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Prologue

 


“Morning,
Ambassador.”

“Good morning, Regent Teach.
Are you ready to face this most glorious day?”

“Jacob, I hate cheery people
in the morning,” I said with my usual morning
grumpiness.

“As ambassador from Earth, I
have to be pleasant. You should be, too.”

“As captain of the
Devastator, pleasant is
not in my job description.”

“Apparently, being a
pleasant regent is not in your job description either, despite the
smile you always have these days. The queen is waiting for
you.”

“You were here
first.”

“My business with the queen
is not pressing at the moment,” he said, extending his hand to the
door.

“You called for me,
Highness?” I said when I walked in, noting her guards were
positioned inside her office.

“Robert,” Queen Kamini said,
giving me a narrow-eyed look that stopped me in my
tracks.

“Uh-oh. What’d I do
now?”

“Being Feletias’ regent does
not give you permission to run down anyone you choose.”

“You shouldn’t get involved
in mundane affairs. You have people to handle that.”

“I am involved in all
Feletian affairs, especially when they concern you.”

“My only thought was for
your protection. She was running and there wasn’t time to call for
the security volunteers. I thought I was chasing—”

“She was exercising, like
you do,” Kamini said, gesturing me toward her with her
hand.

“When I figured it out, I
apologized to her. She wasn’t hurt…badly.”

“Would you want my guards to
tackle you?”

“No, Highness, not again,” I
said, glancing over my shoulder at the two guards. They were
certainly intimidating, but their overly muscle-bound sizes didn’t
scare me. Besides, I knew all the girls, and exercised with them
whenever I could.

“You will not run outside
the palace again. There is more than enough room inside the palace
walls for you to run around. Now, you are going to do something
else for me.” Kamini opened a computer-like console beside her
desk. “I want you to write your story for me.”

“Kamini, the next group of
candidates will be aboard the Devastator in a couple of hours. I
have to arrange for a shuttle to take me up there, and be in my
chair before they arrive.”

“I have asked Captain Telias
to evaluate the candidates for you,” Kamini said, rising and
walking around her desk toward me.

“Why’d you call that old
fart? She should be enjoying her retirement.”

“She was performing
candidate evaluations before we were born.” Kamini guided me to a
chair in front of the computer. “I want you here, in my office,
writing, for me,” she whispered seductively, nibbling on my
earlobe.

Her surprised scream made my ears ring
when I picked her up, flopped her on her desk, and roughly kissed
her neck. While I was kissing my way down toward her ample breasts,
the two burly guards hauled me off her and held me spread-eagled
above the floor by my ankles and arms.

“Hey, hey, watch the legs!
You’re not making a wish!” I shouted.

“Highness, we need human
eyes to look at him,” a guard said.

“I’m human, and I see me
just fine.”

“Ambassador Kinterman,
please come in,” Kamini said as she got off her desk.

“Regent, what did you do
this time?” he said, smiling at my predicament as he walked
in.

“Jacob, look at me and tell
them who I am.”

“I can’t tell for sure,” he
said, slowly turning his head from side to side, checking me with
his peripheral vision. “You’re a bit difficult for me to see
clearly.”

“Don’t mess with me. These
girls can rip me up.”

“And they’re in the perfect
positions to do so,” Kinterman said. “Highness, he sounds like the
regent, but…I don’t know. What do you think?”

“Kamini, do
something!”

“Will you write for me like
I asked?”

“Do I have a
choice?”

“Yes,” she said, glancing at
the guards. I loved the way her large, almond-shaped eyes
moved.

“Considering the
alternative, I guess I’ll write.”

“Jacob, is he human?” Kamini
said.

“I suppose so.”

“Come on!” I
said.

“Yes, Highness, he’s human,
although I don’t understand why you chose someone like
him.”

“You know why, Ambassador,”
she said with a smile. “Guards, you can put him down.”

“Jacob, you’re no fun to
have around,” I said, and the guards dropped me on the floor. “Oww,
that wasn’t necessary.”

“Thank you, Jacob,” Kamini
said.

“Always a pleasure,
Highness,” he said with a bow to Kamini before leaving the
room.

“This whole drama was a
setup, wasn’t it? Why else would he be waiting outside your door,
eager for me to go in first? And why were the guards inside your
office?” I said when I picked myself up, noticing the guards were
stationing themselves outside the room where they
belonged.

“I anticipated a little
encouragement might be necessary. You made a mess of my office
again. Help me clean up.”

When she bent over, I looked down her
tunic.

“Robert, look at what you
are doing,” she said when she caught me.

“I am looking…at what I want
to do.”

“Not now. Maybe
later.”

“Can I be on top? Whenever
you’re on top, your claws make my chest look like a
minefield.”

“I will think about it,” she
said with one of her coquettish smiles.

Oh, yeah. It’s going to be
a wild time tonight. I’d better have this done before
then, I thought when I sat at the computer
and began to write.


Chapter 1

I am Not a Pirate

 


I am Edward Robert Teach,
Captain of the Feletian vessel Devastator. This is all about me, so
get used to it. If that’s in any way offensive, observe the
carefully selected finger presented on my right hand, which doesn’t
mean you’re number one. In case you haven’t gotten the hint, I
don’t give a damn about correctness, especially the so-called
political kind. Political correctness is just another way of
suppressing opinions to keep the common folk in line, and I refuse
to be common by any measure.

I learned early about my notorious
namesake, and I spent entirely too much time trying to dispel the
stigma of my name, to little avail. Never heard of Edward Teach?
Perhaps you know of him as the pirate Blackbeard. We all have our
quirks, and one of mine is I hate the pirate moniker. In hindsight,
maybe I should’ve enjoyed the piratical reference, or even followed
in my father’s footsteps and become a naval captain. I could’ve
done it, and I actually toyed with the notion of sailing the seven
seas like my father had, but fate had other plans for me, and they
didn’t involve water—at least not directly.

Blessed, or perhaps cursed, with a
natural speed reading ability and photographic memory, I put them
to good use by earning Masters Degrees in Business Administration
and Computer Sciences. Despite the scholarship I earned from high
school, it was still a struggle for my parents and me to pay for my
education until I developed a mathematical algorithm for the
lottery during one of my boring programming courses. It didn’t work
all that well, but I did have several near misses, which paid for
most of my education and parties until I hit for eight million, and
that’s after the government got their cut. My dad almost had a
heart attack when he learned I spent most of it to buy out a
failing manufacturing business.

I’m no Donald Trump, but I had my own
ideas about how the business should be run, so I decided to be
different right from the start. I gave my customers value for their
money, kept my after business hours activities exactly that, and in
a kind of strange dichotomy, I treated my employees very well. This
led to a series of curious and fortuitous events that caused my
business to suddenly take off, and I felt like Doctor Frankenstein
as it exponentially grew, especially when my sales staff hooked me
up with the government. The military is always testing new and
creative ways to wreak destruction, and they have a constant need
for rapid procurement of advanced designs and replacement parts. I
don’t accept the military’s willingness to kill everyone in sight,
but I never had any objections to their exceptionally lucrative
contracts.

When I executed a few hostile
takeovers of companies I needed to grow my business, I unfairly
earned the reputation as the Blackbeard of business. Everyone’s
entitled to an opinion, but expressing it often delves into the
realm of illegality, or so says my much benighted lawyers from the
law firm of Twitchy, Itchy, and Scratchy. Not their real names, of
course, but my pet names for them. When I saw a ridiculous business
magazine caricature of me in a business suit, wild-eyed with a
long, black beard and raised cutlass in hand, I was livid. I wanted
to go to the magazine and beat the crap out of the owners, but my
lawyers suggested I express my opinion of the caricature by buying
the franchise. Then, as the new boss, I could fire those
responsible for the cover, which I did. Then, I sold the useless
franchise to the magazine’s leaderless employees to run as they
pleased, which made them very happy because their old bosses
weren’t very popular. I lost a bundle on that deal, but
satisfaction is priceless.

Much to the distress of my parents,
I’m a party animal, and I entertain myself at parties with a simple
motto—I like my women like I like my coffee, hot and sweet. Even
though I’m an equal opportunity lover, cream is the preferred
option. Among all the heifers I rode across a bed, I couldn’t find
one who didn’t want a backhoe digging in my wallet. All the pretty
gold diggers could see was a rich playboy ready for plucking. All I
wanted was a pretty face ready for…well, never mind; you get the
drift.

Along that line of thought, my fall
from business began when I was at a party; my twenty-eighth
birthday party to be exact. At the time, I didn’t know I was being
set up. I should’ve been suspicious when I too easily landed my
next bedtime conquest. She was a wide-eyed beauty I hadn’t seen
before and, judging by the way her hands were all over me, seemed
overly interested in me. Just when we were about to retire for the
evening, some guy tried snatching the girl out from under me, so to
speak. When I told him to get lost, he got in my face and started
mouthing off. Anyone who knows me will tell you, he started my
favorite time at a party when he swung a punch at me. I belatedly
learned the brawl that ensued, which wasn’t all me, by the way, was
deliberately started by party crashers who just happened to be the
sons and friends of my business rivals.

My posse and I got eagerly involved in
the pounding that followed, and apparently, we were a bit overly
energetic because a couple of the not so drunk boys ended up the
hospital. And what of the beauty who invited me to bed? She
disappeared when the fight started, and I never saw her again.
There’s no doubt in my mind she was part of the
conspiracy.

A storm of indictments suddenly
cascaded from those I’d fired from the magazine, and others who
didn’t appreciate the aggressive competition from someone as young
as me. They all jumped on a legal bandwagon because they were
either jealous of my sudden success or just plain greedy. I’m
leaning toward greed because the beating their family and friends
took was barely a footnote in the legal quagmire. I don’t care
about scandal, but my fair-weather lawyers suddenly did, and the
indictments caused a distressing howl from them wanting me to
immediately liquidate my assets and settle out of court.

I wanted to dig in and fight, but my
parents were indicted in some cheap legal maneuver, so I had to let
insistent legal advice run the show. In the end, it wasn’t all bad.
Despite a few out-of-court settlements, and several business sales
later, I became rich beyond the dreams of avarice, and bored out of
my mind trying to keep a low profile. Thankfully, being a party
animal still qualified as low profile, depending which party you
were at.

***

A few days after the legal dust
settled, I was at my parents’ house for one of my dad’s famous
barbecue dinners when mom asked me to sit with her.

“Robert, I want to thank you
again for letting your lawyers help us. I know you wanted to go to
court if we weren’t involved.”

“I wasn’t going to let
anyone hurt you. It was a cheap shot to make me back down. Their
day is coming, and next time, they’ll pay for their greed,” I
said.

“Robert, don’t do anything
to them. Just let them be. They got what they wanted, and we have
everything we’ll ever need.”

“You sound like my
lawyers.”

“Even your mother gives good
advice. You should listen.”

“Yes, Mom.” She pulled out
my history in pictures and placed it in her lap. “I hope your
mother’s album never gets away from you. People would love to get a
hold of those pictures just to embarrass me, and your first page is
an example. Can you skip ahead? No one wants to see me naked in the
tub.”

“A mother always enjoys
looking at her children,” she said, lingering to admire the very
young me smiling up at her like an idiot before she turned the
page. “Here you are at your first grade graduation. Even then you
were taller than everyone else.”

“Do you remember why I had
the black eye?”

“Bobby Turner punched
you.”

“Do you remember why he
wasn’t in the class picture?”

“He missed the picture
because you kicked him in the knee. I didn’t want to tell you this,
but he deserved it. That little porker was a bad-mouthed
bully.”

“Hey, wait a minute. You and
Dad grounded me all summer because of that.”

“We had to. Mr. Turner
insisted you be punished, or he was going to complain to the base
commander and get your father in trouble.”

“His kid was picking on
everyone, but I’m the one who got punished. That old bastard
should’ve…”

“Robert!”

“Sorry, Mom.”

“Here you are at your high
school graduation. This is my favorite picture of you giving the
valediction in your bright blue cap and gown.”

“I hated the
color.”

“It’s traditional at your
high school.”

“I don’t care about
tradition. I would’ve rather worn black, like everyone else. It’s
my favorite color.”

“Black is not a
color.”

“Mom, I’m not going there
again.”

“Well, it’s not. We were so
proud of you. Some complained you shouldn’t have been given a
scholarship, or be valedictorian.”

“The principal and I were
best buddies. After all, I was a frequent visitor in his
office.”

“Spending time in detention
is nothing to be proud of.”

“Maybe people should quit
comparing me to Blackbeard and leave me alone.” She looked at me
with the hairy eyeball. “Sorry, Mom.”

“Everyone said earning two
masters degrees at once couldn’t be done, but you did it in record
time, even while running your business.”

“It was easy because most of
the courses I selected were test based. You can’t imagine how
incredibly boring it was to sit through required classes I’d
already memorized the course materials for in one night,” I
said.

“Actually, I can,” she said,
flipping pages to another pictorial chapter in my life. “I was in
tears when you graduated egregia cum laude. We’ve never been
prouder of you.”

“You did well for yourself.
It’s no small feat that you won third prize in the National
Westinghouse Competition. Then you earned your own high school
scholarship, which led you to become the university’s magna cum
lade graduate. I’m sure your accomplishments helped me get through
the university doors, but the only time I got a break was when
I—”

“Spent time in jail for
fighting,” she finished for me.

“Nah, partying too
hard.”

“It’s the same
thing.”

Dad walked in and said, “The ribs are
almost ready. Ah, the mother’s album again. I always enjoy the
picture of you in the tub,” he said with a wide smile.

“We skipped past that one,”
I said as I stood and helped Mom to her feet.

“Look at you now. The
walking definition of a lady killer,” Dad said, wading in like a
boxer with a mock punch to my stomach.

“Oof. Come on, Dad, I got it
all from you. I’m sure many ladies lost their resolve to you before
you got Mom in bed.”

“Robert!”

“Sorry, Mom,” I said as the
TV was interrupted by a news bulletin. “Oh, great. I hope the prez
isn’t going into one of his long-winded speeches again. Do we have
to watch this?”

Dinner took a back seat while we were
glued to the TV and watched as a news camera focused on a small
space ship that had landed in front of the nation’s capitol
building. I had to smile at people looking like frightened deer as
they stared at the space ship.

“Walter, I’m scared. What if
they’re here to kill us?” Mom said.

“You’ve been watching too
many science fiction movies. If they wanted to kill us, they
could’ve done it by now. I’m sure they didn’t land to just to cause
a panic, so they’re probably here to talk to the president,” Dad
said.

An announcer reported the president
and his staff had been safely evacuated through tunnels beneath the
city streets.

“So much for talking to the
prez. That big chicken bailed out on us,” I said, disgusted with
our supposed leadership. “If I was there, I’d be standing right up
front.”

“So would I, but not
everyone shares our sense of adventure,” Dad said.

“Uh-oh, door’s opening. Ooh,
what kind of icky slimers are going to ooze out and eat us? Ooh!” I
said, my eyes large as I gently clawed at Mom’s arm while she
clutched onto Dad.

“Whoa, check out the women,”
Dad said when a delegation walked out dressed in tunics that left
little to the imagination, and sandals with calf-high
lacings.

“They’re not women,” Mom
said, slapping my thigh and giving me a nasty look for trying to
scare her. “They’re humanoid females. Human females are the only
species called women.”

“They look like women to me,
despite the semantics. How do you suppose their language would
translate between woman and female?” I said.

“There’s no need to argue
with our resident science major and science fiction expert,” Dad
said.

“Does this look like science
fiction to you?” Mom said with a snap in her voice while pointing
at the TV.

“I’m just
saying….”

“Brace yourselves;
Copernicus was right. We’re not the center of the universe,” I said
sarcastically as the camera zoomed in on one of the women. “Oh
yeah, that’s my kind of invasion.”

“You want to be invaded by
aliens?” Dad said.

“Actually, I’d like to
invade them.”

“Robert, watch your
language.”

“Sorry, Mom.”

“Judging from your reaction,
I’m sure men are drooling all over themselves for an opportunity to
talk to those…females. I know I would,” Dad said, glancing at
Mom.

“Talk? Yeah, right. We have
to say we’re attracted to a woman’s intelligent conversation, her
glamorous features, so forth and so on. With my version of
correctness in play, those large, almond-shaped eyes are the most
attractive feature I’ve ever seen on a woman. Female!” I said,
quickly covering my head with my arms. “They’re females, okay Mom?
I’d like to look into their eyes and get my hands on that brunette
right there. She has a great pair of hooters.”

“Robert!”

“Sorry, Mom. Oh look, here
come the swat teams. Hey, keep one alive for me!” I shouted at the
TV.

Fortunately, no one was shot as they
were hustled away. Except for their eyes, they looked like women to
me. I wondered if they had their feminine equipment in all the
right places; at least in places I was familiar with.

***

Over the weeks following the
unexpected landing, our tight-lipped officials grudgingly revealed
a few facts. The invaders call themselves Feletians, and they spoke
fluent English. This was thought remarkable until we learned it
wasn’t English, but a negotiation language they call Basil, which I
think is short for basic language, not some herb you cook with. The
Feletians claimed to have developed the language before humans ever
spoke English, but it fueled speculation they’d visited earth
before. They claimed they’d never made prior contact, only observed
us from time to time.

Until the Feletians arrived, no one
outside the most secretive of government circles knew first contact
had already been made; not by the Feletians, but another humanoid
species called Lyonians. The Feletians knew the Lyonians had
already been here to negotiate for water. They provided evidence
that the Lyonians didn’t want just a ship or two of water for their
dying planet; they wanted to drain our planet dry. Talk about
surprise! That wasn’t in the negotiations. When the Feletians
explained the political nature of the known galaxy and offered
their help, governmental posturing was incredible. Our officials
said Feletian help wasn’t needed because we had our nuclear
weapons, and we weren’t afraid to use them. When they learned
Lyonians systematically bombarded ground targets from high orbit if
they encountered any resistance, it became a bum’s rush for
Feletian help. Considering the Lyonians’ apparently aggressive
nature, I wondered why they bothered negotiating at all.

When a ship appeared in orbit, large
enough to be seen during the day, we were told it was a Feletian
Concordance vessel sent for our protection; essentially, it was a
giant battleship in space. When an inevitable information leak
revealed the government was sending candidates from the military as
part of a secretly negotiated recruiting effort, official
explanations were drowned out by a din from the peace-loving tree
huggers who complained loud and long about sending our men off to
another useless war. As usual, the government ignored them, being
more interested in what they could gain by getting into bed with
the Feletians. If the recruiters I saw were examples of Feletian
women, getting in bed with them sounded like a plan I’d like to be
involved in.

When most of the military volunteers
had been rejected, the Feletians obtained permission to start
recruiting from the civilian populace for their space fleet. It was
strictly on a volunteer basis, only slightly mollifying the
peaceniks. When the recruiting centers opened, riffraff of every
sort mobbed the doors, and nearly all of those volunteers were
rejected. Feletians didn’t seem to have any criteria for acceptance
I could discern. One brief look from a recruiter determined your
status, and you were either given papers to complete for the
government or sent out the door. I had to agree with some of what I
saw being turned away. I believe in second chances, but I have to
be honest; among the darkest, most politically incorrect thoughts
you’d never voice to anyone, would you want a homeless wine-o in
charge of anything?

At the time, I had little interest in
what the Feletians wanted, but it was an effort not to drool as I
enjoyed watching their women whenever they were on
television.

***

To be ready for fun on the party
circuit, you had to exercise, hit the weights, and do a little
roadwork. I had just finished the last leg of my morning run when a
Feletian recruiter noticed me. How she could look through the
limo’s dark-tinted window and know I’d be of any value to her was
beyond my understanding, although I was wearing nothing but shorts
and shoes at the time.

When the chauffeur opened the door and
she gracefully stepped out, she was utterly breathtaking.
Everything about her was beautiful. The fall of her raven hair,
curves of her statuesque body, her large, emerald green, Tinker
Bell eyes all added to her jaw-dropping presence. When she sashayed
over to me, she could’ve battered me to death from across a room
with her long, natural eyelashes that fluttered and danced at me.
She stopped in front of me, looked into my eyes, and I felt all my
secrets lay bare before her.

“My name is Kamini. I am
selecting candidates for my queen’s space fleet. Would you like to
join with me in protecting your home world?” she said with a
captivating musical lilt to her voice.

My inner man
screamed, Take me; I’m yours!
The voice of reality said, You don’t have a chance in hell of bagging that.
All I managed to say aloud was a breathless,
“Okay.”

“Excellent. Your government
would like me to give papers to every candidate to complete, but
you will not need them. We will be departing from an air force base
not far from here. Be at the main gate in five days.”

Somehow, without her giving me any
details, I knew exactly where to be, and what time to be
there.

“Would you like to come in
for a drink?” I said, almost begging for a chance to prove the
voice of reality wrong.

“Thank you for asking, but I
have others to recruit for my queen. I will be expecting your
arrival. Please be there.”

Breathlessly, I stood with my jaw
hanging open as she walked to the limo. When she looked back, she
smiled, her face shining with radiant beauty that left me weak in
the knees as I tried to recover from what the sun-bronzed beauty
had done to me. I couldn’t believe how she affected me. Knowing
she’d be waiting for me had me all hot and bothered without a woman
in my immediate future.

***

That evening, the reality of what I’d
done hadn’t quite sunk in until I invited myself to my parents’
house for dinner.

“Mom, Dad, I think I’ve
found the girl of my dreams,” I announced when I walked
in.

“What, again?” Dad said.
“What number is this one? Eight, nine, seventy-two?”

“Walter, stop it. Who is
she?” Mom said.

“Her name is Kamini, and
she’s a Feletian recruiter.”

“Did you join the Feletian
navy?” Dad said bluntly.

“Uh, yeah, kinda.” My
non-definitive answer in front of my dad surprised me.

“That’s my boy! I’m sure
they’ll teach you some discipline, and then you can do something
with your life, like I did for thirty years. Do you think you’ll
get the chance to captain one of their ships?”

“Dad, I haven’t even left
the ground, and you already have me in command of one of their
space ships. Do you realize how big those things are?”

“What they call a
Concordance vessel is the largest ship they have with a crew of
thirty-six hundred. It displaces over four million metric tons with
enough firepower in their fusion core reactors to lay waste to our
planet. I’d love to get aboard and take it for a spin.”

“How do you know that?” I
said, incredulous at his knowledge.

Mom said, “You can take your father
out of the Navy, but you can’t take the Navy out of your father,
even if it’s a different kind of Navy. Did you join because you
want to follow in his footsteps, or because of a girl?”

I’d been soaring all day after I met
Kamini, and Mom’s question brought me crashing back to earth. I
actually had to stop and think about it, because I didn’t usually
act on impulse.

“It was the girl, as usual,”
Dad concluded.

“No, it wasn’t. Besides, I
don’t think I’d have a chance with her.”

“That’s quite an admission
coming from you. Shot you down, did she?” Dad said with a wicked
grin.

“No, she’s more interested
in recruiting for her queen, but she did say she’ll be waiting for
me. I’ve got five days to do something with my stuff, and I don’t
think I’ll need cash or any of my investments, so I want to give
them to you.”

“You’ve given us too much
already,” Dad said.

“I have to give it to
somebody.”

“Walter, you can quit your
job and truly retire. Then, we can buy the motor home we’ve always
wanted,” Mom said.

“I’ve offered to buy a
camper for you many times.”

“It’s too expensive,” Dad
said.

“We can travel wherever we
want and not have to worry about anything,” Mom said.

“Do you realize what’s
involved with something like that? Gift taxes alone would take most
of it,” Dad said.

“Robert, let him sleep on it
tonight. We’ll figure out something tomorrow. Come on, let’s eat.
Dinner’s getting cold, and turn off the TV,” Mom said.

Mom was good at marital arm-twisting,
so I was sure they’d enjoy themselves living the life they
deserved. After all, they’d made me.

***

When the day came to present myself
for departure, getting through base security was a problem. I got
good and drunk at my farewell party, and when my drunken friends
dumped me off in front of the main gate, I wasn’t looking or
feeling my best, especially when I hurled all over the military
police guarding the gate. When they didn’t want to find my name on
their puke-covered list, I wasn’t really disappointed because I had
parties to attend and women to entertain me after I recovered from
my hangover.

When I arrived at what used to be my
home and staggered out of the taxi, a limo was waiting in the
driveway. Kamini shanghaied me and we rode through base security
checkpoints without a look from anyone, which was good because I
passed out on the floor of the limo.

When Kamini helped me join a mob of
other candidates seated in a closed hangar, I noticed many were
officers from every branch of the military wearing their best
uniforms, with ribbons and medals impressively displayed on their
chests. My counterpoint was jeans and a T-shirt. Government
officials were already into their inspiring speeches about how
proud everyone was, the duty to our planet, blah, blah, blah, and
it rendered me to tears. Actually, they were tears of pain from a
roaring headache, and all I wanted to do was find a quiet corner to
curl up and die for a few hours.

When they finally finished
jaw-jacking, we plowed through a series of questionnaires, some of
which had to do with taxes. The government was going to lose all of
us as taxpayers, and I felt bad about it. I really did. All
four-hundred some odd of us were given a checklist and told to go
through stations set up in an adjacent hangar.

During an assembly line medical exam,
they checked and inspected every single part of me, and they didn’t
leave any part untouched. My annoyance reached a new high when one
doctor stuck his finger up my ass and tried pushing my boys out
from the inside, so I removed the finger by ripping a big one on
it. Those drunken farts are potent and they cleared everyone out of
the area, giving me a few moments of peace. I didn’t enjoy becoming
a pincushion from the inoculations, although I did find messing
with the psychiatrist entertaining. Through it all, there were
twelve Feletian women who were quietly overseeing the operation,
looking as hopelessly bored as I felt.

Being the last to drag through the
final station, I discovered everyone else had been taken to
accommodations for the night. I didn’t consider sleeping in crowded
barracks with bunk beds very accommodating, so rather than take a
chance on sleeping in, which was a real possibility in my current
condition, I propped a chair against a hangar wall and grabbed a
nap.

***

Awakened by a slamming door resounding
loudly in the empty hangar, I was all set to unleash my opinion of
the disturbance until I saw Kamini stretch up on her toes with her
arms wide and head back. She held the position until my toes hurt
just watching her.

“Good morning, Robert. May I
sit with you?”

“Yes, please,” I said with
sleepy excitement.

“What is your opinion of the
departure operation your government has set up?”

“It’s a bunch of
bureaucratic crap. Just load me up and get me outta
here.”

Another Feletian approached us and
said, “Kamini, I hope you are not recruiting for your
stable.”

“Unlike you, I have all I
want in my stable. Robert, this is Tayana. She is responsible for
our recruiting efforts.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet
you,” I said, politely standing and holding out my hand.

“Handshaking is a custom we
do not share,” she said with her hands on her hips.

When I looked at her fingernails, they
looked like miniature daggers. Kamini’s were the same way, and I
couldn’t tell if they grew that way or if they were filed. Either
way, a great set of back scratchers, or rakes, depending on how
good you are.

Tayana looked in my eyes, and I felt
her see deep into me, like Kamini had done.

“This one has potential,
although he may be too wild to fulfill what I see,” Tayana said
thoughtfully. “Is he your separate selection?”

“Yes, he is
mine.”

I really hope
so, I thought.

“Not surprising. We will see
how he compares to mine.”

“Tayana, I hope you are not
recruiting for your stable,” Kamini said.

“No, of course not,” she
said, scowling at Kamini, who beamed a delightfully disarming smile
back.

“You say you have stables.
Do you have horses?” I asked.

“Not exactly,” Tayana
said.

“What do you keep in your
stables?”

“Men. Kamini, we must
prepare for our candidates’ arrival,” she said, and they walked
across the hangar.

Men? Something must’ve been lost in
translation. Nonetheless, I stood at the door to watch the other
candidates as they arrived. There wasn’t one woman in the crowd. I
decided this was going to be a very interesting trip, if I could
survive whatever indignities the government heaped on me
next.

Using my best party etiquette, and to
stay awake, I circulated and talked with as many as I could. Most
of the officers, especially the younger ones, felt it was beneath
them to speak to me. Some were downright rude. Being a civilian,
and outside their military clique, may have had something to do
with it. I know what you’re thinking, but I was very pleasant and
kept my incorrectness tightly reined in.

I watched the recruiters as they moved
among us, introduced themselves, and looked into everyone’s eyes. I
noticed a slight widening of their eyes and a glance at Kamini when
they were done looking at me.

I was fortunate to be walking near
Tayana and two government suits when I overheard a report that
one-hundred eighty-three candidates would not be going to Feletia.
I kept circulating, and frequently returned to linger near Tayana,
especially when I noticed small groups being escorted from the
hangar. I didn’t overhear any elimination criteria, but I did learn
it was an ongoing process, even while we just milled around inside
the hangar.

I was browsing through a nasty lunch
buffet when Kamini asked me to follow her. I thought I was being
tossed out like the others until I was taken to another hangar
where three sleek Feletian shuttles were parked, and boarded one
where other candidates were seated. During our wait, we compared
speculations and discovered each of us had been recruited by
Kamini. When thirty of us were seated, Kamini returned, secured the
door, and made sure we were properly strapped in.

“Robert, you look
tired.”

“I am. The chair was
uncomfortable, and I didn’t get much sleep,” I said, sneaking a
peak down her tunic when she leaned over to check my harness. Hey,
if women were going to bend over and let their charms spill out, I
was damn sure going to look.

“You can rest on the
transport. I am pleased you are coming to Feletia,” she
said.

“Are you recruiting for your
stable?” I said, not knowing what I was asking about.

Her large, emerald green eyes seemed
to sparkle when she smiled at me and said, “Initially, everyone
will be in the queen’s training stable. Afterward, I think you will
be picked for a position in a permanent stable very
quickly.”

Before I could catch my breath to ask
what a stable was, she moved on to check the other passengers. I
wasn’t the only rutting animal to take advantage of her braless
show.

When the great hangar doors creaked
and groaned open, Kamini stood near the control console and said,
“You are the first candidates to leave Earth for Feletia. When we
arrive on the transport, I will take you to your rooms. You can
explore the vessel, but you are not allowed to enter the control
center or the fusion reactor area unescorted. I know you have many
questions, and they will be answered when we arrive on
Feletia.”

Kamini strapped in when the pilot
floated the shuttle out of the hangar, took a short run on the
taxiway, and gracefully arced straight up.

***

Aboard the transport, an odd feeling
under my feet caused me to stumble against a wall.

“Are you alright?” Kamini
said.

“I felt like I was on a
roller coaster or something.”

“Artificial gravity tends to
ripple through a vessel like this when a shuttle
departs.”

“You said we can look
around. Would there be any objection if I just stick my head in
where I don’t belong?”

“You could not enter where
you have not been encoded. This is your room. Put your hand on this
panel.” The door opened at my touch. “This vessel will now
recognize your encoding, and you can enter almost anywhere. If you
would like, I can take you on a tour, if you promise not to touch
anything.”

“I’d like that, but I really
need to get some sleep,” I said.

“I understand. I will come
for you after you have rested.”

Kamini was always pleasant, and I
thought it was because she was my recruiter making a sale, so to
speak. She gave me an unusual amount of attention, more so than the
others I knew she had recruited. I wondered why, but for now, the
bed was far more interesting.


Chapter 2

Trying to Behave

 


When I woke and stretched new life
into my body, the door opened and, for a moment, I thought I had
died and an angel named Kamini was waiting for me.

“You look much improved. Are
you hungry?” she said as she watched me pull up and zip my jeans.
Vanity is a big waste of time, and I don’t indulge in it unless I
have to.

“Oh, yeah. Where do we eat?”
I said from under the fresh T-shirt I was pulling on.

“Everyone eats in the
multipurpose room. You missed our departure from Earth
orbit.”

“I was tired. I did too much
partying before I showed up at the hangar.”

“You were in a bad condition
when I came to get you,” she said, taking my arm and leading me
from the room.

We paused in front of a closed door,
and she looked both ways along the corridor. I loved the expressive
way her eyes moved. “When we arrive on Feletia, you will not have
time to pursue your previous habits. Keep your focus on whatever
tasks you are given. When we enter, we will join the other
recruiters and their separate selections. Do not be offended by
anything they say or do during our voyage to Feletia. You may have
heard we have been eliminating each other’s candidates as part of
the selection process, which is still going on.”

“How’d you know I was
eavesdropping?”

“I was watching you,” she
said with a smile.

With those eyes, I don’t
doubt it, I thought when she opened the
door.

We entered a large, open area where
people were eating, and I was led to a table with the other
recruiters and their separate selections.

“So, the drunk from the
hangar has finally arrived. I see you’ve had the chance to sleep it
off.”

“Who in hell are you?” I
said when I recognized one of the obnoxious officers I’d
encountered at the hangar.

“Jules Desaris. Captain of
the guided missile cruiser Lake
Michigan,” he said with a noticeable French
accent.

“You were the captain of a
ship, named after a great lake that looks like a limp dick?” I
said, splattering him with some attitude payback.

“Good one, Richie Rich,” an
Air Force sergeant said with a laugh.

“Not so rich now. I gave all
my money to my parents,” I said, keeping my eyes on
Desaris.

“We don’t want a momma’s boy
here. Go home and let men handle this.”

“Desaris, I think I know
what happened to you. You’re angry because the good people I met in
France kicked you out, didn’t they?”

“I was born in Michigan
after my parents immigrated there, if that’s any of your damned
business.”

“Look, Desaris, does the
phrase ‘officer and a gentleman’ mean anything to you?”

“Jules, please sit down,”
Tayana said, putting her hand on his arm when he shot out of
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