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  About Devlin's Darling


Jenny 
Positive thinking, being kind to others, persevering through my illness… those are the cornerstones to my existence. That’s what helped me get through all the medical appointments and the trials of going to college with a lot of very experienced women. 

Then aliens stole me from Earth, from everything that made my life safe. Beautiful tattoos have surfaced on my body… mating marks… marks that tie me to one of the aliens on the prison planet. I’m intrigued—and a little bit scared. The prisoner whose marks match mine, well he’s really big, and feared by the other aliens. 
Will he even like me? I’m not sure what to expect, but I believe in destiny. I’m hoping he won’t turn me away. He’s all I have now.
Devlin
The smart prisoners here know to stay away from me. I have my territory—a territory I fought hard for. No one will take what’s mine from me, especially not a female looking to add me to her harem. I’ve been used enough and will not return to that life.

When marks erupt all over my body, I wonder if I’ve been infected by a parasite, or someone dares to play a trick on me. Then I meet the female whose marks match my own. 
She’s small, fragile, but strong of spirit. I need to get to know her, to protect her… to make her mine.
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  Chapter one
Jenny


Dragging my feet, I shuffle up the stairs to the brick building. I’m not really paying attention to where I’m going. Just concentrating on breathing. 
It’s been a rough week. Nothing super new for me, but hard nonetheless. 
I’m one of fewer than a hundred thousand people in the world with cystic fibrosis. Having trouble inhaling and exhaling is a regular issue. Reaching the top of the short flight of stairs into the building, I pause. I dread climbing up the next two flights to the third floor.
“Hey, Jenny. Wait up!” Swinging around as I pull open the door, I see Rachel bounce quickly up the half a dozen stairs. A stab of jealousy shoots through me, and I immediately say a silent prayer for forgiveness. 
She’s been a great friend and once asked me what my disease feels like. Of course, that question was alluding to my breathing. It’s something I struggle with regularly.
I’m sure I sound as if I’ve smoked a couple pack of cigarettes a day for twenty years. The easy answer is… it’s similar to breathing through a straw. You definitely recognize your lungs working in your chest.
Her wispy brown hair flies around her head as she enters the door I’ve held open. “Hi, Rachel. How have you been?” 
None of the women in this study group are close friends except us. We’ve been meeting once a week for a little over a month. Rachel’s the best, though. Her optimistic attitude is a reflection of my own. 
Rachel seems so tiny as she walks backward in front of me. “I’ve been better. I feel like I keep slipping a little further and further behind.” She swings back around to walk up the stairs.
“I totally know what you mean. It’s frustrating. Why I need this math course for an art major is beyond me.” My voice is breathless as I finish and concentrate on pulling air in and pushing it out. 
Rachel’s laugh tinkles and echoes in the stairwell. 
I’m trying to keep up. But Rachel seems full of boundless energy and it’s when I’m with people like her, I realize how weak I really am. As we reach the door to the second floor, I stop to catch my breath.
It’s not usually this bad. Normally, I maintain a rigid regimen of exercise so I don’t get so fatigued so quickly. But I’m recovering from my latest lung infection. It’s been such a drag.
“Are you okay?” As Rachel reaches the landing between flights, she realizes I’ve stopped.
“Oh, yeah. Kind of.” Starting up the flight of stairs, I try to act nonchalant. “Just have a chest infection.” I can see Rachel’s concern and quickly add, “It’s not contagious or anything!”
Her brow furrows, her cute nose scrunching up. “I’m not worried about that, silly. Are you feeling alright? Eating?” 
It’s not surprising she asked that. I’m very thin for my five-foot-six-inch frame. It’s a common side effect of cystic fibrosis. The mucus that clogs up my lungs also does the same to my digestive system. Because I have a hard time digesting food properly, I’ve been on supplements since I was a child. I’m still painfully slender, and it’s common for people to assume I’m anorexic or something.
Catching up, I pause to answer her. “Yeah. I’m not at one hundred percent yet.” 
Maybe she feels like she was prying and is trying to be polite because she doesn’t ask anything else. I appreciate her thoughtfulness. We exit the stairwell and walk in silence towards the room our study group meets in.
I don’t tell people about myself very often. Even though most people have heard of cystic fibrosis, very few actually know exactly what it is. How it affects a person long term. Usually, I don’t have the energy to get into it. 
My family has been my lifeline, although things are strained with them right now. As a Baptist minister, my father was very against me attending a public college. My mother talked him into it. I’m sure my disease helped since I missed out on a lot growing up. I don’t suppose they imagined I would make it into my second year.
The independence though… it’s everything I ever dreamed of. No one to tell me what to do, when to pray or what to wear—it’s been wonderful! Liberating. To say my upbringing was strict is an understatement. 
Rachel and I got to know each other a little over the last couple of weeks. Her father sounds as bad as mine. Of course, mine definitely wants the best for me, and I can’t say the same for Rachel’s. He just sounds bitter.
Even with all their rules and restrictions, I know my family loves me. They’re convinced every restriction we live by is all for the glory of the Lord Jesus Christ. 
Not that I don’t believe the same!
It’s just that I want to be independent. I want them to see I can get by and live on my own. I don’t have to marry some man in our church to survive in this world. 
And let’s not kid ourselves either… my life expectancy is lower than many people. Medical science has come a long way. In the past, kids with cystic fibrosis would be lucky to live past their teens. Now thirty to fifty is the new norm.
Rachel startles me by swinging around to face me as we reach the door to our study group. “I know we don’t know each other very well…” Her warm hands clasp my forearms I’ve wrapped around the books I’m carrying. “But please let me know if there is anything you need.”
Her sincere offer surprises me, and I smile at her. “I will. Thank you, Rachel. I appreciate it.” I’m thankful she doesn’t make any bigger of a deal out of it. 
Swinging around to open the door, she holds it for me to go in first. We walk in and hellos echo from the ladies around the table. 
Karen and Jo-Anne glance up at us. Jo-Anne kicks out the chair next to her with a smile. They continue their conversation about a new movie that just came out. 
I drop my books in front of me before sinking into the hard surface gratefully. Every breath feels like work as I try to slow down and relax.
I remember Rachel told me she had a date coming up this week. I think it was last night? “How was your date?” From the way her eyes drop to the table, I’m guessing it wasn’t good. 
That’s too bad. She’s such a sweet person.
“Oh… you know. Typical.” Picking at the tabletop, she doesn’t look at me as she continues. “He bought me a coffee. After we chatted for about thirty minutes, he wanted to walk over to his fraternity’s party. I left right after we got there.”
I don’t blame her. I’ve never attended any of the fraternity parties, but I’ve seen the after effects and heard the stories. They get wild.
Bam! 
Rachel tosses her book onto the table and it shakes under my arm where I was resting my head in my hand. She has a grim look on her face, and I can tell asking about her date wasn’t what she wanted to think about. 
Pulling off my glasses, I clean them for something to do as we wait for the others.
“Damn! Are we late?” Lisa rushes through the door, holding up her basket, which undoubtedly contains goodies.
“No. You guys are right on time. Especially since you have food.” Beth waves them over and pulls out a chair for Lisa to sit almost directly across from me.  
Beth throws a pile of napkins in the table’s middle, revealing the brownies underneath. They slide all the way over. Taking two napkins, I put one in front of Rachel before Karen and Jo-Anne each grab one. 
“Mm.” Beth waves the brownie at arm’s length before sliding the basket to her right. “Brownies almost make this class tolerable.” 
Everyone agrees. Too bad they don’t make us automatically understand the subject matter! 
Oh well. I pull out a piece of gooey perfection and place it on my napkin, inhaling the sweet scent.
Shelly claps her hands to catch everyone’s attention just as I take my first bite. “Ladies, ladies. Oh yeah! Brownies.” 
She carefully picks one from the basket before sliding it over to Susan. “Let’s break into groups for our specific issues. With eight of us here, that should make it so we can cross reference our strengths and weaknesses for each other.”
She stands and pulls out her own paperwork. I’m trying to remember where we left off. Coughing, I pat my chest as I flip through pages, leaning over my book in front of me.
Gasps draw my attention from the page in front of me. I realize there’s a bright light streaming in through the windows to my left. It’s so bright! 
What could be going on?
Across from me, chairs screech and bang as Susan, Beth and Lisa hop up to check it out. Rachel stands next to me, following Shelly’s lead. Karen has moved out of her chair and I stand too as she makes her way up behind Beth.
“What is that?” Lisa sounds scared, and at first, I assume she means something outside. But right as I consider that, I realize she’s talking about the light. It’s coming right at us.
It makes no sense, but we can see the light. Not just what it illuminates around us in the room. The light itself has its own form. Beautiful prisms dance in the air and stream toward me. It doesn’t stop, just continues to dance around us.
I look at Rachel, dying to know if she can see the same thing I can. She’s reaching for me. I try to speak, but realize that I’m frozen in place. 
This is bad.
I’m aware of my entire body twitching, and a small moan escapes my lips as I fight to breathe. Anxiety and dread seem to tighten my lungs, and they labor even harder than normal. But right as I suspect it’s fear causing my labor lungs to struggle, I realize the light is pouring into us. 
Rachel and Shelly both have prisms of light pouring into their mouths, noses, and ears. It tickles as it dances down my own sinuses. Everything gets lighter and lighter, like an overexposed photograph. My vision fades. 
So, this is how it ends. After all the worry and doctors and tests, it isn’t cystic fibrosis that ends my life. This must be the light from a nuclear explosion, and now our bodies will be blown apart.
“Dear Lord and Savior, please comfort my family as you welcome me into your gates…”






  
  Chapter two
Devlin


“Devlin? You got time for me?” Brice’s nasal voice carries down the hall to my dwelling.  
I heard him coming for the last couple of minutes, but I didn’t go out to meet him. I’m not positive I want to deal with him today, but I promised Carten I would get him some supplies. He rarely leaves the tunnels beneath the prison. 
“I’m coming.” Throwing on the yellow prison shirt, I realize it doesn’t cover all the marks that have shown up on my chest and arms. I’m not sure what they are, but there isn’t anything I can do to remove them. I tried.
They were faint at first, not much more than red outlines on my skin. A week ago, I was not concerned, but now they have gotten darker and more colorful. I think I’ve been infected by a parasite by the way they twitch and move. 
The last thing I need is Brice reporting it, and a team coming down to kill me. It might happen. But with the way I feel, I would welcome it.
My skin stretches tight, itching and pulling. I’m anxious and angry at nothing. A good fight would be welcome at this point.
I leave the living area of my home and walk down the hall toward the cart Brice has parked at the end. My shadow stretches out in front of me, and I’m aware he can’t see me as well as I see him. He moves backward and puts the cart between us. 
It’s just another reminder I’m different. I scare people.
It wasn’t always like that. My size was a welcome feature in our society where the females are much larger than the males. I was one of the few as large as my Ermada.
“Have you learned the news?” Brice’s voice lowers even though there’s no one who would dare come into my building. “About the ship?”
Jerking my head no, I level him with my gaze to get him to continue. He’s a gossip, and some information is worth the suffering of listening to his voice. 
Although often, I count my breaths until he leaves.
“Earlier today, an imperial family shuttle came down outside the dome. It looks like it was in some kind of firefight.” His voice is getting more animated as he continues. “I saw it when they brought it into the dome. It was a real mess.”
“So, what? Why would this interest me?” I couldn’t care less if space pirates killed all the fucking imperial family off.
He leans forward and his voice drops lower again. “There wasn’t any crew on it. It’d been programmed to come here, and that’s probably why it practically crashed. But it had some interesting cargo on it.” 
Brice pauses dramatically, but I don’t take the bait. He loves this. He lives for it. It’s both a good and bad thing.
I realize as soon as he leaves me, he will tell everyone he goes to visit after me I’m sick. Or I’m letting Carten paint his designs on my skin… that’s not a terrible excuse for whatever is happening to me.
“Females.” He barely breathes the words. My face must show my shock because he laughs. 
Ignoring his cackling, I briefly think about the female I’ve seen in my dreams. She’s beautiful. Long, brown hair lays flat on her head and continues past her shoulders to her ass. She has it pulled back with a fabric band that highlights lighter streaks coming off her temples. Exotic, blue eyes stare intelligently at me…
“Yes.” Brice continues, oblivious to my wandering thoughts. “I discovered three of them have been taken to… t-the Warden’s building.” He stammers and I realize that he’s moving from truth to speculation. “They were in stasis and a little banged up—but alive.”
But for how long? The asshole Benard will imprison them as he has done so many others. His small group of followers who run this prison dome will abuse them as they do the weak males. 
“That’s too bad,” I growl out. “Dying in the crash would have been a blessing.”
Brice just shrugs and pulls off the bins of supplies I normally require. 
My skin tingles with irritation at his slow movements. I try not to let it show as his high-pitched, annoying dialog continues.
“Maybe.” He looks at me out of the corner of his eye as he pulls out the supplies for Carten. “Maybe not.” 
Everything I wanted from him is here, and I don’t want to listen any longer. I start redistributing the items along the wall.
“How do you feel?” And here it comes. Any weakness is a potential boon to another. 
Standing up to my full height, I look down at him. “Fine.”
He’s moved behind his cart again, knowing he’s pissing me off. The little mother fucker is so nosy. 
I may be sick, but I won’t die overnight. Try to come take my shit. I fucking dare them.
Except for my unsettled nerves, I feel strong. My muscles twitch as if they could bust right out of my skin. It’s just the prickling and unease I sense that lets me know something isn’t right with me.
“Okay, okay. Fine.” He moves away as my eyes narrow to stare him down. “I’ll check on you in a couple of days. Send me a communication if you need anything before then.” 
His pace picks up before he swings to let his back hit the door first as he exits with his cart. He leaves to go talk the ear off some other unfortunate—but probably more willing—fool.
I load up my arms with my stuff before walking it down into my food prep area. As I put away the supplies, I think about the unfortunate females that are now in the clutches of Warden Benard.
There’s nothing that can be done. His followers have set up a tight fortification in the dome's hub. Everyone comes into the prison through the shuttle bay. Their offices and apartments are all centrally ringed around that space. 
They control it.
When I first arrived, they tried to control me as they do all the other incoming prisoners. That didn’t last long. 
I’m larger, stronger and smarter. Now, they leave me alone. 
If they informed the council of how many males actually live under this dome, they wouldn’t send as many supplies. Benard’s crew can only house and control so many with their numbers around the shuttle bay. They can pick and choose the weak that they truly keep as prisoners. 
Slaves to serve them in any capacity. 
Many of the extra rations and supplies are traded out to legal and illegal merchants who drop in. That’s how they get luxuries and drugs. It’s ironic that most of the merchants are Quasarians from the council families. The council probably knows exactly what is going on.
How could they not?
I no longer dwell upon it. 
This is my life. Here. Under this dome. Alone.







  
  Chapter three
Jenny


“You are on the planet Dactyles and, as such, under the protection of the Quasar Council and all their representatives aboard the Discovery.” 
What?
A man looms over me as I blink rapidly to clear my fuzzy eyes. My memory comes back slowly. The study group, the lights… I must be dead. 
Right? But what did he say?
“Is… is this heaven?” My throat is parched. 
I watch the man smile as he pulls away to bring a circular glass into my line of vision. He presses a flexible straw between my lips and I suck greedily.
“I’m afraid not.” He looks at me seriously before adding. “I think this might be as far from paradise as you could get.”
What does that mean?
Releasing the drink, I notice my body aches as I slowly work to prop my elbows under me to get a glimpse around. Bare walls, very little furniture. A high-tech bed with rails as an option. It looks like a hospital room. 
“I’m Selas.” Dropping onto my back, I groan. “We weren’t exactly sure how much pain medication to give you and your companions. We didn’t want to keep you sedated any longer than is necessary.”
He said companions. Does that mean what I think it means? “Is Rachel here? Wait—where am I again?”
“I’m sorry. Here, let me…” The bed rises, similar to a hospital bed. But there’s no mechanical whine as it does. 
I’m in a small room with just the bed. Everything is white. The ceiling, walls, and bedding. It sure seems like a medical center of some kind.
I jump as the wall in front of me flickers before a familiar-looking woman is displayed. The entire wall is a screen! How cool is that? 
“Jenny! We’re so glad you’re awake.” Her animated voice is playing in speakers behind me. Her body shifts, and I see Shelly and Beth in beds behind her. “Your friends and I were so worried about you. You’re the last to wake up. How do you feel?”
What the heck? This is crazy. Where are they?
“Selas, is she okay?” The worried female face fills the entire wall again, blocking out Shelly and Beth. They’re clearly recovering, just like I am.
My hand is enclosed in a warm squeeze. “Jenny?” 
Turning my head, I glance at Selas again. Now I’m a little more awake, I realize he doesn’t seem to be entirely human. 
The biggest difference is the hair. He has… a lot. In fact, I’ve never seen a man with that much hair. It’s pulled back into an elaborate and intricate design I only saw when he looked at the screen.
“I’m okay.” Managing two words is all my stunned brain can focus on right this second. 
The woman smiles, encouraged. “Well, I don’t want you to wonder any longer than necessary. I’m Hannah Becker. Do you remember me?”
I nod wordlessly. 
No wonder she looked familiar! Hannah Becker was lost in space just a little while ago. It was a huge deal with news on every channel. They claimed the Mars Skylab blew up, and she died. 
But she looks no deader than I am! 
“I’m aware this is a lot to take in, so I’ll try to fill you in as quickly as possible, alright?” Her hands briefly cross the screen, smoothing down her hair. She looks like she’s gathering her thoughts. 
As far as I’m concerned, she can have all the time in the world. I’m still taking it all in.
“We don’t know exactly how you ended up being taken off Earth… specifically. But now you’re on a planet called Dactyles, which is a prison planet for the Quasar species. You met Selas?” 
She pauses, and I look at Selas again briefly. He’s stepped back and is leaning against the wall, listening. When I stare at him, he smiles.
Directing my attention back to Hannah, I reply. “Yes.”
“Okay. So, basically, I was found on the Mars Skylab by the Discovery, their spacecraft. That was about a month ago. Bren, the captain of their spacecraft, pulled me off. He realized that his boarding the craft started a countdown for it to explode.”
“What… wow!” I gape at her and she rolls her eyes. I immediately apologize. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt.”
She waves her hand, continuing to explain. “Yeah, I realize how crazy it is. That was a NASA fail safe to keep any information and technology out of alien hands. But anyway, I ended up on their ship, and Bren and I mated. It’s pretty much an arranged marriage on steroids. It’s predestined, but it always seems to work out.” 
My confusion and disbelief must show on my face. “Yes, it sounds crazy. They have a history of it even though it hadn’t happened in their society for a couple thousand years.”
I don’t even know what to say to respond to that. It sounds crazy. And how exactly does all that apply to me? 
“I can tell you aren’t buying this, but believe me, you will.” I can hear Shelly and Beth talking behind her. Except for a brief peek over her shoulder, she ignores them. “So, back to you. We stopped at the prison planet to drop off prisoners. Another ship with three crew members left the Discovery three weeks ago. It crashed into the planet with you on it. Along with Shelly, Susan, and Beth. But no crew.”
“Tell her why she’s there!” I hear Shelly yell in the background and Hannah visibly cringes.
What’s going on? That’s a good point. If we were all on the ship together, why am I not with them now?
“To make a long story short, when two people are destined to mate, what’s called mating marks show up on their skin. Turn your arm around.” She demonstrates by rotating her shoulder and arm towards me and the camera. There are elaborate designs on her skin. Deep colors shift through them. Even though it’s a camera, I see they aren’t tattoos.
My heart is speeding up and making it hard to breathe. Slowly, I turn my arm, much thinner and paler than hers, in front of myself. 
Starting at my shoulder and going down the back of my arm are faint lines. They’re only red marks, though. Not colored like hers.
“What is it?” My gasp is as rough as my voice before I start coughing.
Hannah pauses as I continue to cough. Selas helps me shift forward with a support under my arm. He hands me my drink again, as the coughing forces phlegm into my mouth.
“Those are mating marks.” Her voice is serious, but she has a smile on her face. I can tell she’s trying to be upbeat. “Susan mated to Matthias, Bren’s brother. When we found you, Shelly, and Beth there, we brought you up to the ship. But within hours, your mating marks appeared. That’s why we sent you back down to the planet. So you can meet him.”
She’s still smiling, and I can tell she’s trying to keep this positive. My eyes narrow as everything processes slowly.
“But why do I have to meet him here? Wait, are you him?” Turning my attention to Selas, his eyes widen. Both Hannah and Selas answer no together.
“No, Jenny. And I’m sorry about this, but he’s a prisoner there.”
A prisoner? Is this a bad joke?
Instead of waking up in heaven, I’ve woken up on a prison planet mated to a prisoner?






