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Prologue

 


Old Anny told all the community the story of
their history, but it was most important that Terah, Flame, Raine,
and Skye understood it. She’d named them when they were born, and
she was the only one who understood the meaning in the names she’d
given these girls. The future of Earth depended on them, but they
didn’t know it yet.

She drew the four little girls to her and
said, “When my grandmother’s grandmother was a little girl just
like you, there was a place called North Korea. The leader there
hated South Korea and America. He knew if he attacked America he
wouldn’t be able to defeat them, but South Korea wasn’t as big and
strong so he had his soldiers fire nuclear rockets and weapons
filled with diseases at South Korea. Other countries who disagreed
with their neighbors took the opportunity to start fights as well.
The Islamic State in particular sent suicide fighters to many
countries to cause unrest while their soldiers expanded their
borders.”

She looked at the children seated at her
feet. Flame with her bright red hair, Skye with her white-blonde
hair neatly braided, Raine with her enormous blue eyes, and Terah
their leader. All were listening to her intently.

Old Anny continued her story. “Within a few
years many countries were fighting, some in major wars, others just
annoying their neighbors, trying to get back at them over long-held
grievances. But the bacteria and diseases began to spread rapidly
in the unrest. Nations were too busy fighting to deliver good
healthcare fast enough to stop pandemics from developing so many
people died. Entire villages became empty. Warriors came from a
distant planet and stole some of our women away to be their slaves.
Some went willingly as conditions were so bad in their countries.
Our people were smart enough to hide and remain safe. Once in every
generation the aliens return for more slaves. They will come in
your generation, too, but we will be prepared and hide where we
can’t be found because we have always survived.”

Old Anny shifted on her blanket, reality
returning to her mind. The girls were no longer small children. She
had taught them everything she knew and trained them as best she
could. Several moons had passed since the time had come to send
them away and they had left. She’d drawn them a map of how to get
to the ocean, to where they would find their future. They’d left
the community and journeyed to the edge of the land. It was up to
them now. She could do no more except think of them and wish them
well with all her heart. Before the aliens came again she would be
walking in the world of her people’s ancestors, not here on
Earth.


Chapter One

 


Raine was almost running as she hurried up
the dunes from the ocean back toward the spaceship, her arm held
tightly by the ferocious angry alien. He was walking fast and his
legs were so much longer than hers, that she didn’t dare slow down.
He was so annoyed she thought very likely he’d pull her arm right
out of its socket if she dragged behind him and slowed him
down.

Raine didn’t understand why the man was so
cross. She heard his words again in her mind, but they didn’t make
any sense.

Raine, Raine, Raine. Raine knows fucking
everything. Who are you, bitch? Why have you been sent to torment
me? Your scent is driving me wild, making you me crave you, but I
don’t even like you. I hate you.

Why did he hate her? She’d never done
anything to him. She, Skye, Flame, and Terah had been captured by
these aliens and had to do whatever they said. As slaves they had
no power and no rights. Terah seemed happy as the slave of Andreas,
the leader of the aliens. Flame made no complaints about her master
either, although Raine was sure she had a bruise on her neck under
her shirt. But both her friends had smiled at their new masters and
seemed content. So why did this man who said she belonged to him
hate her?

At least Andreas had told her new master not
to hurt her. Although Raine felt sure the word hurt could
probably be interpreted several different ways. Still, he wouldn’t
be able to kill her and she thought he might not even break her
bones. On the other hand, dislocating her shoulder was going to
happen right now if he didn’t slow down soon.

The alien who’d claimed her was named
Duncan. All the aliens had purple eyes, and wore purple uniforms.
They came from a planet called Mu Arae 7 which was a very long way
from Earth. Apart from that, she knew nothing about them. However,
since she was being taken to her captor’s private room, he was
either going to beat her or fuck her. Or maybe both.

Raine was resigned to whatever he did. There
was nothing she could do to prevent him now she was his property.
She just wished she knew what had made him so cross so that she
could be sure to calm him down and prevent him from being so angry
in the future. The idea of being beaten every day for the rest of
her life didn’t appeal to her at all. But if she could find out
what she’d done wrong, then maybe she could avoid doing it from now
on, and avoid a beating as well.

The aliens were very big men. Taller than
any men she’d ever seen, and with enormously broad shoulders, and
thickly muscled bodies. His arms were wider than her thighs, and
her head barely came up to his shoulder. He could break her body
like a stick for the fire with his bare hands if he wanted to.

He pulled a black thing from a hidden part
of his uniform and the spaceship door opened. Almost without
pausing, he hurried down a hallway and then up a narrow winding
staircase. His shoulders touched the walls on both sides as he
walked, and he moved so fast she almost fell trying to climb the
stairs after him with one arm still stretched in front of her in
his tight grip. She was going to have a huge bruise on that arm. He
held her so tightly the skin under his fingers burned.

He stopped at a door and used the black
thing again. Just like the door to the spaceship, this door
disappeared inside the wall. He dragged her inside the room,
pulling her close to him and now gripping both her shoulders so
hard every one of his fingers dug deep into her skin. Raine did her
best to stare back at him without displaying fear or pain, but
inside, her stomach was roiling, every muscle was pulled tight so
her body didn’t shake, and her teeth were clenched to stop them
chattering together.

“You aren’t what I wanted. You aren’t what I
expected. Why do you have to be my bride? Why? I thought you’d be
beautiful. I thought we’d be soul mates. I thought my heart would
fill with joy the moment I saw you. Instead, you’re disgusting. I
can’t even bear to look at you. Yet I have to unleash your power
and save your filthy, disease-plagued, backward planet.”

He shoved her around so she was facing the
wall.

“Maybe if I don’t have to look at you I’ll
be able to fuck you.”

****

Duncan was filled with rage. All the way to
this vile planet he’d had shining dreams of meeting his bride.
She’d be beautiful. He envisioned her with dark brown skin and
thick dark hair like his, and huge, voluptuous breasts like the Mu
Araen whores had. Breasts so large and delicious he could barely
fit them in his hands, with enormous dark brown nipples surrounded
by an even darker areola, and a big butt he could grip and massage
as he thrust into her tight cunt. An opulent, curvaceous beauty
whose soft skin and ample body would give him hours and hours of
pleasure.

As soon as he’d seen the four short,
stick-thin women, he’d decided his bride wasn’t among them and he’d
resigned himself to wait until later to find her. After this
settlement was established, he and the other warriors who hadn’t
found a bride would go and search for them. They’d find real women,
not these undersized, half-starved, pathetic excuses for
females.

And then her scent had come to his nostrils
and his cock had ached for her. But his brain had refused to
believe his dick. Duncan had decided he was just missing his
regular visits to the whores he enjoyed so much, and told himself
he was imagining the attraction.

But today, after this little bitch had told
them where to place the net to catch the fish, he’d known she was
one of the brides because she had the skills the community needed
to survive. He hadn’t been mistaken about the scent. He was going
to be stuck for the rest of his life with Raine and what’s more, he
was responsible for unleashing her power. That meant he didn’t just
have to fuck her once, but he had to fill her whole body with his
seed and keep doing it until her power came to her.

He had to fuck her mouth, her ass, and her
cunt tonight, tomorrow, and endlessly onward. If he didn’t, it
would be his responsibility that the community would collapse, his
companions all die, and the mission fail. He was a warrior. He was
trained in self-sacrifice and bravery. But until now he’d never
realized that might mean having to take a bride who appalled
him.

At least she was clean. They’d all been
standing in the ocean for the past hour or more catching fish.
Besides, all the warriors had been inoculated against Earth’s
diseases of which there were many. Not like Mu
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