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Chapter 1
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Aiki, queen of Kikhani, carried a tray of rancid beef and wine made with bitter herbs. One would never call her jolly, but today, she half-walked and half-skipped to where her newest guest was housed. 

Were she a Human, she might have been diagnosed with histrionic personality disorder. She had a flair for the dramatic combined with a selfish streak that was positively suffocating at times. 

She entered and smiled at her captive. Their eyes met and she set the tray on an old table that had seen better days with a hard thump. The two locked eyes for a long time, neither willing to look away first. 

In the end, she became distracted, but not out of fear of the WomanForm standing before her. Her attention span was low. Selecting a chair, she carried it around the table and sat directly before her captive. 

“Do you know why no one’s coming for you?” she asked. She knew she wouldn’t receive a response, nor did she bother waiting for one. “Nobody likes you. Your father doesn’t like you. Your sister doesn’t like you either.” 

She kicked the WomanForm’s leg. “Your brother-in-law doesn’t like you. None of your nieces like you. And your former army hopes you’re dead. No one is coming to Kikhani for you...for no one wants you to return to Platirius.”

General Revari smiled like a little Human girl who’d just won a national spelling bee. “I killed my father,” she confessed softly. “And I killed my brother-in-law.” 

She kicked up dust at Queen Aiki, mimicking her mocking movements. “And I took care of my nieces, too!” 

At too, a cloud of dust went flying into Queen Aiki’s face. She didn’t bother to wipe it away. 

Smiling stiffly, Queen Aiki fixed General Revari with a penetrating gaze. “And I’m who they call crazy? So that’s why The One knocked you off your high pedestal, eh? You’re a nasty little murderer! Now you’re no longer the half-queen of Platirius and here with the Kikhanians. That’s quite a fall from grace.”

General Revari's eyes took in the heavy, horrific, hot pink makeup spattered on Queen Aiki’s lips and face. Her shiny black outfit ended just above hot pink boots that traveled up to thighs encased in silver fishnet stockings. 

A part ran from her forehead to the base of her skull. Two huge balls of hair were held together with hot pink ribbons on either side of her head. She looked like a Human prostitute from the eighties. 

Queen Aiki, however, stared back as if entranced by the former queen of Rubarius. Being held captive for hours hadn't diminished her appearance. The silk suit, accentuating the curves of her body, didn't have a single wrinkle. She wore expensive red stilettos on her small feet, and her expertly styled hair and makeup were at the peak of perfection. 

“I don’t think I’ll kill you just yet. Why are you dressed like a Human?" 

Silence. 

"For a Platirian, you’re a whole bundle of surprises!” 

Queen Aiki laughed as if she’d just told the funniest joke in the galaxy. General Revari glared at her. 

She stopped laughing and jumped out of the chair. “You think you’re better than the Kikhanians, don’t you? How? Your own father didn’t want you!”

General Revari pursed her lips. “Where’s your father?” Smirking, she waited for her to reply. 

Queen Aiki’s face contorted with rage. Many years ago, King Hitam left Kikhani for a Human woman he’d fallen in love with. 

Queen Aiki’s mother, Queen Amori, fell into a deep depression and slashed her throat open with a blade. An eight-year-old Princess Aiki watched her bleed to death on the golden floor of their palace. 

Only a few weeks prior, the young princess witnessed her mother holding onto her father’s legs to prevent him from leaving. King Hitam brushed his wife aside as if she were nothing more than a fly. He stared at his daughter for a long time before boarding his craft, leaving his family and Kikhani behind forever. 

General Revari silently assessed her. “I don’t think you have room to talk about what happens between fathers and unwanted daughters. Mine hated me, but at least he wanted me to live on Platirius. Your father left because,” her voice lowered to a whisper, “he could no longer stand the sight of you and your weak-minded mother.” 

Lifting an impertinent brow, she said, “You allowed him to walk out on you. It would’ve been best if you used that blade to cut his neck open. It might’ve saved your mother’s honor.” 

Queen Aiki looked at her sharply. She stood still for a moment, reflecting on her words. Finally, she cocked her head. “Don’t go anywhere. I’ll return shortly.” 

In less than ten minutes, she returned with two trays loaded with half of a roast chicken, herbed dressing, sweet potatoes swimming in honey and butter, and thick slices of apple pie a la mode. 

She used her powers to release General Revari from the invisible bands around her arms and ankles. Brimming with excitement, she looked at the spread laid before them. “Come! Eat with me.”

General Revari rubbed her sore arms, looking over the food warily. 

“I didn’t poison it!” Queen Aiki took a bite of food from both trays. “See? Come, come, sit down! I don’t like cold food.”

Sore from hanging in a single position for hours, General Revari gently eased her body down to sit at the table. Like a small ChildForm, Queen Aiki clapped her hands in delight. 

“Isn’t this nice? The lights. The ambience. Dinner is best served in my home, but I don’t trust you, General Revari. If you killed your own family, who knows what you’d do to me.”

General Revari’s mouth curled slightly. “Touche,” she said. 

They ate silently for a moment before General Revari caught Queen Aiki staring pensively at her. 

“Yes?” 

“I'm usually not accommodating to guests, but you've been given an excellent meal. Now I want you to do something for me.” 

General Revari looked around at the tacky gold decorations before settling her eyes on her again. Queen Aiki was living proof that being born into royalty didn't account for good taste. 

“I’m not surprised. If I were of no use to you, I would’ve died sooner than later.” 

The queen of Kikhani simply smiled. General Revari sat back in the chair, pressing her fingers together as she imagined a dozen ways to kill her. 

The nerve of Queen Aiki interrupting her plans just as she was headed to find her son. Her timing was as lousy as her taste in decorating. If she’d wanted a confrontation, she’d had years to face her. She tried to scan her mind, but it was no use. Her mind was too discombobulated to discern why she’d been brought to Kikhani. 

“What do you want from me?” she asked finally. 

Queen Aiki’s gold eyes roamed over her. “Tell me how to kill my father.”

***
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Prince Justin felt as if they’d been riding in the craft for weeks. An avid science fiction and comic book fan, he assumed things moved faster in space. Apparently, they didn’t. 

He turned to Major Legend, who was staring out the window at a particularly beautiful purple planet. “Is that Kikhani?” 

She looked over at him. Although he had more of his Human father's looks, she could easily see his mother in him. “No, that’s another territory—JanIus. Kikhani is much farther.”

Wiggling his eyebrows, he said, "I thought we’d be there faster than the speed of light.” 

She smiled wryly at his poor attempt to make a joke. In the past, she enjoyed bantering with him, but she was too worried about General Revari to humor him. 

“It's painful to think how little Humans know what lies beyond Earth.” 

“Ouch. We might be ignorant of some things, but we have a lot of good qualities.”

She patted him on the shoulder. She supposed there was some truth to that. General Revari had fallen so deeply in love with his father, she’d resigned her place as a Princess of Platirius. Of course, King Dubian’s madness inspired her to embrace living with Humans. 

She didn’t believe there would ever be a reason to follow in her footsteps. While she disapproved of Queen Vivant being in charge of Platirius, she didn’t think she’d be happy living elsewhere. 

On the contrary, the reality of a permanent relocation may have been inevitable if her life lay solely in the queen's hands. She wasn’t ready to die, nor would she allow the newly appointed leader of Platirius to dictate if and when her life ended. 

General Lyric sat at the controls with Queen Vivant, watching Prince Justin and Major Legend quietly talking together. 

“They seem rather close, don’t they?” 

“Hmm. Yes, I’ve noticed,” said Queen Vivant. "I’ve tried to discern how much she knows about him, but she’s very skilled at hiding her thoughts from me." 

She directed a pointed glance toward Angela and Sheila. "She’s not the only Revaltian whose mind I can't penetrate. I find it very strange. I suspect there’s more going on than we realize.”

General Lyric adjusted the controls of the WarCraft. “I heard King Dubian sent General Revari’s InfantForm into the sun. How is it he survived?”

Queen Vivant checked the clock. They'd reach Kikhani soon. “I have no answer for that. At first, I thought she'd conspired with someone to take him and escape from Platirius. But I remember how long she grieved for him.” 

She was silent for a moment. “It's not possible she knew he was alive. I know her. Nothing would have stopped her from being in his life."

Gazing sorrowfully at her nephew, she sighed. “Now he’s here with us and I have no idea what will happen next. He’s grown to maturity on Earth. I can’t imagine he’d be happy living among us. Their way of life differs so vastly from ours.”

General Lyric remembered how crudely he’d spoken to her on Platirius. “Some things are different. And others certainly remain the same.”

***
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Queen Aiki was the epitome of an oddball, but her request was the last thing General Revari had expected to hear. 

“Why do you want to kill your father? You’ve succeeded in ruling Kikhani in his place for many years. What purpose would it serve now?”

Queen Aiki mixed a bit of dressing into her sweet potatoes and took a bite. 

Chewing loudly, she asked, “Why did you murder King Dubian?” 

Greedily, she licked her fingers. General Revari frowned at her lack of table manners. 

“I wanted to rule Platirius. But things didn’t go as I expected. When Platirius split in half, I was forced to share power with Queen Vivant. That wasn’t a part of the plan.”

Queen Aiki swirled her fork into the dressing. “I have no siblings. I don’t know how it feels to share anything with anyone.” She paused, searching for a way to pose the next question. "Did you kill your mother too?”

General Revari calmly folded her hands in her lap. There were many ways to describe the strange WomanForm, but tactful wasn’t one of them. 

“According to King Dubian, I did. She died giving birth to me.”

“Ohhh. He blamed you. Tsk. Blaming an InfantForm for her MotherForm’s death. So dishonorable, but it's fitting for who he was.”

She didn’t want to talk about King Dubian. 

“You haven’t answered my question. What benefit would you reap if King Hitam is dead?”

“He’s happy,” she said, as if the reason was apparent. “He’s been living a carefree life all this time. He hides his true identity from the silly Human women he pretends to fall in love with. Once he outlives them, he starts over in a new place with a new identity. He’s been careful not to sire any ChildForms.”

She didn’t need to explain the reason to her—she already knew. The ChildForms he fathered would be subjected to blood testing. Any suspicious abnormalities would be reported to federal enforcement agencies that studied extraterrestrial lifeforms. He’d be tracked down, locked away, and studied like a lab animal.

However, if WomenForms procreated with Human males, the male’s DNA would dominate hers. They could've raised their son without worrying had she remained on Earth with Oliver. That wasn’t the case for MaleForms. The DNA of a Human woman wouldn't mask theirs—making them more susceptible to exposure. 

King Hitam chose to live with Humans, but not as a science experiment. Outliving a Human lover was quite common. While Beings outside of Earth lived for millions of years, it was rare for a Human lifespan to reach over 122 years. 

General Revari hadn’t had time to contemplate the ramifications of outliving her husband. The decision had been taken out of her hands. 

She forced herself not to concentrate on Oliver. Memories of him sent her into a dark place. There was no time for distractions. She had to get off Kikhani and get back to Platirius so she could deal with Queen Vivant. 

“So what happens after you kill him? He dies, and you go back to...what? You’re already the queen of Kikhani. It doesn’t make sense to end his life.”

Queen Aiki started eating her pie. “Revenge is always a good motive. I don’t wish to wake up another day knowing he’s content while my poor mother is dead. It’s disrespectful to me and to her memory.” 

General Revari pointed her spoon at her. “That’s sweeter than the honey in these potatoes, Queen Aiki. I’m not buying it. What’s the real reason for wanting him dead?” 

Queen Aiki swore. How did she know? “It’s not enough for you to be the prettier sister, is it? You want to be the smarter one too.”

The signature red light in General Revari’s eyes took on a sinister gleam. “I am everything Queen Vivant isn’t. But what would you know about intellect? You’ve missed the mark your entire life.”

“Ah, what a brash and vain WomanForm you are. Tsk. A MaleForm would have difficulty living with you and your overinflated ego.”

“Insulting me isn’t going to motivate me to help you. If I were you, I’d stop now.”

Queen Aiki figured she’d better not push her luck. “Well, after all this time living on Earth, he’s decided to be a FatherForm again. He’s found a way to procreate without detection.” 

General Revari crossed her arms over her breasts. “Oh? Go on.” 

“His current position permits him to manipulate the results of any tests performed on his heirs. He destroyed my family. He shouldn’t be allowed to make another.”

She reflected on Queen Aiki’s words. “Has he impregnated anyone yet?”

“Not yet. But he’s met a silly young Human woman and is desperate to get her pregnant.”

“Why now?”

Queen Aiki gnawed on a chicken bone. “He's dying. Living among Humans for thousands of years has led to severe immunocompromising. His self-regenerating powers have been corrupted. So he's no longer immune to their diseases."

Gallium had told General Revari about an ancient battle between Platirius and Kikhani. After King Hitam impaled a young Major Kron's neck with a blade, a vicious kick from Major Kron sent him flying. 

With blood gushing from a near-fatal wound, he led Platirius into victory against Kikhani and was appointed to general. Years later, General Revari fought many battles under his command. 

She'd never witnessed any MaleForm fight as skillfully as the former General of Platirius. 

He'd still be alive had he not betrayed me. 

Hiding a smile, she turned her attention back to Queen Aiki. 

"Calculating by Earth’s time, he has less than five hundred days to live. He aims to create a new life and drain its powers to heal himself. He’ll make it seem as if the half-Human infant never had a chance to survive. It’s how he plans to sustain his life.”

She tried to gauge what General Revari was thinking. She hoped that once she revealed King Hitam’s plan to sacrifice an innocent life, she’d help her stop him. 

General Revari put down her fork. After thinking for a moment, she asked, “What’s in it for me?” 

“Your freedom.”

She laughed in her face. “Are you serious? You think I can’t leave Kikhani without helping you kill King Hitam?”

“You are a skilled warrior, General Revari. Your reputation in battle precedes you. However, you’re in my domain now. What I say is law here. If I order your head sliced into four even pieces and served to me on a platter, it will be done.”

“But you won’t. We both know I’m the only one who can pull off killing a Being as powerful as King Hitam. You amuse yourself by reminding me I’m not well-liked, but neither are you. No MaleForm in the galaxy will marry you because you’re eccentric. Sporadic. Unpredictable. Your moods fluctuate worse than the weather." 

She pushed her empty plates away. "Although they’d never admit it, most MaleForms fear you. They don’t know if you’ll passionately kiss your husband in the morning only to slit his treasure off by nightfall. That’s your specialty—gelding MaleForms who displease you." 

She made a face. "You even hang their treasures over your mantel. You've built quite a reputation for yourself—for being mentally unstable.”

Queen Aiki cupped her chin in her hand. “What an interesting assessment coming from someone who was locked away in Platirius’s Chamber of Despair.” 

“That doesn’t mean I belonged there. You’re free only because you haven’t been caught. Who on Kikhani is bold enough to challenge you for the throne?”

She grinned at General Revari. “You’re right. No one is. Yet...since your plan to rule Platirius failed...I wonder if you'd be dubious enough to challenge Queen Vivant for the throne?” 

“It doesn’t matter to me what The One has proclaimed. I’d rather see her dead than rule Platirius.”

“It has been prophesied that if Queen Vivant dies, the new ruler will come from Kikhani.” 

“Correct. Since you’ve kidnapped me, that places me in the perfect position to win back Platirius.” 

Queen Aiki's smile vanished. “I’ve ruled Kikhani for hundreds of years. Why shouldn’t I have the right to kill Queen Vivant and lead Platirius?”

General Revari's eyes narrowed. “I have plans for my sister. If you get in my way, I’ll take your head before I take hers. I’ll help you kill King Hitam...on one condition.” 

Queen Aiki sat back in her chair, sated from the excellently prepared meal. “Yes?" she purred. "What may the queen of Kikhani do for you?”

“If I help you kill him, you must agree to assist me in getting rid of her. Then we’ll both have what we want. You, a dead father, and to remain on the throne of Kikhani. As the ruler of Platirius, I’d spit on the corpse of my sister in front of General Lyric. I won’t be interfering in The One’s affairs this time. That means He won’t interfere in mine." 

She watched as Queen Aiki collected the supper dishes. 

“We could continue being mortal enemies or form a permanent alliance to benefit both planets. If we combined our forces, we’d wage war against all the galactic kings and conquer their territories. Then the entire galaxy would be controlled by WomenForms. Platirius would control the east, and Kikhani would take the west.” 

Queen Aiki’s golden eyes beamed with excitement. “General Revari, I love the way you think!” 

***
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Prince Justin gazed out the window at the breathtaking expanse of space. Although Major Legend had kept him abreast of his identity, he wondered if reuniting with his birth mother would be a positive experience. 

Not wanting to hurt his adoptive parents, he’d kept pictures of his biological parents hidden. Only in the stillness of the night would he take them out and stare at them for hours. Sometimes he'd wished they were a real family. 

According to Major Legend, his mother had been forbidden to raise him as punishment for falling in love with his father. Dr. Justin Ascencio, now Prince Justin of the formidable royal family of Platirius, had never been in love. 

That would’ve been hard to believe to an outside observer. He’d inherited his height, dimples, and green eyes from his father, but he had his mother’s smile. He was a good-looking man with a successful career as a brain surgeon. 

Women of all ages coveted being the one who’d win his heart. In the end, they'd failed miserably. He didn’t need to reflect on why—he already knew. 

His mother’s absence had left him deeply scarred. Fearing rejection and abandonment, he purposely hadn’t allowed any of the women he dated to get close to him. He dove into his career—sometimes working up to eighty hours a week. Unable to heal his broken heart, he pushed himself to be the best in his field. 

A natural prodigy, he breezed through accelerated classes and entered medical school at a young age. While mastering the coursework had barely challenged him, enduring the scorn and envy of his older male peers had been difficult. 

He lost count of the times he’d been accused of cheating on his exams. They couldn’t accept that a younger, more attractive man born outside of their country quickly excelled in areas they struggled with. 

Dr. Cornelius Johnson had been a staunch supporter of his. Once he caught wind of the bullying, he shielded him from their unwarranted attacks and ensured his ascension to the top wasn’t undermined. No one wanted to mince words with the chief physician. 

He had the power to make or break a career in medicine and wielded his influence on more than one occasion to demonstrate how lethal he could be if one crossed him. Eventually, jealousy succumbed to fear, and Justin was left alone. 

He wondered what Dr. Johnson would think of his birth mother. More importantly, how would he feel once they were face to face? His gaze drifted over to General Lyric. He thought she was lovely. She was precisely the type of woman he felt comfortable with. 

She had charmed him with her beauty and an aloofness that kept him at a distance. She didn't hang on his every word or pretend to be shy and unassuming. He eschewed those types of women. 

He didn't like playing games, nor did he allow women to play with his head. If he were honest, what happened to his parents terrified him. He couldn't imagine being ripped apart from his loved ones.  

The forces of the old kings showed him that Queen Vivant had lost three daughters. He struggled with what he’d said to her. The cruelty behind his words surprised him. Embracing apathy—believing she deserved to suffer for her role in ruining his family—was new and unsettling to him. 

He took an oath to practice non-maleficence. He firmly believed every life was precious. Yet, after inheriting the powers of his ancestors, he felt an unrelenting coldness brewing within him. 
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