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      Who has time to miss coffee and chocolate when there’s an Alien Warrior superhero stealing hearts?

      Clever with a bright future ahead of her, Dr. Phoebe Brown has it all— intelligence, an enviable career as a highly respected doctor, beauty and brains. That is until her life is endangered on a failing maintenance Space Station.

      A heroic rescue by a fleet of honorable, if not unbelievably sexy Warrior Aliens, places a now comatose Phoebe in a new alien world.

      She wakes to find her entire life as she knew it is gone and she must start over—alone.

      Malm is the ultimate warrior, committed to fulfilling his duty as second-in-command to his cousin and friend, Tordin. So, when he experiences an undeniable pull and extraordinary attraction for the sleeping human female, he wants nothing more than to get her safely to his planet. There she can find a male worthy of her and… away from him.

      Will Phoebe be able to create a new life after Earth—alone—when her heart longs for the attention and touch of the one man who is the least interested—the one with the emerald eyes called Malm?
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      Buzz, buzz, buzz… buzz, buzz, buzz

      An incessant, buzzing sound vibrated against her hip, dragging Phoebe back to consciousness. Disorientation and confusion immediately increased her heart rate. The shock of her new awareness made her jerk up. The force of the debris that lay on top of her was solid, and forced her to remain still under its great weight. Where was she and what happened to this place? 

      Phoebe lifted her head off the floor to look around. The place was in ruins. As she took in the damage, it all came back. Phoebe was still in the space station. She’d been running down the pathway, heading toward the engine room, when something hit the space station hard. The cavernous area she was currently in told a story of the floor opening up to swallow her. The exposed and twisted support beams of the upper floor confirmed her suspicions. Based on what she knew of this area, she must be just above the engine room now. 

      Destruction ruled the pathway. Even from her vantage point, she could tell there was no getting out of here. That is, not without heavy lifting equipment to free her and make a path. The vibration of her intra-communicator continued to hum and buzz in the desolate space. She was alone. The flashing yellow caution lights kept rhythmic time, counting down to her demise. She knew that if she died now, the last thing she'd remember would be the sound of another soul attempting to connect with her.

      The intra-communicator, got to get it.

      An attempt to reach down to grab the device coaxed a shooting pain to spear her chest and lungs. Trapped and immobilized, Phoebe ran scenarios of how to free herself through her mind. A large piece of a fallen ceiling beam covered part of her chest and torso, pinning her arms to her sides. 

      Think Phoebe, you can get out of this somehow, was the pep talk she gave herself to keep hope alive.

      The call had to be from Kyra, looking for her to leave the space station. That was her girl, always looking out for her. If it was the last thing she did, she’d let her know she heard her voice. Determined to answer the call, she contorted herself enough to wiggle part of her body free. Tingles of pain reverberated through her free limbs as blood flow rushed back in. She ignored the instinct to stop moving and forged ahead to get the call.

      Phoebe maneuvered the device out of her pocket enough for it to fall to the floor. Using a piece of ceiling to drag it close, she managed to get her numb finger to turn it on. This small victory felt sweeter than a piece of chocolate, melting on her tongue.

      She took in as much of a breath as she could manage and said, “Hey, Honey Bun,” attempting to sound normal. 

      Those few words took a lot of energy to get out. She was sure a rib must be broken or something, for her lungs to be so compromised. Phoebe grasped the hard-won intra-communicator for dear life. She waited to hear Kyra’s voice, most likely for the last time. 

      “Phoebe, where are you? Are you hurt? Let me know so I can find you!” Kyra pleaded.

      The destruction of the pathway dashed her hopes of getting out of here alive. There was no way someone could get to her in time to beat the smoke of the fire from smothering her. A layer of smoke inched up from the engine room. It collected and hovered just above her as it got thicker by the minute.

      She put on a brave voice and said, “I’m… I think I’m in the emergency pathway above the engine room that exploded. I can’t move. I’m pinned under fallen debris. Don’t come for me. You can’t get me out from under all this stuff.”

      “Phoebe, I’m on my way. Keep your link on. I’ll find you.”

      Kyra's voice had that determined edge to it—the one that showed her fearless personality. Phoebe could imagine her racing to try and find her in time. But she wouldn’t be the cause of her friend’s death.

      With the last bit of strength she could conjure, she said, “No Kyra, please don’t come looking for me. Promise me…”

      Silence was the only answer from the line. Kyra was gone, most likely on her way to find her. A tear escaped the corner of her eye. She didn’t want her friend risking her life. Kyra had a chance to make it off this station and Phoebe was determined that she’d escape. 

      Crash!

      The loud sound of something falling with great force nearby pushed her into overdrive. Urged on by the desire to live, she worked in hopes of getting free from the debris. A few more minutes of struggle, and she realized her movements had slowed too much to make a difference. What seemed like forever to wiggle a few more inches had tired her out beyond belief. The air changed, getting thicker and harder to breathe. Phoebe fought to stay conscious. She looked out for Kyra but with each labored breath, her fears crept closer. She was dying—alone. 

      Her eyes drooped a little too long, introducing her to the tender pull of unconsciousness. In the distant reaches of her awareness, she felt a large body and hands lifting her up and away from the wreckage. The murky darkness of sleep was too strong to open her eyes, but she knew someone strong carried her to safety. She might live after all.

      

      [image: ]

      Malm, Malm… Malm, the word played a continuous loop around and around. It slid through her mind and body like a silken embrace. There was something about that word that sent warmth and comfort through her. It called her forward, to a special point in the hazy distance. It parted a pathway through the murky confusion of thoughts, dreams and visions. It pulled her in a singular direction—toward it. 

      Malm, Malm… Malm, the word seduced and beckoned her closer. She followed until it brought her to the cliff of no return. Elation and a strong instinct to follow this word, knowing that she would somehow live if she did, led her to the edge of the realm of dreams. Then the word faded. She searched, wondering where her hope—this Malm—had gone.

      The warm, secure assurance that everything was fine was missing. Why was this Malm so life affirming and yet elusive? She craved it… needed it. Phoebe searched looking for the now familiar and addictive presence of this Malm. Faint though it was, she had to find it, to reclaim it and hold on. 

      The moment she thought it was gone, the comforting presence settled back down around her. It offered protection and safety. Phoebe yearned to have it with her forever. She made the leap toward it with the strongest effort she could manage. She fought to break through the haze around her to find the Malm… until she broke the surface of her deep sleep.

      Her eyes popped open on their own. A new state of awareness enveloped her, yanking Phoebe away from the calm presence of the Malm.

      Fuzzy images filled her mind, as her eyes stared ahead. Phoebe’s mind grasped for any logical explanation of what she saw. The ache from her eyes, most likely from disuse, and the inability to focus her sight, set her diagnostic habit as a doctor to work. 

      Do a mental and physical scan of my body. What’s two times two? Four. Move my left leg—check. Gage the radius of my neck movement… a little stiff, but within normal range, she thought. On and on, she went through the list of physical assessments. She had to gain some control of this strange situation. 

      The realization that she was in an unfamiliar environment put her on guard. Nothing was in focus and everything had a blue-green tint to it. Phoebe tried to clear the lingering fog from her brain, but it was slow to come back online. As she continued to test her body, the liquid gave her the sensation of anti-gravity floating. It had been so long since she had experienced weightlessness training that she had almost forgotten what it felt like.

      Her limbs floated and glided through this blue-green water with ease. It submerged her completely and yet she breathed. Panic and disorientation seized her as she began to fight the liquid. Why was she underwater, and how was she breathing? There were no tubes to assist her with her breathing, and yet she felt fully functional, but how?

      Try as she might to float above it, the substance moved with her, cradling her body.  It felt different from normal water. Was this real, or a dream? Someone came close. Strong hands lifted her out of the strange substance. The series of events, from the liquid to a soft bed nearby, was discombobulating and surreal. Fear joined the prickling itch of panic that hovered on the edge of her awareness. 

      She’d be able to calm down as soon as she could see. Shapes were still fuzzy, rendering her helpless. This disability put her at a disadvantage and triggered an instinctual urge to go on guard. Her body's neurotransmitters ignited warning signals, throwing her into a fight-or-flight panic. Phoebe’s natural reaction when in perceived danger was to fight, and that’s what she did. It was true in her case that doctors made the worst patients, but was she a patient, prisoner, or worse?

      Large, strong hands continued to hold onto her as she fought harder to break free. Free from what? She wasn’t sure. She thrashed about, not needing a logical reason, driven by pure adrenaline. Her knee collided with a rock hard abdomen. The action made no impact on the figure’s ability to hold her. Phoebe increased her assault. By the number of hands, she could tell it was more than one person. They seemed to be larger than normal men by the size and strength of those that held her down on a soft surface. 

      “Let go of me!” she said, attempting to wiggle free of the large forms looming over her. Deep-sounding gibberish filled the room in response. “I can’t understand you. Please, let me go.” She kicked out at the nearest man, amazed at the quick, fluid movement from such a large being as he avoided the kick with ease. 

      Practiced but gentle, the hands continued to handle her with care. She continued to try to free herself. Phoebe’s weakened kicks were the best she could muster. A million questions emerged. She’d managed to get into this predicament without a clue as for why, what, and how.

      “What’s going on? Why are you holding me down? Let me go,” she said, allowing the pleading to slip into her request. 

      Her questions produced more rumbling deep gibberish.

      It wasn’t long before fatigue smothered her ability to fight. Muscles relaxed and her heart rate slowed, in spite of her disorientation. The men seemed to be friend, not foe. Hot tears stung her face as she realized she wasn’t going to be able to free herself. Phoebe wanted to make sense of what was happening.

      Unable to do anything else but lay there and regain her composure, her eyes began to focus. Three handsome men surrounded her. Phoebe took in each face with care, as they did hers. The faces seemed to be almost identical. Were they identical triplets? Did it even matter? 

      The room gave off a familiarity she welcomed, but what was it? Then she remembered. She must be in some sort of infirmary or hospital. Now that she was calm, her observers had released her and appeared to be more open to allowing her to sit up. She did as they helped her. To her surprise, she was dry, not a drop of wetness on her or the others. Sitting up, her new vantage point allowed her to take in more of her surroundings. Phoebe was definitely in a medical area and her attendants were huge. From the looks of it, they had to be close to seven feet tall, dwarfing her modest five-foot-six-inch full and curvy frame. No wonder she couldn’t take them down before.

      Their deep voices continued in low rumbles. Speaking in a foreign language she couldn’t place or seem to pick up, as if she couldn’t hear enough of the words themselves, just the rumbling sounds of speech. 

      “Where am I?” she asked with more volume, to make sure they heard her. “Please… I don’t understand you. Where is Kyra? Do you know where my friend is?”

      One of the gentle giants spoke up saying, “Yes—Kyra, the bright one. Yes, she is here. We will send for her.” 

      Phoebe’s astonished look that he spoke English must have taken him by surprise. He repeated the statement. “We will send for her now.” Then he offered a smile full of kindness and reassurance. 

      “Thank you for getting her for me, but you still haven’t answered my other question. Where am I? And… what is Malm?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          2

        

      

    

    
      “This is some bull!” she half-way screamed, hurling the insult at the clearly confused threesome. “I’m a doctor. I demand you show me my medical records—now.”

      The three stood their ground, silent and patient. She was at her wits’ end with them. Nothing worked. Phoebe feared she must be disfigured, for all the good her usual ability to smile and be pretty did on these three. They were stubborn and too calm—no, more like breathing monuments that didn’t respond to normal antics and threats.

      Each time she’d attempted to get out of the bed, one of them would take a step closer and gently say, “No, please Radiant One. Stay for your unction.”

      Phoebe didn’t take kindly to the three larger men denying her access to her medical records. Did they even know what she was talking about? It was a standoff to rival a western, her refusing to let them come near her again, and them refusing to give her one of their fancy glass tablets with the data she knew had to be about her medical condition.

      She looked around the room, attempting to get some bearing on where she was and how she’d gotten here. Nope, nothing looked familiar in the faintest sense. Expecting to see labels and signage of some sort, she desperately tried to find anything she could read to tell her where these mysterious, yet gorgeous men were from. Just when she’d given up hope of finding out anything, Kyra burst into the room.

      “Kyra! Yes, thank God you’re here,” she said. Phoebe took a moment to get a look at her friend and noticed something had changed. Kyra looked more beautiful, and somehow serene. “You look amazing, chica.” She looked over at the hovering trio of hunkiness and lowered her voice as she said, “But you have to get me up to speed on what’s going on, so we can get out of here.”

      Kyra came close and sat on the large bed next to her, snuggling up close against her, like they’d done a hundred times before on the space station. One thing she was sure of was that she was no longer on that space station. As for the rest, someone had better get to talking, and fast. Kyra looked over at the three huge men and said something in the weird tongue they’d spoken before they thought she was conscious enough to hear them. They peered over at her, halfway hidden by the coverings, then they turned and left the room.

      “Whew! How did you do that? I’ve been trying to get them to leave since I woke.” Phoebe sat back up and gave Kyra her best stare down as she said, “No playing around, Kyra—what’s going on? Where am I and what happened to me? I feel like I’ve lost time and woke up in Wonderland.”

      Kyra’s pause and shy grin didn’t go undetected. Phoebe had known her friend for two years and learned most of her friend’s facial tells in that time. Kyra, like those men, was hesitant to let her know what all this was about. “Dammit Kyra, spit it out! What the hell is going on? I deserve to know. I woke up here, alone and confused. Plus, I have this crazy word on a continuous loop in my head and it won’t stop. Do you know what a Malm is?”

      Again with the hesitant looks. What was going on with Kyra? This time she looked down and Phoebe could swear she was laughing. “Speak up now Kyra, or I swear this is cause for war! You don’t want to have me on the opposite side. You said yourself you’d pity the person who had to go up against me. I’m not playing around, I’m serious. Start talking or I start tickling you.”

      Phoebe loved how ticklish Kyra was and could exact sweet terror on her friend when she wanted her to do something, simply by tickling her underarm. That woman was jelly when it came to her body sensitivity to stimuli.

      “Okay, okay! No tickling—I’ll spill, but you have to promise me you won’t freak out. I mean it Phoebe. You know how hot-headed you can get when something challenges your notions about stuff.” Kyra looked her in the eyes this time, and Phoebe knew with certainty this woman had changed in a drastic way. She was different and yet the same. This did more than anything to throw her off.

      What was going on? This was like a bad horror movie where the script was written by a mental patient. “Yes, I promise. I won’t freak out.”

      “No matter what?”

      “No matter what. But you know that’s unfair to ask that of me. I’m already on the edge as it is. But, my word is my word. Hit me with it, Honey Bun.” Phoebe knew using her nickname for Kyra should help the woman ease up a bit and tell her what she needed to know. She sat up against the wall in the bed to brace herself for the worse. If they had been captured by space pirates as slaves and Kyra was suffering from some type of Stockholm syndrome, she’d do her best to get them both to safety—somehow.

      “Good. Now, what I’m about to say is one hundred percent true. Hear me out before you say anything. When I finish, I’ll answer any questions but not until I finish. I have to get it all out or we’ll be here all cycle, I mean day. Oh! I guess I should start by asking how much you remember before waking up here.” Kyra stopped talking and looked at Phoebe, waiting for her response.

      Phoebe blinked, not following that she was supposed to answer. Didn’t Kyra know she remembered nothing? When Kyra continued to remain silent, she said, “All I remember is the ceiling caving in on me in the pathway of the space station, above the engine room. Then I had weird dreams and the word Malm continually came to me—like it was a beacon or a way back to consciousness.”

      Kyra leaned in, looked Phoebe deep in her eyes and lingered for a moment.

      “What, Kyra! Why are you doing that?”

      “I’m checking your pupils, like the Healers said to make sure you are staying with me—you know lucid.”

      “Hellfire Kyra! I’m a damn doctor. I know what that means. I’m very much ‘lucid’ and I’ve been asking those… triplets to give me my medical records so I can assess what happened to me. They said they’d be willing to supply everything I asked for, once I’d spoken with you. Yes, you are the key to me getting to the bottom of this bizarre world. Quit stalling and get to talking. I promise to stay quiet until you finish. Ready, set, go.”

      “Okay. Again, all this is completely true and no, I’m not crazy.” Kyra turned in the bed to look Phoebe dead on, grabbing her hand as she began to speak. It was as if she thought Phoebe might try to bolt or something.

      Phoebe could be strong-tongued and hard on her friend for being so gullible at times, but she was awake and her normal, calm self. She nodded, giving Kyra the added assurance she needed to start talking.

      “Phoebe, we were dying on the space station. I had to make a quick decision and you were in serious danger of certain death. I… I had to trust my gut to do this. Okay, all ready,” Kyra said, more to herself than Phoebe. “Here goes. Phoebe I told you this earlier when you were in your coma, but I managed to get us rescued by Alien Humanoid Warriors from the planet Olodia, some forty light years from our galaxy. We’re currently on the mother ship of the Royal Space Fleet, commanded by Warrior Lord Tordin, Crown Prince of Olodia. We are headed back to the planet to regroup, rest, and prosecute his brother and Brantley for treason and other offenses.”

      At the mention of Brantley, Phoebe’s eyebrows lifted, but she remained silent.

      “Yes, that bastard Brantley, you, and I were the only ones left alive on the space station when these warriors arrived to help. Against my better judgment, I stood by and allowed them to offer him refuge along with us. He repaid their trust and hospitality by sneaking a request to the thugs helping Lord Tordin’s brother to ambush him—and me—to kidnap us.” Kyra held up a hand, as if knowing Phoebe would have a question at this point and said, “I know it’s confusing and I promise to tell you that part as well, but let me get back to the parts that are most important to you.”

      Phoebe shifted to allow blood flow back into her left leg she’d bent to face Kyra in the bed. She’d noticed how quickly her limbs lost circulation and blood flow. Phoebe wanted her medical chart to see what other anomalies she’d exhibited during this coma. Depending on how long she’d been out, she’d need physical rehabilitation and other tests to make sure she’d make a full recovery.

      All this was something else to be worried about, but in the meantime she wanted to find out if her friend was indeed off the deep end. Aliens—ha! Kyra glossed over the tidbit that she’d been in a coma, too busy talking about aliens, and that was cause for concern. That was another thing to remember in her litany of questions she’d ask when Kyra was done. For now, she’d listen as requested, and take it all in before she reacted. If Kyra could tell this with a straight face, there must be some validity to it, even if her friend had suffered from some sort of mental collapse.

      “Oh Phoebe, so much has changed and I need to get you up to speed as soon as possible.”
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      “Stop laughing. I’m serious. I’m the Princess of Olodia—for real,” Kyra said, giving Phoebe that look that was supposed to be her best “I’m being serious” face. The gesture was a wasted on Phoebe though.

      Laughter filled the space, as Phoebe fell over from laughing so hard, Kyra couldn’t do anything but giggle and say, “Tordin and I are mates—you know, married. His father, Emperor Gordin of Olodia has decreed it and everything.” Phoebe could see Kyra was playing the part to the hilt, but there was no way innocent and untrusting Kyra would fall for a guy, much less an alien, that fast and get married.

      Kyra tried hard to sell this story, but Phoebe wasn’t buying it. It was so not working. The more Phoebe listened to Kyra’s tall tale, the more certain she was that Kyra had to be pulling her leg. Why, she wasn’t sure, but she’d agreed to listen until Kyra finished and that’s what she’d do. Phoebe doubled over, laughing hard again. Tears streamed down her face, releasing some of the pent-up tension of the situation. Bless her heart and Lord help her, but aliens? Come on, really?

      Kyra’s story of fields of crystals and precious gems, laser beams, and wild flowers in a showdown with a poor excuse for some Star Wars villain, was pushing it. But when she said they had mini space ships that could land on the surface of a planet, without the need for an operation like Mission Control to make sure they didn’t burn to a crisp on reentry to the surface, that tipped this story over into the absurd. This was pure, hysterically funny comedy, fanciful and outlandish even. The truth must be too horrific to come right out with it. What could be so bad that Kyra had to make up such a far-fetched story to take her mind off of it?

      Do I have some terminal illness that she can’t bring herself to tell me—the Big C or something? Oh wow, I must be disfigured for real. Poor thing, she’s never been good at giving bad news.

      Phoebe loved Kyra for trying to soften the blow, but this story was leaning a bit too much on the spectacular side. But she had to give it to her, Kyra continued on in earnest, in spite of the tears rolling down Phoebe’s face in laughter.

      “You laugh, but what about Malm? How do you explain knowing about him?”

      At the mention of that word, Phoebe stopped. Him? A warmth she couldn’t explain flooded her body and soothed her mind. That was the Malm she was used to—that feeling, not a person. She chose to ignore the part about it being a man—Kyra must be mistaken—and instead asked, “What about the Malm?”

      “You heard me Phee, stop pretending you didn’t. Malm is not a what, but a who.”

      “Who? Kyra, I’ve never met a man named Malm. That doesn’t make sense. Most likely I got this guy’s name mixed up in my weird dreams. Maybe I overheard his name spoken, allowing the name to weave itself into my subconscious.”

      “Yes maybe, but Malm is a real person. He’s actually the second-in-command to my mate, Tordin. You’ll like him. I sent for him to come and meet you, now that you’re awake.”

      Laughter faded as Phoebe’s mind started processing the idea of what this word meant—a man, and not a thing—and that she’d have to meet him soon. Resistance to that notion rose up, but she couldn’t figure out why. Having Malm be a thing was what she wanted and needed—not some man. Kyra had to be mistaken. She wasn’t medically trained; Malm must be something else as well, something medicinal, like aspirin. It had to be something else.

      “Are you sure that Malm is only the name of this man? That can’t be right. Can’t it mean something else too—like some sort of medicine or healing device?”

      Phoebe hoped Kyra was wrong about this. She had to trust her logic. There was no way she could know the name of a person she’d never met. That was absurd. Unease crept up that some of this story might be true—a real flesh and blood man named Malm, whom she’d never met, but who had invaded her deep-dream state to bring her back to consciousness, was real and here. Rolling the thought around of Malm as a man and not a thing, brought back the familiar comfort and peace she’d experienced before.

      Interesting.

      Kyra observed as her body relaxed to the name of Malm. “No, Malm’s a warrior, like Tordin.”

      “Then how did he invade my dreams? His name was the force that brought me back, you know… revived me.”

      “That would make sense. He would come and sit with you for hours each day and hold your hand. His touch was the only one you’d respond to. The Healers had him come as often as possible to help with your daily exercise.”

      “What? You allowed some man you barely know to hold my hand—to help me get daily exercise, how is that? It sounds a little suspicious to me.”

      “Phee, I would have let a monkey hold your hand if that meant you’d recover faster. Quit trying to big sister me.”

      Phoebe let out a huff, annoyed that Kyra was still so naive about so much in life.

      “How could you be so trusting about this guy around me? You don’t trust most people. What’s come over you? I don’t get this—this whole story is too much.”

      “I could and do trust him because Malm was kind and diligent to come and do this for you daily. No matter how much he had to do with his duties, he never hesitated to come when the Healers asked for him, and he even made it a part of his schedule to come and sit with you.”

      “Well, if he’s so kind and awesome, why isn’t he here now? Where is my knight in shining armor at the moment? Oh, let me guess—it’s not time yet. I’m later on in the day on his schedule.”

      “Phee, don’t do that.”

      “Do what?”

      “You know what. Don’t deflect. I know this is a lot to take in all at once, but I’m telling the truth and you’ll see that this is a good thing. I trusted Malm before I trusted even Tordin.” Kyra offered comfort by rubbing Phoebe’s tensed shoulders. “Calm back down,” she cooed. “He’s a great person. You have to know I wouldn’t have let anything happen to you—not then and not now.”

      “Kyra, I’m feeling so overwhelmed right now, I don’t know if I’m processing any of it at the moment. It’s going to take some time, if this is all true. Sorry, but it’s hard to wake up to a completely new life.”

      “I know sweetie. It takes time. How about you lie back down,” Kyra said, pushing Phoebe’s shoulder back in a gentle suggestion to lie down. “I can postpone you meeting Malm or doing anything else, to give you time to rest up.”

      Kyra rose to prepare to leave. Phoebe couldn’t stand the thought of being alone and the only person she knew leaving her, and grasped hold of Kyra’s hand.

      “No, please don’t leave. Tell me the rest of it. I can handle it. You went through this all by yourself. I’m not a chicken-shit. I can do this,” she said, allowing a weak smile to come and hopefully reassure her friend to stay and continue the story. “Sit back down and tell me more about why you trust this Malm guy so much.”

      Kyra did as she wished, and sat back down to continue sharing. “I’m so ‘Team Malm,’ it’s not funny. I catch Tordin giving him a hard time about me, because he gets jealous over how comfortable I am around Malm. Tordin says I treat Malm better than I treat him.”

      Phoebe laughed at the way Kyra changed her voice to mimic a guy whining with that last part.

      “Then there’s the fact that he was also the leader of the team who came onto the space station to rescue us. He’s the first one of them I met and is a wonderful person—you’ll like him. When he would hold your hand, your body would move and gyrate, allowing your muscles to get the movement they needed. You looked so graceful and beautiful lying in the gaiata, moving in arcs and patterns like a dancer.”

      “Kyra, all of that—yeah, that’s the kind of stuff you’re saying that’s hard to process. And what is gaiata?”

      She watched as her friend got excited and sat up a little more to talk. “Look over there,” she pointed to the tank Phoebe had been in earlier. “You see that tank of blue-green liquid?”

      “Yeah, that’s the water I was in before those… triplets got me out of it. I still don’t know how I was able to breathe in there, though.”

      “That’s the miracle substance called gaiata. It’s what water wishes it could be. If we had this back on Earth, there would be no need for plastic surgery or most drugs. Better yet, it would put all the beauty supply stores out of business. I don’t dread styling my hair anymore because of it. Yours is doing its thing as well,” Kyra said, pulling one of Phoebe’s springy light brown curls.

      Phoebe never minded when Kyra did that, knowing she loved her Shirley Temple-like naturally curly hair. At least that would be one less thing she’d have to worry about. Women of color didn’t do so well on Earth when it came to hair care on the go. Who would have thought they could find relief on a weird ‘alien’ spacecraft?

      Phoebe pointed to the tank of liquid and said, “You’re sure that’s not some spa gimmick to get us to pay a lot of money to transport us back to the nearest space station?”

      Kyra huffed in exasperation. “Phoebe, we’re on board the mother ship of an Olodian fleet. Not a spa resort in space. Now, let me finish what I was saying.”

      Phoebe nodded, remembering her promise to be quiet.

      “Okay, as I was saying, gaiata is what we’d call the fountain of youth and the real elixir of life. It’s a wonder substance and does all the things water can do. In addition, it heals and extends life too.” Kyra caressed Phoebe’s hand again and said, “Phoebe, gaiata is the main reason you’re alive. When you arrived, the Healers said you had internal injuries, bone fractures, and possible brain damage due to prolonged exposure to the poisonous gases onboard the space station. They put you in the tank of gaiata and monitored you. Gaiata helped you mend and healed your body. The fact that we’re having a conversation lets me also know that you are definitely not brain damaged.” She squeezed Phoebe’s hand for emphasis and said, “You owe your life to that stuff.”

      The lighting in the room became brighter as if someone turned the dial up on several different lights. It wasn’t too bright, but reminded Phoebe of what it might look like if an early morning sun was able to shine into the room. With the added illumination, Phoebe got an even better look at her friend, and noticed Kyra looked like she’d had the Hollywood treatment.

      Kyra remained silent, allowing Phoebe to do what she did, looking at her and taking in the surroundings of the room in the new light. This time, it was her turn to lean in and look at Kyra. The woman positively glowed. Her hair, which had always been a jet black mane of puffy adorableness, now looked like a blanket of black orderly curls, fit for a queen. Kyra looked beautiful, and regal. Maybe this water was a miracle elixir after all.

      “What happened to the lighting in here? Did someone turn it up?”

      “No, it’s an automatic setting to mimic a cycle—I mean day—on Olodia. Their days, or cycles as they call them, are equivalent to about two of our Earth days. They keep the lighting programmed to keep everyone on a similar circadian rhythm of time. So, we stay up about thirty-six hours and sleep about twelve.”

      “Great—it’ll be like being stuck in an eternal loop of living like a medical resident again. I’m not saying I can believe—process—any of this yet, but I’ll make my best effort. No matter what, I won’t embarrass you,” she said, placing a hand over her heart in a fake oath. Phoebe continued in a serious tone, “But I’ve got to know something…”

      “Sure, what do you want to know? You’ve taken most of this way better than I thought you would.”

      “What’s really wrong with me? What aren’t you telling me? Do I have some sort of terminal illness or other unpleasantness? Am I disfigured and no one wants to let me know? Those triplets—“

      “They’re the Healers.”

      “Whatever. Huey, Dewey, and Louie acted like I was some strange being when I tried to persuade them to show me my medical records. I had no pull with them. Come on, tell me. Am I ugly, or disfigured now or something? I can handle it.”

      “First off, that’s just wrong calling them that. They are simply known as the Healers—no distinction in names. I’ve never seen them apart from one another. Next, feel your face.” Kyra placed Phoebe’s palm against the smooth, flawless skin of her cheek. “Does that feel like disfigurement?”

      Phoebe ran hands over her face and neck, marveling at the soft, silky feel of her skin. Everything seemed to be in place and firmer. “Wow—if feels like I had a spa treatment. Told you this was a spa!”

      “Quit playing around. You know it isn’t, but that gaiata is the truth. Tordin takes baths with me now to make sure I get out of the stuff. Else, I’ll be swimming in it all day. I think it’s a way to make sure he gets to see me naked as much as possible but—“

      “TMI! You and this Tordin guy bathe together?”

      “Yep, and I love it—and him. Don’t look at me like I’m a hussy, we’re married. But getting back to the gaiata, it’s a miracle worker. You see my hair right?” She paused and leaned in to allow Phoebe to touch the soft, bouncy curls. When Phoebe’s eyes grew in size at the feel of her friend’s normally coarse, stiff coils, Kyra said, “I know right? Told you—gaiata baby! I promise, you’ll get to experience the magic for yourself very soon. By the way, how are you feeling?”

      “I’m fine except my limbs keep losing circulation. I could think of a million reasons why that might be happening, but I’ll relax and remember that I did just emerge from a catatonic state. How long was I out? You never said. You were so busy telling me about the ‘aliens’ that you glossed over that part.”

      “They are aliens, and I wanted to make sure I got that out first. They can be overwhelming when you meet them, but they are all gentlemen, except for Cordin.”

      “Who’s that?”

      “Tordin’s older brother. He’s a piece of work, and nothing like Tordin and the warriors you’ll meet on the ships here. But to answer your question—you see how I got back there? I knew you thought I forgot. You’ve been asleep for what the Healers say is the equivalent to a tad over five weeks.”

      “Five weeks? That was a real
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