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Abiditan (Ab-id-eye-tan) Akurn male, member of WOTA. One of the founders of the moon city of Azadi (The Vampire). 
Abum (a-boom) “father” 
Adapa (a-dap-a) father to Raiden/Zamush/Michel/Pete/Ben. Hero in The Day Behind Tomorrow 
Akurn (ack-urn) rogue planet in an elliptical orbit around the sun every 3600 years
Alaingar (al-lain-gar) Akurn Warlord (The Shapeshifter)
Amata Lamont (aka Amata-Aya (a-mat-a eye-a) Jelena’s Akurn foster mother (The Psychic)
Anbu (an-boo) Captain of Murduk’s guard
Anshar (an-shar) “Foremost of the heavens/whole heavens” Zamush’s endearment to Jelena (The Vampire)
Apilkin (ape-il-kin) “The Rapid Flower” an internal Akurn weapon that will turn a person’s insides to dust when activated (The Psychic). 
Arammu (are-moo) “love”
Arzea (are-zee-a) Katsuki’s missing daughter (The Vampire)
Asipiti (ah-see-pit-ee) The name of the “jump” drive used in the Nergal (The Vampire)
Asu (ah-soo) Akurn WOTA member (The Vampire)
Azadi (Ah-za-dee) Hidden city under the moon’s surface
Bahadur (bah-a-door) Akurn guard (The Shapeshifter)
Ben Duncan: Hero of Alien Legacy: The Empath. Birth name: Ibru-Um (eye-bru uhm)
BoD (pronounced separate – B. O. D.) “Breath of Death” Disembodied alien forced into a crossbow countless eon ago. Friend and confidant of Jelena (The Vampire).
Bur-Suen (burr-soo-in) Young Akurn (The Vampire)
Commander Kud (cud) Loyal follower of sub-Prince Murduk. Commander of Far Deep Base. 
Damkina (dam-kee-na) Akurn nobility – undercover spy for sub-Prince Murduk
Damuzi (dam-oo-zee) Co-ruler of Azadi
DD-CrowT (dee-dee crow t) Michael’s private droid (The Psychic)
Dhasa (dah-ash-a) “asshole”
Dingir (ding-er) Ancient ideogram of the ancient God An, an eight-pointed star with the tips on the left ending in an inverted pyramid. When worn, it symbolizes the person is a priest of the sect.
Dumu munus (doo-moo moo-nis) daughter (The Mage)
Eengurra (Ee-gu-ra) Capital city of Akurn
Edinni (in-din-ee) Co-ruler of Azadi
Enheduanna, (en-hid-oo-anna) High Priestess Appointed after the death of Nisba
Ennugi (in-you-gee) Akurn warlord (The Shapeshifter)
Ereshkigal (eres-ki-gal) Sumerian goddess of the dead or underworld.
Erset La Tari (Eer-set La Tar-ah) “Land of no return” Maximum prison on Akurn
Esharra (Esh-har-ra) Home estate of Abiditan’s family on Akurn (The Vampire)
Goraxag (gore-axe-ag) Semi-sentient creature used by the Akurns to track prey. (The Shapeshifter)
Guruvash (Guru-vash) Saucer shaped service droid on Akurn (The Vampire)
Homa (hu-maa) Akurn. Younger sister to Abiditan (The Vampire)
Hospodar (häspəˌdär) A Slavonic term meaning “lord” or “master” (The Vampire)
Inanna Azneas (ah-za-nas), Princess of Akurn – mother
to Raiden/Zamush/Michael/Pete/Ben. Heroine in The Day Behind Tomorrow
I’lati (eye-la-tee) “Goddess” – Pete’s endearment to Jena (The Shapeshifter)
Ilu (eye-loo) A curse word from BoD – roughly translates “demon god” (The Vampire)
Ionut (yon-oots) Noble Romanian name that means “God is Gracious (The Vampire)
Jaragua (jar-a-gooa) The world’s smallest lizard – a dwarf gecko.
Jazmi-Tiamat (tia-maat) “Maiden of Life” Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Mage
Jelena Aqru (ack-ru) Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Vampire
Jordyn Lamont – Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Psychic
Julienne King – Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Empath
Kahu (kah-oo) prison/holding cell/interrogation room 
Katr (kat-are) Akurn mouth gag – expands to cover the mouth 
Katsuki (kat-soo-kee) Native to the planet Narkata. 
Khoshgel (kosh-gel) Akurn endearment. Means “beautiful”.
King Du-Uru (doo-are-you) King of Akurn, father to Princess Inanna and sub-Prince Murduk
King Hattusili (hat-toosil-i) Hittite king who forged the Eternal treaty with Egyptian Pharoah Ramses II (The Vampire)
Khoba (co-baa) Love. An intense feeling of deep affection. Raiden’s endearment to Jazmi (The Mage).
Kraiwk (cray-eye-wick) bird. A small wild bird in Azadi (The Vampire)
Kusarikku (ku-sa-rik-koo) Ancient Sumerian demon (The Vampire)
Lak’a (laa-kaa) Washoe tribe word for “one”. (The Mage)
La’um (lay-um) Akurn guard for Naram-Sin
Libbu (lie-boo) “heart” Zamush’s endearment to Jelena (The Vampire)
Lignee (lie-nee) Qhasheik’s extra limb. 
Lukurra (luke-you-ra) Ancient Akurn word for enemy.
Maathes (math-ee-ss)/Bubbas – Demigod/son of Egyptian goddess Basetet (The Shapeshifter/Psychic)
Maru (mah-roo) son (The Mage)
Mattaki (mat-ta-kee) Akurn guard (The Shapeshifter)
Mattaki-bunu (mat-ta-kee bun-you) An Akurn warlord killed by Murduk 
Meskim xul (mesh-kim zool) Akurn curse for evil fiend.
Mezizi (meh-eye-zee) Azadi guard (The Vampire)
Michael Johnson – Birth name Sandu Etlu (san-doo et-loo) Hero of Alien Legacy: The Psychic
Mihaela (mee-hay-luh) Common Romanian name. Means “the one that is god” (The Vampire)
Myressei (my-res-see) Qhasheik’s term of endearment “my treasure/my heart” (The Vampire)
Nabalkuta (naa-bal-koo-ta) Official process to overturn the Akurn monarchy.  (The Shapeshifter)
Naelf (nay-elf) A term for a romantic partner that roughly translate to “my sky”. An Akurn term Abiditan uses to his lovers (The Vampire)
Narkata (nar-kat-a) Matriarchy planet- Katsuki’s homeworld
Nalyd (nye-lid) Eight-year-old twin to Dylan on Azadi. Parents Edinni and Damuzi.
Namatar (nam-a-tar) “Lady of the Great Akurn” – The goddess of death and birth. Rules the underworld.
Naram-Sin (nar-am sin) Akurn scientist on Far Deep Base (The Psychic)
Nentasu (nen-taa-soo) Washoe Native American goddess. She is the spiritual guide for Jazmi (The Mage)
Nergal (ner-gul) “God of Death” – Quarter moon shaped ship found in an abandoned cave outside of Azadi by Jelena. 
Ngish (n-gish) “penis”
Ninti (nin-tee) Goddess – Lady of Life (The Mage)
Nisiqtu (nes-que-too) “precious” 
Ninmah (nen-mah) Early goddess of Akurn in charge of pregnancy and birth
Nisba (nes-baa), High Priestess of Temple Namatar
Nungal (nun-gul) Murduk personal guard
Nutesh snare (nut-ish) Akurn slave collar
Pete Hayes: Birth name Ara-Riyad (a-ra ree-yad) Hero of Alien Legacy: The Shapeshifter.
Polcovnic (pol-cove-nick) Military rank used in Slavic speaking countries. (The Vampire)
Porumbel (pour-um-bel) Romanian for dove (The Vampire)
Pu-Dagan (pew-da-gan) Azadi guard (The Mage)
Puzur-Assur (pu-zoor Ah-sir) Akurn Warlord. Damkina’s father.
Qhasheik (qway-sheek) Native to the planet Peinuewei (pen-yoo-way). Race Ibbin (eye-bin-in) 
Queen Asta (ah-stah) Akurn. Mother to Princess Inanna
Raiden (Ray-den) Birth name: Shahadaku (Shaa-haa-daa-koo) “Supreme strong bright weapon” Hero of Alien Legacy: The Mage 
Rappu (rap-oo) iridescent bridle/gag
Rearith, House of (ree-earth). Nobel house of Warlord Alalngar from Akurn
Sabum (saw-bum) Akurn WOTA member (The Vampire)
Sahu (saw-hoo) “pig”
Sarrum (saw-room) “my king” (The Mage)
Shther (shith-er) Jelena’s pet moon lizard called a rhox (rocks) (The Vampire)
Silimma hemeen-zen (sill-ma hee-meen-zen) Ancient Akurn greeting “you are a welcome guest” (The Mage)
Sub-Prince Murduk Utuk Xul (mur-duck u-tuck zool) Series villain
Suharus (soo-har-us) From Katsuki to her lovers. A generic Narkata term of endearment that’s similar in meaning to “mate”. (The Vampire)
Sychar (sigh-char) Leader of WOTA (Warriors of the Abandoned). Akurn name Amil (a-meel) Shamash (shay-mush)
Tizqar (tis-qwar) Akurn guard for Naram-Sin 
Transkip (trans-skip) transporter device used with mirrors
Ulvot (ull-vot) “beloved of my heart” Katsuki’s endearment for her lovers (The Vampire)
Ur-Zababa (ur-sa-bah-bah) Replaces Anbu as Captain of Murduk’s guard (The Vampire)
Uruk (you-rick) sub-Prince Murduk’s personal guard
Wapiti (whap-eye-tee) An Akurn domesticated animal – usually used to swear ”wapiti shit”
Warad-Mushtal (war-ad mush-tal) Eldest brother of Abiditan (The Vampire)
Was-scepter (was scepter) “power/dominion” scepter wielded by Maathas
Yetu (yet-oo) “shit”
Zamush (zaa-mush) Birth name: Nasaku-Kan (nas-a-koo kahn) Hero of Alien Legacy: The Vampire
Ziyatum (sigh-ya-tum) Akurn warlord
Zikia (zee-kee-a) The Akurn spaceship hidden in the mountains of the Himalayas. It was the vehicle that Inanna and Adapa used to escape the great flood before their sons were born.  






Chapter One
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On the outskirts of the moon city Azadi, deep under the lunar surface. Less than thirty  days before the rogue planet Akurn reaches invasion range of Earth.


Jelena’s heart thundered so hard she almost missed what Katsuki said next. A single bead of sweat rolled down her back as she massaged her fist over her chest. Not go? Not be a part of saving the life of the man who was everything to her? No, they couldn’t do that to her. Not now.  
“Honestly Jelena, it’s for your own good.”
For her own good? Oh, for Goddess’s sake. She was thirty-one years old. Childhood was long ago and she didn’t need to be told what she could or couldn’t do. Her foster mother acted as if Jelena would screw up the most important thing in her life.
Face heated, Jelena crossed her arms. “You know, without me, none of you would be going anywhere.” After all, she was the one who found the abandoned spaceship. She was the one who scraped together all the needed parts to get the damn thing up and running. It wasn’t her less-than-supportive foster parents who did that. Freaking controlling, overprotective...
Katsuki’s bright-yellow skin flushed dark gold as her singular neon-turquoise eyes narrowed. “It’s not that we don’t want you with us, but we can’t take the chance you’ll endanger everything with the way you’ve been acting lately.” Her brilliant gaze slipped to the treacherous Akurn male beside her.
He stood with an identical mulish expression.
Why was Katsuki looking at him for support? She’d never needed it before.
“Admit it. Lately you’ve been a little, um—” Katsuki coughed. ”—ah, overly hungry.” A hard frown. “And I, for one, don’t want to end up too weak to carry out our mission because you took too much from me.”
Jelena scoffed. “As if that would happen. I don’t know why my appetite has increased, but I swear I’ve got complete control of myself and can abstain whenever I have to.” She nodded to their eggplant-colored companion, Qhasheik, who was half buried under the control panel of the spaceship cockpit, fixing Goddess knew what.
The skintight shorts he wore didn’t hide his muscular legs as they twitched when he moved his hidden upper body.
“Besides, since I can’t take his nasty-ass blood, he’d protect you.” She shuddered. She hadn’t taken his blood since she was a child, for good reason. The one time he’d allowed her to take a bite, he turned out to be immune to her enthrallment and couldn’t avoid the pain she caused. The whole effort wasn’t worth it. His blood was bitter and left her empty.
“Well, you don’t have to be mean about it.” Qhasheik’s voice was muffled. The Ibbin  twisted under the panel as he jerked something with a grunt. “Not my fault I can’t be part of the buffet.” He yanked, then let out a yelp.
Scooting from under his workstation, he cussed under his breath and examined a line of thick, white blood oozing from the side of his forefinger. He waved his injured digit at them. Glaring through his eyes of deep red, he brought his finger to his mouth and sucked. The healing properties in his saliva would seal the wound fast enough.
Then he wouldn’t have anything to whine about.
With a satisfied smirk, he checked his healed skin, then flicked a glance at her. “I don’t understand your problem with Jelena, Katsuki. She’s crazy strong, can mesmerize people to do what she wants, and don’t forget her talent for freezing anything or anyone that pisses her off.” He snorted. “Besides, you know as well as I do, she’ll end up on the ship no matter what we do or say.”
He narrowed a stare in Jelena’s direction. “The thing that keeps me up at night is she’ll do something stupid when she finally meets that obsession of hers.”
“Dammit, Qhasheik. You don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Trust the jerk to bring out the underlying reason they didn’t want her to go. And it had nothing to do with her increasing need for blood. It had everything to do with finding the love of her life. All it took was one look at Amil-Shamash, a.k.a. Sychar, the leader of the WOTA—Warriors of the Abandoned, the rebel force on Akurn—and her heart was lost.
The man was, without a doubt, the sexiest male in the entire galaxy. He was the only one for her and she was the only woman who was destined to be his life mate. She’d be right beside him when he led the Akurns out from under the oppressive regime of sub–Prince Murduk. Yeah, she could see it now...
Qhasheik, the moron, had the audacity to chuckle.
She clenched her hands to stop from grabbing the curling black horns at the top of his head to shake some sense into him.
The gray hairless limb, the lingnee, that ran between his horns and reached the middle of his back, twitched. It was a separate appendage he could use to block her.
Not that she’d put herself in the position to let that happen. 
“I know exactly what I’m talking about, and so do you.” Qhasheik scoffed before he scooted back under the navigation console.
At least with him half hidden, she wouldn’t have to look at his smirking mug as she made her case to the other two. 
“Jelena, this is going to be a delicate mission. Sychar is too important for us to lose focus for even one moment. We’re going into the heart of a violent rebellion, and we don’t have time for you to be distracted by your obsession with him.” Abiditan crossed his arms with his lips pursed. “Plus, Katsuki is right. Since your need for blood has increased, keeping you at full strength might drain us too much. While we don’t mind giving you what you need...”
“Speak for yourself.”
Qhasheik’s mumble wasn’t hard to hear, even with him banging on something.
Abiditan gently grabbed her shoulders. The steel intent from his mismatched eyes filled with compassion, layered with a hint of pity. “We just can’t take the chance we’d end up too weak to rescue him before he’s executed. You wouldn’t want that to happen, now, would you?”
Jelena’s throat tightened. “Of course not.” She hung her head with a hard sigh and closed her eyes. Her head jerked when a sudden, crazy thought hit. She covered his hands with hers. “What if I found a way to take care of my bloodlust so I wouldn’t take too much of yours? Would you have a problem with me going then?”
Katsuki and Abiditan glanced at each other before Katsuki spoke. “How will you do that? You going to force someone from Azadi? No one there will have anything to do with us. We don’t have a choice but to do this on our own.”
Jelena forced a fake laugh. “You let me worry about that. So, if I get somebody to go as my blood source, will you stop saying I can’t go?” 
Abiditan dropped his hands as he studied her. “That’s not our only concern. What about your Sychar obsession? You’ve never had such a powerful reaction to anyone like that before. Can you remain detached when you meet him?”
Jelena put her hand over her heart. “I swear to the Goddess of Love that when I meet Sychar, I’ll be the poster child of composure. You know I’d give my life to protect him.” She nudged her stern foster father with her shoulder and a slight smile. “Besides, you need me around to put things on ice when you lose your hot temper.”
Qhasheik’s snort echoed under the counter. “Okay, Frozen. You find some clod to go with us, and I’ll cast my vote for you to go.”
Crap. She hated it when he called her that. She never found out how he got his hands on that Earth movie. Or why he watched it.
“Katsuki, what do you think?” Abiditan crossed his arms. The porcelain color of his wavy, shoulder-length hair matched the brilliant whiteness of his skin. Instead of the traditional clothing of Azadi, he sported an untucked, tight, baby blue T-shirt over snug denim jeans. The soft color of his shirt brought out the unusual mismatched colors of his eyes. One eye was a brilliant sea-green, while the other was a translucent dove gray. Their shade was a departure from the various tones of turquoise and blue the Akurns normally had. It was one reason he was an outcast, like the rest of their small family.
The Akurns were such a superstitious, narrow-minded lot.
 Katsuki pursed her lips. “Maybe if her bloodlust is under control, we won’t have to worry about how she reacts around Sychar.” She tapped her forefinger against her lips and stared at Jelena. “Okay, let’s see what you come up with. Or, rather, who you come up with. Keep in mind, we don’t want to have a prisoner on board to worry about. So, you’d have to find somebody who wants to come.” Her smile tightened. “Think that’s possible? If so, go for it. But don’t argue when you can’t find anyone. Okay?”
Jelena gave a curt nod. They might have their own reasons for taking a prototype spaceship to Akurn before the planet reached normal transportation range, but her reason was more important than theirs. Adrenaline rushed through her. Here was her chance to fulfill her life’s purpose, something that had eluded her for some time now. It wouldn’t surprise her if that restless urge calmed once she was with Sychar. Everything in her life would fall into place. Her endless search would finally be over. 
“No, no, you won’t have to worry about me at all.” She gave Katsuki and Abiditan a hard, determined glare. “I’ll find someone to take with us.”
Abiditan frowned.
Not giving him a chance to start a lecture again, her next statement came out in a rush. “Even better, I’ll find someone who’ll help us infiltrate Murduk’s prison. Just give me one day, and I promise you, you won’t be sorry.”
Yeah, sorry wasn’t all she’d be if she screwed this up.
[image: image-placeholder]Chest tight, Jelena rushed out of the hidden hangar before her foster parents changed their minds. Goddess, how in the hell was she going to come up with a willing blood donor in one day? Even after she found this elusive person, it would still take some convincing of her mentors that they couldn’t leave without her.
Holy hell, she must be out of her ever-loving mind. The image of Sychar made her catch her breath. Her breath caught. She could do this. Be a part of saving him from a public execution. Then he’d take one look at her and know the same thing she did. They belonged together.
No time to waste. She rushed to her section of the small cave she and her foster parents claimed years ago. Now came the hard part. Convincing her two personal companions to help her find this unlikely person. Mentally running several scenarios, she examined and discarded each one. Oh well, hopefully something will come to mind once she faced them. She’d never get close enough to anyone in Azadi without their help.
Her first companion scurried over and jumped to nestle on her shoulder. Shther was a rare moon lizard called a Rhox she found after running away when her guardian, MoMo, died. On her deathbed, the ancient Akurn woman insisted Jelena stay away from the people of Azadi for her own safety. She implored Jelena to go to the cave system on the outskirts of the city. There she’d find people who’d take care of her.
Back then, she’d been a young child, wandering around the old cave system, lost and scared. Smothered in a haze of grief, she almost stepped on the poor creature.
The small reptile was about three inches long, with six double-jointed legs and a body that ended with a long, pointed tail. He had four pink eyes, sets of two set low in sockets on each side of his head, supported by a narrow flat nose. His two ears rested on the top of his head and resembled those of the Earth’s bat—large and funnel shaped. His scaly tail was almost as long as his little body. The finishing touch was his deep, apple-red color that could change and camouflage him.
While Shther wasn’t fully sentient, she sensed he was a kindred soul. They’d been inseparable ever since.  
Shther had been her guide around the abandoned cave system.
Over the years, she realized the habitat was created by an unknown, long-forgotten intelligent species.
It was a veritable cornucopia of living quarters and common rooms. Each had its own heating and cooling system, automatic lighting, and an ever-present ability to provide a rich oxygen atmosphere and steady gravity. 
There she found her other close companion, BoD.
Shther had pawed a small pile of rocks, a clear sign he wanted her to dig.
At first, she had no idea what it was except some kind of crossbow.
Embedded on the tip of the arrow was a glowing, bright-teal light. The color tapered along the fore grip, highlighting the image of a stork at the end.
When she gripped the weapon, a strange male voice rumbled in her head. The disembodied tone was loud and rough and made her pass out. When she came to, she was introduced to the spirit bound in the crossbow.
The voice explained he’d been cursed and jailed in the weapon by a jealous witch countless millennia ago. When Jelena asked him his name, he hesitated before telling her he didn’t want to say, since that was how the witch trapped him in the bow. Besides, he scoffed, she couldn’t pronounce it even if he did.
Fine. She dubbed him Breath of Death, or BoD, and called him that ever since.
She rubbed her eyes. No time to reminisce about how she met her friends. She had something way more important to do. Like helping free the wondrous, stupendous, glorious Sychar. Saving him was the only thing that mattered.
Breezing through the entrance to her private chambers, she exhaled a sigh. The pinching tension between her shoulders had given her a headache. Now was the hard part—talking BoD into doing something he probably wouldn’t like and sure as hell didn’t want to do.
Giving Shther a finger stroke over his snout, she threw her shoulders back.
Her pet gripped her with a light snap of his claws.
“I’m home!” The announcement was unnecessary since BoD sensed everything and everyone around him. 
Hey, did you download the new Tschami mix you promised me? BoD replied on the mental path he’d created when they first met. 
She couldn’t help the sigh. He’d become obsessed with the Earth type of music called Electro or “EDM”. The heavy drums along with a “funky” sound drove her nuts. “No, I haven’t yet. I promise I’ll get it done as soon as I can.”
Over the years, he’d saved her life and sanity more times than she could count. Regretting that he’d been buried for so long, any time he showed an interest in anything, she indulged him whenever she could. Especially since he was the one who led her to her foster parents living in the cave system. He was always there for her, and she could count on him.
Goddess willing, he’d support what she asked him next.
“Um, BoD. Do you have a minute? I have a problem that I need your help with.” She unlatched him from the hook on the wall that held his cocking stirrup. She sat on the bed with him on her lap and scooted to rest her back against the wall. 
The small room she lived in boasted a double bed, a small table where her computer tablet charged, and colorful, thick rugs on the rocky floor. Her other prized possession was the multi-functional food processor she dubbed The Chef. BoD had guided her to this alien artifact that made food.
The thing looked more like a box printer than a food maker. It came complete with multicolored metal canisters that piped and extruded hot and cool ingredients, somehow creating mouthwatering dishes that tasted like they came from scratch.
Cradling the crossbow, she told BoD what the others said about her joining their mission. While she spoke aloud, BoD spoke back mentally. 
“What do you think?” She held her breath. “Can we go to Azadi and find someone who wants to help free Sychar as much as we do?”
If a disembodied blue light captured in a deadly crossbow could snort, BoD did. No. But I’m so desperate to get out of this room, I’m willing to try anything. And it’s been ages since you took me to the city. How am I supposed to keep up on things if you don’t take me out of here once in a while?
Jelena smiled and stroked the side limb of the crossbow.
BoD purred in response.
“Oh, you big baby. We were in the city last week.”
Yeah, but you didn’t let me out so I could snoop. You know I’ll have to zoom around to see what I can find. You okay with that?
Her chin lifted. She hated the thought of letting his tiny blue light travel around the diligent citizens of Azadi. Every time he was let loose, it terrified her somebody would notice and snatch him from her. Even her mentors weren’t aware BoD was a disembodied spirit of intellect. But what choice did she have? She needed him to sense a likely candidate for her. “Only if you promise to be careful and not stay in one place too long.”
No need to remind me. I know what I’m doing.
Well, hell. He might know what he was doing, but it didn’t mean he should take unnecessary risks. It’d only take one mistake for him to be snatched from her. And then where would she be?
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Jelena bit her lip to keep from nagging about his time limit.
He knew he had to return to his crossbow within a couple of clicks or face the prospect he’d fade away.
Watching the flickering light of her friend whiz into the heart of the city, she attached the empty crossbow to the harness on her back.
Shther remained perched on her shoulder and flicked a soft, forked tongue on her cheek for comfort.
She hummed in acknowledgment and headed to the more-populated part of the small city. Grabbing the top ends of her body-length cloak, she snapped the clasp closed at the throat. The garment covered the one-piece battle suit she’d created from some alien material BoD uncovered for her. While she didn’t like the garish bright-red color, the protective properties in the fiber protected her from most sharp objects.
Hopefully it’d stop the laser spears the city guards used if they were ever pointed her way.
To keep from standing out, she used the black cloak to blend in better. Not that black was what the normal population on Azadi wore. Most of them were prone to wear bland colors in their day-to-day life. 
She strolled down the walkway in the middle of the business part of the city, and jumped when BoD came zooming back and dissolved into the crossbow.
I think I found some viable specimens for you. His normally growly mental voice came out in a high-pitched rush.
Specimens? What does that mean? She answered him on their shared mental path. With a quick glance, she made sure BoD hadn’t attracted any unwanted attention. So far, so good.
Everyone averted their eyes and gave her a wide berth. As usual.
The duo duds are meeting with Princess Inanna and some men, who I believe are her sons. 
She snickered. Duo Duds. That’s what he called Edinni and Damuzi, the co-regents who founded Azadi. 
Maybe you could use one of them as leverage to convince your worthless friends to let you go to Akurn with them.
BoD, how many times have I asked you not to call my foster parents worthless?
Don’t care. Just because they’re thousands of years older than you doesn’t give them the right to continue treating you like a child.
She warmed whenever BoD defended her. They mean well, she insisted to her disembodied friend. Damn, why were all these people out today? Stupid walkway was packed.
A large male loomed in her path and blocked her.
She dodged him. Her suit wouldn’t protect her from a broken nose if she plowed into him. Disaster averted, she watched where she went, navigating through the crowded sidewalk. 
I’m warning you. BoD insisted. It won’t be my fault if one of these days those putzes say something that irritates me and I lose my temper. 
Jelena resisted rolling her eyes. It’s not like he cared if she did. One thing for sure, they’d never get anything done if she didn’t change the subject and talk about something besides how her foster parents irritated him. Okay, where did you see these people?
Where else? They’re at the Temple conference room. You know, the one with the domed glass ceiling? Have Shther trot up to the roof with that tiny fancy-dancy monitoring system Qhasheik gave you to spy on people. Bet you can put it on his snout.
Jelena’s pulse raced. Yeah, that would work. She turned and almost slammed into the same giant male she’d avoided before. “Oops, sorry,” she mumbled and tried to dodge him.
She wasn’t fast enough.
His meaty paw wrapped around her arm. His grating voice mumbled something about alien females causing trouble.
With a glare, she turned her hand into a block of ice and grabbed the hand holding her.
He tore his purple hand away with a hiss of pain, shaking and blowing on the forming blisters. 
“Ha! No time for you today, buddy.” She sprinted away.
The man growled some threat, but Jelena didn’t bother to hear what he said. She was quicker than a normal Akurn-human hybrid and used that to her advantage. She was blocks away before the guy even thought about chasing her. Keeping her destination in sight, it didn’t take long to reach the mammoth main building of Azadi.
The domed conference center was behind the building, away from the main street. Its structure hugged the craggy wall of the cave the city was in. The best thing about the circular room was the reinforced glass it was housed in. Even better, the builders decorated the glass with thin steel bars in a lattice pattern.
Shther wouldn’t have any trouble scurrying to the top to point the miniature vid at the group below.
That way, she could see and hear what went on inside. All she had to do was put a contact lens on her left eye that synced with the monitoring system. Good thing this wasn’t the first time she’d used it. The way her hands shook, she’d be lucky to make the minuscule camera stick to the tip of Shther’s forehead. She whooshed a breath to steady herself. This is the first time she used this system for something so personal. Her entire existence rested on what she found out about the people inside.
“All set, honey.” With her forefinger, she petted his scaly snout. Nodding to the building, she indicated he go to the top of the conference room. “You know what to do.”
Shther’s apple-red body was a mere blur as his six legs scurried him out of sight.
From the same small box the camera came in, she took out the contact lens and put it over her left eye. Blinking to make the appliance comfortable, she now had two different images to sort through.
Sitting cross-legged behind a low hanging rock ledge, she closed her right eye to concentrate on the images Shther sent. Taking BoD from the harness on her back, she placed the crossbow across her lap. When she held it, BoD could see what she did. How that worked, she had no clue. Some things were best left a mystery.
With clenched fingers, she watched the tense scene. Apparently, the group in the room was in some type of argument she had a hard time following. Not that she cared what they argued about until someone mentioned the evil sub-Prince Murduk. Looked like the bad guy was desperate to steal one of Inanna’s sons as blackmail and force her to return to Akurn to marry him.
Hmm, now there was a thought. She could enthrall one of those sons and force him to come with them. She was sure her friends would love to offer Murduk a chance to swap one of those sons for Sychar.
The more she thought about it, the more she liked the idea.
Now, which one? Let’s see, who in the room were Inanna’s sons?
The tall one standing with his hands behind his back looked more Akurn with his long white hair and pale complexion. But his exposed pointed ears gave him away. Not to mention the dual yellow-turquoise eyes that were larger than an Akurn’s or a human’s.
She studied him. Well, he might be a viable candidate, but something about him made her shiver. She doubted she’d be able to enthrall him for long.
There were two other prospects sitting at the round table. One man had dark-blond hair, the other was deep brunet. Both sat next to identical twin females who looked familiar for some reason. And they had to be those guys’ girlfriends, wives, or whatever. 
Each couple spent more time gazing into their partner’s eyes and holding on to each other than paying attention to what was said around them. That was a no-go. When someone was truly in love, they couldn’t be enthralled.
Tearing her sight from the lovey-dovey couples, she studied the rest of the room. Akurn… hybrid… hybrid… Akurn. Damn, were those Princess Inanna’s only sons? Didn’t the woman have five of them? Where were the other two…?
Wait. There, at the edge of the room, was another tall man. While this one had the pale skin of an Akurn, his rich, black hair shone with blue highlights in the soft light. His sleek hair started with a widow’s peak and slid like silk to his shoulders. He leaned against the wall with his arms crossed and a scowl on his face.
And hoo-baby, what a blinding example of male beauty he was. His regal nose sat between high cheekbones, free of any bumps or curves. It was perfectly straight, like those centuries-old sculptures of Greek gods. His generously sensuous lips were framed by an unshaven jawline. His mouth was curved into a slight frown, as if he disagreed with everything going on around him.
Jelena’s heart raced. All she needed now was for the man to look up so she could see the color of his eyes. If they were the dual turquoise-gold that was prominent with the first generation of hybrids, it was a good chance he was one of Inanna’s sons.
The man jerked and focused on the roof where Shther sat.
The man couldn’t see her pet, could he?
She was sure the lizard had camouflaged his colors to blend in with the surrounding area. There wasn’t any way someone in that room could spot him.
As the man looked straight in Shther’s direction, she verified his eye color. Bingo! Dual turquoise-gold colored, egg-shaped wide eyes stared into the camera. She blinked three times in quick succession to signal her pet to come back. 
Target found.




Chapter Two  
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~Zamush~

Zamush narrowed a  stare at Damuzi, the co-regent of Azadi. Why was that asshole glaring at him? It wasn’t like he’d done anything to draw attention to himself, but the damn male never looked away. He just sat there with his arms crossed over his massive chest, his dual-colored brown-orange eyes examining Zamush as if he was something distasteful.
Fuck. He’d be damned if he sat there for one more minute listening to this bullshit. Everyone around the table was consumed with finding the missing women the Akurns had created as a lure to him and his brothers. As far as he was concerned, it had all the makings of a convoluted scheme those aliens had to use those women to blackmail Mother, Princess Inanna. The intent was to make her go back to that planet and marry her half-brother, sub-Prince Murduk, so he could solidify his claim to the throne. 
 Finding those sisters, in his opinion, wasn’t necessary. Three of those hybrids had been found and had fallen in love with his younger brothers. They’d overcome the Akurn programming and made that threat moot, thank you very much.
It was nice his brothers found someone to share their lives with, but neither he nor his eldest brother, Raiden, would be susceptible to anything the Akurns had dreamed up when they’d created those women. He and Raiden were genetically different from their brothers. No way could those alien scientists plan for that.
Across from him, Damuzi uncrossed his arms and rested his chin on his clenched fist. “You remind me of someone.” 
The man’s booming voice stopped the conversation between Edinni and Raiden about what technological tools they could share for continuing the search.
Zamush made sure his body language remained relaxed, as if he didn’t have a care in the world. “Oh? You don’t say.” He doubted it was someone Damuzi was fond of.
“Yeah, it’s eluding me now. But don’t worry. It’ll come to me soon enough.” A sardonic smile creased his craggy face.
“I assure you, I’m not worried.” Zamush glanced around the table. Here was his chance to take advantage of the conversation’s lull. “If you’ll excuse me—” He pushed away from the wall. ”—I have an urgent matter elsewhere.”
He didn’t. The only thing he wanted was out of this room before he became comatose from boredom. Earlier, he’d tried to make them realize that stopping the Akurns was more important than finding the sisters. He was outvoted. Everyone insisted finding the sisters was the best way to stop the Akurns.
He was used to doing things on his own, and this wasn’t any different. With a slight bow of respect to the co-regents, he went to his mother and gave her a light kiss on the top of her head.
She murmured for him to be careful as he left without a word.
Are you all right?
He expected Raiden’s mental communication.
Of course. I’m just not going to listen to this bullshit one more second. You know as well as I do that finding those other sisters won’t stop the Akurns. 
Raiden didn’t agree or disagree. I’m concerned it’s been too long since you’ve taken care of your personal needs.
Trust his older brother to be blunt as hell.  
Nothing to worry about. I brought a supply of blood bags with me. No reason to indulge in the local cuisine. The mere thought of fresh, warm blood from a host made his mouth water. He doubted the citizens of Azadi would feel the same way.
What are your plans?
As Raiden asked, Edinni’s voice broke in and asked his brother if he had heard from their middle brother Michael.
It always amused him that Raiden could speak in multiple conversations, either mentally or physically. All without skipping a beat. 
I’m going to pay a visit to FarDeep Base. I’m sure there are some folks there who will be more than happy to help us stop the Akurns. Of course, it would mean Zamush’d have to enthrall and control them as he took their blood. He’d also have access to their recent memories. Ah, well. The sacrifices one had to make…
I’m headed to our villa here to gather some equipment before I head out. Zamush passed through the open doorway of the
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