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      The giant came at Kedun, his larger-than-life fist set on meeting with his jaw, until Kedun ducked, causing him to lose balance in the lunge. The grunt and the stream of curses fell from his lips as he glared at him and growled.

      “Sorry, Oszul, not this time,” Kedun said as he side-stepped his foot and counter punched him, as fist met with exposed side flesh. The golden bruise darkened momentarily, but soon recovered.

      “First time I proved superior,” Oszul said as he pulled him into an armlock and both fell, tumbling to the dusty Jatra below. The crowd yelled, as Oszul was their hero. Even King Thras yelled from the royal box showing his support for his first in command.

      Kedun took in the crowd though the sweat and dirt trickled into his violet eyes. Hjotts loved the arena and especially Premier Vorta who mixed the sport with competition for a new job. He backed up, righting himself as his fingers clenched. Anger helped induce the sense of urgency to pound anyone who came at him, even if it was his longtime friend, Oszul.

      “Ooof, drawk!” Kedun took the punch but didn’t go down. Instead, he crouched and growled, waiting for his moment. Oszul ran and came at him elbow first just catching him at the throat. Shock crossed him as he didn’t expect to kill his opponent. Lucky for him, the graze at the side of Kedun’s neck knocked him back far enough that the full force of Oszul’s weight narrowly missed him.

      Another swift blow caught him on the side of the head. He ducked and let go with his left fist, swinging hard. Oszul narrowed his eyes, the glimmer showing he wasn’t letting up and came at Kedun, taking him down hard.

      “I won’t lose to you,” Oszul said as he showed his sharp teeth, growling and pulling Kedun’s arm, twisting it unnaturally behind him.

      Kedun grimaced as the pain took hold, but as a virtue of being a Hjott warrior, he sprung back into position, and with a shake, his arm moved and gained the strength he needed to win the fight.

      Flashes of the previous fight bore through his mind. Perhaps Oszul honestly thought he’d won fairly the first time when Premier Vorta put up the command of the Jatra Army as the reward for winning. Kedun didn’t want the position and instead enjoyed having more of a free roaming spirit. Oszul was good, but Kedun was bigger and stronger. He allowed Oszul to throw him over because he didn’t want the position. Military command meant politics and with the regal family in jeopardy, Kedun let it go. Oszul was a fast, skilled warrior, but was more apt at the political dealings the head of the Jatra Army would provide.

      This time was different. Oszul came to Kedun using the same overthrow technique that had won him the Jatra Army command; only Kedun wouldn’t allow it. He set his eyes on the off-planet mission scout Premier Vorta had in line for the winner. He would not allow Oszul to win this time.

      King Thras with his Terran wife Chera peered down from the royal box. Thras, mostly, was impartial and fair. Oszul had worked closely with him over the past year with the capture of his sister, Pari, and his eventual mating with Pari’s Terran slave, Chera. It changed things in the Kingdom of Jatra and caused the royal family to go into hiding until it brought those responsible to justice. They were still out there, the Aulius and Teruds who burned the palace and kidnapped Princess Pari. King Thras came out for the event looking forward to a good show.

      The crowd roared as Oszul pounced, but Kedun at the last minute used a defensive warrior technique which surprised his opponent. Oszul should have seen it coming, but Kedun turned and reversed his stance at the last minute. Oszul fell right into his arms as he twisted and brought him down hard on the dirt, plumes of dust billowing around his head. The breath temporarily knocked out of his body, and Kedun swooped in placing his booted foot on his opponent’s chest and twisted his arm painfully behind his head.

      The crowd yelled as Premier Vorta stood and pronounced the winner. “Kedun, winner today and scout tomorrow.”

      Kedun smiled as he waved at the crowd. He didn’t care for the show, but it was a necessary means to a position he wanted, and it pleased both the Premier and the King.

      Oszul groaned and narrowed his eyes at Kedun. Losing wasn’t an easy thing to take, yet he had to be the Hjott warrior and do so with dignity. Kedun reached his hand for his friend and helped him stand.

      In the final show of goodwill, Kedun raised his fist as did Oszul. After they bumped it high in the air, the crowd roared again. They had shown the ancient signal that they were still friends and respectful of each other. Kedun could feel no differently toward his old war friend. They had come through too much over the years in fighting side-by-side for the love of Jatra and the royal family.

      The crowd spilled into the arena, happy to have watched a good fight. Many Hjott proudly lifted their fists to the two warriors to show their respect.

      “Oszul, Kedun. Good fight. Nice and clean without animosity. I feel rather rusty in this endeavor. I need to stretch my muscles and take to the arena again,” King Thras said as he side-eyed his wife.

      “I think as king you should reserve your strength for the upcoming months when we are to take back the palace and our rightful standing to the throne,” Queen Chera said wisely.

      King Thras was a very powerful warrior, but because of his royal bloodline they expected him to hold back and carry on with the family line, especially now that he’d found and claimed his mate.

      “We will take our leave. Kedun, I’m sure you will do an exemplary job for us as we must handle the unrest in the Vada System. And Oszul, I’m sure you’ll find your place well received as the head of the Jatra military. I will miss you, friend.” King Thras left in a grand gesture, with his royal guard following closely, keeping keen eyes out for the enemy intruder who may still lurk unseen on the planet.

      Premier Vorta approached the pair and clapped his hands. “Good show, good show. For a moment, I thought Oszul had it. You’re full of surprises, Kedun,” he said as he stood before the two warriors.

      Kedun grinned and clasped hands with the Premier. “Thank you.”

      Premier Vorta’s face grew serious. “Now, I must ask you to head to the Imperial Meeting Hall to discuss the mission at hand. You too, Oszul, as it will affect us here on Jatra too.”

      Kedun stepped in line with Oszul as they headed out of the arena and to the road that led to the Imperial Meeting Hall. Before leaving the arena, the Qetesh Terrans stood in a group watching the warriors exit. Oszul chuckled as they waltzed by the women.

      “That blonde leader is feisty. She has eyes for you, you know? I’m thinking your uxormea will burn soon,” Oszul said as he teased his friend.

      With King Thrash mating with a Terran, it opened possibilities for the Hjott males who have yet to find mates. “I’m a warrior, I have no time to claim an alien mate,” Kedun said proudly.

      He glanced back as the Qetesh Terrans following, their eyes firmly planted on the two of them. He grinned and shook his head. “No, I have no time for that.”

      Oszul grinned. “Yeah, I believe Thras said the same thing about Chera. If you remember, he thought the weak Terrans were beneath the likes of a Hjott King. Now look at him.”

      “I believe his heart had something to do with it. We can’t control what the uxormea does.”

      “I’m sure it was a surprise for Thras too.” Oszul chuckled while shaking his head. “I know it was for me.”

      “Let’s agree to stay away from the Terrans,” Kedun said as he laughed wickedly.

      “You don’t have to worry about me,” Oszul replied.

      Kedun hoped by traveling into the Vada System he’d be clear of the temptations of the Terrans. They had no place in tagging along on a scouting mission, anyway. “Maybe I can request an addition to my crew,” he said as he side-eyed his friend.

      A deep rumble of a laugh escaped from Oszul. “No, I need to stay here and perform my duties as the commander. You won fair and square.”

      “Perhaps. Why are they following us?” Kedun glanced back at the Terrans who continued on their heels.

      “I believe Vorta requested their presence at the Hall. Sorry, Hjo.”

      Kedun exhaled. He had a suspicion of what that meant. Really, he felt the Qetesh caused too much concern over their weaknesses rather than helping in any situation. Terran men were far and few between and rarely came on such missions. Most of the Terrans he’d ever seen came to the Vada System as slaves, many captured by the nasty Teruds or Aulius. Although, the Terran females had proved tougher than the very weak and nearly extinct Hjott females. It’s the main reason he chose a life as a warrior. His younger brother Kezon also chose the warrior life.

      “I’m willing to bet if you’re left alone with the feisty blonde, your uxormea will show,” Oszul said.

      Kedun hated how Oszul seemed so preoccupied by the Terrans. It probably started when he witnessed their own king claim and bond with one. He pulled his top out to show his old friend that his chest was still covered in golden skin as always.

      “Mark my words, it will happen,” Oszul said.

      “I think you just wish it for yourself, Hjo,” Kedun said as he chuckled. They finally reached the Imperial Meeting Hall.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            two

          

        

      

    

    
      Aryn shook her head. Why did these alien types enjoy such brutal shows? It reminded her of the history of the Greek Empire and the gladiators back on Earth. While she had trained for war, she didn’t take pleasure in a pastime of fighting only for the sake of fighting. If she were to take part in a fight, there had to be a good reason. They had called the Qetesh for a peace mission and Premier Vorta specifically requested aid in maintaining diplomacy and peace in the Vada System and with the neighboring galactic systems. The part she really didn’t like was the need to work with the brute warriors who walked around with puffed-chests, strutting around as if there are no equals to them. The request had been to come to Jatra and work with their choice warriors.

      “There’s unrest in the Vada System. Premier Vorta wants our best Qetesh agents to help bring about peace again,” Commander Williams, the head of the Qetesh, said.

      Treasure’s eyes had stayed fixed upon the others since they landed on the shore three days earlier. “What do you think of the Hjott?” she asked as she kept her eyes on the alien warriors.

      “Brutes,” Aryn answered with a huff. “It is as if we’ve stepped back in time with these beings.”

      “What? They have technology that is far superior to ours,” Treasure replied.

      “That aside, they give promotions to the ones who can beat the shit out of the others. That is brutal and backward,” Aryn said. She felt the Hjott beneath her intellect, as did most of the Qetesh agents. They spoke of it on the way over and agreed never to reveal these thoughts to their hosts.

      “Eh, they’re easy on the eyes. At least they aren’t the bulbus heads of the Thorin System. I could never understand their gurglings,” Treasure said as she laughed.

      “That doesn’t mean I want to be claimed by one,” Aryn replied.

      “Well, me neither. But I can’t help but wonder what the other humans see in them to find them so appealing,” Treasure said. “Maybe they have giant cocks. I mean, come on, think about it. Hot alien men that look like them surely have a package that matches what we see on the outside.”

      Aryn rolled her eyes at Treasure’s crude remark. Surely, her friend was jesting. “I’m sure I will never find out.” She had absolutely no intentions of ever allowing an alien to claim her. They were Qetesh agents and visiting on a mission to help the alien system maintain peace. And once they finished, they would head back to their own home planet, Earth.

      As they walked toward the Imperial Meeting Hall, Treasure glanced up and saw the one called Oszul. Aryn could see by the look on her face that she had other intentions about the alien. So much for sticking to the mission at hand. Aryn held her breath; she knew it was coming.

      “I wonder what he would be like in bed. I mean, what would it hurt to allow one of them to claim you long enough to find that out?” Treasure grinned at her friend. Aryn shut her eyes and shook her head as she couldn’t believe the direction the conversation had taken.

      "Seriously? I can't believe you’re talking about this. We don't have time to be having affairs with these aliens," Aryn replied.

      Treasure threw her head back and laughed. "You're no fun. Doesn't take long to have sex. Besides, it's good for us."

      Aryn shook her head. "I don't plan to lead these brutes on. I think that would be cruel. Stick to the job at hand and keep your libido in check," she told her.

      The Imperial Meeting Hall was across the dusty road. Just as they stepped onto the road, a surface cruiser barreled at them and they ran frantically to the other side, narrowly missing being smashed into the hard ground. Before they reached the other side, something hard slammed into them, pushing them into the wall of the Imperial Meeting Hall. Aryn turned to see one of those that fought in the arena earlier, the one named Kedun.

      Aryn glared at him but then straightened and smoothed her uniform as she knew Kedun was only trying to help her. "Thank you. You people need to teach your drivers how to be more careful," she said as she walked in front of him while he awaited her.

      "Hey, don't blame the whole race just because of one idiot," Kedun replied.

      Aryn cracked a smile as she liked his sense of humor. "Well, fair enough. I suppose I'm a little jumpy for being here after watching you take the other guy down in the arena," she said.

      Kedun chuckled as he walked alongside Aryn. It didn’t appear that he had cleaned himself up after the fight for he still had on the tattered leather outfit caked with the dirt from being slammed onto the ground. She realized, though, that he healed quickly. There was blood splattered here and there on his golden skin, but there were no gashes. She had heard that the Hjott beings healed faster than most others.

      Kedun paused at the door as he looked down at her. His violet eyes were striking, the color of an amethyst and piercing through her as if looking at her very soul. For a moment his beautiful eyes mesmerized and completely took Aryn. She soon lifted her chin and straightened her spine as she didn’t want the man to notice her momentary lapse in common sense. She was not like Treasure, all taken in by muscles and brutality. She was the head of the Qetesh team and always needed to maintain her professional composure. Still, when Kedun allowed her to pass by him her heart stammered inside her chest, as if she were walking by the cool guy that she had a schoolgirl crush on. She hated feeling this way and shook her head while trying to put out those thoughts and feelings before they got the better of her.

      Zavis, the young Hjott male who had escorted the Qetesh team after they landed on Jatra, rushed toward them, having seen the entire scene unfold from within the Imperial Meeting Hall. “Agent Hillee, are you okay?” he asked as he looked her over.

      Kedun stepped between the two and looked down at young Zavis. “She’s just fine. I was there to save her,” Kedun said as he laughed.

      Aryn grimaced before smiling at Zavis. “Yes, Zavis, I am fine. Thank you for asking,” she replied before she shot her eyes toward Kedun. The man surely enjoyed having the spotlight in front of her.

      Zavis laughed, a nervous chuckle emitting from his chest. “Very well, I see you’ve just met Jatra’s newest warrior hero. You are lucky that Kedun was so near to save you.”

      Aryn slightly shook her head as she turned from the two and rolled her eyes again. There was no getting away from this brute alien warrior, who they hailed as a hero to his people. To her, he was like one of those wrestlers that enjoyed pretending to fight back on Earth, though the fighting in the arena was very real.

      They made their way into the meeting room. “Do your people ever give promotions according to merit? Or is it always a brutal fight to see who is the biggest and the strongest?” Aryn smiled because there was a hint of sarcasm in her voice. She rather doubted that the alien would understand it.

      Kedun stepped with her as his brow lifted. “Our merits are equal, so we work out the promotion part in a match between ourselves. It is the way of our people. I’m sorry if we have offended you,” he replied as he peered down at her.

      “No offense, just curious,” Aryn said as she walked into the room. Many Hjott males filled the room along with her Qetesh team. Treasure made her way back to her side as her goofy grin remained on her face as she looked over at Oszul and the other warriors. Aryn felt she had her hands full with her team and in keeping them professional.

      It was Premier Vorta who had asked the Qetesh team to come to the Vada system to help maintain peace. She couldn't help but wonder why Kedun and even the head of the military command were there. This meeting was to discuss their missions and what they were to do. Surely, he couldn't mean anything more by having them there than to let them know what was going on.

      Treasure sat beside Aryn at the big table. "May as well have a seat, seems like it will be awhile," she said.

      Aryn took a seat and kept her eyes on the aliens who milled about the room. The one that had knocked her out of the way, Kedun, eyed her from across the room. His attention baffled her. She thought it funny that he watched her so closely. Then again, she had kept her eyes on him as well. Turning her back, she attempted to ignore his presence.

      “I wonder what it would be like to go out with him,” Treasure said as she kept eyeing Oszul.

      “Treasure! Stop thinking with your hormones and start thinking with your brain. We’re not here to allow any alien to claim us. We’re here to fulfill our mission and then to go back home and that’s it. Keep your focus on the mission at hand and stop daydreaming like a silly schoolgirl,” Aryn said as she chastised Treasure as if she were a teenager.
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      Kedun tried to keep his attention on his fellow warriors rather than the Terran females sitting at the table across the room. He didn’t know why their presence bothered him so, but he figured it was because he wasn’t used to being around that many of their kind. He glanced down at his wrist box.

      “What is taking Premier Vorta is so long?” Kedun’s jaw tensed as he paced.

      Oszul laughed. “What’s your hurry, h-jo? It’s not like you have something to do right now.”

      Kedun glared at his friend. “I do, remember? I need to receive the scouting mission so I can be off. I’m finding it rather uncomfortable in here,” he said as he glanced over at the Terrans sitting across the room.

      The minister of hospitality, Giubakki, came into the room with an announcement. “Premier Vorta has an emergency meeting. He has rescheduled this meeting with the Qetesh Team and the warriors for two hours from now. I am to escort you to the Eatery Hall for an early luncheon.” Giubakki turned to Kedun.

      “Vorta requested that I ask you if you could please entertain the Terrans during lunch. He will be back for the meeting as soon as he can,” Giubakki said.

      Kedun shook his head; politics and festivities weren’t his thing. Therefore, he wanted to leave Jatra and be at one with the solitude of space and his spaceship. Between the teasing about his uxormea not showing and
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