back.

“Yes. I’m the one that should be sorry. I didn’t hear you.”

“Did you get coffee on you? Burn yourself?”

“No. I’d put the lid back on. Really, I’m fine. I didn’t even spill any on you.”

He chuckled at that, and her heart rate increased.

It wasn’t a tiny campus, but she’d never seen him here before. She used this Einstein’s often. If he frequented it, she’d move in.

“I should let you get your coffee.”

“Haven’t learned to drink it yet. I was going to see if they have tea here.”

“They do. You’re new around here?”

She couldn’t interpret the look that passed through those gorgeous eyes, sadness? Then it was gone.

“Yes, very new. Just arrived yesterday. Ross Clemson, I’m exploring the campus before I meet with Dean Smythe. Thought I should say hello before I start teaching.”

Teaching? He was a professor. She hesitated a moment. “Is that the Engineering dean?”

“It is. Do you know him?”

“No. I’m an English major. It’s the building over there, past the engineering school. I’m Julie Prentiss.”

“You’re a student?”

She nodded. “Grad student. Last semester. I’ll be working on my dissertation this summer.”

“So, not taking any engineering courses.”

“I hadn’t planned to.” She laughed. Though that might be interesting now.

“Too bad.”

Was she blushing? The way he looked at her, as though he were interested, was nice.

“Are you leaving now?” He looked around the patio.

“I’m not in a hurry.”

“Excellent. Suppose I could grab my tea and you could show me around a little? The map is so dry, no interesting stories about where I’m headed.”

She could feel her smile. “I think I could handle that.”

“I’ll be right back.”

Julie took her seat again and watched him enter the building. Nice body, he was tall, at least six feet and slim and let’s face it, a perfect ass in those slacks. He looked fit, like a runner or swimmer maybe. His hair was a little long compared to her own professors, but he was half their age at least as well. Where did that accent come from? She could listen to it all day.

Julie shook herself. Don’t be an idiot. He’s a professor and you’re a student. Off limits regardless of schools. Besides, he might be married or involved, and he did just arrive yesterday. Did that give her an upper hand?

He was back quickly and smiled when he saw she had remained.

“Thank you for waiting.”

“Well, I can’t let you wander around without the stories that go with the place.” Holy shit, was she flirting with him? Not a good idea, but it seemed to come so easily. At least he was smiling.

“What do you teach?” She fell in beside him. The School of Engineering was too damn close.

“Green energy. I work with solar and wind, the renewable energies. Does that make me a tree hugger?”

“Only if it does me as well. I haven’t studied a lot of engineering, but I do recycle and I’m driving a used Prius.” Had his eyes lightened at that?

“Nice to hear. It’s a fragile planet, that’s one of the reasons I’m here.” Again, that look, sadness didn’t really seem appropriate, but she’d known the man about five minutes.

That brought her back to earth with a thud. He was a stranger, and she was wandering around alone with him. He said he was a professor, but he could be Jack the Ripper for all she knew. Of course, they were on campus, not exactly alone and he hadn’t touched her, except when she almost fell.

Yes, his arms had felt nice and yes, she was a total idiot.

“What time is your appointment with Dean Smythe?”

“I don’t have a specific appointment. His office said he was in and to drop by. I guess I should do that first before I go off exploring.”

He’d taken a step away from her, as though sensing her sudden discomfort. The problem was she didn’t feel uncomfortable beside him, she just thought she should. That in itself was kind of odd.

“Maybe I could get a raincheck on the tour?”

“I...yes, I’d like that.” Well, she would!

“Is it inappropriate? I mean...” he trailed off, but she understood.

“I don’t see why it should be, just a tour. It’s not like a date or anything. The Dean would probably assign a student for you if you asked.”

“Don’t suppose he could assign an English major for me.”

She chuckled, glad he understood. “No probably not, but if I volunteer...”

“How could I reach you?”

She only hesitated a moment. “You could text me.” His eyes lit up—how did they get more attractive—at those words.

He had his cell phone out before she finished the sentence. He fed in her information as she watched, then sent her a quick test text to ensure he’d done it correctly. Now she had his number as well.

“I’d like to ask you to wait, but I have no idea how long this will take.”

“I’m headed over to the library to do a little research. Why don’t you text me when you’re through? If I’m still on campus, we could do the tour then.”

“I’d like that. I’ll be in touch.” He turned then and entered the engineering building. When had they gotten to the steps? He had blanked out everything else in her head.

Well, there went groceries and errands. She was going to the library, but English wasn’t what she planned to research.
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Chapter Five
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Roson, Ross, managed not to turn around as he entered the building. What was he thinking? He’d been here less than one of their days. He couldn’t possibly have met the woman who should hunt him that quickly.

Such a woman probably didn’t even exist on this planet. His mate would be on Vestila. Another thing he hadn’t given any thought when accepting this education.

Did women hunt here? How did people meet and learn one another? Surely almost knocking someone over as a first encounter wasn’t normal. This wasn’t something they had ever stressed in their teachings. Why was he just now realizing that?

On Vestila the women hunted for their mate, men waited for it to happen. Once the connection was made, they mind-melded and that was that. Since there was no mind-to-mind communication here how did they handle it?

Later. He had her contact information, and he would use it, but he needed to meet his new employer first.

After checking the sign in the lobby, he made his way to the Dean’s office and introduced himself to the woman sitting out front. She was older than him, had she scanned his body? Julie had. He’d felt it. Maybe all Terran women did that prior to a hunt.

The door opened as his mind wandered and a youngish man stepped out. Much younger than the men who had tutored him.

“Dr. Clemson, glad to meet you. Come on in.”

He followed the man into his office and took the seat he indicated.

“I’m glad you arrived safely. I was worried, cutting it so close to the start of school. You’ll barely have time to take a breath.”

“I’m good. I’ll be taking a tour of campus when we’re through here.”

“Good, I was going to arrange something for you.”

“A friend volunteered.”

“I’m especially glad to have you for the visiting slot currently,” Dean Smythe continued. “The interest in such a vital industry is growing finally and I don’t want to miss the opportunity to get the students interested and engaged.”

“That’s why I’m here. It couldn’t be more important to the planet.”

They talked for a few more minutes, then the Dean rose. “I know you’ll want to get to your tour. I’m excited and meeting you in person enhances that. I’d like to meet again after you’ve held a couple of classes. See how it’s going.”

“I’d appreciate that. I’ll see you soon.”

“Let Ms. Davis show you the classroom you’ll be using, then you can head out.”

Head out, that must mean leave. He had been drilled in English as well as a couple of other languages, but the idioms were going to take some time.

“Thank you.”

Ms. Davis, the woman who sat out front, came to her feet as they returned to her area. “Could you show Dr. Clemson his office and classroom? I have a phone call to make.”

“I’d be happy to.” She smiled at Ross and indicated the door.

She led him into the hall and turned left. “You’ll be using Dr. Adams’ office while he’s a visiting professor in Michigan. The offices aren’t large, but they have good light.”

“That’s more important anyway.”

She pulled out a fob and opened the door. “You’ll get your fob after you have your ID made. It will open the building, this office, and your classroom. I’m sorry we have to be so security conscious but that’s life now.”

“I understand. This is perfect for my needs.” The office was about the same size as the one he’d occupied on Vestila, as well as the one in the home he now occupied. It felt comfortable.

“Now the lecture hall you’ll be using is down here.” She opened the door to what seemed to him a very large space. “It’s one of the smaller lecture halls, but if it gets to be too small, we’ll try to switch you.”

“I’m sure this will be fine, Ms. Davis.”

“Call me Loretta. If you need anything, just let me know.”

“I appreciate that. I’ll let you get back to your work, I want to check out the office a little longer.”

“Of course. Just close it behind you and it will lock. You can probably get your ID and fob today while you’re on your tour. Let me get the form and I’ll be right back.”

She hurried down the hall after reopening the office for him. Everyone had been very nice so far. He’d worried about that. Not being able to hear anyone’s thoughts was disconcerting but at least they acted like they were glad to meet him.

He’d get used to it. What choice did he have?

A little over an hour after leaving her, Ross found his phone in his hands. Had Julie had time to do any research? He had no idea how far away the library she used was. Was there more than one on campus? A stand-alone structure just for books. Vestila hadn’t had that in generations either.

Would his little class in renewable energy be enough to wake this planet up? Was he the only one here working on this? They’d hinted at more, but that didn’t make him any less lonely.

The hell with it. He texted Julie.

Her response was immediate, almost as though waiting for him.

“Just next door in the Ed building. Be there in a few.”

He felt the smile grow on his face.
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Chapter Six
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Julie took a deep breath. Ross had contacted her. He’d met with the dean, that meant he was who he said he was, right? But he hadn’t forgotten her.

She hadn’t come to campus prepared to work today, but she had found some papers she wanted to check out for her own research and noted them in her phone. A bonus for when she really started on Wednesday. Was that the day of Ross’s first lecture? That should be Dr. Clemson to her. What she’d found on-line about him had been impressive. He couldn’t be much older than her but that was immaterial. He was a professor, and she was a student. A graduate student, but Julie wasn’t sure that would make a lot of difference in the eyes of the university administration.

Whoa, girl, put on the damn brakes. He hadn’t asked her out. She was probably the first person he’d spoken to on campus. And they had nearly knocked each other over. She needed to clamp down on her imagination.

But he was pretty.

He stood waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs of ESE. Her memory hadn’t been exaggerated. He really was that attractive, and the smile that grew on his face when he spotted her caused her blood pressure to rise.

The whole thing was odd. She wasn’t seeing anyone presently. She’d been busy, but surely a short drought shouldn’t cause
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