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HUMANITY NEEDED HELP.

The Drako, a faction of extraterrestrials, including deadly and advanced lizard-like creatures, were slowly influencing Earth’s politics for decades. For some reason only known to them, they finally decided to take complete control of humanity, or at least try to. 

First, they released a disease. The spreading pandemic kept changing, mutating even as we struggled to eradicate it with vaccines. 80% of the human population died. That’s when the Drako came out of hiding and commenced their occupation of our planet. 

The cities and more populated areas became deadly battle grounds. Many of those that weren’t killed in the ensuing conflicts were enslaved. Experimented on, fed upon, tortured. Many were lost. Too many. 

The survivors that managed to stay free reverted to guerilla warfare. They banded together and continued their fight from hidden bases. Fortunately, humanity found out that they weren’t as alone in this fight as they thought. 

Something called the Andromadan Alliance, enemies of the Drako, extended their hand in aid to the surviving humans. Groups of the Nordic race descended to the human bases to join the humans in their struggle. 

The Nordics are a light-colored race of extraterrestrial beings that were the first to appear. As it turns out, just like the Drako, they and their counterparts had been watching Earth for a long, long time.

The Rocky Mountain Base, where we are located, is hidden deep inside one of the mountains along that extensive ridgeline. It is jointly run by both Lysander, a Nordic, and our human leader, Malachi. Lysander is the liaison between the Andromadan Alliance and the humans, while Malachi runs the human side of things. They seem to work together well.
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BLAZE

“Blaze.” Bane whispered hoarsely as he held me in his arms. “I think they are going to take me tomorrow.”

I sobbed in fear and clutched at my brother, the memory of the rest of my family being taken still fresh in my mind. The screams of extreme pain that were ripped from their throats before they died still echoed in my ears. 

My family had been captured by these lizard beings, aliens. I was eight at the time when my parents, two older brothers, and two older sisters were enslaved, caged, and tortured. We were experimented on and, one by one, they were tortured to death. Vivisected.

At first, I tried to fight my captors. I did everything I could to draw their attention to me and stop them from hurting my family members. It even worked for a while. 

Then it backfired. 

When the Lizards realized that the painful lessons they delt me weren’t working, they began to take my disobedient actions out on my other family members. 

Honestly, it was one of the only times in my life that I was truly noticed and that was only because I did everything I could to make sure I was. 

They hauled my mother and I out of the cages. Then they proceeded to rape and torture her in front of me while I screamed and begged them to stop. By the time they did stop, my mother was shattered. Not only was her body broken but her mind was as well. After that, all she did was stare listlessly at the walls of our cage, ignoring everything and everyone around her. 

Mother wasn’t the only one who broke that day. I did too. Knowing that it was my fault that the Lizards went after mother, I shut down. I stopped speaking, stopped drinking, stopped eating. 

Instead of trying to stay visible, I once again allowed myself to disappear, and my family completely forgot about me. All of them except Bane.

It was Bane, my eldest brother, who kept me going. He forced me to continue living by sheer force of will. 

It took five years, five long and painful years of being experimented on and locked in these cages, before the Lizards finally decided that my family would never be useful to them. It was then that the Lizards started to dispose of them, taking them out of the cages one at a time over the last weeks, vivisecting each of them until all that was left was me and Bane.

“No, no, please, Bane. Let them take me instead. You have to live. You are so strong. You can get out. I know you can.” I cried frantically.

Bane covered one of my grasping hands with his own and tightened the arm he placed around my shoulders, pulling me into his thin chest. I rubbed my wet cheeks against what was left of his dirty and ripped shirt.

I couldn’t understand why my beloved big brother was saying these things. No, that’s a lie. I knew exactly why. I just didn’t want to believe those words, believe what he was saying. I knew he was preparing me for what was to come.

I loved and worshipped my eldest brother.

Out of all of my siblings, he was my favorite. Even as a small child, I would follow him everywhere that I could, I would run to him, simply wanting to be with him. I tried to emulate him, his love, his intelligence, his strength, but I never seemed to do it justice. 

Bane was the one who raised me, the one who saw me when all of the others didn’t. He loved my gift and spent years working with me on it, teaching me how to turn it on and off. Unfortunately, it takes me a lot of concentration just to stay visible. He told me that one day my gift would save me. So, I did everything I could to learn the lessons he taught me. 

“No, little sister.” Bane’s voice was gravelly with emotion. “It’s my time. You. You are the strong one. You are so...so bloody smart, that brain of yours sucks everything up so quickly. You will watch and learn. Stay hidden in the shadows and eventually you will get out. Live. Live for the rest of us.”

I felt Bane swallow before his chest shuddered in grief and I felt his tears hit the top of my head. 

“Please don’t say that. I can’t. Not without you. I don’t know how.” I felt the pain of loss already ripping my heart apart at just the thought of losing Bane. 

Bane cupped my quivering chin, lifting my eyes to his and demanding fiercely, “Yes, you can!”

I began to frantically shake my head in denial, but Bane stopped me and whispered in a shaky but decisive voice, “You will do this, Blaze. You will! For you, for them, for me. Promise me. Don’t make me go without knowing you will do this for me.”

I took in a pain filled breath, held up my pinky finger, and nodded slowly. For him. Just like when I was a small child, I would do anything for him. 

Bane held up his own pinky finger and twisted it with mine tightly before dropping his forehead to mine and letting out a sigh of relief. 

He was right. 

The next day, they came. 

Neither Bane nor I fought when they dragged my brother away. We simply held each other’s eyes, communicating our love for one another, until he was out of sight. Sobbing silently, I moved to the darkened back corner of the cell and covered my ears in preparation. 

I sat there, completely still for the next hours, unsuccessfully trying to block out the screams of my cherished brother until with a final cry, he fell silent. 

After that I was alone. 

For a long, long time.
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BLAZE

“This is the fifteen-minute warning for the mandatory Base meeting. If you have not yet done so, please make your way towards the auditorium.”

I raised my brown eyes to the intercom when the calm male voice crackled through the connection. 

Another monthly mandatory meeting, whereby the Base officials would review any new procedures and pertinent information with the populace. I was sure that said officials didn’t share everything, just the things that would affect the Base as a whole. 

The other two people that were in the Library at that time of day were already making their way out the doors. Following their lead, I stopped at the door and entered the code to lock the Library down before joining the line of people already moving down the underground corridors that made up the Rocky Mountain Base. 

The other individuals around me took very little notice of me, which to be honest, gave me very mixed feelings. I realized that with my dark brown hair and brown eyes, my average build and my quiet nature, I would probably be able to remain unnoticeable quite effectively without any help.

On one hand, I was happy to not have attention on myself, to me attention meant pain and death. Thusly it was fear that kept the conditioning that now went hand in hand with my natural born gift an automatic fall back for me.

On the other hand, I was also disheartened that nobody ever seemed to see me unless I painfully forced myself to appear. And even when I did that, I was quickly forgotten afterwards. 

Just call me ghost girl. 

In fact, it was a very common occurrence for someone to come into the Library and walk right by me without even noticing me. Even when they were actively looking for me. 

It was a lonely life in the shadows. 

Reaching the auditorium doors, I snuck under the arm of one of the soldiers holding the door open for the group of people ahead of me. 

The auditorium was at about half capacity when the last of the Base residents came straggling in. The giant room was built to hold approximately five hundred people with the seating curved in a semicircle around the main stage. Ten rows of ten seats in five sections. 

I found a seat between a man frowning down at a handheld medical tablet and a young blond woman wearing a food services uniform. The woman shot me a polite but unfocused smile which I returned before we both turned to the front stage in order to watch a tall, uniformed male tell everyone to finish finding their seats. They would be beginning the meeting immediately. 

Anna, the Base spokesperson, dressed in black slacks and a long white sweater, stepped up to the microphone. Her bright green eyes watched the last people settle into their seats, her golden blond hair tied back in a braid. 

“Welcome, everyone.” Anna greeted with a welcoming smile.

I found my mind wandering while Anna reviewed topics that seemed to be common for the beginning of these meetings. I found myself reviewing the work I still needed to do before the Library closed at eleven that night. I still needed to finish putting away the returns that Pat, the man who worked in the Library during the day, didn’t put away. 

Pat never put the books away, he simply loaded them on the return cart for me to put away on my shift. In fact, Pat really didn’t do anything but sudoku puzzles and check books out through the system. 

I did most of the Library maintenance during my shift, in between helping various people with whatever they needed. Usually, those people consisted of students or the odd researcher. Which, to be honest, was the most interaction that I ended up having with anyone at all. I couldn’t lie and say that it was easy to be so alone all the time, but it was all I really knew. 

And it was...safe. 

“And finally. We will be hosting a family of Andromadan males for the next month or so.” Anna’s words caused me to perk up and pay attention. 

At the apparently exciting news, a low buzz filled the auditorium as the other residents began to whisper to each other.

“Now, now, everyone, calm down. I know that most of us have never actually met any of the Andromadans before and that this in of itself is extremely exciting. I do, however, ask that we all keep our heads and treat these guests with warmth and respect.” Anna lectured, drawing everyone’s attention back to her. “They will be brought around to each area of the Base and shown how we run things here. Therefore, many of you will at least see these gentlemen around if you don’t actually meet them. There are three of them coming. A father with his two sons.” 

I bit down on my top lip, chewing it nervously. I truly hoped that I wouldn’t be working the day they came into the Library. Unlike most of the people around me, I did not get a good feeling about this. 

Anna closed the meeting and people started to file out of the auditorium, slowly making their way back to their evening activities. I waited until it cleared a bit before I joined the last of the people leaving and made my way back to the Library. 

I paused momentarily when I saw Lysander, one of the heads of the Base, waiting by the Library doors. The tall, slim, white-blond Nordic male with his striped blue and white eyes was holding a couple leatherbound books in his hands. 

I lowered my head just enough that I wouldn’t meet his eyes, eye contact was not good when maintaining anonymity. But having my head completely bowed in a submissive way was also a good way to get noticed. I mastered the art of lowering my head enough that I didn’t make eye contact, making myself seem like a harmless nonentity. I have found that this, and a lot of my other conditioning, helped keep me from being noticed by those that were more likely to see beyond my gift. 

Most people that did eventually see me simply glanced over me before immediately dismissing me. Which is exactly what Lysander did when he saw me approaching.

“Good evening.” He nodded slightly, his indifferent eyes passing over me, like there really wasn’t anything here to hold his gaze. 

“Evening, sir.” I returned in a soft, well-modulated voice while I unlocked the Library doors and proceeded him inside.

“Returns?” I asked, circling the desk in a smooth glide, my way of moving without seeming to move at all. Centered behind the desk, I reached for the books in his hand.

Lysander eyes moved over the shelves behind me as he absently handed over the books. “Were you able to get those books I wanted?” 

“One of them, yes. The other is being a little more difficult to track down, sir. But I do have the word out to keep an eye out for it.” I reached up to the shelf behind me and pulled down one of the books in question. 

Lysander’s fingers began to tap lightly on the desk, waiting as I quickly ran his returns through the system before adding the new check out. Despite his reactions to my presence, I truly liked and respected the man. Lysander cared about the Base and its residents. He worked hard to make this a safe and happy place to live and not just survive. 

“You will keep me posted on the second book.” He made the demand a statement of fact in a quiet yet undeniable way.

“Of course, sir.” I handed the new book to him with a slight nod. 

Lysander had already taken the book and was moving away from the counter before I even finished my statement. Dismissed and forgotten, I turned to the returns cart in order to finish putting away the books. 

At the end of my shift, I picked out my own reading material for the next day or two. I was currently reviewing the very few heavy tombs that were available on the Andromadan race. My initial forays into these beings from another world ended up stopping as soon as they started due to the language barrier. Luckily, I was eventually able to track down a written language program that introduced me to that specific culture’s written language. 

After studying the language and slowly working my way through the first book, I eventually got the hang of reading in the different writing system and was able to begin reading in earnest. 

The book I just finished and returned at the beginning of my shift was a medical journal on their anatomy and physical bodies. I already studied their cultural norms and some of the history that was made available. We really didn’t have much on our extraterrestrial visitors and what was available was mostly on the Nordics. I was only able to find a handful of books on the Andromadans. 

Although, I was excited about a new one that just came in, this one on the spiritual and religious beliefs of the Andromadans. A rare and exciting find. This was the one I planned to take home tonight. 

Shutting everything down for the night, I picked up my book and my empty meal bag and walked back to my small bachelor suite. Once enclosed in my suite, I turned on my lights and ran a sharp eye over the extremely bare room. 

A small kitchenette with a stove, some cupboards and countertops, a sink, and a fridge took up half of one side wall. The queen-sized bed was set against the middle of the back wall facing the room. It was surrounded by a set of nightstands that held a couple of reading lamps. A small grey, plush loveseat sat facing the built-in cupboards and shelves that were set into the wall opposite the kitchen. Along that wall there was also a door that led to the small bathroom that housed a tight, one-person shower, toilet, and sink.

Needless to say, the suite was small and grey. Everything was grey scale. And bare. I left no personal effects lying littered about. Mostly because I had no personal effects. 

I also tended to be a little anal about cleanliness. After living in the absolute filth of that cage for years, I couldn’t stand having my living area even remotely dirty. 

Stripping my clothes off, I put them in the laundry and hopped into the tiny shower. Using some tricky maneuvering and my Yoga inspired flexibility, I was able to shave my legs and underarms before washing myself. 

It wasn’t easy. 

I brushed my teeth and braided my long hair before climbing into clean underwear and one of my bedtime tank tops. Then I settled down with the book on my couch.

The hours passed quickly while I immersed myself in the spirituality of a completely different world. The book was fairly informative. Surprisingly, many of the beliefs described, such as reincarnation, ran parallel to human spiritual beliefs. 

Being a practiced speed reader, I finished the book around two in the morning and climbed into bed.
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BLAZE

The next day started the same as any other day for me. 

I got up at around six, got dressed in a pair of sweats and a t-shirt, and walked down to the small Yoga class I went to every morning. 

The Recreation area of the Base was made up of a large open area where people could gather and socialize. There were large plants set into wooden planters distributed throughout the area. Various benches, chairs, and tables were set up for people to sit and visit. Doors led to medium sized classrooms, all of which were utilized for various classes. Dance, martial arts, exercise classes. A large hall led off the large, cavernous Recreation area, leading to the Swimming pool, the Training gym, the exercise gym, and the Sports gym. Further down that hall was a set of security doors that led to the specialized areas for the Base’s security forces and soldier teams.

Picking a mat at the back of the class, I prepared myself to follow the instructor, Malachi’s instructions. 

Malachi DeMarques was a soldier, the team leader for the First team, the team that performed the bulk of the raiding and Ops. He was also Lysander’s human co-head of the Base. He was a funny, caring, well-built man that was always kind to his students. With his dark completion, eyes and hair, and his sharp features, Malachi was a very attractive male. Which was probably why he ended up with so many women taking his class. I for one enjoyed his class due to the extreme muscle-based flexibility it gave me. 

After an hour of Yoga, I headed over to the Garden area. It was housed in an admittedly huge cavern populated with large natural lighting and misting systems. 

I nodded to the various workers that I passed and moved deeper into the area. Herman, the head gardener, silently handed me a pair of gloves and gestured to a spot in the back that he figured needed tending. 

This was Herman’s way. 

When I first started coming to the Garden, it was simply to be among nature, to feel and smell the dirt and growth housed there. Growing up with a mother that literally had a magical touch when it came to growing plants, I attempted to learn everything she knew. Which was harder than it sounds considering the fact that she couldn’t see me half the time. 

I spent a lot of my time living on the edge of most of my family’s life, working beside them, not with them, all the while wishing it was different, that I was different. This was a way that I found to feel closer to my mother, by helping them maintain the Garden areas that were less populated.

Herman, the quiet but eagle-eyed man, eventually noticed that I was working in these areas. It only took him a year and a half to start remembering me. During his supervising of the main workers, Herman circulates through the Garden in order to check on his workers. He would often pause upon seeing me, watching me working with the dirt and plant life before moving on. 

Herman just recently started stopping me when I entered the Garden in order to hand me a pair of gloves and point me to an area. 

I wandered down the dirt pathways that snaked through the wood sided dirt plots, making my way to the area Herman gestured. Reaching the section in question, I set the gloves aside and stepped up into the plot, kneeling in the cool dirt in order to begin digging and working through the weed covered area. While I appreciated Herman’s efforts to protect my hands, I still preferred to use my bare hands and feel the dirt against my skin. 

Two hours later, I handed the unused gloves back to Herman as I left. 

I stopped to pick up my grocery order on the way back to my suite. The Base did have a Cafeteria that most of the residents used for their meals. Fortunate for me, we could also order groceries so that we could cook our own food in our suites. I had placed my grocery order for the week the afternoon before and it was now ready to be picked up. 

Back in my suite, I put the food away before jumping through the shower for a quick rinse. After I was clean, I set my alarm and flopped onto my bed for a nap before work. When I woke a couple of hours later, I started to get ready for work. 

Dressed in a long, beige skirt, a black, short sleeved top, a thigh length, white cardigan, and some black sandals, I untwisted my braid and let the curled, crinkled mass fall down my back. The last thing I did was make myself some stirfry that I scooped into a container for supper. 

With my supper in hand, I grabbed my books and left my suite for the Library. 

I walked in and Pat glanced at me, grunting out a greeting before closing his sudoku book and walking out the door. I stored my food in the fridge and started organizing the returns on the metal return cart.

“Blaze?” Leah, one of the teachers from the School came running into the Library, her face red with exertion and embarrassment. 

“Good afternoon, Leah.” I said, keeping my face calm all the while fighting a sudden onslaught of...joy at the fact the woman knew my name. “What can I do for you?” 

“Oh my God, I am so freaking embarrassed. Those visitors that Anna told us about came by the class today. While they were charmed by the children, they also seemed very disappointed that the children weren’t being taught anything about their culture. I mean, we didn’t know, the other teachers and I, that the children should be taught about them. I guess we should have, but we were simply following the old curriculums. Oh my God, we should’ve been developing new ones based on this new world we are living in. Please, tell me you have something, anything, we can use to help us update the curriculums!” Leah babbled in a high-pitched, worried voice as she slapped her hands on the counter in front her.

“Uh...well, um, we do have some books on allied, otherworld cultures. Not many but some. The thing is, we don’t have any in our language.” I sympathized with the woman. 

After the initial descension, the survivors simply struggled to keep humanity alive any way that they could. That meant maintenance in most things, instead of advancement. Advancement was slowly coming with time but maintaining what little we had left was still a major priority. 

Leah looked like she wanted to cry at this statement. 

“What do we do?” She whispered in a defeated tone.

I sighed to myself.

“Look, there are written language programs available in the system that you can introduce to the students as well as your fellow teachers. Start teaching them the written language. That’s probably your first step.” I advised softly. “Beyond that, I can start translating the books we have available so that they can be used in the schools as well. But that will take some time.”

I found that if one was to keep a peaceful and collected attitude around others when they were in emotional turmoil it tended to have a calming effect on them. 

Leah looked at me with surprised relief. “You know...you would...oh my God, I...you just saved our collective asses. As long as we have something to start with, something to put into the future curriculums, I think they would be happy. I don’t know how to thank you.” 

“That’s what I am here for.” I smiled kindly, reaching for a piece of paper and a pen. “Now, here is where you can find the language programs. These are the books that we have available. I do have my ears to the ground, trying to find more, but this is what we have so far. Keep in mind these are not translated yet. I can start translating the one on the top of the list tonight.” 

I wrote the information on the paper before handing it to Leah. Leah grinned happily and almost skipped from the Library. I smiled to myself, happy I was able to help, before heading into the stacks where I pulled the books I needed to translate for the School. 

I was just making my way back to the desk when the next extremely worried resident came in. It looked like the visitors were stirring up the Base in a way that would make my evening very busy. 

By the end of the evening, I was relieved to shut down the Library. There had been at least eight different people that came running into the Library, panicked and looking for answers. As usual, I did my best to calm and help the individuals. Unused to that type of activity, I felt drained yet also proudly happy with my work for the day. 

Leah, the teacher that started it all, took Yoga with me. In fact, she usually used the mat right across from mine. Leah was a dichotomy. She was so nice and caring one moment yet in the next moment she would seem hard, closed off, almost like a high school mean girl. Leah had never spoken to me before, not a single word, not until she showed up at the Library needing help. Which was why I was so surprised when Leah immediately saw me and even called me by my name. I didn’t realize that Leah even knew my name. After all, the others that came in either didn’t greet me at all and simply dove right into their problems or they called me ‘excuse me.’ 

But hey, another night fulfilled was wonderfully exciting. 

Oh, who is I trying to sell that to? Certainly not myself. 

My life was absolutely not exciting. 
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BLAZE

After an evening spent translating, I woke up, got dressed, and headed down to my usual morning Yoga class. 

Only this morning it wasn’t so usual.

I entered the Yoga classroom only to find a number of the women that populated the class grouped in one corner, whispering anxiously amongst themselves. They kept glancing at the three men who were standing at the front of the class, speaking in low tones to Malachi. 

All three men were noticeably related in a very attractive way. This was probably why the women stood together in a pack, checking out the visitors with lust filled eyes. 

The older man had dark hair with greying temples, dark mocha skin, and a well-maintained beard. He was tall, heavily built with bright blue eyes. A silvering fox.

The second man’s hair was slightly lighter, more dark brown than black, with bright blue eyes and the same dark complexion that his father boasted. He was slimmer and slightly shorter than the other two with a very sharp, cut build. He was also dressed in eye popping, bright orange shorts and a tight, neon green workout tee. 

The last man was dark. Darker than the other two men with black hair and extremely pale, bright blue eyes. Tall with broad shoulders and slim hips. Both the father and the older son were dressed in dark colored slacks and long-sleeved shirts. 

All of them were exotically gorgeous, carrying the same cut jawlines, the same defined cheekbones, the same uptilted eyes, the same wide lipped mouths. 

I moved quietly, completely unnoticed, to the mat at the back corner that I usually occupied and sat down, waiting for Malachi to begin the class. I studied the men with both an appreciative female eye and an analytical eye. 

I noticed that none of them fidgeted, shifted, or made any of the noticeable movements that someone usually made when standing in place for long periods of time. It was similar to something I myself employed. Something I was currently employing at that very moment. Someone who doesn’t move, doesn’t draw the eye. 

The men continued to talk for about five more minutes before the pale eyed man made an abrupt movement. His head seemed to jolt just the slightest to the side and he gave a kind of roll of the shoulders before suddenly spinning around and prowling out of the classroom. 

The other two men stared after him, clearly confused, before nodding to Malachi. The older gentlemen followed the pale eyed one out. The youngest stayed. From his colorful exercise gear, I really should’ve realized that he would be taking part in the class. He moved to the back of the classroom and the spot right next to mine. 

I experienced a moment of anxiety that I quickly shoved down when the man sat down beside me. I frowned at the disconcerting feelings that rolled through my system at his presence. It wasn’t that I disliked people or that they scared me. This man, however, seemed to have a presence that rubbed me in way that I couldn’t seem to diagnose. He projected an element of safety and amusement that was mixed with a disturbingly dark undertone. This dichotomy made me anxious. 

I forced myself to focus on Malachi and the Yoga moves. Luckily, Malachi introduced some new positions that took up my concentration. Positions that were apparently introduced to him by the visitors, mainly Chriton, the man beside me. 

The women began whispering again when Chriton began to move around the classroom with Malachi, adjusting some of the positions. This happened with all of the new stretches and moves that Malachi and Chriton introduced to the class. 

Between working new muscle groups and holding those positions while Malachi and Chriton critiqued the many excited and unfocused women of the class, my muscles were completely rubbery by the time class was finished. 

Instead of going to the Garden area, I decided that I had endured enough work and excitement that morning. Thus, I returned to my suite and took a nap. 

After I woke, showered, and dressed for work, I sat down with my tablet and continued in my translation efforts for the School. 

That night, work was just as busy as the night before. Most of the department heads came in, desperately seeking answers to the problems that the visitors brought to their attention. Since I was very familiar with the knowledge at my fingertips, I was able to happily help them. 

One of the first was Herman. He came stomping into the Library with a confused look on his face and a strange spiked, purplish yellow plant in his hand. 

“How the hell do I plant this, girl?” He growled. 

I smiled, happy to see him, and searched my memory banks for anything I might have read on otherworld horticulture and came up with, well, nothing. 

“Has it been tested to see if it will have any adverse effects on the environment?” I questioned, gently taking the plant from Herman and studying it with open curiosity. I absolutely loved to see and learn about new things. 

“Apparently, according to those alien guys, it’s supposed to help supplement the nutrients in the soil which will help other plants grow.” Herman grumped with a frown, leaning against the counter. 

I carefully pulled the plant out of its container so that I could see the root system. It seemed to have a plentiful yet fragile root system.

“Not near large, rooted plants. Put it in that plot you currently have fallowing for next year’s vegetable garden. Plant it in the same way you would plant a flower. Mist two times a day, just enough to dampen the topsoil.” I murmured, still studying the beautiful plant. “It’s beautiful. If it truly does what they say it does, then it can be used in the preplanning stage of new or important vegetation growths. It will help prepare the soil for the incoming plants and vegetables.” 

I gently placed the plant back in its container and handed it back to Herman. He grunted and knocked on the counter with a fisted hand before stomping back out of the Library. I found myself smiling again at the man’s gruff, well-meaning attitude. 

The next day, Chriton was helping in Yoga again. He introduced even more moves. 

I frowned slightly when I realized that both him and Malachi consistently helped all of the women in the class with their stances. All of them except for me. 

One day, I hoped, someone would look at me and actually see me. Maybe someday.

Despite my sore muscles, I decided to head to the Garden afterwards, if only to check on the new plant. 

On my way there, I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up and immediately knew that I was being followed. Not just followed. Someone was actually aware of my presence. 

Don’t ask me how I knew that. I just knew. 

I nervously chewed on my upper lip and chanced a small darting glance over my right shoulder. 

Chriton was walking about ten feet behind me, his movements almost completely silent. He didn’t seem to notice my glance as his attention was focused on the ground in front of him. 

My flight instinct kicked in and I wanted to run. I could feel my muscles tensing, preparing to do just that. My lungs couldn’t seem to get enough oxygen, my heart was pounding so hard that it was shaking the wall of my chest. 

I was scared, anxious, worried. 

For some reason I really didn’t want this man to notice me. I tried to convince myself that he was probably just going the same direction that I was. For some reason this man really bothered me. 

Fortunately, I was able to keep my outward calm, keeping my movements slow and steady. I was so relieved when I finally reached the safety of the Garden. Herman grunted and handed me a pair of gloves before his attention turned to the man that had followed me in. 

Now free of unwanted attention, I headed to the area where I knew Herman would have planted the new plant. 

There it was, happily preening in its new home. There were actually three of the strange purplish yellow plants. Kneeling down in the plot, I checked the planting and the dirt around them as I softly sang to them. I started loosening and weeding a larger area around the newbies while I continued to sing. 

I was deep in the zone, moving along the ground in my slow and smooth way, when I once again felt the hair on the back of my neck stand up. Sliding a look to the side, I met Chriton’s bright blue eyes. His lips were stretched in an amused grin and one foot was up on the





















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DETECTED CONVERSANCE






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png
T.M. KUEFLER





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





