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Riley signs a companion contract with conditions. No sex. Her life as a companion to a half-Hmrain is fun, and they both feel the therapeutic effect. When the contract runs out and someone snags Riley, Lord Roth travels to find his daughter’s lost companion and bring her home.
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Riley is shipped with a bunch of Terrans to Arro, a world with a compatible population and a bond house. After getting the assessor to lower compatibility numbers, she gets an offer to be a lady’s companion, except the lady has wings and is related to the Overseer of Arro. No pressure.

Living as Ranna’s companion is fun. They travel, go to shows, share crafts, and spend five years with minimal disruption, until a night at the theatre ends with Riley being drugged and hauled off-world.

Ranna’s father is the overseer of the planet, and when the Terran he is about to contract to is taken off-world, he gets his ship in pursuit. His lost companion will not be out of his grasp for long. He has a future in mind for her, and locating her is the first step.

The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.
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Riley sat in the dropship heading for the surface of Arro. She was with another fifty Terrans who had been selected for their people skills. She was going to be a household servant.

Tessa sat next to her. “I am super nervous. Are you?”

“I am fine. I have been a maid before.”

“But... these are aliens,” Tessa hissed.

“Sugar beet, out here, we are the aliens. Get used to it. We were selected as a bulk purchase so that the wealthy here can be trendy. It’s all the rage to have a human.”

Tessa blinked. “Oh. Right.”

“Did you finish your etiquette and serving courses?”

“Mostly.”

“Oh, boy. How do you greet your bondholder?”

“Uh. Hiya?”

Riley had the immediate urge to give a crash course in service, but there wasn’t time. “Just remember, if it isn’t in the contract, you don’t have to do it, and if they give you a vague description of duties, you can ask them to be more precise. Don’t fall for services as required. The bond house should nip those terms right away.”

“What if they don’t?”

“Ask the house representative to look over the points. Don’t care if they are busy. Wait for them. If your bondholder doesn’t want to wait for a contract, they are probably up to no good. Terrans are getting kidnapped into the sex trade, and it isn’t romantic, unless you like fucking tentacles.”

That seemed to get through Tessa’s bubble.

They rocked again, and the dropship jets fired and settled their vessel down. Riley unclasped her harness and got to her feet. Her bondholder was going to have to clothe her. In the meantime, it was the station suit until she got to the bond house.

Tessa said, “Wait for me.”

“Why? We aren’t going to the same place after the bondhouse. You are on your own, Tessa. Best get used to it.”

Riley inhaled the air through the open door and left the small pod where she and Tessa had been confined. She didn’t dare tell Tessa that it was because one pod could be pierced, and they wouldn’t lose the entire cargo. They were cargo.

There was a transport waiting, and a male with a tablet looked up. She bowed from the waist a slight ten degrees and said, “Riley Emmery, Terran, household service training.”

He smiled slightly. “Lovely bow, Riley. The bond auction is waiting on the arrival of this vessel.”

She nodded. “Shall I get on the transport?”

“Please. It looks like we will have to pry some of your people out.”

Riley walked calmly to the transport and sat on one of the benches. A slow trickle of humans left the shuttle, and the male with the clipboard checked them off.

By the time the last Terran was on the ship, the clipboard male was impatient. He hopped into the front of the transport, and it rose. They were being whisked toward a large building at the edge of the city. The bondhouse.

When they settled, the clipboard male said, “Males first. The handlers are waiting to bring you in.”

The men got up and walked to the loading area of the transport, stepping down and walking toward the handlers.

The male with the clipboard smiled at the remaining sixteen women. “We will wait until they clear the passageway and go to the males’ quarters before you go in. History has taught us that it is best to keep them at a distance.”

Riley waited, and when they were given permission, she was herded with the rest of them, walking into the building and down long halls to an area that had attendants who ushered them into radiant showers and then a knee-length smock before they led them one by one to a small office where a yellow male with silver eyes was there to do a final assessment.

Riley sat calmly and placed her hand in his. She felt lust boiling in her, and she breathed and exhaled to calm it.

He gave her a sober look. “You don’t wish to be for Hmrain?”

“I like taking care of people. It makes me happy. Anyone can experience lust that they can consume.”

“I cannot lie and say you don’t have a high rating, but I can lower it to noticeable and not exceptional.”

She smiled. “Thank you. I can take that chance. The offer is very kind.”

He smiled. “I had heard your kind had a high level of companion class. You are the first batch I have met.”

“It seems to be linked to the level of effort required to survive.”

“Interesting. Well, you don’t need to change into companion clothing, just walk out to the right, and they will take you to the auction.”

“Thank you, may your day be bright.”

He smiled. “You get extra points for cultural attentiveness.”

Riley blushed and headed for the door. She walked out of the room, and an attendant was watching for her. “Miss Riley, please come with me. The auction is underway.”

She followed, and the woman asked her if she would consider a sexual posting.

“No. That isn’t my field of interest.”

“Very politely done.”

“I believe honesty is best.”

The attendant walked with her to an auction floor, and she waited in line while the women ahead of her went up for bond.

Tessa went up, and she danced, which made Riley wince. Even back on Earth, dancing was indicative of sexual interest under certain circumstances.

The bidding was strong, and Tessa got excited when she saw the number that she would end up with after her service was over.

When she cleared the floor, Riley walked out at her attendant’s urging and stood as her résumé was rattled off.

“Sexual contact is not on the menu with this one.”

She waited, and to her surprise, the number started rising. It went astonishingly high, and then there was a pause, and someone said, “End of auction. Private bidder.”

The number flipped up to seven figures, and the attendants beamed as she was led off to the side where a veiled and cloaked figure was waiting. The female grabbed her wrist and chuckled. “Come with me, Riley.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Riley walked with the woman to a contract room where they were escorted to a podium, and a contract was designed with rapid strokes of the stylus.

When the drafting was done, Riley walked over and read the contract. She blinked as she read what the woman wanted with her. She looked for any hidden clauses, but there were none. She was to be a lady’s companion and a host, so learning to entertain was part of her education, paid for by her lady.

She smiled and looked at her new lady. “Are you sure?”

“I am sure. I have been looking for a companion, and you meet my criteria.”

Riley signed, ocular scanned, and gave a drop of blood. Her bondholder did the same, raising her veil for the scan. The attendant gasped.

The veil lowered, and her lady said, “Come with me, Riley. Our transport is waiting.”

Riley followed her respectfully, and the woman with the Hmrain marking on her forehead grabbed her by her wrist and hauled her to her side. “If I wanted a meek servant, I would have bought one. You are smart, you are determined, and you had a chance to take an easy life, but you value your dignity.”

Riley walked with her, and the transport was a sleek skimmer-type arrangement that looked expensive. The lady got into the transport, and Riley hopped in next to her. The driver immediately took off and got them away from the auction house as if it were distasteful.

The lady turned to her and said, “My name is Ranna. You can call me Ranna or Lady Ranna. I live on an estate in the countryside and wish to begin being more social. I have been in self-imposed exile for two hundred years. You are my means to return to being a useful member of society.”

“I am the pet for display so that no one looks at you.”

Ranna chuckled. “I knew you would understand. Are you willing to do it?”

“Of course. I live to be useful. What happens when you don’t need me anymore?”

“I either release your bond or buy you a house next to mine.”

“That sounds more than fair.”

“Good. I listened to my instincts about you, and when Amorro mentioned to me that there was a very sprightly Terran who was almost Hmrain-companion level but wanted a life that didn’t involve being under a male, I knew that you were the one for me.”

“He squealed.”

“He wanted to offer me the Terran with the most benefit to either of us.”

“That sounds sensible.”

“I think so. I will have clothing made for you, and you will dress to match me when we are walking in town. What I wear isn’t common on this world, so having someone with me will help my return to society.”

“I will hold your hand and skip or throw rose petals at your feet if you need me to.”

Ranna laughed. “Thank you.”

The sky showed a sunset happening, and three rising moons were taking over the vault above them.

“This is lovely.”

“Is it?”

“We haven’t had a sky to look at for a few years. This is... beautiful.”

Ranna tilted her veiled head skyward. “I suppose it is.”

Riley was shivering after the two-hour ride, but the sky, the clean air, and the promise of a beautiful landscape kept her going. New world. New chance to have a life.

The manor was huge, and Ranna walked ahead of her. Riley shivered but kept her teeth from chattering by holding her jaw slightly open. Ranna walked to a cozy sitting room and gestured for Riley to sit. “You will now see what only my trusted staff has seen.”

Riley sat, and Ranna lifted the veil and pushed her cloak back. Riley knew that style of marking. “You survived.”

Ranna blinked. “I did. They offered me a chance to repair them, but I wanted to wear them. I wanted to remember.”

Riley asked, “How long ago was that?”

“One hundred eighty years.”

“I see. It is your right to wear the marks. They took mine as soon as I got to the station.”

Ranna blinked. “You?”

Riley shrugged. “What others do to you reflects on them, not you.”

“What did you do?”

“My friends hunted them down and killed them.” Riley smiled. It was a cute conceit. She had done it herself.

Ranna blinked. “You didn’t do it yourself?”

“Oh. Well, if you ask. Yes, I did.” She held up her hands. “These are my friends, lefty and righty.”

Ranna smiled and laughed softly. “That is what I thought. You have that tightly wound look that comes with holding yourself together. Why are you shaking?”

“I got cold on the way here. I have issues regulating temperature, and the bond smock doesn’t help.”

“Oh, of course.” She reached out and took off her cloak, wrapping it around Riley with a flourish. The warmth wrapped around her, and she sighed as she shivered.

Ranna smiled. “I will tell the housekeeper we want tea.”

Riley was speechless. Ranna was a Hmrain, but her wings had been shredded. It was like the scars on her face. She was reminding herself about the horror. Riley was sad, but she shivered in the thick cloak. The warmth slowly sank in, and when Ranna returned, a woman with soft yellow fur and wide black eyes came into the room. “So, you are the Terran that Lady Ranna had to have.”

“Pleased to meet you, mistress.” Riley nodded while shaking.

“What is the trouble?”

“Just a little cold.”

“Why?”

Riley smiled. “No fur?” She stuck her arm out and turned it from side to side.

“I see. What sort of tea would you prefer?”

“I have no preferences yet. Everything is new.”

The woman paused and nodded. “That isn’t a bad answer. Why are you here?”

“My world exploded.”

“Why are you here?”

She looked at Ranna. “My guess is she wants to see herself, so she is setting me up to be her mirror, her echo, until she can live normally again.”

Ranna smiled. “It’s time. Also, if I give her joy, I can consume it, so it is motivating for me.”

The housekeeper blinked and smiled, showing a lot of teeth. “That is a worthy goal. Tea and snacks, it is.”

“Mistress, what is your name?”

“Horib. Ranna’s father hired me.”

“Pleased to meet you, Horib. I am Riley.”

The housekeeper nodded; her neatly braided crest of hair gleamed as she turned and returned to the kitchen.

Ranna smiled. “So, you have grasped my intent.”

“I am good that way.”

Ranna stroked her hair. “I think we will get along fine. I am hoping to have our arrangement seamless when my father visits in two months.”

“Your father?”

“Lord Rath. He trains warriors on the other side of the world. Maybe we could visit them one day.”

“Wherever you want to go, I will go.”

Ranna smiled. “How long do you think you can keep that up?”

“As long as you
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