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Chapter One

 


When the shuttle touched down, the
hard landing jolted Avollo in his seat. He was hunched over so that
his wrists were held into place by heavy, steel manacles on either
side of his knees. The manacles had locks fitted into deep slots on
the chair beneath him. Avollo glanced down at the locks. Their
little red dots still glowed. He flexed his powerful arms, testing
the manacles, but there was no budging them. He thought not, but
what did it hurt to try? Any advantage that might help him escape
had to be attempted.

Muffled voices and the sounds of
movement in the cockpit seized Avollo’s attention. He looked up and
waited. The door opened, and the prisoner strained against his
bonds. The massive frame of the Xyran shuttle pilot filled the
doorway, and his black eyes glittered in amusement at the sight of
his Alphan prisoner. Avollo glanced down at his manacles. Still
red. In a moment the little dots would turn green, and then he’d
make his move. A mighty leap at the pilot and then slam the
protruding lock part of the manacles against his head. Instant
death. Spring into the cabin and slay the copilot before he could
raise an alarm.

The Xyran stood before his prisoner
and chuckled. “Still struggling, eh? Ten Alphans couldn’t break
those bonds.”

Avollo gritted his teeth and growled
at his foe. Just one moment more. But the Xyran wasn’t taking any
chances. He reached out at Avollo with a metal pole, at the end of
which was a circular, claw-like object. The Xyran placed the pole
against Avollo’s neck and slid a bolt at the end of the pole into
place, causing the claw to close and forming a steel collar around
his neck. The Xyran gave the pole a little wiggle, and Avollo
winced at the pain.

“The bourch won’t harm you.” The Xyran’s
black lips cracked into a wicked grin. “Unless you struggle. Then
you get bitten.”

Avollo understood. If he
made no sudden moves, he’d be led by the bourch without pain, but if he
attacked his captor, he’d feel the bite of the teeth inside the
collar. He quickly calculated the length of the pole; just long
enough to keep the Xyran out of arm’s reach.

Avollo spat on the corrugated metal
floor of the shuttle. “The void take you!”

The Xyran activated a small device on
his belt with the press of his thumb, and the little red dots on
Avollo’s manacles turned to green. The large Alphan rolled his
massive shoulders and sat back, stretching out the knotted, cramped
muscles aggravating his spine. His captor pulled at the pole, and
Avollo stood. He curled his lip at his slightly shorter
captor.

“Release me,” Avollo said,
his chest puffed out, “and face me as a warrior.”

The Xyran sneered at him. “You had
that chance, and you lost. You’re a prisoner now.”

Avollo’s instinctual
reaction was to rush forward, but when the teeth of the
bourch cut into his
throat, he straightened his posture. “My ship may be burning in
space, but I am
still here!”

The Xyran rolled his black eyes. “Tell
it to the Commandant.” He thrust Avollo toward the outer door,
opened it, and led his prisoner down the gangplank and out into the
oppressive heat of the prison moon.

Avollo cursed under his
breath. It’d been a long shot, but he was glad he’d tried. His ship
had been destroyed in a battle in space, he’d lost his copilot, and
he’d been taken prisoner. The battle, as far as he was concerned,
was over, so his challenge to the shuttle pilot was without basis.
He knew that, but he’d hoped he could prick the Xyran’s pride and
get him to drop the bourch. So much for that. He’d just
have to find another way to escape.

The prison complex spread out across
the base of a mountain that rose in the middle of a jungle. It was
night, but the south-eastern quarter of the sky was bright with the
glowing red crescent of the gas giant around which this little moon
orbited. Avollo’s eyes took in everything, and his mind raced,
calculating heights and distances, analyzing the strange smells,
and hearkening to the distant, menacing sounds of the dark jungle
beyond.

If he could escape, he’d be able to
find cover easily.

The Xyran shuttle pilot marched Avollo
straight ahead of him to a guard tower built right out of the rock
of the mountain. On either side of the structure rose a high fence
of interlocking metal rings topped with glowing beacons that shot
bolts of electricity among them at what appeared to be random
intervals.

Two Xyran guards stepped out of the
tower. Nano-blades hung on their belts, and they were bare-chested,
their black skin—wet with sweat—glistening in the floodlights that
surrounded the prison perimeter. They wore black boots of thick
leather that rose to their calves, and their black breeches were
tucked into the tops, giving them a distinct military
look.

“This one giving you
trouble?” asked one guard.

“Nothing I can’t
handle.”

The realization that use
of the bourch wasn’t standard procedure for prisoners filled Avollo with
pride. He would make the whole prison know that he was a warrior
and that he would never submit.

The guards took Avollo
into custody and bound the prisoner’s arms behind his back by
attaching the electronic locks of the manacles together. Only then
did the shuttle pilot release the bourch.

Feeling a bit more freedom of
movement, though his arms were bound, Avollo turned to the pilot.
“Have fun running that shuttle back and forth.”

The guards laughed, and the pilot
worked his lips into a snarl. Before anything could escalate,
however, the guards put their strong hands on Avollo and hauled him
away. By the time the Alphan was brought stumbling into the outer
courtyard of the complex, he was drenched in sweat. His fighter
jumpsuit was stifling in the thick jungle heat.

Four spotlights shone down on Avollo
from the four corners of the yard. He looked up and squinted into
the lights, but they were bright enough to mask anyone who might be
standing on the wall beyond them.

“Welcome to Spiri Moon
Beta,” a deep voice boomed overhead. “There’s no
gorpa pie for you to eat
here. There are no kaballu
for you to ride. Forget all the comforts of your
home world. You’re on my
world now.”

Avollo curled his lip in defiance but
said nothing. He’d not give them the satisfaction.

“Strip the prisoner,” the
voice commanded. The two guards flanking Avollo pulled out
their khutga,
long knives that cut through flesh like butter, and shredded his
uniform. It fell to tatters around his ankles. “All of it.” Avollo
was deprived of his undergarments, too, and his thick cock thudded
against his muscular thigh.

“Well, aren’t you a pretty
little Alphan with your blue eyes.” There was a long pause before
the voice spoke again. “Let’s see how long your beauty lasts in
the oron zai.”

A horn sounded, and the gate beyond
opened. Avollo shook off the remnants of his jumpsuit and marched
naked into the general population of the prison. The dire of his
situation struck him all at once: all the prisoners were Xyran.
This wasn’t a military prison.

Once through the door, Avollo was
intercepted by another Xyran guard, also bare-chested, who met him
with a bundle of clothes and bedding. He looked Avollo up and down
until his gaze came to rest on his fat cock. His forked tongue
licked the air, tasting Avollo’s scent. The other two guards
released the prisoner from his bonds, and the third guard, snapping
back into his role as jailer, shoved the stack of garments into his
arms.

“Level three, cell 24,” he
shouted and pointed vaguely southward across the wide expanse of
the main building’s outer complex. “Your designation is three dash
twenty-four B. Don’t forget it.”

“Boots?” Avollo
asked.

The guard sneered. “Prisoners don’t
get boots.”

Avollo didn’t even grace the barking
guard with another glance. He spoke best with his sword-arm and, if
his foe was lucky, his cock.

There were not only Xyrans here but
also a few scared humans who scurried about. Avollo let his gaze
travel over the levels of the cell block. Would he even make it to
his cell alive? He understood that this was a normal prison with a
different set of rules. As a military man himself, Avollo had
expected a certain level of protocol. There were rules for
prisoners of war. But here, he wouldn’t have that protection. As
his eyes scanned the hardened prisoners hanging out in front of
their cells, all he knew was that he didn’t know what to
expect.

Why had he been brought
here?

A human male scurried before Avollo
and stopped. He licked his cracked lips as his eyes flitted
nervously back and forth. “I suck your cock. Please I sleep your
cell.” His Alphan was broken at best. When Avollo gave no answer,
the human knelt before the strong Alphan and made to grab his heavy
cock dangling before his chin, but Avollo, pitying the desperation
of the little man, placed his strong hands on his scrawny shoulders
and gently raised him to his feet. Even though Avollo wasn’t being
rough, the human still winced as if he was going to be
struck.

“Hey!” a loud voice boomed
overhead. Avollo looked up, and so did the human, who squeaked and
whimpered. Above them on the second level stood a tall, muscular
Xyran prisoner, his black skin glistening with sweat. “That mouse
is mine.”

Mouse. What Xyrans called their human sex slaves.

The Xyran snapped his fingers, and the
human scurried up the metal stairs and knelt at his master’s heel
like a dog. Without shifting his gaze from Avollo, the Xyran raised
his short skirt, revealing his fat cock, lined with powerful veins.
A swirl of red spread across the Xyran’s skin, starting in the
groin area, as the human male dutifully sucked on what his master
gave him.

“Mine,” the Xyran
repeated, mussing the human’s greasy hair.

Avollo walked on, leaving the slave to
his drink. The Alphan pitied the weak and had trouble understanding
how anyone could live in such powerless fear. When it came to sex,
he liked a healthy fight, an amorous sparring of
flesh-swords.

Cell 24 on level three was just big
enough for a bunk bed and a sink. Avollo dropped his stack of
clothes on the upper bunk and approached the mirror. He inspected
the damage to the right side of his face. There was a slight
blackening of his golden skin across his cheek and down the
jawline. His instrument panel had exploded when his fighter
spiraled out of control. The dull pain in his flesh was nothing the
hardy Alphan couldn’t endure, and as he gazed into his own blue
eyes, his mind relived those final moments. He heard again the
wrenching of metal when the hull was comprised, and he watched as
his copilot was silently blown out into raw space. It was Avollo’s
clear thinking and fast reflexes that had saved him, though, for he
was able to affix his own helmet and eject before his fighter was
blown to bits.

Avollo inspected his small, black
horns that protruded high on his forehead, running his hard
fingernails down their rough exteriors. He looked for any cracks,
but they appeared to be undamaged. Pleased to see there was no
permanent injury to his body, he leapt up into his bunk and lay
down, waiting for the inevitable
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