
	How does an unemotional commander convince a very angry general to donate his sperm?

	 

	 

	Andris is the stoic commander of the Celest Warriors. He was raised in a restrictive environment known as Warrior World where emotional attachment is frowned upon, and warriors must reproduce at least one child before they turn thirty. The planet is highly advanced, and in the year 2070, male warriors are able to experience pregnancy. To Andris, this duty is one he is hoping to be done with as soon as possible. The only problem is, Andris has no genetic equal on his planet.

	Commander Thane Warner is Andris’ genetic equal, a highly decorated soldier with an IQ well above average. He is perfect. The only problem is, Thane is an alien from another planet and not very likely to volunteer.

	Desperate to reproduce the perfect child who will one day replace Andris as commander of their military, Andris is ordered to find the alien commander and bring him back to Celest, by force, if necessary.

	The dilemma; how does an unemotional commander convince a very angry general to donate his sperm?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Celest, Andromeda Galaxy, 2072

	 

	The virtual message center appeared for the second time above his head, but before Andris could reach out to press it off, the high commissioner’s face flashed onto the screen. “Don’t turn it off this time, Andris.” He pointed at him accusingly. “And that’s an order.”

	Andris lowered his hand. “Sir.”

	“Getting some air, or thinking about jumping off the tower?” The commissioner sat back awaiting his response.

	Andris knew better than to lie. “Maybe a little of both,” he responded.

	“Good answer. You know, one day when this chair is vacant, you will be the one filling it.”

	“Sir.” Andris had been the commander of the Celest Armed Forces since he was eighteen years old. He was next in line to take the commissioner’s place as chief war strategist and overseer of Warrior World.

	“You have put this off long enough, Andris,” his superior continued, sounding slightly annoyed now. “Let’s get it done.”

	“There have been valid reasons,” Andris reminded him.

	“I do not dispute that, but ever since Etera elected Forest Henley as leader, the threat of invasion is greater than ever. We have no time to waste.”

	That was true. Etera’s former president, Emila Senterre, had been an ally, united with Celest against a common enemy. Recently, Forest Henley had been meeting with the Paragonians, lifting sanctions, and negotiating a trade agreement.

	“You were created by the late great Andris himself,” Commissioner Logan told him, “cultivated in his womb with the aid of my seed. I was honored to have been chosen by Andris, and not at all worthy to be his conception aid. But here you are, the greatest warrior specimen Celest has ever seen, with no genetic reproduction plan in sight. You know the law, Andris.”

	Know the law? That was an ironic statement. Reared in a militaristic environment, segregated from the population they were mandated to protect, there was nothing but the law.

	The commissioner continued with his speech.

	Andris lifted his head, assuring his superior he was indeed paying attention, even though he already knew what the man was going to say.

	“You will not be permitted to shirk your duty and waste the most highly esteemed genetic material Celest possesses. It is a matter of our national security, Andris.”

	Andris studied the stars. There was a multitude of them, close, yet they seemed so far away. He used to wander out here as a boy and look up at the sky, wishing he could grab hold of those stars and float away somewhere.

	Now was one of those times Andris wished for escape but he knew that wasn’t going to happen. The commissioner was waiting for him to say something. “It’s easier said than done,” came his response. “The scientific results over the last two years have shown there is no possible conception aid equivalent to my genetic composition.”

	“On this planet,” the commissioner replied.

	Andris raised an eyebrow. “Shall I fetch one of the reptilian creatures from Paragon then?”

	“Your humour is not appreciated at this time, Andris.” The screen suddenly went blank.

	Andris sighed, turned, and walked the narrow passage around the wall, high above Celest where spacecraft could be seen clearly in the night sky. Warriors above him in the tower kept vigil, identifying all spacecraft, ensuring all were permitted to travel in their airspace. Free travel between Etera, their closest neighbour, and Celest, had existed for over one hundred years. Space vehicles had specific codes which flashed in the night sky and were read by sky marshals in the tower.

	As Andris rounded the corner, he came face to face with the commissioner. Somehow, he knew this discussion wasn’t finished.

	At one hundred and twenty, Commissioner Logan still stood tall and straight, his hair only beginning to show twinges of gray. A handsome man, he ran Warrior World with an iron fist, making the Celest military one of the most powerful fighting forces in the galaxy.

	“We need to talk. Come,” he said, taking Andris arm. “Let’s have a drink to our health and to this wonderful society we have been born to.”

	Yes, he’d been born on a wonderful planet, but in Warrior World, they were not permitted to truly enjoy it.

	Andris walked into Commissioner Logan’s private quarters. There were several virtual note boards wavering in the air over the large desk. Logan touched them all with his hand, and they disappeared.

	“How about a Celest Soother?” Commissioner Logan suggested, inviting Andris to sit down in one of the comfortable chairs.

	“Yes, thank you,” he said.

	“Sork,” Commissioner Logan called out, “come.”

	Sork, the commissioner’s robot manservant walked in. He was always smiling. Personally, Andris found these Sork robots creepy. He’d never liked robots that looked that much like humans. Of course, Sork was also the commissioner’s sexual relief agent. He had been designed to be pretty, with long black lashes, incredibly large blue eyes, and a killer body. The hair colour could change at a whim, and today, he was a redhead.

	“What can I do for you, Commissioner?” Sork nodded at Andris. “Commander Andris. It’s nice to see you this evening. You look handsome.”

	Andris nodded at him. They’d been programmed with just enough free will to make them interesting. Thankfully, there was a shutoff valve.

	“Two Celest Soothers, Sork,” Commissioner Logan told him.

	“Right away,” he said, sashaying out of the room in his very tight black pants and vest.

	“You should get yourself one, Andris,” the commissioner recommended. “You are entitled to requisition a recreational model,” he said. “The Sorks are so pretty, aren’t they?”

	“Stunning,” Andris said. “I much prefer the older models. You knew where you stood with those.”

	“They were always breaking down.” His superior shook his head. “And they were very inadequate when it came to sexual relief.”

	Sork came in with the two drinks, which exempted Andris from commenting. When they had their drinks in hand, the commissioner dismissed Sork. “Close the door.”

	Andris narrowed his eyes.

	“This will remain confidential.”

	“Of course.”

	“Since the election campaign began on Etera, a year ago, our people in the embassy have been keeping watch. We have reason to believe that Henley might be Sledge’s pawn.”

	Sledge was the leader of Paragon. He was part reptilian and part human, and his one goal in life was to conquer Celest. “Isn’t Henley coming to Celest next month?”

	“Henley has postponed the meeting twice. And we have not been invited there. There is talk that they may close down our embassy and exile the diplomats.”

	That was not a good sign.

	“We took the liberty of asking our people on Etera to search the medical records for a superior genetic specimen among their military.”

	Andris’ eyes widened. He laughed. “The warriors of Etera are a bunch of undisciplined buffoons. They live among the larger population and come to soldiering late in life. What possible genetic match could there be on Etera, and what good would it do us?”

	“There is a match. His name is Thane Warner.”

	“Thane Warner?” Andris laughed even harder.

	“So, you’ve heard of him then?” The commissioner sat back, giving Andris a disparaging look.

	“Unless you’ve fallen through a black hole, you know Thane Warner, the great hero of Etera. Apparently, he can’t keep it in his pants and is a little too fond of the bottle. Warner is a party boy who fornicates with one male after another.”

	“Yes, but when he is out of bed, and away from the bottle, he is an extraordinary example of military prowess. Warner has earned six medals for bravery. He also has an IQ of two hundred and twenty, the highest IQ ever recorded. He is in top form physically; he can run a mile in just over three minutes and bench press—”

	“Okay,” Andris said, putting up his hand. “But, he’s an alien, and I somehow doubt he’s going to come here and donate his seed to me.”

	“He won’t come voluntarily, no.” The commissioner met his gaze.

	“What exactly are you suggesting?” Andris had discarded the good manners. “Surely, you don’t mean to bring him here against his will?”

	“No, not me. You.” The commissioner pointed at him.

	“Me?” Andris was floored. “You want me to go to Etera and kidnap General Thane Warner? That would surely set off an interstellar incident.”

	“Not if no one knows we have him.”

	“Commissioner, I’m sorry,” Andris shook his head. “I believe you may have taken leave of your senses.”

	“Listen, Andris. If Etera goes the direction I fear it will and joins with Paragon, Thane Warner will be our biggest challenge. If we can take him out of the equation, get his seed so that you may produce an exceptional offspring, it’s a win-win situation.”

	“How am I supposed to do this?”

	“There are many ways. You could try seduction?”

	Andris’ eyes widened. “Seduction?”

	“How do you expect to lure him to the craft so you can transport him? In regular clothes, you strike a handsome figure. You won’t have any trouble since we know that Thane Warner is a highly sexual being.”

	Andris was speechless.

	The commissioner smiled. “You’ll figure it out.”

	“He won’t fit in here. And after we get his seed, if we get his seed, what is to be done with him?”

	“He joins us, or he won’t.” The commissioner shrugged.

	Andris knew that look. He sucked in some breath.

	“So,” the commissioner rose from his seat, which meant it was time for Andris to stand up as well, “I suggest you get your one hour of hermetic sleep then set course for Etera.”

	“And where am I supposed to find this Thane character?” Andris glanced at the drink he hadn’t touched.

	“One of our people will contact you when you land on Etera. Remember to wear civilian clothes, Etera style, and fly under the radar.”

	That was it. The commissioner had left the room. Andris went back to his quarters, still a little stunned by the mission he’d been given. So, just what were fashionable Eterans wearing these days anyway?

	That was the first thing Andris asked the information supplier when he entered his room. A sage appeared in a long white robe. “Fashion varies depending on environment,” the sage informed him. “Different attire for work versus social occasions.” Various people flashed in front of him, wearing a variety of garb.

	“I need to go to a social club, the kind of place men seeking other men’s sexual attention would attend maybe. What does one wear to these places?”

	The sage showed him a variety of costumes. Andris wasn’t sure what to make of most of them. Here on Celest, he’d never worn anything other than his military uniforms. He had several, depending on the occasion. The men in these images were wearing shiny pants plastered to their bodies, and transparent shirts with glittery things pasted all over their chests. Andris wasn’t fond of that at all.

	He considered the choices. “I need you to print me out a pair of those plastic pants and a matching shirt in my size. No glittery things. And shoes?”

	The 3 D printer began to make noises behind him.

	He studied the boots and shoes on the screen in front of him. “They look uncomfortable with those heels.”

	“They are made for fashion and dancing.”

	“Dancing?” he said. “Dancing.” He knew civilians danced, but he’d never danced in his life. “Show me what dance they do in these man bars.”

	The beat of the music thumped around him. He tried to imitate the style by moving his arms and legs. “Oh, no,” he said. “Turn it off. I am not doing that.”

	He wouldn’t be
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