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Chapter One 
 
 

Sworn to intense hatred of all those opposing them and unwilling to acknowledge fealty 
to their lord and god, Nija, the thick, invading hordes of Ajellorians quickly and horrendously 
swarmed like a gray net of locusts across the bleeding darkness of the universe.  The 
unsuspecting Valtorians maintained the normalcy of their lives until Kenra, the smallest jewel 
in their galaxy, was jolted from its nestled security by an evil unlike anything it had ever before 
encountered. 

 

 * * * * 

 

The destruction occurring on Kenra was catastrophic.  It was so swift and so unexpected 
that even the military appeared to be unaware or unprepared for what was happening. 

Cambra Jeiel Vernier, Chief Commander of the Imperial Forces of the Galaxy of Valtor, 
lifted his dark head at sound of the numerous anxious footsteps heading in his direction.  
Settling back in his wide chair, he set aside his writing instrument and folded his brawny arms, 
bracing himself for whatever urgent matter was about to befall him. 

“Cambra Vernier!” came the expected greeting from his most trusted aide, startling him 
with its heightened anxiety.  “My-My Lord, I apologize for the intrusion.  I-I don’t know how 
we missed the signs.  I am so sorry!  I can’t tell you how sorry I am.  I take full responsibility—
full responsibility!” 

Jeiel Vernier remained silent as the man went on and on. 

“Acco,” he said at last, his expression stoic.  “What is it that you are telling me 
exactly?” 

The man lapsed into silence and gave his master a sheepish look. 

“I am sorry,” he repeated, bowing respectfully.  “We did not know.  We did not see the 
signs.  We were not as prepared as we should have been.” 

“Acco!” Jeiel said quietly, rising. 

“We are being attacked…by the Ajellorians.  We are officially…at war.” 



 
Chapter Two 

 
 

The soft ticking of the enormous Kathian timepiece resting against the boardroom wall 
was the only thing maintaining anyone’s interest, at the most boring meeting of the century. 

Cassia Donaldson Altair, Kaaniga of Valtor, casually rested her fingertips atop the 
shining marble of the immense Rhenian table and, not really intending to, began clicking her 
fine nails against the top, with mindless indifference.  Glancing up, she caught her husband’s 
frown of disapproval, so she immediately ceased her annoying activity, to the relief of the other 
fifteen people, an expert sampling of Valtorian field representatives, two from each of the 
seven planets in the solar system, as well as one adjunct from the Imperial Army. 

One of the field representatives, an elder from the council of Ulstra, was slowly, as was 
his way, giving a long-winded oratory about the devastation of his drilling areas, due to winds 
and heavy soil erosion, and poisonous minerals contaminating the mines through ground water 
seepage, a result of last season's torrential rains.  The terrestrial problems were weather-related 
and beyond the Altair’s ability to control at present, but it was definitely something he needed 
to take immediate action on.  The valuable pontarial compounds extracted from the mines at 
each drilling were now being tainted with unusual amounts of sand and other contaminants, 
which would reduce the efficiency of the laser weapons for which the compound was mainly 
used. 

Normally, the Altair, supreme ruler of the galaxy, would pass the problems of each 
territory on to the governor - the ter’n - of each province, who had designations for each planet 
in Valtor.  Not this time, however.  The problem at hand was of monumental importance for it 
involved the source of major weaponry used throughout the galaxy.  Every warrior in the 
Imperial Army utilized such defense weaponry, and much of the pontarial compound was used 
on an even grander scale for the broader defense, employed along the farthest outreaches of the 
galaxy itself.  Without such weaponry, the Imperial Army would be weakened, and the security 
of the empire could be at risk. 

Kaanig Altair knew he had to act soon in order to remedy the problem but, at the 
moment, even he was finding it difficult to focus on the lengthy, dry oratory of the elder from 
Ulstra.  Although attempting to concentrate on the importance of what the man was saying, he 
was continually being distracted by his mischievous life mate who was sitting opposite him, at 
the other end of the long table. 

Although she had stifled her hands from revealing her disinterest and boredom, Cassia’s 
thoughts instead had become centered on him, and he was beginning to tremble with the effort 
it took him to maintain control.  Her thoughts were of such intimate content that it shocked 
him, and when he glanced at Cassia, she pretended ignorance of the matter in an effort to 
amuse herself.  Faith, he thought to himself, shifting uncomfortably in his seat, she could at 
least make an effort to pretend she was listening and maintain some interest and maturity in the 
role she had to play there. 



He straightened in his chair, resting his hand against his chin as he made another valiant 
effort to support the Ulstran council leader until, moments later and without warning, he 
suddenly thrust back his chair and stood up.  The elder stopped in mid-sentence and looked 
about, his expression one of surprise and dismay.  Everyone else in the room was as taken 
aback as he was, including Cassia, because Kaanig Altair was not prone to such interruptions 
during a meeting of such grave importance. 

“Ziros?” the elder began, with uncertainty. 

“I am sorry.  We will recess for ten micron.” 

With that, Dammen moved to usher them out.  Then just as the door had begun to close 
behind the puzzled group, he moved past his confused Kaaniga and into an adjoining office 
chamber, one more commonly used for dealing with galactic affairs of highest security. 

Cassia and the group had risen as one, so she merely followed her husband, with some 
apprehension, into his office.  As soon as she entered, Dammen immediately and firmly closed 
the door behind her.  At the click, Cassia turned in surprise to find her husband frowning down 
at her with disapproval, with feet planted firmly and arms crossed. 

“Wh-What’s wrong?” she stammered. 

“Never do that again,” he growled in a low voice. 

“What?” 

“You know what I’m talking about,” he scolded.  As he spoke, he moved closer, staring 
down at her from his great height. 

“No!” Cassia squealed, scampering around his huge, boomerang-shaped desk. “I don’t!  
I mean, I’m…not sure.”  She straightened, her eyes narrowing slightly.  “Are you mad about 
my finger tapping during the meeting?” 

“Well, that, too,” Dammen said, following her around his desk, although she made no 
effort to move away.  He shoved the large wheeled desk chair aside, pinning her against the 
curving slope of the desk, blocking any escape attempt. 

Cassia gaped up at him curiously until it suddenly occurred to her what he was upset 
about and why he had adjourned the meeting so suddenly. 

“Well, the, uh, meeting was so dull and boring.  I…I just couldn’t stand it anymore.  
And there you were just sitting there, pretending to be interested.  And looking too darned sexy 
for your own good.”  Cassia ducked her head and giggled.  She made a quick move to get past 
him. 

“Oh, no, you don’t,” Dammen chided, easily drawing her back.  “You started this.  Now 
I’m going to finish it.” 



“Uri!” she protested, only to be silenced by his lips crashing down onto hers.  Crushing 
her to him, he waited until she had stopped squirming before setting her away from him, albeit 
with some difficulty. 

“Cassia,” he began, with a sigh of resignation, “if you do not learn to control your 
thoughts around me, especially during the course of important business, I’m not going to get 
much accomplished.  And as dull as that meeting was, it was a very important meeting which 
affects all of Valtor.”  His lips curled into a warm smile as he gazed down at her, loving her a 
great deal.  Leaning closer, he whispered against her throat, “That was wonderful, by the way.  
Much better than being in a stuffy old meeting.” 

“Yes,” she agreed, giggling.  “It was indeed.” 

“If I had more time, I’d make love to you right here.  But that will have to wait until 
later.” 

Again he kissed her, much more gently than before.  Then, taking her hand, he led her 
back to the conference room to again attend to matters there. 

“You do not have to sit in for the remainder of this meeting, Cassia, if you wish to do 
something else.” 

“But don’t you want me to—” 

Dammen took her shoulders firmly in hand. 

“Cassia,” he said with veritable firmness.  “You are excused this one time, all right?” 

A bright smile erupted as she looked up at him. 

“All right,” she answered, with obvious relief, “but I’d rather stay with you.” 

“I know,” he said, “but I want you to take the afternoon off.  I think you really do need a 
break.  I’ve been trying to cram too much into your brain.  Why don’t you take Arian with you 
and go visit Jenny.  It’s been a while since you’ve seen her, hasn’t it?”  Nodding, Cassia 
ducked her head and listened to her husband’s advice, wanting yet not wanting to take him up 
on his suggestion.  She so enjoyed being near him as much as possible. 

“Okay,” she said at last.  She peered up at him respectfully before daring to slide a 
gentle hand along his large bicep.  “But I’m sorry I disappointed you.  It’s just trying 
sometimes.  I don’t know how you stand it.” 

His lip curled.  “You get used to it over time.  It also takes discipline and much of the 
Source’s grace to deal with such matters.  And besides,” he reminded her.  “I am Kaanig, 
remember?” 

“Yes,” she grinned, “yes, you are.”  She continued to gaze up at him, running her awed 
hand up and down his arm just as the door to the conference room burst open and Iddo 
Aemons, the Altair’s chief advisor, viceroy, father figure, and confidante - his ba’astran - 



marched in unannounced.  Instantly withdrawing her hand, Cassia joined her husband in 
looking over at him with some surprise, both glad he hadn’t arrived any sooner. 

“Ziros!” Iddo greeted his master, somewhat out of breath.  “We have a problem.”  He 
stopped whoever was starting to follow him into the room, then hastily and purposely closed 
the door in their faces.  Turning back to the Altairs, he told them in a voice close to a whisper, 
“We are under attack!” 



 
Chapter Three 

 
 

“Explain yourself!” Dammen said, glaring at his longtime friend and chief military 
commander who was standing at attention before his massive desk. 

“My apologies, Ziros,” Jeiel Vernier countered, standing his ground in defense of his 
aides.  “I can make no excuses for our laxity in strengthening our boundaries.  I take full blame 
for the breach.” 

Dammen glared at the man, his fury evident.  “Damn it!”  He gave a loud sigh, as he 
tried to control his emotions.  “Why did this have to happen now, with so many problems with 
our weaponry?” 

The cambra stood his ground and waited, his expression revealing his silent thoughts.  
What’s done was done, and Kaanig Altair knew it, too. 

Reading his thoughts, Dammen sighed again, understanding.  Jeiel had a tremendous 
responsibility in overseeing security of the galaxy.  Something like this was bound to happen 
sooner or later.  There was no one to blame but himself. 

Easing back on his anger, he stepped away to consider his next words.  He wasted no 
time. 

“Maximize, Jeiel.  Everything.” 

Jeiel bowed obediently.  “By your command, Ziros.”  He turned to leave, knowing how 
quickly he had to act. 

“And Jeiel…” 

“Ziros?” 

“Do not forget to pray.  And tell your men.” 

“I will remind the troops,” he said, the adrenaline in him already pumping as he 
hastened to order the imperial troops to maximized readiness. 

 
* * * * 

 
Jeiel returned to his home, Adoniah, on Planet Azor, through the ga’lif system, an 

accelerated method of individual space travel.  Used mainly by the Altair for emergencies or by 
others of highest rank, the method was now of immediate necessity.  Jeiel returned to his 
birthplace in a matter of sclair. 

“Seryon Viroca,” he said through his wrist com device, his d’lab’r.  “Activate all 
channels.  I want all troops on alert for my orders.”  Not waiting for a reply since Seryon 



Viroca was ever vigilant, Jeiel quickly switched channels.  “Kamaya Dinar,” he began, alerting 
his top man.  “We have orders to maximize.  See to it.” 

A clear, crisp voice responded immediately.  “Aye, Cambra.  It will be as you say.” 

Secure in the knowledge that his order would be carried out, Jeiel hastened to his 
chambers for a quick refresh and change, knowing the coming solarities would be long and 
wearisome.  Still, he was about to be tested to the extreme, and he was not about to let his 
sovereign down.  It was his job now to take back what was theirs and annihilate the invading 
hordes of Ajellorians, the most evil and deadly of all their foes thus far. 

A short while later, he exited his conditioning chamber, slipped back through the ga’lif, 
and made toward his prized war vessel, Kaljha’me - the Annihilator, sitting on the huge tarmac 
like a giant sentinel of destruction, making sure all was in readiness there.  Then he left to join 
his main company of warriors, those he knew were primed and ready for war. 

Once at the base command, 500 koron from his residence on Azor, Jeiel was quickly 
sought out by several of his defense team. 

“Cambra Vernier,” said Kamaya Dinar, instantly by his commander’s side.  “We are on 
full galaxy alert.  All bases are at maximized readiness, as you ordered.  Scouts have been 
readied for immediate intercept, and we are awaiting your orders.” 

Jeiel stopped to peruse the hundreds of thousands of men, in full battle regalia and 
formation, standing mercilessly at attention in the humidity of the vast, barren wasteland 
stretched out around them.  The imperial troops were like the stars in the sky, vast and 
seemingly without number. 

“They are battle-ready, yes,” he confirmed needlessly, “but are they soul-ready, Kamaya 
Dinar?” 

“They are, Cambra Vernier.  I bowed them before the Source myself not twenty micron 
ago, but I will make certain that all troops are soul-ready as well.” 

“Quickly then,” Jeiel said.  “I will take over here.” 

As he watched Kamaya Dinar hurry away, Jeiel immediately huddled with the others of 
his defense team and updated them on the situation as he knew it. 

“Kenra has been caught off guard,” he began, his tone solemn, “and thousands have 
been killed as they lay sleeping in their beds.  The enemy that has landed has even gone so far 
as to behead even the smallest Valtorians and are already putting up idols everywhere.  The 
Ajellorians must not be allowed to land anywhere else in the galaxy.  We must keep them off 
the ground.  It may be the only way we can defeat them because they number more than we can 
properly count right now, at least according to the reports from Kenra. 

“We will launch one-third at a time, every fifteen micron,” he continued.  “From each 
quadrant of the galaxy we will do likewise, in synchronization.  I want to be certain that we 
swarm the Ajellorians from all sides at the same approximate time, and keep swarming them at 



various intervals.  I also want every corner of the galaxy covered.  The enemy must not be 
allowed to break through our defenses.  We must annihilate them within our own star system, if 
at all possible, and keep them from spreading.  Understood?” 

“Aye, Cambra,” the men chimed in unison. “It will be as you say.” 

“I also want immediate lock down of all communities in the galaxy.  All of them.  Dome 
shield every city and get all civilians underground to their shelters immediately.  This war may 
be long, so be certain the people have enough supplies to sustain them for at least three scalons.  
Cease all interplanetary travel and allow no one to leave their present location.  And I mean no 
one.” 

“Grace period, Cambra?” one man asked. 

“Fifteen micron,” Jeiel said.  “I can allow them no more.  Arrest anyone who is not 
underground in thirty.  Intercept and detain anyone in air space.” 

“Aye, Cambra.” 

Jeiel fell silent as he considered their next move.  Buckling his own laser weapon about 
his waist, he hastily scanned the rows of military units awaiting his orders.  With a deep breath, 
he sighed with finality. 

“Begin the launch,” he said quietly to those around him and into his d’lab’r, knowing 
that an entire galaxy was depending on him at this moment.  “And may the Source be with us 
all.” 



 
Chapter Four 

 
 

Jenny Tompkins, 24, an Earthling - a Zarcon - and best friend of Kaaniga Altair, lay on 
her bed, staring blankly at the beautifully ornate ceiling, a frown gracing her lovely brow.  She 
was so bored she could spit tacks and wondered briefly how Cassia had managed to survive the 
boredom she had endured during her tribulation period, both while at St. Christi’s Institute for 
the Criminally Insane as well as during her captive flight to Planet Konatha.  Then later at 
Travaar, their present domicile, then back to Earth again when Menakam M’yata, Kaanig 
Altair’s half-brother and chief antagonist had shipped her back home. 

Kaanig Altair had promised Jenny that he would find suitable employment for her once 
she reached his galaxy, Valtor, but after six months, she still found herself waiting for that 
promise to be fulfilled.  Her father, on the the other hand, had quickly buried himself in 
learning about Kathian botany and was already planning his future greenhouse and going 
through the final phase of setting up his new flower shop.  He had decided upon reaching 
Valtor that he preferred living in the city of Zaratan, below the Palace of Travaar, deep in the 
valley below the mountain.  It made more sense to him to have a home there and to start his 
flower business there as well.  So, at Jim’s request, Kaanig Altair had quickly purchased the 
perfect house for his friend and helped get him settled there. 

Kaanig Altair had also surprised Jim Tompkins with a variety of seeds and plants that he 
had managed to bring with them from Earth, ones which Jim loved and was already familiar 
with, so that Jim could sell these new flowers and plants to the people of Valtor.  Due to their 
exotic nature, both Jim and the Altair knew that he could make a killing with this new business 
venture, and Jim was anything but displeased with the ways things were progressing.  In fact, 
he was completely overjoyed and grateful for what the Altair had given him and done for him. 

If only Jenny could be as happy as her father, then she would have no complaints.  
Although she had complied with the Altair’s desire that she learn some of the Kathian 
languages in order to become an instructor to his people of these and the Earth – Zarconian – 
dialects that she already knew, the Kaanig had yet to present her with the job of her dreams.  
Jenny had truly thought that her life would be more different, fulfilling, and exciting once 
arriving in this new world, in a new galaxy, but nothing was further from the truth. 

As if her boredom wasn’t bad enough, Jenny found that the alien she had grown to love, 
Cambra Jeiel Vernier, was never around anymore.  When she had first met the handsome 
Valtorian, it seemed he was ever present and always by his Kaanig’s side.  Once the Altair’s 
half-brother, Menakam M’yata, had been defeated following his overthrow from the throne of 
Valtor, Jeiel had left Konatha to return to his home planet, Azor, where lay the main military 
base.  That had been months ago, and Jenny had not seen nor heard from him since.  Believing 
Jeiel felt about her as she did about him, Jenny found this disheartening and disappointing, and 
she wondered now if she had only imagined his feelings for her.  Jeiel certainly hadn’t voiced 
anything to her about wanting to see her again or discussed establishing a long-term 
relationship of any kind with her.  This bothered her greatly because she couldn’t stop thinking 



about him.  By all accounts, it seemed that everyone on Konatha, including her father and 
Cassia, had forgotten about her. 

She glanced over at the book lying beside her on the bed.  If it wasn’t for her journal, 
she probably would have gone crazy by now.  At least she could vent her loneliness and 
frustration within its private pages.  Even her deepest heart’s fantasies found its way there, and 
it amazed even her, the depth of emotion she had for Cambra Vernier.  All she remembered 
now were his deep chocolate eyes as he gazed down at her when he had kissed her under the 
mistletoe that time.  Memories of how he had made her feel made her tremble with longing, 
and she lifted a hand to her lips, tracing their outline as she recalled how his warm lips had felt 
pressed against hers. 

A fluttering in her gut brought a queer sensation within and, groaning, she angrily 
kicked the shoe off that had been dangling from her foot and listened to it slam against the wall.  
Sitting up, she grimaced at the black mark now gracing the ivory paint, then plopped herself 
backwards onto the bed again, chiding herself for making such a fool of herself with Jeiel the 
last time she had seen him. 

She had dared to snuggle up against Jeiel at the Christmas party she had attended at the 
Manaham farm, on Planet Ulstra, and she thought for certain he would make his intentions 
known then, but…nothing.  He had merely kissed her cheek upon leaving later that evening, 
and that had been the end of it.  She hadn’t seen him since.  She thought it was odd, but she 
also knew he was an extremely busy man. 

As well as being commander of the imperial forces, the second most powerful man in 
the galaxy, Jeiel was continually by his sovereign’s side, at his beck and call, it seemed.  Still, 
after Menakam’s defeat and after Cassia had finally accepted her place beside the man she 
loved, it was as though Jeiel’s role there had ended, too, and so he had returned home.  He left 
with no explanation and not once had he made any attempt to contact her.  So clearly, she was 
just a passing fancy, someone to pass the time with while he was performing his duties at 
Travaar or elsewhere.  Still, she couldn’t believe that Jeiel did not love her.  She saw it in his 
eyes and felt it in her heart.  So, what had happened to make him forget about her like this?  It 
was driving her crazy, trying to figure out the man’s behavior. 

“I have to get out of here,” Jenny said aloud, sitting up to bounce to the edge of the bed 
and reach down for her shoe.  She picked it up from the floor and slipped it back on.  Grabbing 
her journal, she then moved to hide it behind the dresser, to a pocket she had made behind the 
back of it, where no one would find it.  Then, grabbing a light jacket she had brought with her 
from Earth, she quietly left the room, happy to discover that the guard normally posted outside 
her door was not there.  She knew that a supply unit was leaving the palace in about fifteen 
minutes, so she hurried to sneak a ride down to Zaratan. 

Not wanting to tell anyone of her plans because she knew Kaanig Altair would stop her 
from going off alone, Jenny knew she had to act quickly.  She easily managed to leave her 
room unnoticed and hide inside a dirty linen tumbler that was just big enough to accommodate 
her.  The tumbler had been sitting near the convoy unit on the supply dock six floors below 
where her room was located.  Fortunately, no one had been around to see her crawl into it.  Her 



only fear was that someone might peek inside the container.  But such was not to be the case.  
Within moments, she heard two male servants talking, who had come out to begin loading all 
the awaiting tumblers inside the convoy unit. 

Apparently the men had noticed nothing amiss.  They had hoisted the tumbler into the 
unit without a problem, not even noticing Jenny’s extra weight, then jumped inside the cab and 
began their descent back down to Zaratan.  It was a twenty-minute drive down the steep road 
leading away from Travaar. 

Half dozing by the time they arrived in the city, Jenny was startled into full wakefulness 
by the jerking movements of the unit as it came to a stop, somewhere in the center of Zaratan.  
She heard the men’s voices as they approached the back of the unit and unlocked the outer 
door.  One man began pulling the tumblers out and set them on the ground, but his companion 
stopped him. 

“Let’s get a bite first, shall we, Devo,” he said in Kathian.  “This laundry isn’t going 
anywhere, and who would want to steal it?” 

“Right you are,” the man named Devo agreed.  The two ambled off, leaving the door 
wide open and the tumblers sitting on a roadway in the heart of Zaratan. 

Certain the men had gone, Jenny couldn’t believe her luck.  Pushing the cover off the 
tumbler she was in, she peered about, pleased to discover that she was in a vacant alleyway.  
There was no one about so, grinning, she quickly managed to climb out of the tall tumbler.  
Straightening her wrinkled outfit, she smoothed out her jeans and western-style midriff blouse.  
She tied her jacket about her waist then casually walked away, trying to appear normal.  A 
twinge of conscience at her audacity caused her to pause momentarily, but it didn’t deter her 
from her plan to seek out some excitement.  Since no one paid her any mind these days, she 
knew that no one would probably miss her either.  She had been cooped up too long and needed 
to explore more of the planet she had heard so much about.  Later, she would find her way to 
her father’s house and perhaps spend a few days there before returning to Travaar.  Kaanig 
Altair would no doubt reprimand her for sneaking out, but she knew he would come to 
understand why she had.  Perhaps it would force him to fulfill his promise to her.  Faith, she 
needed something to do with her time.  She had been quick to pick up some of the alien 
dialects, but she couldn’t be expected to be learning all the time, could she? 

It was fortunate that no one paid her any mind as she wandered about the immaculate 
city streets, peering into shops, wandering among street vendors.  So many Zarcons had arrived 
in Valtor during the last year that it was just assumed that Jenny was one of the new women 
selected by one of the Kaanig’s H’San as a life mate.  Had anyone known who she really was 
and that she had been staying at the palace, it was certain that someone would have alerted the 
Altair to her presence in Zaratan.  Usually only the favored of the Altair were permitted to stay 
at Travaar and were under his watch and protection as well.  Jenny, however, didn’t know that 
and was, in fact, enjoying her afternoon in what she believed to be a cultural section of the city.  
Knowing enough of the Kathian language, she easily conversed with artists and other vendors 
selling their wares along the street and about the main square, learning what she could about 
Valtorian crafts and artisans. 



After an hour of strolling, Jenny began to feel an annoying gnaw of hunger in her belly, 
and she regretted her hasty impulse to escape Travaar without bringing any form of currency or 
nourishment with her.  Not wanting to beg or steal from the many vendors, mostly male, who 
ogled her with great interest as she passed by, she decided to move to another area of the city 
and hoped she might find a coin or two lying on the ground somewhere.  She wasn’t really sure 
how things were purchased in Valtor and hadn’t given it much thought until now. 

She had traveled two blocks when she came to an elaborately designed building, 
surrounded by a lot of greenery and a tall iron fence.  Standing before the main gate, she peered 
through the bars at the odd décor spread about the garden there. 

Many golden statues were standing about in decorative fashion, and she was awed by 
the way the sun glinted so blindingly from off of them.  What amazed her more was that the 
statues were all of people, in various forms and poses.  They were striking in appearance, and 
she found herself curiously drawn to them, for some strange reason. 

“Quite lifelike, aren’t they?” came a male voice behind her. 

Turning, Jenny found herself staring up at a smoothly handsome man of unusual caliber.  
She gaped at him as if mesmerized, quite certain he wasn’t from Konatha.  He was slim, less 
muscular, and of lighter skin color than other alien males she had seen.  His hair was black, 
short, and combed back neatly.  And his black outfit was impeccable. 

“They are incredible,” Jenny replied, quickly closing her mouth with embarrassment.  
“Who does such wonderful work?” 

The man chuckled as he stepped past her to unlock the gate. 

“Why, I do,” he replied.  “I’m an…art dealer of sorts.”  He turned back to her, a strange 
glint in his dark eyes.  “Would you like to see more of my work?” 

“Why, y-yes,” she said.  “Very much.” 

He opened the gate in welcoming fashion, directing her in. 

“Kamran Donaliel, at your service,” he said graciously, bowing in the manner of a well-
mannered gentleman.  “And you are?” 

“J-Jenny,” she stammered, gazing around her in wonder, at the uniqueness of the garden 
area and wondering why he kept it hidden behind the greenery and tall fence. 

“Well, then, Jenny.  Please, follow me.”  The man closed and relocked the gate behind 
her, but she paid no mind as she moved to get a closer look at the statues. 

“That’s odd,” she commented after a moment, walking toward a woman’s statue 
standing alone in a corner of the garden.  “This woman seems familiar to me, but I don’t know 
why.” 



The man considered her a moment, his eyes narrowing, before he answered.  “Valtorians 
are similar in appearance, Jenny.  So naturally the models I use might seem familiar.  You must 
be fairly new here, or you would already know that.” 

“Yes, yes, I am,” Jenny said, returning to his side.  “I’ve only been here about six 
months, uh, mentas.” 

“Were you selected as life mate?” Donaliel asked, intently studying her reaction to his 
words.  “Someone as beautiful as you must have been snatched up right away by one of the 
Kaanig’s imperials.” 

Jenny coughed then, uncomfortable with the question.  She glanced away in 
embarrassment.  “Uh, no, actually.” 

“Too bad,” he said, clucking his tongue.  “Their loss, I’m sure.”  He motioned her to 
accompany him.  “Come with me, and I’ll show you my operation.” 

Jenny felt a growing unease around the man, aware he was a stranger and that she knew 
nothing about him, but her curiosity overcame her trepidation.  The man appeared successful at 
his business, and it was located in what seemed was the heart of the cultural district, so she was 
certain he was probably a well-known and well-respected member of the community. 

“I have another similar gallery on Vaalstra,” Donaliel explained, as he led her inside the 
mansion structure, closing and locking the door behind them.  This time Jenny did notice, but 
she figured it was because the gallery wasn’t officially open yet so she didn’t say anything 
contrary to being locked in. 

“Wow, this is some place,” she said instead, walking around, enthralled with the objects 
at hand.  She watched Kamran going about pulling dust coverings off various statues, which 
she examined with obvious delight.  There were powerful looking masculine figures, striking 
females and, incredibly, the cutest children.  “Your creativity knows no bounds,” she said with 
admiration, looking over a young girl, holding a doll in her arms. 

“Yes,” the man said.  “I am never at a loss.  I always seem to find someone to…inspire 
my creations.”  As he spoke, he gazed at her with a strange intensity, eyeing her translucent 
skin, her wide eyes, and her lovely dark brown hair.  She was a vision, even in the casual 
clothes she wore. 

“I have something special to show you,” he continued, “if you are interested in seeing it.  
I keep it out back, in my private work studio.” 

“Um, that might be nice,” Jenny said, “but then I really must be going.  I wanted to be at 
my father’s house in time for dinner.” 

Kamran Donaliel nodded, then went to recover the priceless objects he obviously took 
exceptional care with. 

“Come with me.” 



Jenny slowly followed him through two more rooms of no consequence and outside.  
Leading her down a short walkway, Kamran led her to a large white building, sheltered behind 
the mansion they had just left.  He unlocked the main door and led her inside, closed and 
locked that door as well, then proceeded to lower the shades on the windows. 

“Um, is there…some reason you keep…locking all the doors?” Jenny braved asking, 
growing noticeably alarmed now. 

Kamran moved to stand in front of her, looking down at her with those piercing black 
eyes of his. 

“Everything on the premises is of great value, Jenny.  The zalterian paste used for my 
creations is very expensive and must be transported with great effort and expense from 
Vaalstra.  Locking the doors is just a habit of mine.  However, my private studio here is off 
limits to everyone except my personal staff artists.” 

“I…understand,” Jenny replied, still wary, but pacifying him.  “Now, what did you want 
to show me?” 

Kamran gazed down at her a moment longer before taking her arm familiarly and 
directing her to another door, another room, then down a flight of stairs to a basement area.  
The large room contained many statues lining the walls.  In the center of the room were 
situated three large cylinders, which Jenny immediately realized were cellular suspension 
receptacles.  Her friend, Cassia, had shared of her terrifying experience with those things while 
en route to Valtor.  As Jenny stared at them, an overwhelming fear washed over her as she now 
wondered at Donaliel’s real motives for bringing her there.  It also gave her a taste of how 
frightened Cassia must have been when the aliens had put her into one of those things against 
her will. 

“And…what is that thing?” she asked, indicating a large round cement tub built into the 
floor, so deep it looked like a wishing well, except that it was of wider diameter.  Above that 
was a huge metal clamp and pulley system of sorts. 

Kamran smirked at the question, then moved to explain it to her. 

“That?  Well, that is where we dip the sculptures into the zalterian paste.  Once coated, 
we take the objects to previously coated pedestals.  Then we mold and shape them into creation 
where they are then allowed to harden and dry.  Later, I sell them to the highest bidder.  I have 
built a very successful business throughout the galaxy.”  He paused to look at her.  “Would you 
like to see how it all works?” he asked. 

“Um, okay,” she said.  “It would be interesting to see a master at work.” 

“Here then,” he said, taking her hand and leading her to one of the receptacles towering 
over them.  “Step in.” 

“What?  No,” she said.  “I’m not getting in there.  Why would I?” 

Kamran smiled at her then, but his smile never reached his eyes. 



“I thought you wanted to see my operation and how everything works?” 

“Well, yes.  I do,” she admitted, “but I didn’t think…” 

“I only want to show you what must be done in order for my creations to become 
reality,” he explained.  “This won’t hurt you.  You will understand once you experience the 
procedure.  I have always been big on hands-on training.  And perhaps once you see how this 
works, you will want to join our little group, perhaps add your beauty and your obviously 
bubbly personality to the gallery.  Surely, you could only be an asset and of great worth here.” 

“I don’t know,” Jenny said, trembling as the man moved closer to her and began running 
a hand through her hair.  “This all seems so strange, and I really need to be going.” 

“Jenny,” Kamran said, inching closer to nuzzle her neck, his warm breath tickling her.  
“You are so beautiful.  Why would you even consider saying no to me?” 

“Why I…I…” 

Kamran claimed her lips then, drawing her against him.  Starved for affection, Jenny 
could only cling to the man, wishing it were Jeiel kissing her, but she found herself unable to 
push him away.  He held her so tightly against him, she found it impossible to escape anyways.  
As the man moved against her, she felt her passion rising and was beginning to lose herself 
completely.  As he kissed her, she allowed herself the pleasure of the moment, unaware that he 
was using his body to slowly force her back against the cylinder behind her.  Mindless as to 
what was happening, it was clear to her later that she had been a fool to trust this man, this 
complete stranger, and cursed her female weaknesses that had allowed her to be so easily 
manipulated. 

In a matter of seconds, Kamran Donaliel had her right where he wanted her.  The 
cylinder door was open, and all he had to do was give one final shove that would force her to 
stumble backwards into the receptacle.  Too late, Jenny realized what was happening.  Forcing 
her inside, Kamran quickly slammed the door shut in her face and began initiating the 
procedure.  The cold needles enveloping her shocked form was the last thing she remembered. 

 
* * * * 

 
Kamran Donaliel and two of his staff were en route to Planet Vaalstra, with a cargo full 

of their latest zalterian creations, when the imperial order was given to maximize the galaxy.  
The Vaalstran vessel had soon been intercepted by Cambra Vernier’s warriors and brought to 
the holding area on Planet Azor.  Donaliel and his men were detained against their will and 
their cargo confiscated and placed in a containment center reserved for contraband and supply 
seizures.  Placed under guard until another of Jeiel’s men had time to question Donaliel about 
their mission, there was little Kamran or his comrades could do right then to free themselves or 
their cargo. 

Disgusted, Kamran could only sit in his holding cell and glare at the floor with 
impatience as he waited, hoping no one would decide to melt down his precious cargo into 



meglan currency.  A war right now was the last thing he needed since he knew the Altair would 
attempt to maintain his own storehouses by confiscating the wealth of the enemy or anyone 
else’s wealth, as he saw fit, in order to maintain government stores, especially during this most 
urgent time. 

Yes, a war was indeed the last thing Kamran Donaliel needed just then.  A meltdown of 
his precious cargo would no doubt be the end of him and his successful business ventures, and 
his own physical termination was certainly nothing he even wanted to consider right now.  By 
all the stars, he groaned inwardly, fearfully, why did this have to happen now, when everything 
had been going so well? 



 
Chapter Five 

 
 

Cassia Altair had retrieved her son Arian from the nursery where her friend, Mrovia 
Aemons, mother figure to the Altair, helped care for him and anxiously headed for the wing of 
the palace where Jenny was staying.  It had indeed been several weeks since she had even 
spoken to her best friend, so she had thought that seeing Arian might also be nice for Jenny to 
enjoy, since she so adored the young heir.  As Kaaniga, Cassia was finding her free time 
limited since she had so much to learn, and so many new duties were expected of her.  The fact 
that her husband had allowed her a respite from her hectic schedule was nothing save a blessing 
for her and for Jenny.  She knew how bored Jenny must be without anyone around to talk to, 
and she herself knew that Jeiel had left Konatha awhile ago and hadn’t tried once to contact 
Jenny.  Even Dammen thought that odd, considering how well he knew his best friend.  They 
were only aware of this because Jeiel had admitted as such to the Altair the last time they had 
spoken. 

Receiving no response to her loud knocking on Jenny’s door, Cassia decided to venture 
into the room unannounced since the door was unlocked.  Inside she was surprised to find one 
of the guards who was usually posted outside Jenny’s door.  At sight of his Kaaniga, the man 
froze and began explaining his presence there. 

“Majesty,” he began, “forgive me, but…I am unable to locate Pa’atay Tompkins.  She 
seems to have…disappeared.  She never ventured out for her afternoon repast.” 

“Oh?” Cassia said, her brow furrowing.  “When did you see her last?” 

“I escorted her to her room directly following her morning repast, Majesty.  Except for 
being called away for a short weapons’ calibration, I never left her unattended.  I can only 
assume that she departed...while I was gone, Majesty.  I am...sorry.” 

“All…all right.  Thank you,” was all Cassia could manage.  “You may go.  I will see if I 
can figure out her whereabouts.” 

“Kaaniga,” the man said gratefully, bowing in obeisance before hurrying from the room. 

Once alone, Cassia moved slowly about the room, shifting Arian’s weight to another hip 
as she did so.  After a considerate search, she turned up no evidence of where her friend might 
have gone.  She was just about to depart when a thought struck her.  Setting her son on the 
floor a moment, knowing he would be okay, she quickly made an inspection of the hidden 
areas of the room.  Within minutes, she found what she was seeking, pulling forth Jenny’s 
journal from its location behind the dresser.  Knowing she was about to violate another 
woman’s deepest heart, it was with a prayer for forgiveness that Cassia sat down on the bed 
and began thumbing through the pages of the leather-bound book.  What she found inside 
raised her eyebrows to a shocking degree and, moments later, after grabbing Arian, she 
frantically raced from the room in search of her husband, clutching Jenny’s journal in her hand.  



Private or not, she knew she had to share this information with him, or they might never be able 
to locate their friend. 

 
* * * *  

 
Cassia found Dammen in the Imperial War Room, located on the subterranean level 

below Travaar, ten micron after the order to shield all the cities had been issued.  Bursting into 
the room full of imperial cabinet members and top brass, Cassia could only apologize profusely 
at the interruption and stand there, mutely staring at her husband. 

Aware something was wrong, Dammen Altair quickly excused himself and led Cassia 
from the room. 

“Uri,” she began, “I’m so sorry, but…” 

“What’s wrong?” he asked with concern. 

“It’s Jenny.  She’s…gone.” 

Dammen’s expression was serious.  “What do you mean…gone?” 

“I went to visit her and found the guard looking for her.  He didn’t know when she left 
the room or where she went.  I found her diary, her journal, and discovered how bored she was.  
She apparently decided to sneak out of the palace and go to Zaratan.  The journal said she 
would try to find a way to sneak out.  Since we can’t find her, I can only assume that that is 
where she is.” 

“We will find her, don’t worry.  I will put men on it right away.  I only wish she hadn’t 
disappeared now.  Jeiel has issued a lock down of all communities.  If Jenny is in Zaratan, she 
will not be able to leave there for some time.”  Dammen gave a sigh of resignation.  “I want 
you to return Arian to Mrovia.  Tell her we are in lock down mode.  She will know what to do.  
I want you to return here to me.  You need to learn as much as you can at this point, as trying as 
that will be for you.”  As he spoke, he reached over and took Jenny’s journal from her numbing 
fingers.  “I will keep this for now.  You do as I say.” 

“All right, Uri, Majesty,” Cassia said.  “I’ll be back shortly.” 

As Dammen watched his wife hurry away, he stared down at the book in his hand, 
curious to know its contents.  He, too, knew it was an invasion of Jenny’s privacy, but he knew 
she might be in danger and, as he had done with Cassia, he now needed to know as much about 
Jenny as he could in order to protect her.  What he read within the book also raised his dark 
brows with shock and surprise. 

Maka, he cursed for the second time that day, why did the Ajellorians have to attack 
them now?  First the problems with their weaponry and now… this.  He snapped the book shut 
with dismay, reentered the War Room, set the journal aside, then immediately contacted Jeiel 
through the mi’Æ, a powerfully comprehensive, galactic, computer interface system, reserved 
only for the Kaanig and his top military commanders.  He hated having to interrupt him at this 



particular moment, but he felt that Jeiel had a right to know that Jenny was missing.  Whether 
Jeiel had verbally said it or not, he knew the cambra was in love with Jenny Tompkins and that 
men must immediately be sent out in search of her.  Maka!  Why did she have to leave now? he 
wondered.  Why?  As if he didn’t have enough to worry about just then. 



 
Chapter Six 

 
 

“You wished to see me, Majesty?” Jeiel said, entering the War Room soon after being 
contacted.  “You do realize the seriousness of our situation and that I really cannot spare…” 

“Cease talking, Jeiel, and sit down.” 

Surprised at the gruff authority in Dammen’s tone, Jeiel fell silent before his sovereign 
and instantly obeyed, waiting as Dammen directed everyone else from the room before sitting 
down at his control station to face him.  The handsome cambra knew that only something of 
extreme importance would have made the Altair pull him from his duties during a war of such 
magnitude. 

Dammen retrieved Jenny’s journal and played with it between his fingers before 
speaking.  Jeiel quietly waited, uncertain what the problem was. 

“I know you are a man of few words, Jeiel, but it seems that that trait in you has caused 
us some problems.” 

Jeiel was clearly perplexed.  “Why, what do you mean, Ziros?  What have I done?” 

Dammen gave a loud sigh of frustration then rose from his chair, still holding the book. 

“Actually, my friend, it is something that you have not done that bothers me.” 

Wide-eyed, Jeiel could only gape at his friend in confusion as he wracked his brain for 
the cause of this situation. 

Dammen peered down at him, understanding written across his handsome features. 

“Jenny has left Travaar in search of adventure, Jeiel.  We believe she is in Zaratan 
somewhere, but we haven’t found her yet.  I can only assume she reached the city before the 
lock down.” 

“But, why would she leave?  Was she looking for her father?” 

“No,” Dammen answered, now focused on the book in his hand.  “Not according to her 
journal.  It seems she has grown exceptionally bored here and needed something that I could 
not give her.” 

“What was that, Ziros?” Jeiel asked in all innocence. 

Dammen grinned. 

“Why you, of course.” 

“Oh,” was all the cambra could say.  Falling silent as he considered this, he stared down 
at his hands.  “I guess I understand.” 



“Do you?” Dammen wanted to know, giving him a cool stare and drawing Jeiel’s 
attention again.  “I don’t think you really do.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Dammen again considered the book he held.  Moments later, without forewarning, he 
threw it at the cambra.  It hit him squarely in the chest.  Startled, Jeiel was instantly on his feet, 
fuming at the Kaanig’s audacity. 

“Read it,” Dammen ordered, before Jeiel could say something he would later regret.  
“Then you will understand.” 

Jeiel bent and retrieved the book from the floor.  Curious, he thumbed through it, 
focusing particularly on the final entries.  Then he, too, lifted his dark brows in shock and 
surprise at what he found written there.  Most of the entries were about him, not only every 
inch of him but of Jenny’s fantasies about him and of how much she loved him. 

“Now are you beginning to understand?” 

“Yes, Ziros,” Jeiel said, his guilt evident.  “It’s just that I thought, that is, I assumed she 
knew how I felt about her.” 

“Did you tell her how you felt before leaving her behind, Jeiel?  Does she know that you 
really do love her?  And did you assume that she would wait around for you just because you 
assumed she would?  Had she known your true feelings and had she known you would be back 
for her, then I can only assume that she might not have left Travaar in search of something else 
if that were the case.” 

Jeiel sighed, not needing this burden added to the war at hand, but he well understood 
the reasons for Dammen calling him away to explain Jenny’s disappearance.  He did love 
Jenny and prayed that she was safe. 

He raised guilty eyes to those of the Altair. 

“I guess this is my fault, Ziros,” he said.  “I took it for granted that Jenny would always 
be here, safe under your roof, while I went about my business.” 

Dammen walked over to a radar screen and peered down at it for a second, considering 
his next words with care, not wanting to overwhelm or offend his closest friend and most 
trusted man. 

“It is not my business to know your personal business,” he said at last, turning to Jeiel, 
“but because I care for Jenny a great deal, I must ask you now.  “What business has kept you 
from making Jenny your own?” 

Jeiel ducked his head, falling silent. 

“I, uh, actually wanted to surprise Jenny, Majesty.  I’ve been renovating my house to 
accommodate a new bride.” 



Dammen smiled then, empathy written across his features at this admission. 

“How long before it is completed?” 

“Well, Ziros, before the invasion, I had thought to complete everything within the next 
two mentas.” 

“Don’t you think asking Jenny to become your life mate first would have been a good 
idea?” 

Jeiel sighed loudly.  “Yes, Ziros.  It is what I should have done.” 

Dammen kept his gaze focused on his friend’s face. 

“Then here is what I want you to do, Jeiel.  Assuming we find Jenny unharmed, I will 
notify you and order you back here.  At that time you will propose to Jenny Tompkins and, as 
soon as that young woman agrees to become yours, I want you to take her out to the Tiers of 
Balon or to another place of your choosing and consummate your union prior to the 
formalities.  Do you understand?  Afterwards, we can proceed with the traditional joining 
ceremony.  Do you agree to this?” 

“Y-Yes, Ziros,” Jeiel agreed.  “It will be as you say.” 

“And you understand why I am asking that you do this, considering what you have just 
read?” 

“Yes, Ziros.” Jeiel said with some embarrassment.  “Yes, I do indeed.” 

“Good.  Now return to your duties, Jeiel.  And let’s terminate these Ajellorians before 
anyone else gets hurt.” 

“By your command, Majesty.” 



 

Chapter Seven 
 

 
“We need to pull back now,” Jeiel said to his troop commanders.  “Pull back awhile, 

until I say otherwise.  When they least suspect anything and they think we’ve retreated, flank 
them again.  Come at them from all sides.  We must keep them surrounded and stabilized.  We 
must prevent them from scattering, skirting around us, or branching out in other directions.  We 
must force them to remain unified, even if it is not normal military procedure.  We have to keep 
them in air space, if at all possible, and prevent them from leaving our solar system.  They 
cannot be allowed to land anywhere else.  We have to control this situation.  Do you 
understand?” 

Kimaya Dinar gave his approval.  “I think we will do well, Cambra.  We have tired them 
for now.  Our deluge was so strong in the beginning.  But now, we must rest and restore.” 

Jeiel nodded.  “Yes.  Fortunately, our casualties have lessened, and the people are now 
below ground and shielded, so we have little to worry about there.  We can concentrate now on 
our men’s safety and efficiency.  How are our weapons holding up?” 

“Ninety-eight per cent are operating at full capacity, Cambra.  Many of our casualties 
were a result of inoperable lasers or of those at lesser capacity function.” 

“I was afraid of that.”  Jeiel frowned.  “Contact the Ulstran officials and see if they can 
provide us with better quality compounds.  Tell them we must have them as soon as possible.  
Order them to have the mines running around the clock, if necessary.  We cannot fail due to 
faulty weaponry.” 

“Aye, Cambra.  I will see to it at once.” 

“And Kimaya…” 

“Yes, Cambra.” 

“I don’t want to hear any bad reports.” 

Kimaya Dinar grimaced.  “Understood.” 

Giving his aide a firm pat on the back, Jeiel watched him hurry away to the mi’Æ, 
praying that only good news would be forthcoming.  As he watched the man, he found his 
thoughts suddenly turning to the woman he cared so much about. 

He hadn’t heard yet from the Altair and wondered if Jenny was safe.  It was tearing him 
apart, his failure to verbalize his intentions to her before leaving Ulstra.  What ever had he been 
thinking, to have let such a beautiful woman slip away from him so easily?  It was eating away 
at him, as much as he tried to avoid it and keep his mind on his duties. 



With so many lives at stake, it was difficult now to keep his mind centered on the task at 
hand.  He could not allow himself the luxury of daydreaming about Jenny.  He had to maintain 
his focus in order to gain victory over the Ajellorians, or all might be lost.  The galaxy must not 
fall because of his weakness over a woman, he vowed.  He had to take every thought of her 
captive for the time being. 

God help him, but Jenny was driving him crazy, and now he understood how Kaanig 
Altair must have suffered all the time he had been waiting to make Cassia Donaldson his.  It 
was sheer torture wanting yet not having.  My Source, please help me get through this, he 
pleaded silently.  I can’t do this alone. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Kamran Donaliel?” 

“Yes?” 

“You are free to go, but you cannot continue on to Vaalstra or return to Konatha.  You 
and your men must stay beneath our shields here and go to the subterranean level.  
Accommodations will be made for you there until such time as we are given the all's clear 
signal from the higher ups.” 

“But…how long will that be?” Kamran Donaliel asked. 

The guardsman shrugged.  “Who knows?  Our forces are still battling the Ajellorians, 
and word is that they have managed to move past Kenra.  We held them back for awhile, but 
they have reinforced their efforts.  We may be at war a good long while, ziros.” 

“I cannot be away from my business so long,” Kamran flushed angrily.  “I need to get 
my creations to Vaalstra and store them properly.” 

“I’m sorry, ziros,” the loyalist continued emphatically.  “I have my orders.  You are 
either free to go below ground with the others, or you may stay in confinement here.  The 
creations you brought with you now belong to the Altair and will not be returned to you.” 

“Maka!” 

“I’m sorry, ziros.” 

“Yeah, I’ll bet you are,” Kamran stated between gritted teeth.  He scowled at his own 
men before turning back to the guard.  “Take us below then.  But be careful with my 
merchandise.  They are…very delicate pieces.” 

“It won’t matter once we melt them down, ziros,” the guard stated.  “I’m sorry, but we 
are at war and things are as they must be.” 

“You’d think the royal coffers would be full enough,” Kamran said, “considering we 
haven’t been at war for some time now.” 



“Kaanig Altair has his reasons,” the man continued.  “You should understand that he 
would not do this without just cause.” 

“Yes, yes,” the art dealer grumbled.  “I know.  It’s just…the timing is so bad right now.” 

“I understand, ziros.  Please, follow me.” 

The three men followed the young warrior to a relay unit.  He led them inside, then 
directed the unit to the subterranean level of Azor.  Below ground was a vast network of ready 
homes, shopping facilities, entertainment areas, and such.  Similar networks of cities were 
found on every planet in the galaxy where the Valtorians could safely hold out during times of 
war or other devastation or calamity. 

Once the three men were settled, the warrior returned above ground to see to his duties.  
Curious, however, he went to check on the creations that Kamran Donaliel considered so 
valuable.  The items had been crated previously, but the backings had been torn off during the 
initial investigation of Donaliel’s vessel.  Inside, wrapped in protective coverings, were twenty 
creations of exceptional beauty. 

The H’San pulled the wrappings down on a few of the statues, pausing at sight of one.  
A naked young woman, so beautiful and lifelike that the man’s jaw sagged with awe.  It would 
be a shame to melt this one down, he thought.  A shame indeed.  “Splendid Victory,” the sign 
on the pedestal read.  “Faith, but I hope the Altair checks out these items before melting them 
down,” he said to himself.  “I would hate to see this one disappear into a blob of meglan.”  It 
would be a shame indeed if that were to happen. 

He carefully recovered the statue, then checked to be sure all the others were intact 
before securing the items.  He then went off to report to his superiors, all the time wishing he 
had the funds to buy that beautiful decoration. 



 
Chapter Eight 

 
 

“They have made it to Vendra, Ziros!” 

“I know,” Cambra Vernier said.  “But with them deeper within the galaxy, we will have 
more leverage.  We must maintain their unity.  Our defenses must remain strong.  To unify our 
forces would be a mistake.” 

“I understand, Cambra.  So, what are your orders?” 

“I want you to stay with them and keep moving.  If they do manage to land on the 
planet, take them out.  Surround them till they can’t breathe and...take them out.” 

“Aye, Cambra.  By your command. 

“I will be meeting with the Altair in twenty micron.  We will monitor your movements 
from there, and then I’ll give you further instructions.” 

“Understood.” 

A wave of tiredness washed over Jeiel as he watched Kimaya Dinar hurry off.  He 
believed the battle was going to take longer than expected but knew they had to be careful how 
they handled things.  Kaanig Altair had to become their element of surprise, so he needed to 
meet with him and discuss their options before any more men were lost.  The faulty weaponry 
was a real thorn to them right now. 

 
* * * * 

 
Cassia was standing beside her life mate in the War Room when Jeiel arrived.  Using the 

huge monitors to oversee all that was occurring throughout Valtor, Dammen was intently 
studying one of the screens when his friend arrived. 

“Any news of Jenny?” Jeiel asked by way of greeting. 

Dammen shook his head and gave a loud sigh. 

“I’m afraid not,” he answered, glancing at him.  “My men are even now scouring the 
planet, but so far they have uncovered little to nothing.  Some vendors remember seeing Jenny 
wandering through the square in the cultural district, so at least we have pinpointed her last 
known location.  The vendors even recall talking to her.  Said she wandered off alone, but no 
one saw her again.  I can only believe she must still be in the city.  Once everyone went 
underground, I sent my men to go through every building and check every name on the rolls, 
but so far they have uncovered nothing.” 

“I cannot believe she disappeared like this.  Has anyone spotted her below?” 



“No,” Dammen replied. 

“Uri,” Cassia interrupted.  “Do you think there was any way for Jenny to leave the 
planet?” 

“I don’t know,” he said, biting his lip as he considered this.  “It is possible, but I don’t 
know how she could have done it unless…” 

“Unless she left with somebody else, perhaps not by choice,” Jeiel said, the idea sending 
a cold chill through him. 

“Hm,” Dammen began, “you might have something there.”  He turned to his monitor for 
a quick check then hit the button on the galactic interface.  “Dabo?” 

“Yes, Ziros,” a man answered, his low voice coming clearly across the computer 
frequency. 

“Have you intercepted any vessels in air space since the lock down?” 

“Why, yes, Majesty, we have,” came the reply.  “Around 167 vessels.” 

“Were there any Zarconian passengers aboard any of them?” 

“No, Ziros.” 

“What about contraband?” 

“No, Ziros.  Normal shipments, except…” 

“Except what?” Dammen demanded, growing more interested. 

“Just an art dealer, Majesty.  We confiscated a bunch of art work, statues coated in gold 
zalterian paste.  The owner was noticeably uneasy when he thought we might melt down his 
prized creations into meglan currency.” 

“I see,” Dammen replied.  “Thank you, Dabo.” 

“Ziros.”  Then the conversation ended. 

Crossing his arms, Dammen stared at Jeiel, both their minds clicking simultaneously. 

“Jeiel.” 

“Ziros?” 

“I think we need to check out this art dealer.” 

“I agree.” 

“Now, what did you wish to discuss with me?” 



 
Chapter Nine 

 
 

“I think you need to see this for yourself, Majesty.” 

Dammen frowned as he listened to the report from one of the men he had sent to 
Zaratan, to investigate the disappearance of Jenny Tompkins. 

“Where are you?” he asked. 

“At the famous Donaliel Gallery, Ziros.  It is owned by Kamran Donaliel.” 

“I see,” Dammen replied, still frowning.  “I will be there as quick as I can.  Maintain 
your orders.” 

“Yay, Ziros.” 

The communication ended, and Dammen turned to look over at Cassia, who was 
patiently waiting for him to say something.  She was as upset as he was at her friend’s untimely 
disappearance because it was so unlike Jenny to have run off as she had.  Both knew that Jenny 
was normally more clear-headed in her decisions.  Still, love does tend to distract people from 
their normal way of thinking, he knew, considering his own past experience with Cassia, so he 
was quick to blame Jenny’s disappearance on her irrational state of mind at present.  It also 
gave him some indication of how strong her feelings obviously were for Jeiel, to have caused 
her to go off as she had.  However, to leave and find Jenny in the middle of a war was a 
decision he found extremely troubling to make.  He could not leave his life mate to oversee 
everything since she still lacked the skill and training in this regard.  Since Jeiel was busy as 
well there was little he could do either. 

“Uri?” Cassia asked at length, studying his worried expression. 

“I want you to remain here, Cassia,” he said finally, startling her.  “I will send Kyis 
B'nd'rn here to assist you while I go to Zaratan.  He is one of my highest ranking military aides.  
This incident must be investigated immediately because my men would not have summoned 
me without just cause.”  Dammen moved toward her.  Gripping her shoulders, he looked down 
into her eyes, hoping he had made the right decision.  “I won’t be long,” he said.  “Do you 
think you can handle things for awhile?” 

“I…I--Yes, of course,” Cassia replied, with more confidence than she felt.  “I don’t 
anticipate any problems.  And besides, Kyis will be here, and you will be easily accessible 
through your d’lab’r, right?” 

Dammen chuckled.  “Good girl.  I knew I could count on you.”  He turned to the man 
who was monitoring the battle on radar.  “Please summon Kyis B'nd'rn.  Explain the situation, 
and tell him I’ll be back as soon as I can.” 

The man nodded and obeyed as Kaanig Altair kissed his wife and headed for the ga’lif 
unit, intent on finding Jenny as quickly as possible.  Faith, he thought, having Cassia drive him 



crazy was one thing, but now Jenny was doing the same thing.  “Women!” he growled.  They 
sure know how to keep men on their toes. 

 
* * * * 

 
Dammen arrived in Zaratan shortly thereafter.  With two men accompanying him, he 

sought out the coordinates his warriors had given him.  It wasn’t long before he and his 
companions were determinedly hurrying through the gates leading to Kamran Donaliel’s art 
gallery.  Stopping a moment to peer about at the shining gold statues filling the lawn, Dammen 
felt an eerie fear creep down his back.  The creations seemed too lifelike to satisfy him, as 
attractive as they were.  Without a word, he hurried inside the building to make a quick 
assessment.  Next, he followed the warrior who greeted him there and led him to the outer 
building behind the gallery, Donaliel’s private work studio. 

“Here, Ziros,” another of his men directed once inside.  “In the basement.” 

Dammen ventured below and halted to gape in dismay at the cellular suspension 
receptacles.  No one on Valtor was supposed to have such devices, so already he surmised that 
Donaliel was up to no good. 

Moving toward the units, he ran a curious hand up and across the smooth glass of one 
then moved past them to peer down into the cement dunking area, his expression gloomy as he 
pieced everything together.  His heart failed him then as he figured out what fate might have 
befallen Jenny, and he cursed his own ignorance of what went on in his own empire.  This 
would certainly explain the disappearances of the many Valtorians reported missing each 
scalon. 

“Sion!” he bellowed over his shoulder, his gaze still focused on the zalterian paste in the 
pit.  “Lock down this entire gallery and everything in it.  If what I think is going on has 
happened, then we have some work to do.”  With that, he hastened back upstairs, to the lawn 
ornaments, his men following.  Moving to lift and separate one of the statues to a safe area, he 
then stood back and, with arms outstretched and palms out, instantly began blasting away the 
gold zalterian coating in a blinding display of imperial power.  Within sclairs, the coating had 
dissipated beneath the intense blast of heat, and the human being inside was released amid the 
gaping stares of the H’San observing.  As the man inside the statue slowly collapsed, Dammen 
rushed forward to catch him before he toppled from the pedestal.  The man was trembling with 
shock and breathing in a shallow manner, his eyes hazed over with remnants of zalterian paste. 

“Bring coverings!” Dammen snapped, listening to his men scramble about for suitable 
items, before turning to his d’lab’r.  “Kyis,” he said with imperial force, “send medical 
assistance to these coordinates.  And have Cassia meet me at the ga’lif.  You are in charge until 
we return.” 

“Understood, Ziros,” Kyis B'nd'rn answered.  “It will be as you say.” 

When the message was complete, Dammen quickly threw a large cloth covering about 
the man he was holding, then gently laid him on the ground to await the medical care he 



needed.  If he had more time, Dammen knew he would have healed the man himself, but 
finding Jenny Tompkins was now more urgent than ever.  Instantly, he was on his feet and 
blasting away the zalterian paste coating the other statues adorning the Donaliel gallery lawn.  
As the people were freed from their living tombs, he caught each one, gently laid him or her on 
the ground, then left his men to see to their needs. 

“Help is on the way,” he told his men.  “Please do not leave any of these people alone.  
Keep them covered and warm, and wipe that stuff off their faces so they can breathe better and 
hopefully regain some sight.  I must go now.” 

“Aye, Ziros,” the men acknowledged, as upset by their discovery as he was. 

 
* * * * 

 
Moments later, Dammen returned to Travaar to find Cassia waiting for him outside the 

ga’lif, as instructed. 

“Come,” he said.  “We have no time to waste.”  Taking his wife’s hand, he drew her 
inside the unit with him, closed the vessel with determination, then walked her from it only 
sclair later.  This time, they were no longer on Konatha, but on Planet Azor. 

“Jeiel,” Dammen snapped into his com unit.  “Meet me in the holding area on Azor at 
once.”  Not waiting for acknowledgment from his friend, Dammen proceeded to the 
containment center, where other creations of Kamran Donaliel awaited them. 

Upon arrival, the same man who had taken Donaliel and his companions below ground, 
greeted them with some surprise. 

“Ziros, what can I do for you?” he asked, unsure of why the mighty Altair would grace 
them with his presence during such a time as this. 

“The Donaliel creations.  Where are they?” 

“Why, this way, Your Highness.  Please, follow me.” 

Just as the Altairs arrived at the holding area, Jeiel Vernier arrived as well, his 
expression anxious and worried. 

“Ziros?” he said in a hopeful, yet weary tone.  “Has Jenny been found?” 

Dammen gave his friend an empathetic look, one which Jeiel did not quite understand.  
But he remained silent and followed his sovereign inside the large, gated holding pen. 

“I hope we have found her, Jeiel.  I’ll know in a micron.” 

“Here, Majesty,” the young seryon said, leading them to the groups of crates which 
contained Donaliel’s gold masterpieces.  “Shall I open them for you?” 



Without a word, Dammen rushed forward to begin tearing the crates open.  Without 
needing an order, Jeiel hurried over to assist him, ripping apart the crates and removing their 
precious items to a separate area, as Dammen was doing.  Both then removed the protective 
coverings from the statues, once free of the crates. 

Unfortunately, it was Jeiel who discovered what had happened to Jenny Tompkins. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Dear Source,” Jeiel choked out, staring in disbelief and fury at a naked goddess, the 

woman he loved.  “Dammen…”  He stumbled away from the frozen figure, unable to continue. 

Cassia, gasping at sight of her friend shrouded in gold zalterian paste, was stunned as 
well, but only momentarily.  Compassion for Jeiel overcame her shock, so she was quick to 
move and place a comforting, understanding arm about him. 

Dammen, however, had no time for pity and raced forward.  With outstretched arms and 
upraised palms, he hurried to blast away the gold coating from Jenny’s body.  This time, 
however, it was Jeiel who caught her in his arms and gently laid her on the cemented floor of 
the holding area. 

“Here,” Dammen said, tossing him one of the protective dust coverings.  “Put this 
around her.”  Then, as Jeiel did so, Dammen proceeded to free the other people trapped within 
the zalterian coating.  With the aid of the seryon and a few other H’San warriors who had been 
called over to help, the other men and women were successfully caught and laid out on the 
ground as well.  Dammen called for more medical assistance before moving to kneel at Jenny’s 
side. 

“Let me,” he told Jeiel, who gratefully moved away to allow Dammen free access to the 
girl.  Cassia, wringing her hands, watched silently, keeping a supportive hand on Jeiel’s arm as 
they gratefully observed the healing powers of the Altair. 

“I am believing she will be okay now,” Dammen told them, rising to his full height.  
“But I will have my physician tend to her once we return her to Travaar.”  He gave Jeiel a 
piercing look.  “Do you see now where assumptions can get you?” 

“Aye,” Jeiel said, feeling foolish.  “I…How can I ever thank you, Ziros?” 

Dammen gave his friend a warm, understanding look and laid a hand on his arm. 

“I care for Jenny, too,” he said.  “Don’t ever think I would have waited until after the 
war to rescue her.” 

“Speaking of war…” 

“Yes,” Dammen said, “but I think you should carry Jenny back to Travaar yourself.  
Take a few extra micron if you need to, then let’s get back to business.” 



“Thank you,” Jeiel whispered, a lump in his throat as he looked down at Jenny, lying 
lifeless on the floor.  Carefully, he bent to retrieve her, lifting her easily, lovingly into his 
massive arms before following his friends back to the ga’lif unit. 



 
Chapter Ten 

 
 

Jenny Tompkins awoke three days later to find herself back at Travaar, lying in her own 
bed.  Feeling depleted of all energy, she merely opened her eyes and looked about, unable to 
lift herself to even sit up.  Man, what a nightmare she had had.  Gratefully, she smiled to 
herself, glad to know she had never left Travaar and gone off like that.  Still, she couldn’t 
figure out why she felt so weak and…thirsty. 

“I’m pleased you are finally awake,” came a gentle voice.  “I’ve been waiting quite 
awhile.” 

Jenny’s head snapped to the right, and her eyes widened in surprise at sight of the man 
sitting in a chair beside her. 

“Jeiel!” she gasped, embarrassed that he should be in her bedroom alone with her.  
“What are you doing here?” 

He gave her a shy smile.  “Watching over you,” he said kindly. 

“But…why?” 

Jeiel moved closer to the bed and laid a hand on her arm. 

“Because I want to.” 

Jenny shook her head.  “But, that makes no sense.  You haven’t been around for months, 
uh, I mean…mentas.” 

He drew back, a guilty expression on his face.  “I know.  And I’m…sorry.” 

“So, why are you here now?” she questioned, not trusting him, but Jeiel easily avoided 
answering that question, for the time being. 

“Are you hungry?” he asked.  “Do you need anything?” 

“I…water,” she admitted, realizing how dry and sore her throat actually was. 

Jeiel rose up and moved to pour a glass of the refreshing liquid from the decanter resting 
on the bedside stand.  Then, to her shock, he sat down on the bed and pulled her upright against 
his well-muscled chest and helped her drink. 

“Paxis says you may not regain your strength for another vesta,” he explained.  “You are 
badly dehydrated, so I am more than happy to give you as much water as you can handle.” 

Jenny was confused and lifted her head back against him, trying to look him in the face. 

“I…don’t…understand.  Why am I dehydrated?” 

He smiled down at her, caressing her cheek with his free hand. 



“Don’t you remember?” 

“No,” she said.  “Uh, remember what?” 

“Going to Zaratan?” 

At this, Jenny gasped and tried jerking away from him, nearly spilling the remaining 
water he held in the glass. 

“I thought…it was all…a dream,” she said.  “So it was real.  All of it?” 

“Yes,” Jeiel confirmed sadly.  “I’m afraid so.” 

She wracked her brain, suddenly growing agitated as traces of her experience came back 
to haunt her. 

“The last thing I remember was…Kamran kissing me and—” 

“He kissed you?” Jeiel said, with some degree of startlement and dismay. 

“Yes,” she admitted.  “All I remember after that was the…coldness.” 

“The cellular suspension receptacle.” 

Jenny nodded and slumped back against him in defeat. 

Jeiel set the water aside and resumed his position, apparently enjoying having Jenny 
lying against him.  So distraught now, she wasn’t even aware that he hadn’t left the bed yet.  In 
fact, she seemed to enjoy having him there, gently caressing her cheek and occasionally 
smoothing back her hair. 

“Jenny,” Jeiel said at length, studying her reaction to his next words.  “Why did you 
leave?”  But he was never to learn the answer for just then Cassia Altair entered the room. 

“Oh, Jenny!”  she exclaimed happily.  “You’re finally awake.”  She pretended 
indifference to the scene on the bed, gave Jeiel a wide grin, then hurried from the room again.  
“I’ll get you some food.  Be right back,” she said, before scooting away. 

“Now that you’re awake, I imagine you’ll have all sorts of visitors,” Jeiel said.  He 
carefully removed himself from the bed, laid her down, and straightened her bed covers.  “I 
must get back to the war.  I’ll stop back when I get time.” 

Jenny clutched at his arm.  “We are at war?” she squeaked. 

“Yes.  A very large and dangerous one.” 

“You left your duties to sit here with me?” she said in surprise. 

“Among other things,” he replied.  “But you’ll hear all that later, I’m sure.  I must go 
now.” 

 



* * * * 
 

Jeiel stared at her a moment, his heart warming as he realized just how much he cared 
for her and how close he had been to losing her forever.  He leaned over her then, put a hand 
behind her head and pulled her lips against his ever so gently. 

“I love you, Jenny Tompkins,” he whispered.  “Please, don’t ever leave like that again.” 

And then he was gone. 



 
Chapter Eleven 

 
 

“What do you mean you used my journal to find me!”  Jenny practically shouted at her 
friend.  “You read my journal, my most personal and private thoughts?” 

“I-I’m sorry, Jen,” Cassia Altair said in all sincerity.  “But...it was the only way I could 
think of...to find you.” 

“Who else read it?” Jenny countered, her eyes flashing furiously.  “I know you weren’t 
the only one.” 

Cassia dropped her head, guilt marring her expression. 

“I, uh…gave it to Dammen.  It was the only way t...” 

“You let Kaanig Altair read my diary!”  With a scream of infuriation at this shocking 
revelation, Jenny yanked her covers up over her head, trying to shield herself from this ultimate 
betrayal by her best friend.  Cassia could hear her muffled fury under the blankets, her anger 
and humiliation evident for all to hear. 

“I’m so sorry, Jen,” Cassia said.  “But there was no other way.  The war had just started, 
and Jeiel had put everything into complete lock down.  It was only after that that we found you 
were missing.”  Cassia threw her hands up in a frantic, helpless gesture.  “With the war, well--
we just had to find you!  What did you expect us to do?” 

But her only response was the heartfelt sound of Jenny’s intense groaning from beneath 
the bed covers. 

“I am…so sorry,” Cassia said again, the pain of her own guilt stealing away her peace of 
mind.  It wasn’t as if she had wanted to betray her closest and dearest friend.  But how else 
could Dammen protect her if she wasn’t safe under his roof? 

Realizing her friend was going to pout all day, Cassia turned to leave, figuring Jenny 
would have to get over this storm at some point.  As she made to exit, she stuck her head into 
the room one last time. 

“I, uh, think you should know, Jen,” she said, bracing herself for the worst.  “Jeiel read 
your journal, too.”  At the outraged cry that came forth from the bed, Cassia hastily pulled the 
door shut, knowing at least that there were no further secrets involved with the journal. 

 
* * * * 

 
Jenny, meanwhile, was overwhelmed by emotions of outrage such as she had never had 

before.  It was bad enough her best friend and her best friend’s husband had dared to read her 
most intimate thoughts and feelings, but if Jeiel had read it as well, then he knew everything.  
Every feeling she had towards him, every fantasy she had ever had about him, and about how 



she had carried on and on about his powerful muscles and how they would feel beneath her 
hands as she ran her hands over him.  All that…stuff…that no other human being...or 
alien...ever had a right to know about.  She screamed inwardly, so upset she felt that she could 
just...burst. 

After awhile, she finally peeked her head out from beneath the blankets, wishing she had 
enough energy to get out of bed and pack up her stuff and…flee again.  Man, how humiliating.  
To know now that Jeiel knew how she truly felt about him.  No wonder he had said he loved 
her.  Was it only after he had read her journal that he had realized it, or what?  Or did he just 
say that to make her feel better?  Or perhaps just to make himself overcome his own guilty 
feelings at having violated her most personal self?  If he did love her, then why hadn’t he told 
her months ago, before he had gone off to Azor?  “Ah!” she growled.  This was so upsetting!  
And she felt as angry now as when Jeiel had kissed her for the very first time.  So now, what 
was she to do?  Fall into his arms as soon as he waltzed into her room again?  But how could 
she face him again, knowing all that she knew now?  It was all so embarrassing. 

A sudden knock at the door made her tense, and she braced herself to face Jeiel.  But, 
fortunately, it was only Mrovia Aemons coming in to check on her, as she always had Cassia 
when she had first come to Konatha.  Depressed, Jenny pulled the covers up over her head 
again and turned over.  She felt hurt and naked before the world and was too humiliated to even 
show her face.  Sobbing quietly, she buried her face in her pillow and eventually fell asleep. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Since they’ve managed to land on Vendra, then keep them there,” Kaanig Altair 

ordered.  “Allow the rest to venture to the heart of the galaxy.  It is there we will win this battle.  
Place a barricade of warships around them once they get there, so they won’t scatter.” 

“I understand,” Jeiel said.  “Our element of surprise is always the best way to victory.” 

“If the Ajellorians weren’t so focused on their false religion and their false god, then 
they might realize what they are up against.” 

“Apparently they haven’t done their homework, Ziros.  But it is to our advantage.” 

“From what I know of this culture,” Dammen said, “the Ajellorians use a sweep- and-
conquer technique.  It works very well, and they have conquered many star systems with their 
terror tactics and culture fixation, but only because the one true Source of all has not been their 
best defense.  Without Him, no victory is certain.” 

“I have to agree, Majesty.” 

“When you are tired of all this practicing, Jeiel, let me know, and I will end this, once 
and for all.” 

Jeiel chuckled aloud.  “It will be as you say, Highness.  When the time is right.” 

“As always, Jeiel.  As always.” 



 
Chapter Twelve 

 
 

“Tell me, Cas,” Jenny began with great care, still nursing her hurt feelings.  “How is it 
that Jeiel and Dammen can travel back and forth so quickly between all the different planets in 
Valtor?  Do they have some souped-up, high speed vessel that travels at extreme velocities?” 

Cassia laughed at this.  “No, of course not.  They use something called a ga’lif system.  
It’s like a door they can open in order to cross through into other worlds in a matter of 
seconds.” 

Jenny, feeling more normal than she did a week ago, sat up in bed then threw her covers 
aside to hug her knees. 

“Wow, really?  That’s cool.” 

“The only reason I know this, Jen, is because Dammen took me through one of them the 
day of our honeymoon and, later, when we found you on Azor.  We needed to get to you fast, 
and that was the best way.” 

“Imagine that,” Jenny said. “More than one.  Hm.  Just where are these…ga’lif systems 
exactly?  Here at Travaar?” 

Cassia moved to sit across from Jenny on the bed. 

“Actually, there’s one just outside the War Room, located on the subterranean level.  It’s 
very convenient for Dammen during times such as these.” 

Jenny considered this, her mind mentally plotting how to use the ga’lif to her advantage.  
She had already made up her mind to escape from Travaar and all of its shameful memories.  
Since she wasn’t certain Jeiel really did love her, then it wouldn’t matter if she left again.  
Perhaps this time he wouldn’t waste time trying to find her.  If he did come looking for her, 
then that might actually convince her of his feelings for her.  She still couldn’t forget how he 
had simply left her for months, without a word to her or anybody else about his intentions 
toward her. 

“There is also the one in the room I share with Uri,” Cassia continued, unaware of what 
information she was providing her friend.  “It is how Dammen first took me to his retreat on 
Donar.” 

“Yes,” Jenny nodded.  “I remember you telling me.  In the back of his closet, you said.” 

“Um, yes,” Cassia confirmed.  “But it’s only for his personal use.” 

Jenny ducked her head, feeling suddenly ashamed of the way she was deceiving her 
friend.  Never had she stooped so low, but she felt so betrayed at the moment that she was 
willing to use any means to get away.  How could she ever face Jeiel or the Altair, knowing 
what they knew about her?  It was so humiliating, being laid emotionally bare before them.  It 



was even difficult to look Cassia in the eye right now, but she needed to know more about 
Travaar and knew Cassia was the only one who could help her. 

“Is there a key or something,” Jenny asked curiously.  “Or a pass code?  I mean, how 
does it work?” 

“Oh,” Cassia mused thoughtfully, getting up.  She moved to gather up and refold a few 
clean bed linens laying on the dresser, then tucked them into a drawer.  “Dammen uses his 
palm print to open them, but I know for a fact that there is an access code, too.  Not sure what it 
is though.” 

“I-I think I need to rest now, Cas,” Jenny said of a sudden, laying back on her pillow and 
yawning, pretending boredom. 

“I understand.  That zalterian paste was said to have sucked the life out of its victims.  
I’ll come back later.  I really need to see to Arian’s dinner anyways.” 

“Bring him next time, will you,” Jenny said.  “I really miss the little guy.  It must be so 
much fun watching him walking around now and getting into everything.” 

Cassia grinned.  “It is that,” she said, departing on that happy note. 

But no sooner had her friend gone before Jenny was jumping out of bed and running to 
her own closet to select suitable clothes for her own departure.  A wave of weakness hit her 
suddenly, but she refused to allow it, intent on her purpose.  Grabbing an outfit similar to the 
one she had worn to Zaratan, she then proceeded to throw another pair of jeans, a nightie, a few 
shirts, and underwear into a backpack she had brought with her to Konatha.  Tossing in a hair 
brush and some fruit she had been hoarding, she felt satisfied that things might be different for 
her this time.  No more venturing off with strange men or entering strange, unfamiliar 
dwellings, she told herself. 

Throwing the bag onto her bed, she added a few more hair trinkets and, this time, a 
brand new journal and a few pens.  Despite her recent experience, she knew she was in for a 
new adventure and wanted to record all of her thoughts.  But this time, she vowed, no one 
would be able to locate her by reading her secrets. 

This time, things were going to be different.  With her education and new languages, she 
felt that perhaps this time she might procure a teaching job by herself, making enough money 
to rent a place to live and buy food.  For the first time she would finally be on her own and 
living in complete independence.  She was so tired of relying on everyone else.  Now that her 
father was off on his own, it was time she took control of her own life, only this time there 
would be no slip-ups.  Not this time.  She had learned her lesson, to be sure.  No one owned 
her, so there was really no reason for anyone to stop her from doing what she wanted to for a 
change. 

She hid her bag behind a chair, praying no one would come into the room while she was 
in taking a shower.  She wanted to be completely refreshed and ready for the adventure at hand.  
No, she didn’t want anyone spoiling her plans by spotting her backpack before she was able to 



get away.  Her only problem now would be to get to one of the ga’lif units without being 
caught.  She would be hard-pressed to explain why she was standing outside one, with a 
backpack slung over her shoulder.  Her plan would be all too obvious, and she knew the Altair 
would be furious with her this time around.  She knew she could never stand before his wrath. 

Even though Dammen was her friend and a very kind man, he was still Kaanig and 
terrifying to behold when acting in his true capacity.  After witnessing his amazing power when 
back on Earth, it was very easy to understand how powerful he was and how it was possible for 
him to rule over an entire galaxy, and with Jeiel by his side.  Although both men had been 
angry with her for going to Zaratan, they forgave her with understanding, grateful she was alive 
and safe at Travaar.  Were they to discover her gone a second time, there would be all hell to 
pay, she knew.  She didn’t think either man would treat her as kindly as they had the first time.  
But she didn’t care.  She just had to get away. 

 
* * * * 

 
Within half an hour, she had showered and dressed.  This time, however, she knew 

enough not to use the main door because of the guards posted outside it.  After her return to 
Travaar, she had learned that Dammen had doubled the guard there, to prevent her from 
sneaking away again.  No, this time, Jenny decided, she was going to sneak out to the balcony, 
then carefully climb onto the window ledge, sneak along it, then get back inside the palace 
through an open window or onto another balcony.  She hoped that that would lead her to a 
vacant, unguarded room.  Since hers overlooked the garden, she hoped that no one would 
observe what she was doing.  As she hurried to carry out her plan, she prayed that no one 
would notice her on the ledge.  Apparently Dammen never thought she might take that route 
because she didn’t see any H’San about her balcony or below in the garden.  Regardless, she 
took great care to move stealthily along the narrow overhang, gripping her bag tightly so she 
wouldn’t drop it. 

“Well, that was easy,” Jenny said aloud, making it past about six windows before 
finding an open one.  Observing no one inside, she carefully entered the room.  She noiselessly 
jumped down from the windowsill and onto the thick carpeting.  It appeared to be a sitting 
room.  Securing the window, she then turned with her pack and made her way quietly to the 
main door.  Putting an ear to it, she listened for voices or footsteps.  Satisfied no one was about, 
she then drew open the door in a secretive manner and peeked out, a sigh of relief escaping her 
lips when she saw the way clear.  Memories of Cassia’s first escape attempt while aboard ship 
brought a smile to her lips as she recalled Cassia’s telling of the story.  Her own circumstance 
reminded her of that incident. 

“Except she got caught,” Jenny told herself.  “I don’t intend to get caught.”  Then, with 
firm resolve, she stepped into the corridor and pulled the door shut behind her. 

Having some idea of the layout of Travaar, Jenny tried to locate familiar objects or 
particulars that would help her find her way to Dammen’s personal quarters.  Knowing the 
Altair was probably in the War Room, as were most of his aides, she felt that to venture to the 
subterranean level to utilize the ga’lif unit there would be just plain stupid.  Instead, she 



decided to use Dammen’s personal unit.  She had to reach it before somebody discovered she 
was missing and begin looking for her. 

It amazed her how quiet the palace was just then.  Perhaps, she surmised, it was because 
of the war that the normal hustle-and-bustle she was familiar with since arriving on Konatha 
was no longer evident.  With everything in lock down mode, it was clear that many of the 
palace staff members must be somewhere safe and that only a few were kept on hand to attend 
to the needs of the royal family.  With that in mind, Jenny hurried to locate Kaanig Altair’s 
main living quarters. 

“This might be easier than I thought,” Jenny told herself, grinning at the timing.  With 
no one around, her chances of getting caught would be less than normal.  This gave her courage 
and, not long thereafter, she was fortunate enough to stumble upon the Altair’s private suite.  
With no guards posted outside the main doors, she knew then that the rooms were empty and 
that she could venture inside without a problem.  Other than running into a servant cleaning, 
she hoped that she would encounter no one inside.  Arian’s quarters were near the palace 
nursery, one floor below, so she was confident she wouldn’t run into Cassia or Mrovia just then 
either. 

Keeping her fingers crossed, Jenny stepped gingerly down the corridor, securing her 
backpack against her, and put a tentative hand to the door before opening it.  Stepping inside, 
she quickly closed it and breathed a sigh of relief.  Leaning against the door behind her, a quick 
inspection of the living area confirmed that no one was there.  Her heart pounding nervously, 
she moved quickly, yet surreptitiously across the huge room.  She wasn’t certain which was the 
main bedroom, but she tried one of the many doors. 

 
The first led to a huge bath chamber, as opulent as everything else, but tastefully, 

beautifully decorated.  Another door led into an odd room, which stood in remarkable contrast 
to the rest of the wealth of Travaar.  A small room, it contained a dirt floor, pristine white 
walls, and a large wooden cross set against the wall.  Jenny gulped with embarrassment, 
realizing that this was Kaanig Altair’s private prayer chamber, his conditioning room.  She 
exited quickly, feeling as though she herself had betrayed her friend and almost had second 
thoughts about what she was about to do.  Knowing that Dammen used that chamber to pray to 
God each day and obtain wisdom to rule the galaxy was a humbling, yet mind boggling 
thought.  But she couldn’t let it stop her.  She had to carry on with her plan. 

She backed away from the prayer closet and, with trembling hand, moved to another 
door.  Finally.  The master bedroom of the Altair.  With no thought for caution, she hurried 
inside and moved unhindered to the closet in back of the room, not stopping to look around or 
snoop into her friends’ things.  That wasn’t her purpose, and guilt already overwhelmed her at 
what she was about to embark upon.  Her friends, she knew, would be very hurt when they 
found she had gone, but it was too late to turn back now.  She had to press forward with her 
plan. 

Inside the huge walk-in closet, Jenny fumbled about for a light switch of some kind but 
was relieved when the room brightened of its own accord, once she stepped inside.  She 
paused, her eyes searching, until she realized the unit must be hidden.  Pushing past rows upon 



rows of expensive clothes, she checked the back walls of the closet for a panel of some kind, 
which would indicate a unit behind it. 

She still had no idea what a ga’lif unit looked like or how it worked, but she knew she 
could figure it out once she opened one and got inside.  Then she had to decide where she 
wanted to go. 

Azor!  The thought suddenly came to her.  That was where Jeiel lived.  But no, she told 
herself, that would be dumb.  She wanted to get as far away from Jeiel as possible, not seek 
him out.  There had to be another planet she could enjoy living on.  The question was:  Did she 
want to remain in this solar system or explore another?  Valtor was so immense.  Surely she 
would find a nice pleasant place to lay down her roots.  Maybe she would just play eenie 
meenie mynie moe… 

As these and other anxious thoughts poured through Jenny’s head, her knuckles 
suddenly knocked against a hollow wall.  Further exploration led her to a wall that obviously 
had something hard and metal-like behind it.  Setting aside her bag, she ran her hands along the 
wall and found the outlines of a paneled door.  However, unable to figure out how it opened 
she leaned her palms on either side of the panel and rested her forehead against it with dismay, 
thinking she had gotten this far only to fail.  If she couldn’t access the ga’lif unit, then there 
would be nothing else for her to do but return to her own rooms.  However, as her right palm 
connected flatly to the cool wall, a door miraculously appeared before her, startling her.  Since 
her forehead lay against the door, she nearly lost her balance when it opened beneath her. 

She truly thought the unit hidden, to be opened only by the Altair’s personal hand print.  
That she was able to open it herself surprised her.  With a grunt of pure satisfaction, Jenny 
quickly snatched up her bag and scrambled into the unit.  Able to read a few of the buttons 
there, she quickly closed the door of the unit, then stood back to stare at the settings.  Now 
what? she wondered.  Where should she go?  And why on earth hadn’t she thought to ask 
herself that before she went seeking another adventure?  Drat! 

“I’m wasting time,” she fumed.  “Oh, I’m such a dummy sometimes!”  Clutching her 
backpack, she decided to just punch in a bunch of symbols attached to the keypad.  Before she 
even had a chance to catch her breath, the door flew open so suddenly that she stumbled out, 
falling onto the hard dirt of the planet she had chosen.  Fortunately, there seemed to be an 
acceptable oxygen level there, something she hadn’t even considered prior to leaving Travaar. 

Landing with a grunt and a hard thud onto the ground, on her elbows, her bag flew 
away, and she lay with one leg in, one out of the ga’lif. 

“Oh, crap!” she cursed again, spitting dust from her mouth.  She pushed herself upright 
with her arms, drawing her leg from the unit as she tried to right herself.  Peering around, she 
found herself surrounded by dampness and mist and fog.  The air was musky, and it was dark.  
Not a good time for anyone like her to be out, wandering about on a strange planet. 

As soon as her leg was free of the unit, the ga’lif door immediately closed and vanished 
before she even thought to get back inside.  Righting herself, she whipped around to look for it, 
but she saw only earth and sky through the swirling mist about her.  The ga’lif was now 



invisible to her.  She put a hand out, to feel for it, but found...nothing but air.  A soft cry of 
regret tore from her at this discovery.  An overwhelming panic washed over her then as she 
realized she was now trapped somewhere in space, in a place where she probably had no right 
to be.  What if she decided she hated this place?  What then? 

What on earth had she been thinking?  She should have trusted the Altair to keep her 
safe.  Why had she ever doubted him, knowing that he had done his best to do so, even while 
they were at war? 

War!  She grimaced, suddenly recalling that the entire galaxy was currently under 
attack.  “Oh, no,” she groaned.  How could she have forgotten that?  But she had been 
recuperating and had so far not been affected by the galactic attack, so she had not even 
considered it as she had nursed her hurt feelings.  All she had wanted to do was get away and 
make everybody pay for making her feel so miserable.  But faith, was she really that miserable?  
Dammen, as ruler of Valtor, had a right to know everything that went on in his galaxy, didn’t 
he?  Still, did he have the right, together with Cassia and Jeiel, to go through her personal 
effects?  Then, with a firm nod - yes, she decided.  In order to locate her, they had had no 
choice but to investigate everything and seek her out, to find her, to rescue her 
because…because…they cared about her. 

“Oh, God!” she cried softly as she realized the true stupidity of what she had done.  She 
knew Dammen had been in the War Room, yet it had failed to register in her brain what was 
actually going on.  It never occurred to her, the danger of her situation.  Falling to her knees, 
her hands flew to her face, to stop the flow of tears that suddenly sprang forth from her eyes.  
What had she done?  Dear God, what had she done?  And where was she now? 

A scuffling sound intruded into her troubled thoughts as she knelt sobbing in the dirt.  
She raised her head, trying to peer into the encroaching darkness and fog.  Then suddenly, she 
found herself surrounded by a group of burly, strange-looking men who obviously had heard 
her crying.  They were almost as large as the Valtorians she knew.  Yet there was something 
different about the way they dressed, their overall appearance, and the way they slowly dragged 
their feet as they walked.  A sense of incredible evil surrounded her at their presence, and a 
terror unlike anything she had ever felt before gripped her heart as she gaped at these men, 
these creatures. 

The leader, a very ugly brute with a large scaly plate on his misshapen head and straggly 
hair framed about it, stepped toward her, a long, sharp, terrifying weapon in his huge, hairy 
hand. 

“Myon ta thay!” he demanded, in some queer tongue that Jenny had no knowledge of. 

She shook her head and fell back onto her heels in fear.  “No, no,” she said, trembling as 
he glared down at her. 

“Myon ta thay!” he repeated, more loudly this time as he moved closer. 

Jenny cringed in fear before him, trying to move away. 



“I…don’t understand,” she said, raising a defending arm as if to ward him off.  
“Please…leave me be.  Go away.” 

The man stared at her a moment, it occurring to him that Jenny did not understand what 
he wanted to know.  Deciding it didn’t matter, he lifted his weapon as if to strike her, only to be 
suddenly halted by a voice behind him.  The man listened, nodded, then grunted in reply, only 
to move aside as another man came forward, grabbed Jenny by her hair and neck, and brutally 
yanked her to her feet, drawing cries of pain from her lips. 

“Please,” she began, unsure of what they wanted of her.  “I haven’t done anything.” 

The man ignored her plea as he dragged her off into the gloom. 

 
* * * * 

 
“What!” Kaanig Altair bellowed when he learned that Jenny Tompkins was 

missing…again.  “What happened this time?” 

“We…do not know, Ziros,” Mrovia Aemons said, cringing before her adopted son.  “I 
went to check on her and found her…gone.  Kaaniga Altair was summoned, and she found that 
Jenny had packed a bag and had taken it with her because some of her personal effects were 
noticeably missing.” 

The Altair glanced over at his life mate, who was standing beside Mrovia. 

“Cassia, what do you know of this?” 

“I’m sorry, Uri,” she said shamefacedly, “but it seems that Jenny has run away again.” 

“But, why would she?” Dammen asked in concern.  “What has happened?” 

Cassia dropped her head, her gaze rooted to the floor. 

“I…I told her that we…read her journal,” she admitted.  “I told her it was the only way 
we were able to find her before.” 

A heavy silence reigned after this admission.  Cassia raised her eyes reluctantly, to stare 
at her husband’s frowning countenance, wondering at his thoughts. 

“You told her that Jeiel read her journal as well?” he said. 

Cassia nodded mutely, and another few micron passed before reasoning overcame the 
Altair’s anger at this unexpected news.  He briefly closed his eyes, gave a loud sigh, then shook 
his head. 

“Tell me,” Dammen said, focusing his attention now on the two guards who had been 
positioned outside of Jenny’s room.  “How did Pa’atay Tompkins manage to sneak past you 
this time?” 



“No, no!” Cassia intercepted.  She raised a halting hand, not believing it was their fault, 
only to be instantly silenced by her husband’s immediate whipping around of his dark head to 
scowl at her. 

“Answer me,” he repeated, glaring back at his men. 

“We never left our posts, Majesty,” one man began, unable to look his sovereign in the 
eye.  “We…believe she must have left by way of...the balcony.” 

“You never saw her?” Dammen asked, incredulous. 

Both men shook their dark heads.  “No, Ziros.” 

Dammen snorted and shook his head in disbelief. 

“Amazing,” he said.  “What an amazing woman.” 

“Yes, Ziros,” the men replied in unison, nodding. 

Dammen chuckled aloud as he pictured Jenny probably sneaking along the ledge of the 
palace.  But his amusement was quickly replaced by concern, and he immediately sent his men 
to search for her. 

“I will send help,” he told them, “but leave no place unturned.  It is too dangerous for 
this woman to be out wandering around, especially if she feels betrayed by her own friends.” 

“Betrayed?” Cassia said, startled. 

“Yes, wife,” Dammen said, giving her a stony look.  “Jenny is obviously hurt, thinking 
we betrayed her by reading her journal.  How would you feel if you kept a journal like that and 
then found that your closest friends had read it without your permission?  Considering what 
was in that book, I imagine Jenny is feeling very insecure right now...very embarrassed…and 
very hurt.” 

“Oh, Uri,” Cassia said with a twinge of conscience.  “You’re right.  How thoughtless of 
me.” 

“We read all of her deepest secrets, Cassia.  Imagine how you would feel, knowing your 
confidence was betrayed?  And imagine the kind of trouble you could get into by knowing 
someone else’s secrets.” 

Cassia’s head shot up at these words as a sudden thought struck her as she recalled her 
parting conversation with Jenny before leaving her room. 

“Oh, Uri,” she said, now feeling more guilty than before.  “I…think I know where Jenny 
went.” 

He gave her a hard stare. 

“Where?” 



“I…She…”  Cassia dropped her head in dismay.  “I told Jenny about the ga’lif system.” 



 
Chapter Thirteen 

 
 

Jenny didn’t know where she was.  Nor did she know who the men were who had 
captured her.  They had taken her to where they had set up camp, bound her ankles and wrists 
behind her back, leaving her sitting alone on an old log in front of a campfire.  It was the only 
friendly thing she had encountered since her foolish arrival there.  Apparently the men 
considered her no threat since no one was posted nearby to watch over her and, knowing she 
had nowhere to go, they left her alone. 

It was difficult to make out the men in the darkness and fog, but she was able to see 
occasional male shapes moving about as she peered at them through the flames and smoke 
rising from the campfire.  Helpless, she could only sit there and contemplate what had 
happened, wishing for the umpteenth time that she had never left Travaar.  Now, with no help 
in sight and no plans for the future she had envisioned, she could only sit and stare glumly into 
the brightness of the flames, focusing on the hot red embers burning there.  After a while her 
head slumped forward, and she dozed, until the sound of male voices startled her into 
wakefulness again. 

Two of the creatures were coming towards her in the darkness, and she shrank away in 
fear, wondering what they were about.  She noticed the fire had nearly died away, and it was 
then she realized she must have been sleeping awhile. 

The men came near and stood over her, looking down at her with curiosity. 

“Myon ta thay?” one of them said to her, the same thing said to her before, but she 
stared at them blankly, still not certain of what they wanted from her. 

They stared at her a moment longer, conversing in low tones.  Then one of them 
crouched down beside her, meeting her at eye level.  He proceeded to speak to her in various 
languages, each of them different in dialects, tone and utterance.  Jenny could only stare at 
them and shake her head, unable to understand anything of what they said. 

“I’m sorry,” she said in English, shrugging.  “I don’t know what it is you want.” 

At this, the man’s eyes brightened, and he grinned at his companion. 

“Zarconian,” he told his comrade, in their weird dialect. 

“Ah,” replied the other, nodding that he understood.  Then he murmured something 
unintelligible to Jenny. 

“Who…do you…worship?” said the ugly man squatting beside her, in English this time. 

Jenny’s jaw dropped in surprise.  “What?” 

The man straightened and glared down at her now. 



“Who…do…you…worship?” 

Jenny shook her head.  “I don’t know what you mean,” she said in all honesty. 

A flash of anger splayed across the man’s dark, unsightly features.  He turned abruptly 
to step aside with his comrade.  They spent the next few minutes in low discussion before 
turning their attention back to her.  The ugly brute of a man then took her arm and roughly 
brought her to her feet.  He freed her ankles then led her between them, away from the fire, to a 
large tent of sorts, set up in the center of the compound.  Once inside, he brought Jenny before 
a group of many more of these brutish-looking, ugly men, then cut the rope binding her wrists.  
Grateful, she rubbed the soreness away as she stood in the middle of the tent, wondering what 
was going to happen to her.  It didn’t take long for her to find out. 

The man who had brought her there suddenly came forward.  Putting a hand to Jenny’s 
back, he pushed her forward none-too-gently, to stand before a large wooden statue of some 
odd, misshapen, lizard-like thing.  It was grotesque in appearance.  But Jenny had no chance to 
examine it more closely for a large hand suddenly grabbed her by the back of her neck.  She 
was then forcefully shoved to her knees before she could react with anything but a loud gasp.  
Her face was shoved to the ground in direct obeisance to the queer statue.  Terror gripped her 
as her nose impacted with the dirt floor.  Tears sprang forth as she coughed and spluttered in 
helplessness. 

“Who…do…you…worship!”  The man bellowed, all the while keeping her face in the 
dirt. 

It was at that instant that Jenny finally realized what it was these men wanted from her.  
They wanted her to bow before that wooden thing, that disgusting idol.  But she was a 
Christian.  She would never bow before any idol and especially before anything so false and 
hideous to behold.  Still, she knew that if she didn’t, these men would probably kill her.  She 
realized that had she answered them earlier, upon first meeting them, that they would have 
already done so.  Had that other man not stopped the leader from lifting his weapon against her, 
she might not be here now, making this choice, to defy them and proclaim her faith in the God 
she loved and served, or by choosing to bow before their false one.  Whatever happened now 
would seal her fate for all eternity, and well she knew it.  Were she to deny Christ here, she 
knew she would die and never see her beloved Jeiel, her father, or the Altairs ever again 
because she would end up in hell fire for eternity.  Only a miracle could save her now, and she 
was desperately praying for one.  Faith, why had she been so stupid as to ever leave Travaar? 

“Myon ta thay?” the ugly man demanded, in his own tongue, knowing now that she 
understood him. 

“Jesus,” she whispered. 

“Myon ta thay!” 

But she refrained from answering him again.  She had given him her answer.  If he 
wanted to kill her, then so be it.  Whatever happened now was out of her hands. 



 
* * * * 

 
“Belay all ground attacks on Vendra, Jeiel!” the Altair blasted into his wrist com.  “All 

of them.” 

“But why, Ziros?” came Jeiel’s perplexed response.  “They are swarming the planet.  
The time is right.” 

Dammen sighed enigmatically.  “I know,” he said.  “I know.  But, something has 
happened, and I dare not risk anything yet.” 

“What has happened?” Jeiel wanted to know, growing angry now, knowing how close 
they were to ending this war already. 

There was a long silence before Dammen responded, deciding to break the news to Jeiel 
now instead of ordering him back to Travaar. 

“It’s Jenny,” he began slowly, knowing how Jeiel was going to react to this latest news.  
“She’s…run off again.” 

“But…why?” 

“Did you tell her, Jeiel?  How you felt about her?” 

“Yes, Ziros, I did.” 

“Apparently it wasn’t enough,” his friend replied.  “My assumption is that she felt 
betrayed by all of us for reading her private journal.  She couldn’t bear the hurt and 
embarrassment and decided to get back at all of us in this way.” 

“Maka,” Jeiel grumbled to himself.  “This woman is driving me crazy.”  He gave a loud 
sigh.  “I will do as you ask, Majesty,” he continued after a moment.  “All ground attacks shall 
cease until we locate Jenny.” 

“Thank you, Jeiel,” Dammen said, then paused a moment before adding, “Don’t worry.  
We found her once, we can find her again.” 

“Aye, Majesty,” Jeiel agreed, but even Dammen could tell that he wasn’t convinced.  
Both were thinking the same thing.  What if the Ajellorians found her before they did? 

“I’m concerned,” Dammen went on, knowing his friend was still listening.  “Jenny just 
barely escaped with her life from an unusually traumatic experience.  I believe it may have 
affected her mentally as well as emotionally.  We need to take great care with our handling of 
this search, and of her.  I do not want her to suffer a breakdown.  Despite the fact that she was 
recuperating just fine, her behavior indicates there may be an underlying problem.  I need your 
support on this, Jeiel.  We need to find her again and make a few changes in how we deal with 
her recovery this time.” 



“I understand,” Jeiel responded quietly.  “It will be as you say.”  With that, Jeiel ended 
the transmission, his heart heavy with despair.  He prayed again that no harm would befall the 
woman he loved and hoped she would be home before nightfall. 



 
Chapter Fourteen 

 
 

It didn’t take long for Kaanig Altair to ascertain where Jenny had gone.  Since Cassia 
had only mentioned two of the ga’lif units to her friend, it was certain that Jenny had found her 
way to Dammen’s suite and located the system at the back of his closet.  A quick investigation 
proved his guess correct since his garments were in complete disarray.  Jenny had made no 
effort to hide her intentions as she had shoved her way through every inch of his clothing to 
check out the back walls in order to locate the ga’lif.  Unfortunately, she had also figured out 
how to get inside and activate it, since there was no evidence that she had failed in her quest 
and was still at Travaar. 

Stepping into the ga’lif unit, Dammen quickly brought up the memory on the keypad 
inside, hoping to obtain Jenny’s destination information.  As soon as the coded symbols popped 
up, he stepped back in dismay, almost not believing his eyes.  Of all places for Jenny to have 
ventured off to, he growled inwardly.  Maka!  The woman had no sense at all, it seemed.  At 
least not right now.  With a frown of concern, he turned to Cassia, who patiently watched her 
husband figure everything out. 

“You won’t like it,” he told her, stepping out of the unit and putting a hand to her 
shoulder. 

“Why?” she asked.  “What have you found out?  Where has she gone?” 

“Wait,” he said, raising his arm to speak into his d’lab’r. 

“Jeiel,” he blurted in a loud voice, his tone angry.  “Answer me, damn it!” 

“Here, Ziros,” came Jeiel’s familiar voice.  “What news?” 

“She is on Vendra, Jeiel!  Vendra!  Meet me in my chambers and we will go after her.” 

Cassia seemed perplexed as she stared at her husband, wondering what had caused such 
fear to enter her husband’s normally reticent tone. 

“Uri?” she said, searching the angry lines on his face.  “What is it?” 

“Jenny is in the worst possible place,” he told her in blunt fashion, uncertain how to 
cushion her from such information.  “If you'll recall,Vendra is where we have set up boundaries 
around the Ajellorians who are on the planet.  If they have Jenny, then she may very well be 
dead already.” 

“Oh!” Cassia gasped.  “Oh, no!”  A tear slowly dared its way down her cheek, just as 
Jeiel Vernier arrived through the ga’lif and stepped into the closet.  Meeting Dammen’s angry 
gaze, Jeiel stepped aside, allowing his sovereign to enter the unit first.  No words were spoken 
as Dammen kissed Cassia goodbye.  But he wasted no more time in discussion. 



“We’ll return as soon as we can,” he said.  “Remain with Kyis.  And please, Cassia.  Do 
nothing foolish.  I have enough to worry about.” 

“I promise,” Cassia said, her eyes shining with unshed tears.  She moved to squeeze 
Jeiel’s hand before he, too, departed.  “Please be careful.  Both of you.” 

 

* * * * 
 

Cassia moved back as she watched Jeiel enter the unit with her husband, both instantly 
disappearing as the door collapsed shut.  Only then did she give herself the freedom to sob 
aloud.  She had not realized until that moment how afraid for Jenny she actually was.  As if the 
zalterian paste episode hadn’t been bad enough, and now…this.  Faith, whatever had Jenny 
been thinking to have gone off like that a second time? she wondered.  And whatever would 
her father say if he were to find out? 

Cassia’s eyes widened with shock as she realized that Jim had never once been notified 
of Jenny’s disappearance.  So much was going on, it was no wonder they forgot.  But she 
would tell him now.  Everything.  Jenny’s father had the right to know about his only child.  
Hurrying to join Kyis in the War Room, she made it an immediate priority to find a way to get 
the information to Jim Tompkins as quickly as she could.  Considering Jenny’s location right 
now, time was definitely of the essence. 

 
* * * * 

 
Kaanig Altair brought forth a small pulse light from his leather belt.  It was so dark on 

Vendra when he and Jeiel arrived that he found it necessary, if not dangerous, to make their 
presence there known.  They had only gone a few steps before spying Jenny’s backpack, lying 
discarded in the dirt.  Considering the moisture covering it, they realized it had been laying 
there a good long while. 

“At least we’re on the right trail,” Jeiel murmured softly. 

“Yes.” 

Jeiel knelt down to open the pack.  He sorted through clothes, some fruit and found…her 
journal. 

Dammen rolled his eyes.  “Oh, great,” he said.  “Just what we need.”  Then, “Damn it, 
let me see it.”  Taking the book from Jeiel, he quickly thumbed through it with the light before 
giving a sigh of relief.  “It’s blank,” he said.  “Thank the Source.” 

Jeiel snorted, smiling to himself, also glad the book held no secrets. 

“Should we have brought more men with us?” Jeiel asked. 



“I’ll summon them if I find it necessary,” Dammen replied.  “I need to know what we 
are up against first.”  They walked a few more paces, listening for anything unusual.  It wasn’t 
until they had walked nearly half a koron that they began hearing voices off in the distance, 
somewhere north of where they were.  Immediately dousing the pulse light, Dammen and Jeiel 
slowly headed that way, being alert to everything about them.  A short while later they came 
upon an encampment and quickly ducked behind a large growth of terra brush to observe what 
was happening there. 

At first, all that was visible to them in the gloom and fog was an overlarge tent-like 
structure, so they changed position, eventually splitting up to cover both sides of the area as 
best they could.  Jeiel soon returned to his sovereign’s side, whispering his findings. 

“It seems most of the group is inside,” he said.  “Two men—definitely Ajellorians—are 
posted outside, but they don’t appear too wide awake.  I…couldn’t make anything else out.” 

“That’s okay,” Dammen said.  “We’ll just wait here until someone comes out.  Most 
likely those men have Jenny, but we won’t know until we get inside that tent.” 

“I’ll move to the other side,” Jeiel informed him.  “Perhaps one of us can get inside and 
at least see how many are there.  I have no idea if more of their troops will be showing up here.  
We need to be careful so we are not caught.” 

“Agreed.  We may be safer if we are not together.  But be careful, Jeiel.  I do not want to 
lose you.” 

“Aye, Ziros,” Jeiel said softly, as he moved away, his movements as stealthy as a cat.  
“Nor I you.” 

So the two men waited, although it was another oron before anyone even came forth 
from the tent. 

Two hulking Ajellorians finally came out, both moving in separate directions, to relieve 
themselves.  This was fortunate because both Dammen and Jeiel took that opportunity to 
relieve them of both their weapons and their dignity, leaving both of them lying dead in the 
underbrush. 

The two Valtorians returned to their earlier posts and again waited.  But it wasn’t until 
morning that they had their first glimpse of the remainder of the Ajellorians in the tent.  Nearly 
forty of them in all.  Each came strolling out in haphazard fashion, near daybreak.  Fortunately, 
the days on that part of Vendra were almost as dark, foggy and gloomy as the nights, so 
Dammen and Jeiel were able to maintain their cover.  It also allowed them to sneak around the 
back of the tent, before anyone saw them, and peer inside.  What they saw shocked them into 
realizing the true danger of Jenny’s predicament. 

Jenny was lying face down in the dirt.  Her limbs were staked in an obvious form of 
obeisance, which forced her to be in an extremely uncomfortable mode of worship before an 
ugly wooden idol.  Knowing the Ajellorians were annihilating anyone who did not bow down 
before their false god, Nija, was no surprise to Dammen or Jeiel.  What shocked them both was 



that the Ajellorians had shaved off all of Jenny’s lovely brown hair and stripped off all of her 
clothes.  That she was being set up for a blood sacrifice before this idol was clear to them both, 
and they knew they had to act quickly in order to rescue her. 

The fury in both men’s gazes at sight of Jenny lying there like that might have been 
enough to send many a Valtorian running in terror, but the Ajellorians still had no idea with 
whom they were dealing. 

“Go inside and free her,” Dammen ordered.  “I will watch your back, but you must 
hurry.  Even if we free her, we still need to get back to the ga’lif, and it’s going to be damned 
hard to locate in this gloom.” 

“Aye, Ziros,” Jeiel said, rising from his stooped position to cut an even larger slit in the 
tent so he could easily slip inside.  As he proceeded to cut loose Jenny’s bonds, Dammen 
swiftly moved to various spots, trying to keep all of the Ajellorians in sight.  The minute any of 
them made to go back inside the tent, he knew he had to alert Jeiel and get both him and Jenny 
out of there.  They were clearly outnumbered, but it was too late now to call in reinforcements.  
As Kaanig, it was now up to Dammen to get them all away safely. 

Once she was free, Jeiel deftly hoisted a half-conscious Jenny over his large shoulder 
and proceeded to slip out the back of the tent, just as two Ajellorians started back inside it.  At 
sight of Jeiel, with Jenny over his shoulders, both men gave a shout of warning to their 
comrades, who quickly swarmed the tent.  Dammen, waiting on the other side, made sure Jeiel 
had disappeared into the darkness with his precious burden before he took his stand against the 
enemy.  Had he done so earlier, he might have unintentionally gotten Jenny killed or harmed in 
some way.  But now that she was safe with Jeiel, the time had come to take back what was his.  
He was only one man, able to defeat only a portion of the invading hordes, but once at Travaar, 
he would take his final, decisive stand against them all.  For now, he had to take satisfaction in 
this mild form of attack and revenge. 

As the Ajellorians swarmed all sides of the tent, they spied the Altair, standing smugly 
behind it.  As they approached him, they paused to consider this single man in their midst, 
standing so confidently and courageously against them. 

With a smirk, Dammen slowly raised his hands as if in surrender.  Then, just as some of 
the Ajellorians approached to grab him, he suddenly thrust out his hands, raised his palms at 
them, and with a broad sweeping motion released a blast of power that annihilated every 
Ajellorian in the compound, burning them to a crisp and disintegrating them in a matter of 
sclair.  It had happened so fast, none of them had had time to react. Afterward, all that 
remained was the small fire burning outside the remains of the tent and some of the weaponry.  
Glancing to where the wooden idol of Nija had been, his smile grew even wider, knowing how 
quickly that lousy piece of wood had dissipated under his hand. 

“The Source be praised,” he expounded loudly.  Turning, he moved to follow after Jeiel, 
thankful they had found Jenny, and vowing to see that she never ran away from them again. 



 
Chapter Fifteen 

 
 

“What do you mean they haven’t returned yet!”  Dammen said.  “Didn’t they come back 
through the ga’lif?” 

“We have not seen them, Your Majesty,” Iddo Aemons told him with complete honesty.  
“Nor have we heard from Cambra Vernier since your departure.” 

Dammen’s fury knew no bounds at that moment.  Here he was, believing Jeiel and 
Jenny to be okay, only to learn that they had never even made it back from Vendra. 

“Something must have happened to them,” he said.  “Damn it, it’s not like Jeiel to do 
this.  He must be in trouble.”  Dammen paced back and forth like a caged kur beast, running an 
anguished, frustrated hand through his thick black mane.  Cassia, unsure of how to help him, 
merely stood aside and observed his anxious behavior. 

Dammen stopped to peer down at the main monitor used to oversee the galaxy.  The 
Ajellorians were surrounded by his forces, but still he could not give the order to annihilate 
them.  With Jeiel and Jenny missing, he had to continue to stay his hand until they were safe 
again.  Maka!  Why did this continue to happen?  What was his Source trying to teach him by 
putting him through all of this?  He went back to his pacing. 

 

* * * * 
 

Even Iddo was fraught with nervous tension as he observed Kaanig Altair.  Never had 
he seen his master so agitated before.  He grimaced with concern.  With so much going on right 
now, he was afraid Dammen might not be able to handle things in his normally capable, 
efficient manner.  His emotions were too deeply involved this time.  Reading his thoughts, 
Dammen stopped pacing and stared at his old friend. 

 

* * * * 
 

“You’re right, Iddo.  I am out of sorts.”  He glanced at Cassia, then moved to give her a 
reassuring squeeze.  “I’m sorry.  Please remain here with Iddo until I return.  I need to pray 
about this.”  At Iddo’s approving nod, Dammen departed, making his way to his conditioning 
chamber, knowing he needed guidance from a power greater than his.  The Source would tell 
him what to do and restore peace to his soul. 

 
* * * * 

 



Jeiel Vernier awoke to find himself with a fiendish headache and the weight of Jenny 
Tompkins’s unconscious form atop him.  Giving himself a mental shake, he berated himself for 
his lack of caution while trying to find his way back to the ga’lif.  Maka, how had he grown so 
careless?  Now both he and Jenny were in more danger than before.  Dammen must be really 
furious now, he knew.  As if things weren’t bad enough, the air on this accursed planet was so 
thin he could barely breathe.  It was one thing to spend a few short orons there, but to be there 
more than that, and with another’s weight upon your chest, was just too much. 

They were lying on the ground, near another campfire, but with his hands and ankles 
bound so tight, there was little Jeiel could do right now to free himself.  He couldn’t remember 
ever having been in such a predicament before and still wondered how that Ajellorian scum had 
managed to sneak up on him and knock him out cold.  He wasn’t even sure if Jenny had ever 
regained full consciousness for she seemed pretty well out of it even now, he noticed.  Thank 
the Source.  Once she awoke, he wondered what he would tell her.  Considering the way they 
were trussed together, he knew it would be an embarrassing moment for both of them. 

The sound of footsteps moved toward them, and Jeiel turned his head to see who it was 
moving in their direction.  A huge heathen glared down at his inert form, then chuckled with 
satisfaction before stepping away.  Jeiel watched him trundle off, wondering about all sorts of 
things, but he never saw the man again for another hour or so.  Fortunately, Jenny was still 
unconscious when the man returned, so she wasn’t witness to the man verbally berating Jeiel in 
his queer language or seeing him get kicked in the back as he lay helpless beneath her.  The 
pain was severe and made breathing even more difficult for him.  As Jeiel lay gasping for 
breath, he only hoped the fellow never learned who he was, or he and Jenny would never make 
it out of there alive. 

 
* * * * 

 
“We’re going after them,” Dammen told Kyis, including Iddo with a nod in his 

direction.  “I alone will go through the ga’lif and locate Jeiel.  My troops will meet me there 
and surround whoever it is that has taken him and Jenny.  I don’t believe they ever left the 
planet.  Otherwise, things may be more difficult for us. 

“Understood, Ziros,” the men replied.   

“I will stay here,” Iddo added, “with the Lady Cassia and Tythis and monitor as we have 
been doing.  Kamaya Dinar is still in charge on Azor and will be given an update on what has 
happened.” 

“Good,” Dammen told him, “but wait until I have gone.  I want Cassia to tell him herself 
so the man gets used to taking orders from her as well.” 

“Aye, Majesty.  It will be as you say.”  The elder bowed in obeisance before the Altair 
as Dammen moved to give his life mate some more instructions.  It seemed she was learning 
more than he had bargained for this time around.  But still, it was a good thing. 



Later, when Dammen arrived on Vendra, he used his telepathic gifts to trace the 
pathways of the Ajellorians present in that vicinity, knowing Jeiel must have been close to the 
portal when he and Jenny had disappeared.  His guess correct, he was soon following the trail 
along which his friends had been taken.  Not only that.  He could sense the presence of the 
righteous as well as the evil there.  As he came closer to where his friends were, he began to 
smell the aromas of campfires, smoke from laser blasts, and unwashed Ajellorian bodies, a 
most repugnant odor. 

It was only when he caught a whiff of Jenny Tompkins’s familiar floral-scented perfume 
that he knew for certain that he was going the right way.  He only hoped he got to his friends 
before the Ajellorians realized that they had in their clutches the highest ranking military 
commander in the galaxy, or Jeiel and Jenny might be dead when he found them.  Right now, it 
was not even something he wanted to think about. 



 
Chapter Sixteen 

 
 

Jenny awoke to someone’s warm breath against her bald head.  Moaning, she moved 
against him, trying to find a soft spot to lay comfortably.  Until she suddenly realized she was 
lying on someone’s muscular chest.  With a start, she came fully awake to find herself naked 
atop a man of some magnitude and proportion.  Peering up at him through her long lashes, her 
mouth dropped when she realized who it was that lay beneath her, as trussed up as she now 
found herself. 

“Oh, Jeiel!” she gasped.  “What are we...that is…where are we?  What’s going on?” 

“We are still on Vendra and captives of the enemy,” he replied soberly, his tone full of 
disgust at their embarrassing position. 

“You came to...rescue me?” she said with some amazement, recalling how she had been 
laid out previously, like a chicken waiting to get its head lopped off. 

Jeiel snorted. 

“Well, sort of,” he said.  “But I, uh, sort of got us both captured after that.” 

As Jenny stared at him, she found nothing to say by way of response.  The man she 
loved had come to rescue her after all but had failed.  And it was all her fault.  Had she not 
been so pigheaded, neither of them would be in the predicament they now found themselves in. 

Feeling guilty, she lay mutely atop him, secretly enjoying the chance to feel the power 
and strength he possessed.  He was so hard, so firm, she couldn’t believe it, never having been 
this physically close to a man before.  No one she had ever kissed before compared to the size 
or matchless composition of the man under her.  He was no wimp, that was for certain, and she 
knew how humiliated he must feel at the moment, being tied up and helpless beneath her.  No 
man ever wanted that, not ever, and especially not in front of a member of the opposite sex.  As 
she considered this fact, Jenny felt humbled and embarrassed herself, for him. 

“I’m so sorry, Jeiel,” she said at last, her words but a whisper against his massive chest, 
where rested her cheek.  “This is all my fault.” 

She felt him stir as he readjusted beneath her as he tried to get more comfortable. 

“What’s done is done,” he responded, taking a long, deep breath as he tried to draw air 
into his lungs. 

She peeked up at him again, admiring his extreme good looks from this different angle. 

“I never wanted something like this to happen to someone like you,” she continued 
sadly.  “I truly am...very sorry.”  She buried her face against him with regret.  “I feel so 
ashamed, that you should see me like this.” 



“I chose to rescue you, Jenny.  No one forced me to come here.” 

“Then…you really do love me?” she asked, her head shooting up in disbelief. 

She sensed his anger at the question, but it disappeared quickly.  Angling his dark head 
to look at her, meeting her troubled gaze, his eyes glimmered warmly. 

“Yes, Jenny Tompkins,” he told her.  “As I told you before.  I love you very much.” 

At this reaffirmation, Jenny ducked her head as an overwhelming feeling swept through 
her, but she couldn’t define what it was.  Relaxing her head, she snuggled against him as best 
she could, feeling content and secure all at the same time. 

“Does this make you happy?” 

Smiling to herself, she nodded. 

“So much,” she admitted.  “More than words can say.” 

Sensing her pleasure, Jeiel breathed a sigh of relief, convinced now that if they managed 
to escape this time, that Jenny would never run away from him again. 

“Tell me, Jeiel,” Jenny whispered.  “Why did you choose me?  Why not one of those the 
Kaanig brought from Earth earlier?  Or when Cassia arrived with that last shipment?” 

Jeiel sighed, pausing as he considered his answer.  “My sl'ma, my mother...was very ill,” 
he said.  “I had to take care of her, since I am the only child.  With my other duties, I was just 
too busy to even be interested in taking a life mate at the time.” 

“I understand,” Jenny said, then added. “I am glad you waited, or I never would have 
caught your eye.” 

He gave a soft snort.  “You were actually the first woman I have ever really been 
interested in, Jenny,” he admitted.  “Not for a long long time.  I realized you must be a very 
special person or Kaaniga Altair would not have tried so hard to escape us and return home to 
you.” 

Jenny laughed.  “We are very close,” she said.  “I would have done the same for her.” 

“When I met you in person,” he added, “it was then I realized just how special you truly 
are.  No other woman has ever made me feel as you do.  I couldn’t get you out of my head.” 

“Really?” she said, cranking her head back to peer at him in disbelief. 

“Yes.” 

A feeling of warmth rushed through her at this, and she made a valiant effort to snuggle 
even closer to him.  Having nothing more to say, she sighed happily as she pondered his words. 

They lay quietly then, peacefully, both hoping that no one and nothing would disturb the 
time they were sharing together, albeit in the strangest way.  As physically uncomfortable as 



they both were just then, neither would trade the experience for anything in the world.  A bond 
had been forged between them this night that could not be broken again, they were certain. 

 

* * * * 
 
Both came awake with a start, unaware they had fallen asleep.  The Ajellorians were 

coming for them.  They could tell by the loud conversations and the sound of footsteps 
shuffling toward them. 

Jeiel stiffened in readiness as Jenny, tensed and alert atop him, felt his uneasiness. 

“Say nothing,” he warned.  “Be still.” 

Jenny trembled as she recalled how the enemy had treated her earlier, shoving her face 
in the dirt, cutting off all her hair, then tearing off her clothes.  She had no intention now of 
saying anything to those ugly brutes.  Fear washed over her in droves, but with Jeiel so close to 
her, she felt that she could face anything so long as he was there with her.  He had always 
protected her before, and she was trusting him now to do so again. 

The Ajellorians approached and stood over them.  Jenny rolled her head back to observe 
the evil smirks on their hairy faces as they peered down at her and Jeiel.  A few comments 
erupted from the men that brought a bout of laughter from the entire group, about ten in all.  A 
few more remarks brought more grins as one of the men finally stepped forward, leaned down, 
and cut the cords binding Jenny to Jeiel.  Since Jeiel’s ankles and wrists were still tightly 
bound, there was little he could do to help Jenny.  She was dragged upright and freed from her 
straps. 

 

* * * * 
 

Jeiel’s heart was pounding with rage and fear as he watched his woman be led away to 
the slaughter as he furiously tried freeing himself.  Growling deep within his throat, he could 
only stare helplessly at Jenny, who looked back at him, her face white with fear and 
uncertainty. 

“Jeiel,” she called out, with a sob, only to be quickly silenced with a painful jerk of her 
arm.  He watched as she disappeared from his sight. 

 

* * * * 
 

Immediately, Jeiel forced himself to sit up.  Having lain so long on the damp ground, he 
felt stiff, and the thin air made him a bit dizzy and light-headed.  The head injury inflicted by 



that goon earlier throbbed relentlessly.  Still, he had his wits about him.  He figured the 
Ajellorians were more stupid than he imagined since they not only left him unguarded, but only 
bound with ropes that he soon found could easily be cut through with a sharp stone or other 
item.  In a matter of micron, he was free…and unable to believe it. 

Knowing now how stupid the enemy was made him all the more confident that they 
would win this war.  But he’d be damned if the next casualty would be the woman he loved. 

He bounded to his feet and slipped unnoticed into the darkness, hastening around the 
encampment to find Jenny.  It was at this moment that Kaanig Altair happened upon him.  
Thinking Jeiel one of the enemy, he sneaked up on him, ready to slit his throat, until he 
recognized his friend. 

“I came to rescue you,” Dammen said, his white teeth flashing in the darkness.  “But I 
can see I was too late.” 

Jeiel snorted with amusement. 

“The timing must be right as usual, eh.” 

“Yes,” Dammen grinned.  “The timing must always be right.” 

“They still have Jenny,” Jeiel said, his voice low.  “There is no time now to waste.” 

Dammen didn’t reply but hastened to accompany his friend around the edge of the 
encampment.  For some reason, the Ajellorians had spread themselves wider this time than 
before.  But perhaps that was one of their tactics to confuse their enemies and keep them 
guessing as to their numbers and location.  Smaller groupings of men in various locations, yet 
still within the same general area.  Once Dammen realized how the Ajellorians were operating, 
he immediately summoned his troops in. 

“Round them up,” he ordered into his d’lab’r, “but no firing on anyone until I give the 
signal.  We have to rescue the girl first.” 

They located eight different bands of Ajellorians within a two koron, squared 
encampment.  They found Jenny in the center, lying again before an idol to Nija.  Still naked, 
she was staked as before which would make it easier to behead her when the time came.  
Trembling in fear and degradation, Jenny was helpless before them. 

 
There was no time to waste now, and both Valtorians knew it. 

With the war cry that only the Kaanig of the Galaxy of Valtor could give, Dammen 
Altair bounded into the arena of worship, followed by Cambra Jeiel Vernier, Commander of 
the Imperial Forces of the Galaxy of Valtor, at the same instant the imperial troops arrived and 
surrounded the square of Ajellorians.  Unprepared for the surprise attack and rescue mission, 
the Ajellorians, who had been involved in their queer worship proceedings to Nija, were easily 
and quickly overtaken by the Valtorian troops. 



Dammen destroyed as many as he could while Jeiel made to rescue his beloved.  Once 
Jenny was freed, Jeiel scooped her up and carried her swiftly away into the darkness, and 
Kaanig Altair gave the signal to the troops.  He followed after Jeiel, just as the troops moved in 
and destroyed the remaining Ajellorians.  No one remained alive, nor was any idol allowed to 
stand.  Their mission complete, the imperial troops returned to their vessels and resumed their 
patrols about the planet, as ordered by the Altair, to await further orders. 

 
* * * * 

 
“This way,” the Altair directed, leading Jeiel and Jenny back to the ga’lif.  With 

Dammen guiding them, it was easier to find the unit.  This time, Jeiel knew they would make it 
back to Travaar alive. 

Once inside the ga’lif, both men did their best to ignore Jenny’s naked beauty.  Since 
there was no time to find a covering for her, she had to suffer this indignation as well.  
However, being held tightly in Jeiel’s arms and keeping her face hidden against his shoulder 
made it easier for Jenny to bear this humiliation.  She knew they had both seen her full view.  
But she also knew these particular men, these aliens, were both gentlemen, which helped ease 
her mind on the matter. 

In a matter of sclair, they were safely at Travaar once more.  However, before Jeiel 
could step out of the unit, Dammen ordered him back inside with Jenny. 

“No,” he told Jeiel.  “Not this time, Jeiel.  Take her with you to Azor.”  Dammen 
glanced at Jenny whose head shot up at this news.  “You know what to do,” he continued, his 
eyes returning to Jeiel.  “You can collect her things later.” 

“Aye, Majesty,” Jeiel said.  “And thank you.” 

“And Jenny,” Dammen said, frowning at her, “behave yourself this time.” 

Unable to respond, Jenny gulped and nodded, more embarrassed now than ever before. 

Stepping away, Dammen folded his arms in dismissal, nodding at them as the door 
closed between them.  The next thing Jenny knew, she was on Planet Azor, in the domain of 
Cambra Jeiel Vernier, and…at his complete mercy. 



 
Chapter Seventeen 

 
 

Ketta Mayasan, head house mistress in charge of housekeeping, meals, and gardening, 
stood back as her master, Cambra Vernier, relayed his instructions to her and the other 
household staff members before he had to return to the war at hand.  From where she stood, 
Ketta could sense his weariness and see the bruises on his face and torso, from where he had 
been beaten by the Ajellorians while on Vendra.  Wanting to do more for him than oversee his 
household needs, Ketta eyed him lasciviously but, as usual, he paid no attention. 

Having been in the cambra’s employ for three scalons now, Ketta had hoped to win his 
heart, his approval, and to find a place in his bed, but it appeared Jeiel Vernier was impervious 
to her voluptuous beauty and sultry voice.  No matter how hard she tried to make him notice 
her, it was to no avail.  Cambra Vernier, it seemed, was totally devoted to his military career 
and to Kaanig Altair. 

“Remain posted outside my door until I inform you otherwise,” Jeiel was telling one of 
his H’San, in the Azzan dialect of Azor.  “If the girl so much as peeks out that door, I want to 
be informed, do you understand?” 

“Aye, Cambra Vernier,” the designated man said, completely aware of the importance of 
keeping Jenny Tompkins locked in his master’s personal quarters. 

Jeiel then spied Ketta standing aside and motioned her over. 

“I am putting Pa’atay Tompkins in your charge,” he told her.  “See that her meals are 
brought to my room and that she eats regularly.  I do not want her getting sick after all she has 
been through.  Be certain there is a fresh bowl of fruit at her disposal and bring her daily 
reading material and fresh linen.” 

“Aye, Cambra,” Ketta replied. “I will.” 

“Until this war is over, I do not want the woman to be out and wandering about.  I will 
take it upon myself when to make necessary changes.  For now, I want to be sure she remains 
here and safely in my room, is that clear?” 

“Y-Yes, Cambra,” Ketta stammered, suddenly wondering who this strange woman was 
that Jeiel was so intent on.  What was she to him? she wondered anxiously.  After all she had 
done for Cambra Vernier, after all the attempts she had made to draw his notice, had the 
handsome Azorian actually found a woman he cared for?  As she considered this, Ketta felt 
pangs of envy turning her skin green.  Barely listening to his final instructions, Ketta stared 
mutely at the floor, anger and disappointment marring her features.  She had to find out who 
this woman was…and take care of her quickly. 

 



* * * * 
 
Not expecting his instructions to be questioned or disobeyed, Jeiel thanked his staff then 

turned and hurried back to his room, his thoughts only on Jenny Tompkins who sat naked on 
his bed.  At least she had better be there, he thought, because that is where he had deposited her 
and told her to stay after returning from Vendra.  As he flew up the stairs to his room, he was 
unaware of the longing in Ketta’s eyes as she watched him.  

 
* * * * 

 
Pretending indifference when he reentered his chambers, Jeiel slowly walked in and 

closed the door behind him, pleased to see Jenny sitting exactly where he had left her, although 
she now held a headlay before her as covering.  Her eyes instantly sought his, and his heart 
warmed at the contact. 

“What now?” she asked, glad he hadn’t been gone long.  “Must I sit here naked all 
day?” 

Jeiel flashed her a smile that told her that that was precisely what he would like for her 
to do, but his words said otherwise. 

“No,” he said.  “Not exactly.”  He moved across the room to yank a robe from his 
dresser.  He tossed it to her.  “Put that on for now.”  Then, to her mortification, he began 
removing his own clothes.  He turned back to her, as if deliberately wanting her to freely view 
his fantastic physique.  “I need to shower and change so I can get back to my duties.” 

“And what about me?” 

Jeiel gave her a sympathetic look. 

“You, I’m afraid, must remain here until I return.  You will be well taken care of.  I have 
given instructions to my staff to make certain you are.” 

Jenny sat up on her haunches to gape at him, the headlay unintentionally slipping from 
her grasp as she struggled to put on the robe, which was several sizes too big for her. 

“I can leave this room, surely,” she said, her expression hopeful. 

Jeiel took a deep breath, trying to contain himself as he slowly eyed her firm, perfectly 
formed breasts and narrow waist.  Unable to tear his gaze away, it was then, with great 
difficulty, that he forced himself to look away and remove the rest of his own outfit. 

“No, I’m afraid not,” he told her, tossing all his soiled clothes onto a chair, revealing his 
bare, firm buttocks to her own admiring gaze.  He turned then, giving Jenny full view of his 
naked form as he, in turn, studied her reaction to him. 

Jenny gasped, her mouth falling open as her awed gaze slid up and down him. 



Jeiel remained there a moment, watching her as she looked him over, noticing the way 
her hands nervously fumbled about, as she tried to belt the robe about her. 

“I’ll be back shortly,” he said at last, heading for the bath chamber.  “And don’t even 
think about leaving.  I’ve posted a guard outside the door, and I’ve locked the ga’lif system, so 
there’s no way for you to leave this time.  I’m certain you wouldn’t want me to kill a man for 
not keeping you in this room as I’ve directed him to.” 

Jenny hastily shook her head. 

“Uh, n-no, of course not,” she said, clutching the pillow against her now.  “I don’t intend 
to…that is, I won’t…” 

But Jeiel only grinned and disappeared into the bath chamber. 

 
* * * * 

 
Once alone, Jenny gave a loud sigh of relief and fell backwards onto his large bed, still 

clutching the headlay against her.  Man, he was so beautiful to behold, it made her insides weak 
with longing. 

Her heart flip-flopped inside her chest as she recalled how he looked as he had stood 
before her like some young demigod.  She loved him so much it was tearing her apart.  All this 
wanting and needing was driving her crazy.  If Jeiel thought she was going to run away now, he 
was badly mistaken. 

She ran a nervous hand across her bald head, wondering what he thought of her, in all of 
her bald glory.  She giggled, considering her appearance.  She wondered now if Jeiel wanted 
her as much as he did before.  Heaven knows, he hadn’t laid a hand on her in quite some time, 
not even for a brief kiss.  Perhaps he wasn’t attracted to her anymore, considering her hair loss.  
Still, he had told her twice now that he loved her, so was she ready to doubt him again just 
because her hair was gone? 

She wasn’t given time to worry over it, for Jeiel returned only moments later, and she 
was fortunate enough to be allowed to watch him get dressed.  Her eyes widened when she 
realized he was making no effort to hide himself from her awestruck gaze.  He appeared 
confident in himself and his body and wasn’t afraid to let her know it.  He seemed unaffected 
as she ogled him, and it was almost as if he had forgotten her, until he turned and caught her 
eye.  Surprised, her mouth dropped again, and she began to tremble.  His eyes were smiling as 
he looked at her.  Reattaching the d’lab’r to his wrist, he made seductive play as he slowly ran 
a hand through his dark, wet locks, hanging in wild disarray about his wide shoulders, before 
slowly moving toward her. 

“I’ll be back as soon as I can get away,” he told her.  “There are things we need to 
discuss.” 

“What…things?” 



“Just remain here until I return,” he said.  “Please don’t make things any more difficult 
than they have been already.” 

Her head dropped then because she knew what he was referring to.  Twice now, she had 
run away from him and twice he had had to leave the war he was fighting in order to find her 
and bring her back.  How many bad things had happened because of her, she wondered, and 
because he hadn’t been there to prevent them from happening? 

“I’m sorry, Cambra,” she told him, “for being so immature.  For acting so…stupidly and 
for dragging you away from more…important things.” 

The next thing she knew, he was standing over her, peering down at her from his great 
height.  Glancing up, she met his gaze with some curiosity before suddenly finding herself 
yanked up by both arms and drawn against his hard form.  He carefully brought her arms about 
his neck, keeping his eyes locked with hers.  Then ever so slowly he ran a gentle hand across 
her bare shoulder, revealed when the overlarge robe had slipped, then down her back and over 
her trim bottom, causing her to tremble at his touch.  As she savored the moment, her eyes 
closed and her head fell back of its own accord until suddenly, he pulled her against him, his 
lips seeking hers with a passion he had never before displayed with her.  As she tightened her 
own arms about him, his tongue invaded her mouth, exploring places no man had ever dared 
before.  Moaning with pleasure, Jenny could only cling to him, enjoying the feel of his solid 
form against her and the pressure of his warm lips against hers.  But the kiss ended too soon for 
both of them. 

“I must go,” Jeiel whispered, his breathing ragged, as he forced himself away.  
“Everything here is at your disposal.  You have but to make your requests known.  But you 
must remain in this room.  I will decide when you can leave, understand?” 

“But why?” Jenny managed breathlessly. 

“Don’t question me, Jenny.  Just obey me.” 

“A-All right,” she replied, submitting to his authority there. 

He gently set her away from him and studied her a moment. 

“Until later,” he said finally, lifting her hand to press his lips against it.  “We’ve a war to 
win.” 

She watched him return to the ga’lif unit in back of his own large closet, similar to that 
of the Altair, and disappear from her sight.  It wasn’t until he was gone that she dared give a 
soft yelp of delight and fall back onto the bed to relive in her mind the kiss she had just 
experienced.  Faith, how she loved that man! 

 
* * * * 

 
Jenny was just coming from the bath chamber, a towel draped around her, when Ketta 

Mayasan entered the room with a tray of food.  A male servant accompanied the older woman, 



bringing with him a set-up table upon which to put the several courses being brought in.  Jenny 
silently watched them, her expression revealing her surprise at how much food they had 
prepared, just for her pleasure.  Once the last course had been brought into the room, Ketta 
finally had a chance to step back and appraise the Zarcon in their midst.  What she saw, she 
didn’t like. 

“You are Pa’atay Tompkins?” she said in a flat tone, in Zarconian, making no effort to 
disguise her dislike of her. 

“Yes,” Jenny replied, surprised by the woman’s unflattering manner.  “I am Miss 
Tompkins.” 

“I was told to take care of you,” Ketta said, belligerence behind her words.  “Is there 
anything more you desire?” 

“Not at the moment,” Jenny said, after glancing at the number of food items spread 
about her.  “But perhaps…” 

“Yes.” 

Jenny glanced down at herself in uncertainty. 

“Do you, um, have any clothes that might fit me?  All of my things are still at Travaar.” 

Ketta froze at this.  Travaar?  The woman had stayed with Kaanig Altair?  How long had 
she been there?  she wondered.  And how long had she known Jeiel?  Only the closest friends 
of the Altair stayed at his personal residence. 

“Um…yes, pa'atay,” she said at last, masking her negative thoughts.  “I will see if I have 
anything you can wear.” 

“Thank you.  I would greatly appreciate it.” 

 

* * * * 
 

With that, Ketta departed.  Jealousy was far too mild a word for what she felt now for 
the woman in Jeiel’s bedchamber.  She had to get rid of her, she decided.  With Jenny 
Tompkins there, Jeiel Vernier would never take notice of her now.  She didn’t want to remain 
in his home forever unless she remained as his life mate. 

Maka, was the man blind?  Didn’t Jeiel realize what he had right underneath his 
handsome nose?  How could he not fall in love with her, especially after the remarkable job she 
had done in maintaining his home at Adoniah?  She knew she was beautiful, and she didn’t 
need anyone to tell her.  She knew what she looked like, so how come Jeiel had never paid any 
attention to her?  What did that fanged Zarcon have that she didn’t?  Nothing, she decided.  The 
woman had nothing.  And since she had decided this, she decided also that she needed to get 
rid of the Zarcon.  The sooner the better, she decided.  She only had to figure out a way to do it.  



Once the outworlder was taken care of, then she, Ketta, was no longer going to play housemaid 
to the imperial commander of Valtor.  This time he would come home to find her in his bed, 
waiting.  Like she always was for him.  Waiting.  She would make him see her, do anything to 
make him notice her…and want her.  Jenny Tompkins would no longer be in his thoughts.  She 
would make him forget her.  Indeed she would. 



 
Chapter Eighteen 

 
 

“What next, Majesty?” 

Cassia Altair, Kaaniga of Valtor, studied the radar screen with deep consideration.  Hm, 
she wondered, what would Dammen do?  Should she give an order or wait for him to return?  
Kyis had already presented her with all the information he could in order for her to make an 
informed decision, but she was still so green, so new at this.  And although Jeiel Vernier had 
promised to teach her all that he knew, he had not yet had a chance to give her more than a few 
lessons, what with the war and everything else going on.  Removing her focus from the screen, 
she turned to Kyis, her mind made up. 

“Keep them surrounded as before,” she said, trying to sound more confident than she 
felt.  “If Dammen wants them in the center of the galaxy, then we must make certain that our 
armies force them to remain in that location.  We cannot allow the Ajellorians to divide 
themselves.  Not only must we keep them unified, but we ourselves must remain unified 
against them.  Keep the enemy surrounded, Kyis.  If there are any stragglers, destroy them.  
And we must keep them in air space.  They cannot be allowed to land anywhere again, as they 
did on Vendra and Rhenia.” 

Kyis Bn'd'rn nodded his agreement, bowing slightly in obeisance. 

“By your command, Majesty,” he said, just as Kaanig Altair strode into the War Room 
with definite purpose. 

“Cassia,” her husband said, drawing her attention.  “Please come with me.” 

“Of course,” she replied, curious as to what was wrong now, wondering if he had 
overheard and disapproved of the decisions she had already made.  Perhaps he had not found 
Jeiel and Jenny, or perhaps he was going to tell her that they were both dead.  She cringed 
inwardly, hoping that that wasn’t the case. 

He nodded at Kyis.  “You have the com for now.” 

“Yes, Highness.” 

Dammen took his wife’s hand and pulled her hastily from the room.  He directed her 
down the corridor and into another conference room.  The room was empty and, once inside, 
Dammen firmly closed the door behind them. 

“What is it, Uri?” Cassia asked, her eyes wide with worry.  “What has happened?  Are 
Jenny and Jeiel…?”  She couldn’t voice her thoughts then as she looked up at his impassive 
expression. 

“Rest assured, they are both well,” he told her, to her undisguised relief.  “Jeiel has 
taken Jenny to Azor where he can keep an eye on her...personally.” 



She brightened at this, her face taking on a happy glow as she studied his expression. 

“I’m glad,” she said.  “I have been so worried about them.” 

Dammen gave a soft snort. 

“You had reason to be, but all is well now.” 

“Then…what is it you wish to discuss with me?” 

“Only this,” Dammen said as he drew her against him and claimed her lips with a 
passion he hadn’t demonstrated in quite some time.  He drew away to peer into her violet-blue 
eyes, which were ever so beautiful to him.  “I want you to know how much I appreciate you, 
dear heart.  I do not ever want to take you for granted as Jeiel did Jenny.  And I want you to tell 
me if ever you think I do.” 

She smiled at his words, still dizzy from his fiery kiss.  “A-All right, Uri,” she said, 
breathless.  “Thank you.” 

He kissed her again, allowing himself these few brief moments with her before he had to 
return to the War Room. 

“When all of this is over and done with,” he told her, promise heavy in his voice, “I am 
taking you away for a few solarities, just the two of us.  We need some time alone.” 

Cassia grinned at him again, her eyes shining with happiness at the thought. 

“I can hardly wait.” 

Sharing her joy at this, Dammen returned her smile.  He took her hand, squeezing it 
gently.  As he led her back to the War Room, to return to their royal duties, it was with some 
degree of difficulty that he managed to keep his hands and lips off his life mate as they strolled 
back hand-in-hand, as if they were merely two lovers taking a leisurely stroll through a park. 

 

* * * * 
 

“Did you see her?” Ketta Mayasan said with mocking laughter, as she returned to the 
kitchen with some of Jenny’s empty dishes.  “She has no hair at all.  She reminds me of a bald 
cataba melon.” 

The other kitchen staff exchanged glances at this bold insult against someone that 
Cambra Vernier obviously cared for.  That their head mistress was jealous of this competition 
was clear for all to see. 

“Considering how she looked in that towel,” said the elder servant who had 
accompanied her there, “I thought she appeared rather…remarkable.” 



“What?” Ketta said, turning to glare at him as if he were crazy in his assumption.  
Snorting, she continued, “I think you need to have your head examined, Sajak.  What Zarcon, 
female or otherwise, could ever be considered remarkable?” 

Sajak shrugged noncommittally, knowing he was getting into dangerous territory.  
Everyone had known for years that Ketta had more than a passing interest in the handsome 
cambra.  Not that anyone could blame her, considering how well-respected and wise Cambra 
Vernier was.  He would be a smart match for any woman, to be sure.  But anyone who knew 
Ketta knew that she was not the sort of woman Jeiel Vernier would want for a life mate…or a 
mistress, for that matter.  Her edges were too rough, and her manners could be truly atrocious 
at times.  How she had managed to secure the position of head house mistress was still a 
mystery to all of them, but knowing how deceitful the woman was, the rest of the staff had no 
doubt that she had lied her way to where she was.  Cambra Vernier, being overburdened at the 
time, was quick to hire her, having barely looked at her credentials or references. 

“Kaaniga Altair is a Zarcon,” someone interjected.  “And the Kaanig really seems 
smitten by her.” 

“Hm,” Ketta retaliated.  “She probably put a spell on him.  Who knows what kind of 
sorcery runs in her family.” 

Everyone gasped at this careless remark and gaped at the woman’s audacity. 

“The Altair would never have selected a heathen, Ketta,” one of the cooks remarked.  
“He is a righteous man.  Everyone knows that.” 

“Yeah, well, we’ll see,” Ketta said, dancing out of the baking area.  “Jeiel Vernier is, 
too, yet he has a strange woman in his bedroom, waiting for him.  So, what do you make of 
that?” 

Laughing, and without waiting for a reply, the woman sauntered out, leaving the rest of 
the staff frowning at the door that closed behind her. 

“I don’t care what that woman thinks,” another servant remarked.  “I’m going to treat 
that woman the way I would want to be treated.  And besides, the cambra must have good 
reason to be keeping that woman alone in his room and under guard.  I think he is protecting 
her.” 

“No doubt,” another person agreed.  “Just do what the master expects from us, and we 
won’t get into any trouble.  The poor man has enough to worry about right now, what with the 
war and all.  He certainly doesn’t need anyone stirring up trouble in his own household.” 

 

* * * * 
 

Sajak stood listening, his hands on his hips.  He had liked this Jenny Tompkins first 
thing and knew that with Ketta around, they all had their work cut out for them.  Shaking his 



head, he told himself that he would do more than just take the woman her meals.  He intended 
to keep a more personal eye on her because he didn’t trust Ketta Mayasan.  Not one little bit. 



 
Chapter Nineteen 

 
 

Jeiel didn’t return for two solarities.  When he finally strolled into his room, having 
traveled through the ga’lif system, he breathed a sigh of relief when he spied Jenny sitting 
casually in the large padded chair by the window, thumbing through some Azorian tech 
manuals.  At sight of him, she raised a happy face to his, laid aside her book, and jumped up to 
greet him. 

“I thought you’d never return,” she told him, hurrying over to give him an affectionate 
hug.  “I’ve missed you.” 

“And I you,” Jeiel said, dropping a salutatory kiss on her cheek.  “But please…I must 
get some rest.  I haven’t slept in days.” 

“Of-of course,” Jenny said.  “How silly of me.”  She dropped her arms from about him 
and moved back to her chair.  “I’ll just sit here until I get tired, too.  I promise I won’t make 
any noise.” 

“I’m so tired, Jen, I don’t think it would even matter.” 

With that, Jeiel trundled over to his large bed, yanked off his laser belt and weapons, 
dropped them onto the floor with a noisy thud, then fell sideways across the bed.  It wasn’t long 
before he was snoring softly. 

Jenny watched him for a long while before she moved to gently remove his boots and 
draw a soft blanket over him.  It made her feel so warm inside as she did so, and she thought 
how wonderful it would be to be married to this man and be able to take care of him forever. 

With great daring, she reached a hand over to brush aside the black hair from his face, 
marveling at the thickness and texture and length of it.  He was so good looking, it made her 
tremble whenever she looked at him.  His gorgeous eyes alone could melt her into a mass of 
quivering humanity whenever they focused on her.  As she studied Jeiel, she believed now that 
he was one of the kindest, gentlest men she had ever met and still found it hard to believe that 
he loved her.  And as she had so often wanted to do, she dared place a hand to his shoulder then 
ran it tentatively over and down his arm and back, marveling at the size and hardness of his 
muscles.  Satisfied for now, she smiled at her own daring before quietly returning to her chair, 
praying she wouldn’t wake him with any more of her foolish curiosity.  For the remainder of 
the time, she would have to be content with watching over him from her chair, no matter how 
long he slept. 

 
* * * * 

 
Sajak and Ketta arrived several hours later with Jenny’s evening meal, shocked to find 

Cambra Vernier sound asleep on his bed, while Jenny sat in a chair reading.  At their entrance, 
she immediately silenced them, making certain that they performed their duty there without 



waking Jeiel.  They were successful, but knowing now that their master had returned 
unannounced, both Ketta and the elder were quick to return to the kitchen to prepare additional 
meals for him as well.  These they would keep warm and fresh until Jeiel awoke and 
summoned them. 

“What do you make of that?” Ketta asked.  “Pretty homey, don’t you think?” 

Sajak shot the woman a look of annoyance. 

“What are you saying?” he asked her.  “There was nothing wrong with what we saw 
there.  Other than that ugly sack of a dress you gave to Pa’atay Tompkins, I saw nothing out of 
the ordinary of which to speak of.  The master is fighting a battle to save our necks, going 
solarities without food and sleep, and all you can do is start nasty gossip about a harmless 
situation.  The pa’atay was quite proper in her behavior.” 

“Fie on you, Sajak,” Ketta replied nastily, aware she held everyone else’s attention in 
the bake room.  “That little scene looks a little too much like a man and his life mate, don’t you 
think?  If that little schemer marries the master, then where will we all be?  Out of jobs, I’ll 
bet.” 

Sandera, the cook, gave a loud snort of disgust. 

“You’ll do anything to start trouble, Ketta,” she said.  “Stop it.  Stop it now.  I’m sure 
what Sajak said is true.  There was nothing wrong going on in that room.  And if Cambra 
Vernier wishes to marry that woman, than what is wrong with that?  The man is alone and 
deserves some happiness.  He’s served the Altair for ages and has never once put his demands 
before anything else.  Don’t you think the master might want to select someone at some point 
and begin a family of his own?  Or are you just jealous because it’s not you sitting up there 
with him?” 

Several gasps escaped some of the other bake room staff when they suddenly spied Jeiel 
Vernier standing in the doorway, listening to everything they were saying.  He appeared 
unkempt, and it was clear he had just awakened, but he made no apologies for his appearance 
as he strolled leisurely into the cooking area and glanced around, his dark eyes taking in 
everything.  He moved to pluck a few pemas from the fruit bowl and plop them into his mouth. 

“Sajak,” he said at last, his eyes settling on the older man.  “A word, if you please.” 

Embarrassed by the words they had spoken about the cambra, Sajak quickly wiped his 
hands on his apron and meekly followed his master to his private office.  Jeiel stood aside as 
the servant entered, then he closed the door behind him. 

“Sit, Sajak, please,” Jeiel said, moving to take a seat behind his desk. 

“Yes, master,” Sajak replied, shuffling over to one of the two padded chairs in front.  He 
waited nervously for Jeiel to speak, but all Jeiel did was look at him for the longest time as if 
puzzling over what he had heard and what his next words should be. 



“Explain,” he said at last, watching the servant with grave patience.  “What brought 
about that discussion, Sajak?” 

Sajak, feeling guilty because of his part in the discussion, ducked his head in remorse. 

“I…don’t know, master,” he began with some hesitance. 

Jeiel calmly looked at the man. 

“Is there some problem with the woman in my room?” 

Sajak grew flustered now, not certain what to say.  He, after all, had been trying to 
prevent any problems. 

“Master,” the man began, “it seems that there are…some…who have a problem with 
Pa’atay Tompkins being in…your room.” 

Jeiel smirked, his awareness clear. 

“Some?” he said.  “Or one person, in particular?” 

At this, Sajak’s head came up and his mouth dropped.  Realizing his master must 
already have some idea of what was going on, he confirmed Jeiel’s suspicions. 

“Only…one, master,” Sajak answered slowly. 

“Ketta Mayasan?” 

Sajak’s eyes widened before he affirmed this as well. 

Nervously clearing his throat, he answered, “Yes, master.” 

Jeiel considered the servant awhile longer, a finger to his mouth as he pondered this. 

“Thank you, Sajak,” he said after a moment, “that will be all.” 

Sajak then returned to the bake room, wondering what that was all about but extremely 
glad that he hadn’t been the one to expose the truth.  He was grateful that Cambra Vernier had 
brought up Ketta’s name himself.  Therefore, it was obvious that the master knew that Ketta 
Mayasan was up to no good.  Sajak only wished he knew now what the master was going to do 
about it.  Only time would tell.  When Sajak was later questioned by the other staff members, at 
least he could rest easy knowing he had no information to give them and that he was free of the 
burden of guilt at having turned in Ketta for her jealous comments. 
 

* * * * 
 

As the door had closed behind Sajak, Jeiel gave a loud sigh of resignation and slumped 
back tiredly in his chair.  He had known there might be gossip about Jenny being in his room, 
but he hadn’t expected Ketta Mayasan to be as low as she appeared, by slandering an innocent 
party.  He had known for scalons that the woman flirted with him for his attention, but he found 



himself more repulsed by her efforts than attracted.  She was much older than Jenny and not as 
slender. 

Jenny was athletic and had a sweet nature that Ketta did not.  The women were complete 
opposites, in fact, and never once had Ketta made him feel as Jenny did.  Whenever Jenny was 
around, his pulses flared and his passion became ignited, something he managed to keep well 
hidden.  Ketta, on the other hand, left him flat out cold.  And so now she was jealous and 
making verbal protest to Jenny being in his room.  Well, that problem could easily be rectified, 
but not until after the war.  With everything in lock down mode, there was nowhere he could 
send Ketta until later.  For now, she would have to remain in his household, but he vowed to 
keep an eye on her.  When time allowed it, he would send Ketta packing back to Vaalstra, 
where she belonged. 



 
Chapter Twenty 

 
 

“She did what?” Jim Tompkins asked, incredulous.  “My daughter?” 

“I’m afraid so,” Cassia said over the v’d’mr.  It had taken her a few days, but she had 
managed to locate Jenny’s father as he awaited release from the lock down in Zaratan.  He was 
in a safety residence several miles—korons—below ground. 

“I can’t believe my daughter would do such a thing,” Jim continued, lines of worry 
creasing his brow.  “It doesn’t sound like her.” 

“I know,” Cassia replied, “but she has been…out of sorts lately.  Since Jeiel left at 
Christmas and you relocated to Zaratan, she has felt abandoned and alone, I’m afraid.  She 
needed some adventure.” 

Jim snorted. 

“Adventure, hm,” he replied.  “Sounds like she found that all right.” 

“At any rate,” Cassia laughed at his miffed tone, “I just wanted you to know the 
situation and to let you know that she is fine now.  Jeiel is keeping an eye on her now, on 
Azor.” 

Jim’s ears perked up at this news. 

“Azor?  What on earth is she doing there?” 

“Being near Jeiel.” 

At this, Jim grinned, understanding. 

“Ah, so that’s how it is,” he said. 

“Yes,” Cassia responded emphatically.  “That’s how it is.” 

“Should I expect to hear wedding bells soon then?” 

Cassia flashed him a warm grin. 

“That remains to be seen yet,” she said, “but we’re all hopeful.” 

“Me, included,” Jim admitted. 

“I’ll let you know of anything new, Jim.  Please stay safe.” 

“And you and Dammen as well, sweetheart.  I love you both.” 

“Love you, too.” 

The conversation ended, and the v’d’mr image monitor fell blank. 



There, Cassia thought.  That was done.  She was glad she had waited until she was able 
to give Jim good news about Jenny, so he now had nothing to worry about.  The fact that he 
was pleased with Jeiel’s relationship with his daughter, however, had not escaped her notice.  
That he liked the idea of Cambra Vernier for a son-in-law was something she hadn’t expected, 
considering how things had gone before, with Ganymede Remera.  But that was water under 
the bridge now, or so the saying went, and Ganymede was no longer a threat to them or a 
problem since he and the rest of Menakam M’yata’s rebels had been terminated.  Dammen and 
Jeiel had made certain of that. 

She returned to her husband’s side and updated him. 

“I’m glad he’s all right,” Dammen told her.  “But let us hope that the next news we give 
him is news of his daughter’s joining with Jeiel or that the lock down has been lifted.” 

“That would be nice,” Cassia said.  “Do you think it will be soon?  The war ending, that 
is?” 

Dammen smiled to himself as he thought of a joke he often shared with Jeiel. 

“When the time is right, Cassia, this war will end.  And the timing must be right.  As 
always.” 

 
* * * * 

 
Jeiel returned to his dark-paneled room to find Jenny still sound asleep in the chair she 

had been sitting in.  Supposing he might waken had she crawled into bed beside him, Jeiel 
figured that that was why she was looking so uncomfortable now.  He moved quietly across the 
room to look down at her as she slept, frowning at the ugly brown sack of a dress she was 
wearing.  Ketta, he growled inwardly.  She had to have given that thing to Jenny, out of spite, 
no doubt.  Still, Jenny had not complained about the garment, which told him something more 
of her character.  His heart warmed as he watched her sleep, then made a decision.  As fatigued 
as he was, he was going to return to Travaar and bring back some of Jenny’s clothes and other 
items.  No woman of his was ever going to have to go around looking like some poverty-
stricken tramp from Vaalstra. 

Slipping on his boots that Jenny had placed in an orderly fashion beside his bed, he 
made his way to the ga’lif unit, hoping Jenny would not be awake when he returned since he 
wanted to surprise her.  She had apparently not been aware that he had awakened earlier and 
left the room in search of some sustenance, although he had not really paused to eat anything 
anyways after having heard the bake room gossip downstairs.  The conversation he had heard 
still bothered him.  That Ketta Mayasan was that cold a woman, to slander another female as 
she had, was something he could not tolerate, and especially from one of his own personal 
staff.  That woman clearly had to go as soon as he could arrange it. 

When Jeiel returned not an oron later, Jenny was no longer sitting in the chair but pacing 
nervously about the room.  Clearly, she was bored and anxious about his whereabouts, since he 
had left without saying anything. 



“Oh,” she said, spying him walking from the large walk-in closet with an armload of her 
things.  She hurried toward him, helping to unload the piles of clothes slung over his arms.  She 
met his gaze and laughed aloud.  “Thank you so much, Jeiel,” she said, her face shining with 
happiness.  “I wondered when I would get my stuff.” 

Jeiel dropped everything else onto the bed, then stood watching her sorting through the 
items he had managed to bring with him in one trip. 

“I thought you could use…something of your own,” he said, still eyeing with distaste 
the ugly garment she was wearing. 

Jenny turned at the sour tone of voice, startled. 

“Well,” she began, “I had to find something to put on.  I didn’t think I should go through 
your clothes and pull out something of yours.  Ketta said she was supposed to take care of me, 
so I naturally assumed she would bring me something decent to wear.” 

Jeiel snorted. 

“She did that.  Bring you something decent,” he said, knowing now that his guess was 
correct, that Ketta had supplied her the hideous rag.  “That sack covers up almost every decent 
thing worth looking at.” 

Jenny laughed at his humor. 

“Hey,” she said, a wide grin on her face, “at least you can still see my shiny head.”  She 
patted it and shrugged.  “I didn’t ask for a cap, but I’d say I got everything I needed for now, 
don’t you agree?” 

The smile fell away from Jeiel’s finely formed lips, and he stepped toward her, taking 
her firmly by the arm.  Jenny gave him her full attention then, her jaw sagging with surprise. 

“Your hair will grow back, Jenny,” he told her, anger beneath his normally reticent tone.  
“Regardless of whether you have hair or not, you are still one of the most beautiful women I 
have ever seen, and I love you.  Do not forget that for one moment.  To have you alive and with 
me as you are now is more than I could ever hope to have, considering everything you have 
been through.” 

 

* * * * 
 

The force of his words brought a chill of fear through her as she realized how close she 
had been to dying.  That Jeiel had left the war to find her before she was killed only affirmed 
his true feelings for her.  Even now she chided herself for being so stupid for not having 
believed him the first time when he told her he loved her.  As she pondered this, Jeiel released 
her, yet continued to stare at her with those dark penetrating eyes.  She dropped what she was 
holding then and flung her arms about him. 



“Forgive me,” she said, her head instantly cradled against his chest by a large hand, the 
other against her back.  “I don’t mean to hurt you, Jeiel.  I’m just…so…stupid sometimes.” 

“No, you’re not,” he told her.  “You’ve made some bad choices, some bad decisions.  
That is something all of us do.  Even with this war, I have made some decisions that cost me 
men that trusted me to guide them and keep them safe.  Please, never say that to me again.” 

Jenny drew away and looked up at him in quiet contemplation, hoping he would kiss 
her.  Instead, when she lifted her face to his, Jeiel suddenly leaned over and, with one swipe, 
tore away the hideous sack from her body, leaving her standing shocked and naked before him. 

“Jeiel!” she shrieked with dismay, her hands flying to cover what they could.  “What 
are you…?” 

“I hate that thing,” he told her.  Releasing her, he turned and stunned her by leaning over 
and shoving all of her stuff off the bed and onto the floor.  Turning back to her, he had the 
audacity to take in all of her in one sweeping glance.  “Get into that bed.  I still need to get 
more sleep, and I don’t want to have to worry about you trying to get comfortable in that chair 
over there.”  Before she could protest, he added with veritable firmness, “That’s an order.” 

“A-All right,” she said meekly, her cheeks pink with embarrassment.  Trying to ignore 
him looking her over as she scurried around from the foot end of the bed, she quickly darted 
underneath the bed covers, yanking them as far under her chin as she could.  Jeiel continued 
watching her, a twinkle in his eye.  Then, satisfied she wasn’t going to flee, he turned and 
moved to tell the guard outside the door not to disturb them until morning.  Locking the door 
from their side, he then proceeded to the closet, to secure the ga’lif system as well. 

“I don’t want you out of that bed until I say so,” he flung over his shoulder.  “You can 
use the bath chamber, but that is all.  I have to relieve my man early, so please don’t disturb my 
rest or you may not like my reaction.  Is that clear?” 

Jenny gulped and nodded.  She had never seen this authoritative side of Jeiel before.  
Although it was probably a mild form, she was aware that there was more to this man than she 
knew.  He was head of the imperial army of an entire galaxy, so what did she expect him to be 
like when Kaanig Altair wasn’t around giving him orders? 

“May I…ask you…something?” she queried nervously, watching him disrobe 
completely, douse all but one light, then crawl into bed beside her.  He gave her his full 
attention then, turning toward her, one hand propping his dark head as he looked at her with 
gentle tolerance. 

“Go ahead.” 

“What does cambra mean?  In English, that is?  My native tongue.” 

Jeiel pursed his lips slightly as he thought about it, studying her reaction to his response. 

“General,” he answered.  “It means General Supreme.” 



Her eyes widened at this revelation. 

“Wow,” she breathed, not realizing the full extent of Jeiel’s duties until that moment.  
“You’re a general?” 

“Yes.” 

He kept looking at her, waiting to see if she had any more questions, but all she could do 
was stare at him in awe. 

 

   * * * * 
 

“I’ll see you in the morning,” he said.  Reaching over, he pulled her lips to his for 
another kiss, but it was brief and altogether not enough.  Still, it was all he could give her at the 
moment, although the temptation of all his dreams and fantasies was lying there naked beside 
him.  Knowing he had to carry out Dammen’s orders carefully, Jeiel had no wish to ruin 
whatever he and Jenny now shared.  He wanted to ask her to join with him in a more romantic 
setting than this bedchamber.  And he refused to consummate their marriage until after he had 
proposed to her. 

 

* * * * 
 
“Good night,” Jenny said, also more than disappointed that Jeiel had immediately turned 

over and promptly gone to sleep.  She knew he was tired, but she secretly was hoping he might 
actually try something, although she knew it was sinful to even think such thoughts.  Still, if he 
kept her this close to him all the time, perhaps the time would come eventually.  If Jeiel loved 
her, it seemed like an inevitable next step in their relationship, and it was certainly one that she 
wanted to happen.  Sighing, she wondered how she was ever going to relax enough to fall 
asleep, when the man of her dreams was lying beautifully naked and larger than life beside her. 

She watched him awhile.  Then with great daring, she moved to gently mold herself 
against him, carefully laying an arm over his firm, trim waist.  Believing him asleep, she didn’t 
know that his eyes opened at her touch as a smile of weary happiness fell across his own lips. 

She soon fell asleep, feeling truly relaxed and secure with him beside her, and prayed 
that the feeling would never go away. 



 
Chapter Twenty-One 

 
 

Jenny awoke the next morning to find herself alone.  Dismayed, she peered about 
sleepily for some sign of Jeiel, but it appeared he had left even earlier than she thought he 
would.  The fact that he left her without a word bothered her, and it amazed her how much she 
missed him already.  Groaning at the long, lonely day ahead of her, she glanced over at the 
digital timescan on a nearby table, realizing that Ketta and the other servants might be waltzing 
in with her breakfast at any moment.  Not wanting them to find her naked in Jeiel’s vast bed, 
she quickly scurried from the bed and into the bath chamber, wanting to shower and dress 
before they arrived.  It would never do to add further fuel to the gossip mill that was no doubt 
flaming among Jeiel’s house staff already because of her presence alone in his bedchamber. 

It didn’t take her long to shower, and she was soon back in the bedchamber on her hands 
and knees, sorting through the piles of clothes still strewn all over the floor.  Digging out a pair 
of jeans, some underthings, and a plain white tee shirt, she hurriedly put them on then spent 
another few minutes searching for some socks and a pair of shoes.  She was sitting on the bed, 
in the middle of tugging on a pair of old hiking boots she favored, when her breakfast 
entourage barged in unannounced with her morning repast.  At the look on Ketta’s face, it was 
evident the woman had been hoping to catch her doing something naughty or questionable, so 
she could use it as weaponry against her.  It hadn’t taken Jenny long to figure out that Ketta 
was jealous of her and eager to do her harm.  At the look of disappointment that immediately 
crossed the woman’s face, Jenny knew her guess correct. 

“Good morning,” Jenny said, greeting them with a bright smile.  She rose to her feet as 
she watched them bring in all the food trays and set-up tables. 

“Good morning, my lady,” Sajak said in a pleasant voice.  “Did you sleep well?” 

“Oh, yes,” she replied, after giving Ketta a hesitant look, wondering at the woman’s 
coldness toward her.  Was it too much to expect a morning greeting? she wondered. “I slept 
wonderfully.” 

Sajak beamed at her, at her choice of words, both noticing the frown that framed Ketta’s 
own lips at the news as her dull black eyes carefully took survey of the strangely untidy room.  
She took special note of the rumpled, unmade bed that she knew Jenny had shared with Jeiel 
and the clothes scattered in disarray all about the floor.  When her eyes caught sight of the ugly 
brown dress she had loaned Jenny, strewn in pieces, her lips became a thin line of rage that 
didn’t escape either Jenny or Sajak’s notice. 

“Sorry about your dress,” Jenny told her, “but Jeiel, that is, Cambra Vernier didn’t care 
for it much.” 

Ketta’s attention darted to Jenny as all her rage spewed forth from her mouth. 



“Is anything good enough for that man?” she said, startling both Jenny and Sajak with 
her intensity, at the same moment that Jeiel came unexpectedly strolling out of the walk-in 
closet. 

His black eyes quickly took in the scene, and his face displayed his displeasure at having 
overheard Ketta’s derogatory remark against him.   

“Is there a problem, Ketta?” he asked, glaring at the woman. 

“Cambra Vernier,” she gushed, her tone turning from cold to hot in an instant.  “Why, 
there is no problem at all.  We were just bringing your lady her morning repast.  Would you 
perhaps care for something yourself?” she asked, moving to offer him a bowl of choice fruit.  
“Merida, perhaps?” 

“No,” he said coldly.  “Nothing.”  He continued staring at the woman as if pondering 
why she still hadn’t gotten the message that he wasn’t interested in her, even after all these 
scalons. 

“Surely, you haven’t eaten in a while, master,” she continued, embarrassing even Sajak 
with her fawning.  Aware that Jeiel had overheard Ketta’s remark against him, Sajak had 
immediately cowed back in a corner of the room, maintaining a silent vigil as he waited to see 
how his master would handle the situation at hand.  To be sure, Ketta deserved whatever 
punishment or reprimand the cambra might throw at her.  “I made some of your favorite rolls,” 
Ketta went on, reaching for a plate.  “They are still very warm.” 

“Leave us!” Jeiel bellowed, wondering how dense the woman actually was.  “And belay 
all further meals to this room until I say otherwise.  Is that clear?” 

 
* * * * 

 
At this, Ketta snapped her mouth shut, the gushing smile dropping from her lips as 

quickly as it had appeared on her face.  Humiliated now, her thoughts took a new turn.  Maka, 
she thought angrily, what has that Zarconian ta’qu been telling you about me?  She looked over 
at Jenny, her face crinkled in rage, silently vowing to make Jenny pay for this little incident. 

“As you wish,” she replied stiffly.  Then, remembering herself, she gave Jeiel a bow of 
courteous obeisance, masking her fury before departing from the room, with Sajak meekly 
following behind.  It wasn’t until the door had closed behind them, that Jenny lifted her 
confused gaze to Jeiel. 

“What on earth was that all about?” she asked, somewhat unsettled by the scene. 

Jeiel scowled and looked away, not certain what to tell her. 

“Nothing, never mind,” he said at length. 

Jenny shook her head. 



“I’ve never met anyone so jealous of me before.  I actually believe the woman wants me 
dead.” 

At this, Jeiel whipped his shaggy head around to stare at her with concern. 

“Oh, Jenny, I am so sorry,” he said.  “I didn’t realize this would happen when I brought 
you here.  Please, forgive me.”  He moved to draw her against him. 

She shrugged. 

“How were you to have known?” she said matter-of-factly.  “Perhaps she didn’t know 
herself how she would react to you bringing some competition home with you.” 

Jeiel gazed down into her face, his expression solemn.  Not sure what to say, he merely 
pulled her against him with extreme tenderness and kissed her.  Overwhelmed by feelings 
neither of them could ignore, it was with some difficulty that he again had to pull away from 
her. 

“You are an amazing woman, Jenny,” he told her, caressing her cheek with a loving 
hand. 

Smiling, she peered up at him through her long sooty lashes as her own hand came up to 
cover his. 

“And you, General, are an amazing man.” 

He laughed then, and he leaned down to give her a quick peck. 

She stepped away and, with a grin of satisfaction, moved to the food tables.  Lifting a 
plate, she placed samplings of everything, from fruits to meats and breads onto it and handed it 
to him. 

“Please eat something,” she said.  “You really do need to keep up your strength.” 

Jeiel gave her a look so full of love then that she thought her heart would liquefy. 

“Thank you,” he said, gratefully accepting the plate of food.  “I am pretty ravenous.” 

Then, as Jenny went to prepare her own plate, she asked him why he had returned home 
so soon. 

“Is the war nearly over?” 

“Not yet,” Jeiel replied, lifting a tasty morsel to his mouth.  “Soon.  Or it could drag on 
for scalons.” 

“Then why did you return so early?  Is it required that you take all of your meals here at 
home?” 

“No,” Jeiel snorted, smiling to himself.  “I realized I had forgotten something.” 



Jenny’s head lifted curiously. 

“Oh?  What?” 

He slowly raked his gaze over her in undisguised admiration, taking in every part of her, 
from her heavily shod feet to her shiny, well-formed head. 

“Why you, of course.” 

“Me?” 

“Yes,” he stated simply, moving to set aside his empty plate. 

She shook her head, confused. 

“I don’t get it.” 

He gazed at her, wondering how she would respond to his next words. 

“I want you to come with me.” 

“Where?” she blinked, clearly puzzled. 

“Base command.” 

At this, her eyes widened with undisguised surprise. 

“Base command?  Seriously?” 

Jeiel gave another slow smile. 

“I can’t bear the thought of you sitting here alone and bored all day,” he explained.  
“And considering what has happened with Ketta, I think it a very good idea to get you away 
from here for awhile.  I thought perhaps you would like to see what it is I do all day.” 

Her loud squeal of delight startled him. 

“Oh, Jeiel!” she cried with sheer delight, turning to throw her arms about him again.  “I 
would love to!” 

“Good, then eat something.  It may be your last chance for a while.” 

She clapped her hands together happily as she turned to look over the food trays.  
Without hesitation, she took her plate and began piling it high, her hands shaking with 
excitement. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Commander, it is good that you are here,” said Kimaya Dinar.  “We are losing too 

many because of our faulty weaponry.  Even with the Ulstran plants running non-stop, there is 
a delay in getting us enough of the compounds we need to reinforce our lasers.” 



“Ten scalons without a war,” Jeiel said, “and still we are short.  What the devil have 
those Ulstrans been doing all this time?” 

Kamaya Dinar shrugged. 

“Who can say?  Perhaps they spend too much time drinking Ulstran ale while they work.  
It slows them down.” 

Jeiel frowned and threw down the charts he had been looking through. 

“We don’t have time to keep hounding them with our demands,” he said.  “We need to 
work with what we have.” 

“Aye, Commander.” 

Jeiel pursed his lips as he considered their next move. 

“How many stragglers have we been able to pick off?” 

“Not certain yet, Commander.  They have tried to divide themselves, but our troops are 
easily forcing them to remain unified.  They have no choice now but to move toward the center 
of the galaxy.” 

“I think it is time we utilized our dome weaponry.  So long as our people are below 
ground, there is no reason we cannot begin using those as well.  We may be fortunate in that 
the ground lasers may have enough of the pontarial compounds to take out half their fleet as it 
passes through.” 

Kimaya Dinar nodded his agreement. 

“By your command,” he said. 

Jeiel bit his lip as he considered the matter. 

“Have them fire at will.  Focus primarily on the lead ships and any who seek to separate 
from the formation.” 

“Aye, Commander.  By your command,” Kimaya Dinar said, saluting and turning away 
to carry out the order. 

Jeiel watched him a moment before returning to his own radar screen.  It seemed the 
Ajellorians were attempting to redistribute themselves, as they did on Vendra.  With divisions 
among them, it would be more difficult to wipe them out.  His men had to keep them together.  
Not that he wanted them to remain strengthened in that way, but it was easier then for his 
people to keep an eye on them.  With stragglers, it was more likely they could sneak about and 
attack his men who wouldn’t be able to see them coming. 

“We’ve done a good job in wiping them from the planets, Commander,” one of his lead 
men said.  “There may be stragglers there as well, but--” 



“But we can always return for them later,” Jeiel countered.  “I know.  But first, we need 
to get the majority of the enemy troops to where we can hit them the hardest and before they 
can bring in further reinforcements to our galaxy.  We still don’t know how many Ajellorians 
there actually are.  For all we know, these are just renegades.  If so, it was pretty arrogant of 
them to think they could win this.” 

“Aye, Commander.” 

“Our troops are strong along our borders and so far have made no mention of any more 
Ajellorians in sight.  I’m of the belief that we are herding what’s left of them.”  Jeiel paused to 
study the monitors.  “Destroy all moving in to penetrate our borders.  Use the dome weaponry 
to take them out.  All of them, as soon as they are visual.  Don't waste time asking questions.” 

The lead man pursed his own lips in agreement as he considered this. 

“I believe this will end soon,” he said. 

Jeiel gave a broad smile, then patted the man on the back. 

“I believe you’re right, Mem,” he said.  “It’s just a waiting game right now.  But we still 
need to keep our men protected from faulty weaponry.  If fired upon they need to be confident 
that when they return fire, that they will be the victors and not the other way around.  If our 
weapons continue to fail, then our men are dead already.” 

Jeiel turned away from his screens to scan the huge landing area.  Many of the ships had 
returned for compound reinforcement, and the numbers he saw were staggering.  Once the war 
was over, he vowed to return to Ulstra himself and see what the problem there was.  If the 
Ulstrans couldn’t keep the Valtorian armies fully supplied and defensive, then he would need to 
involve himself more thoroughly in helping the Altair rectify the pontarial compound infusion 
problem.  Something like this must never be allowed to happen again.  Too many troops had 
already been lost due to Ulstran inefficiency. 

Scowling, disgusted at the loss of so many mighty men of valor, Jeiel turned to pace 
about, hands on his hips, as he considered the future.  Then, of a sudden, his thoughts returned 
to Jenny Tompkins.  So focused on his job, he had almost forgotten she was there with him.  
The thought brightened his mood a great deal, and he turned, his eyes urgently seeking her out. 

Upon arriving at the base, he had put a H’San guard on her, knowing her penchant for 
running off, so he made certain that his man was still posted near her, in the annex, which had 
large windows much like in an airport terminal.  When satisfied the man was still there with 
her, he marched toward her.  Sitting in a chair from which she could see the entire operation 
and the landing area outside through the huge windows, Jenny was leaning her arms on a ledge, 
watching everything going on with rapt fascination.  Since she divided her attention back and 
forth, she soon turned from the window, only to spy Jeiel coming toward her.  Her expression 
soon changed from one of awe and curiosity to joy at seeing him. 

“Hi!” she greeted him, her smile wide and welcoming. 



He returned her warm greeting, his white, even teeth flashing against the darkness of his 
skin. 

“Hi,” he said, in English, unable to find a suitable phrase in one of the Valtorian 
dialects.  He pulled up a chair and sat down beside her.  Glancing over, he dismissed the guard 
with but a wave of his hand.  “Having fun?” 

“Oh, yes,” she chirped, bouncing in her seat.  “This is so exciting and so…different from 
anything I’ve ever seen before.”  She reached over and took his hand, clutching it against her.  
“Thank you so much for bringing me here.  It sure beats hanging out in that stuffy bedroom 
alone and having to deal with Ketta.” 

Jeiel nodded in agreement.  Then he had a flashback which brought a grin to his lips. 

“Perhaps you should thank me…properly,” he said in a low, suggestive voice, observing 
her reaction to his words, with peculiar intensity. 

She gulped and gave a nervous giggle as she, too, remembered his last intimate 
directive. 

“Properly?” she repeated. 

“Yes.  Properly.” 

Then, not caring who was watching them, Jeiel leaned over and easily lifted Jenny from 
off her chair and directly onto his lap.  At her surprised gasp, his lips instantly covered her open 
mouth, silencing her.  She melted against him, moaning with pleasure as she wrapped her arms 
tightly about his broad shoulders.  Then, after kissing her thoroughly and completely, Jeiel 
released her, yet he made no move to return her to her chair. 

“I love it when you thank me properly,” he said softly, nuzzling her neck and sending 
tingles of a more wonderful kind of excitement throughout her body. 

“And I love thanking you,” she said breathlessly, moaning again as he kissed her neck. 

Jeiel was lost to her then and wished they were someplace alone and that the fanged war 
was over. 

“Jenny,” he began, still nuzzling her neck, “will you do something for me, darling.” 

“Mm hm,” she breathed softly, only vaguely aware of the endearment he had used.  Her 
eyes closed as her head fell back with ecstasy.  “Anything.” 

“Will you join with me?  Be my life mate?” 

At this, Jenny’s heart skipped a beat as she came back to reality.  Opening her eyes, she 
drew away from his warmth to peer into his face.  She studied his expression to make sure she 
had heard correctly. 

“You want…to…marry me?” she questioned. 



“Yes,” Jeiel murmured, drawing her lips back to his.  “Will you have me?” 

Jenny’s happy smile swallowed her entire face as she flung herself joyfully into his 
arms. 

“Yes, oh, yes,” she said.  “Oh…yes…I thought you’d never ask.” 



 
Chapter Twenty-Two 

 
 

Kaanig Altair studied the report his investigative team had finally completed, detailing 
the history of Kamran Donaliel and his famous art galleries.  Frowning at the information, he 
turned from his miÆ to the v’d’mr. 

“Kore,” he said to the head of his team, “I want you to do background checks on the rest 
of Donaliel’s family.  I need to know more about their roots, about their life on Vaalstra.  And I 
want all of their names and present locations.  From what I’m learning about Donaliel, the rest 
of the information cannot be good in any respect.” 

“Aye, Majesty,” Kore responded.  “I’ll get right on it.” 

“Thanks.  And oh,” he added, “get a list of Donaliel's customers and their whereabouts 
since the inception of his company.  We need to rescue the rest of his victims.”  

The v’d’mr shut down as Dammen turned to review the information again, in case he 
had missed something.  If what he read was accurate, and he had no doubt that it was, then this 
Donaliel fellow was not only using an alias, but several.  The report indicated Donaliel’s 
connection with at least five other similar and lucrative business establishments relating to his 
curious galleries, each one in different places and on two different planets. 

“Jeiel,” he said into his wrist com. 

“Ziros?” 

“As soon as you can, I want you to locate Kamran Donaliel.  He is still below ground.” 

“Find out anything on him?” 

“Yes,” Dammen affirmed.  “It appears Donaliel has quite a nefarious reputation and has 
broken the law on three planets.  I want him found and arrested as soon as you are able.” 

“By your command, Majesty,” Jeiel replied.  “I will.” 

“Keep him in chains, Jeiel.  I do not want this man preying on any more innocent 
citizens.  It appears he has been making quite a profit over the scalons, mainly at the expense of 
our women and children.  He is a major threat to the populace.” 

Jeiel was silent as he considered the crimes Donaliel may have committed. 

“I will take care of him, Ziros.” 

“Notify me when you have.”  Dammen almost signed off before recalling something.  
“Oh, and Jeiel…” 

“Yes?” 



“How is Jenny faring?” 

Jeiel’s smile was sensed before he even spoke. 

“She is well, Highness.  She actually said yes.” 

Dammen gave a wide grin. 

“I am pleased, Jeiel.  Send her my regards and congratulations from the both of us.” 

“I will.” 

There was the sound of static as Jeiel signed off. 

Smiling to himself, Dammen turned to stand near his wife, who was still monitoring the 
Ajellorians as they continued to move through the galaxy. 

“Good news?” she asked, squinting over at him. 

“Yes,” he said, reaching out to brush away a strand of white-blonde hair from her 
forehead.  “It seems that your best friend is going to join with my best friend.” 

“Uri, that’s wonderful!” 

Cassia’s grin was as wide as his at the moment. 

Contemplating the joining between Jeiel and Jenny, Dammen nodded with satisfaction.  
No two people were more right for each other, he surmised.  He couldn’t be more pleased and 
was anxious now for the war to end so they could celebrate that as well.  He only hoped that 
nothing happened in the interim to mess everything up again. 

 
* * * * 

 
“It has been a long time, brother,” Ketta Mayasan said.  “It took me forever to find you.  

What has happened?  How did you get stuck on Azor?”  Her brother, a temporary resident 
below ground until the lock down was lifted, gave a loud groan of disgust. 

“My vessel got intercepted by imperial warriors,” he said.  “They put me in a holding 
cell and confiscated all of my artwork.” 

“Will you get it back later?” 

“No,” he interjected angrily.  “The Altair is going to melt it all down for his treasure-
troves.” 

Ketta chuckled. 

“That figures,” she said.  “So now what?” 

“I can’t do much, Ketta.  Right now it’s just a waiting game until the war ends.” 



Ketta’s lips curled as a nasty plan formulated in her diseased brain. 

“I have something I would like you to do,” she told him, “if you can get away any time 
soon.  You can always tell the Kaanig’s men that you forgot your medication, that it is 
imperative that you get it from your ship before something tragic befalls you.  How would they 
know otherwise?” 

“You don’t want much, do you?” her brother said.  “You know, you haven’t changed at 
all.  Just as devious, even now.” 

“Will you do it?” she pressed, unwilling to take no for an answer. 

Her brother gave a loud sigh of resignation as he observed his sister over the v’d’mr 
screen.  He ran a weary hand through his dark hair as he replied, “Sure, why not.  What else do 
I have to do right now?” 

“Good,” she said, knowing she could always twist her little brother around her finger.  
“Then here is what I want you to do…” 

Ketta hurriedly whispered her plan for Jenny Tompkins’s demise, knowing her brother 
could easily and forever take care of the Zarcon for her. 

Nodding his agreement and understanding of what his sister wanted him to do, Kamran 
Donaliel's own devious grin collided onscreen with her own.  He believed he needed a new 
attraction in his gallery anyways. 



 
Chapter Twenty-Three 

 
 

The happy grin was stuck to Jenny’s face for days.  Never in a million years had she 
expected Jeiel to finally ask her to marry him.  Even though she had prayed that he would, for 
some reason she just never thought he would get around to it, considering how busy he was 
most of the time.  And now that she knew he was truly going to be hers, she couldn’t take her 
eyes off him.  Every moment she spent with him, whether at his home on Adoniah or at base 
command, she yearned to be near him and wanted to learn even more about him than she knew 
already.  Even now, she was sitting in her favorite observation chair, watching him with 
fascination as he moved about, giving orders to the billions of troops under his command.  She 
wondered briefly why she had never realized before what a truly powerful and intelligent man 
he was. 

When she had first met Jeiel, she had thought him merely an ordinary imperial warrior.  
Never had she dreamed he could be so forceful in his ways or as strong as he appeared.  Later, 
when she had learned what his true role in Valtor actually was, she almost fainted.  To be 
betrothed to such a man of valor, of leadership, was…just…overwhelming and…absolutely 
wonderful. 

“Jenny,” the cambra called to her, drawing her attention to where he stood by the 
command terminals.  He motioned her over from her chair to join him, so she wasted no time in 
doing so.  “I need some rest,” he told her.  “Just a few orons.” 

“All right,” she said, following him back to the ga’lif unit they had arrived in.  She was 
glad once the door had closed them inside because Jeiel took the opportunity, before launching 
their destination code, to take her into his arms and kiss the daylights out of her.  Afterward, he 
engaged the unit with his free hand and quickly helped her from it when they instantly returned 
to his home, Adoniah. 

“The war will be over soon,” he told her with positive affirmation, as he removed his 
breast belts, his boots, and his weaponry and laid them aside.  “The Ajellorians are almost in 
position for what we have planned.  My men have orders to contact me if they arrive sooner, 
which is why I need some rest now.  I need to be at my most alert for the final attack.” 

“What should I do then?” Jenny asked with uncertainty, not tired in the least. 

Jeiel gave her a queer look as he thought about this and made himself comfortable on 
the bed. 

“You are free to leave this room, Jen, and explore to your heart’s content,” he said 
quietly as he tucked a headlay beneath him, punching his fist into it.  He watched her 
expression change as he said this, not surprised when her eyes widened with astonishment. 

“Really?” she said, trying to curb her overwhelming urge to jump up and down like an 
excited little girl.  “I can look around your house all I want?” 



“Yes,” he said, smiling at her.  “I have been renovating for some time now, preparing 
Adoniah for your arrival.  I guess if you don’t like something I’ve done, you might be able to 
recommend something better.” 

“Oh, Jeiel,” she said, running over to fling herself into his arms.  “Thank you!  You are 
so good to me.”  Kissing him, she shared his laughter, then tore herself away, eager now to 
venture past the solid wooden door she had been staring at for days now.  She stood there a 
moment, just watching him lying there with his arm curled about a headlay.  She felt so 
fortunate.  “You were renovating for me?” she said. 

“Yes.  For my bride.”  He added, “That's why I haven't been around.  Been busy with the 
remodeling.” 

She smiled then, a smile that sprang from the depths of love in her heart as she gazed at 
him.  Tears almost dripped from her eyes, but she was quick to gain control of herself, knowing 
how badly he needed his rest. 

“I promise not to wake you if I get back early,” she said, almost ready to cry because of 
the feelings she had for him. 

“If you do, you’ll just have to make it up to me,” he grinned, recognizing the intensity of 
emotion in her expression.  He was almost ready to pull her into bed with him and consummate 
their union then and there, but it was still not the setting he wanted for that.  Not yet.  “One 
more thing, Jenny,” he ended up saying as he turned over with both arms now wrapped about 
his headlay.  “Please stay in the house.  We are still in lock down mode.” 

“All right.  I promise.  I’ll be careful.” 

With that, she watched Jeiel settle himself and close his eyes.  Then she turned and 
quietly left the room.  Somewhat nervous to finally be free of her cage, she moved with some 
hesitance down the long winding staircase, already in awe of what she could see lay beyond the 
familiar door.  There appeared to be many more rooms on this level of the house, but she was 
intrigued by what lay below.  She wanted to explore and see just what sort of man she was 
actually marrying.  What kind of renovations was Jeiel making to accommodate a new bride?  
Curious, she felt compelled to keep moving to the first level.  She was unaware that someone 
had been eavesdropping outside the door and had scurried off when Jenny made to exit the 
room. 

From first appearance, it seemed that Adoniah was just as opulent and elegant as the 
Palace at Travaar, and she held her breath all the way to the bottom of the staircase.  Once 
there, she bit her lip and gave a wary glance back to where Jeiel was resting, almost feeling like 
she was doing something she shouldn’t.  Still, he had given her permission to explore anywhere 
she wished, so that was what she was going to do.  She was glad that the watchman had been 
removed from the door; otherwise, he would probably be dogging her footsteps or questioning 
her movements about the house.  House! she snorted inwardly.  Mansion was more like it.  But 
where did she expect the Altair’s right hand man to live?  In a tiny little fisherman’s cottage?  
She chuckled at the thought of Jeiel trying to make himself comfortable in a home that size.  



Larger than life, Jeiel, as did Kaanig Altair, needed a home reflective of his status and 
capabilities.  A castle perhaps, or a palace of his own. 

Giggling at her zany thoughts, she soon found herself standing alone in the huge foyer 
below, admiring the beautifully designed chandelier of alien design hanging overhead.  Other 
than some colorful, scenic paintings on the large walls, there was little else there, except for a 
side table.  The room seemed more like a thoroughfare rather than for any other purpose. 

She observed several closed doors and heard voices behind some of them, but she 
hurried past, not wanting any of the servants to discover her out and about yet.  So she moved 
quietly to an adjoining room to the right, one even larger than the other.  This she found was 
connecting a wide, lengthy hallway to her left, lined on both sides with tall mullioned windows 
all the way to the end.  Before her clearly lay the front entrance to Adoniah and, to her right, 
was another long hallway where more large rooms were calling out for her to explore.  
But…maybe later, she decided, as her eyes swept back to her left with curiosity. 

Turning to peer longingly down the long hallway, she hesitated but a moment before 
eagerly scurrying down it, feeling much like a visitor in Wonderland as she did so.  She paused 
briefly to look out a few of the many windows she passed, gaping in awe at the beautiful 
greenery outside, imagining how it would feel to be running barefoot through the plush grasses 
there. 

The lawns were covered with unusually large trees sprouting branches that dangled all 
the way to the ground as well as colorful arrays of flowers and bushes.  At sight of them, a grin 
of pure pleasure formed on her lips and remained stuck there for the longest time. 

“Oh, Jeiel,” she murmured, her heart fluttering as she looked around at the beauty of his 
home.  She gave a nervous glance behind her then but was fortunate that no one had yet 
observed her walking about.  So she kept moving, wanting to see as much of Adoniah as she 
could. 

Secretly, she had no desire to run into the woman who ran Jeiel’s household and truly 
hoped that once she was wed that Ketta Mayasan would be let go.  Although Jenny had 
permission to explore the cambra’s home, secretly she was afraid to be caught alone with the 
housekeeper.  Without Jeiel there to take matters in hand, Jenny wasn’t all that certain she 
could deal with her by herself, particularly now that she was engaged to the cambra.  She had 
no idea what effect such news might have on the woman or the rest of the staff at Adoniah.  
Trying to brush away her apprehension, Jenny made a brave effort to continue with what she 
was about, not wanting this pleasure to be spoiled by unpleasant thoughts. 

Once at the end of the long hall, she was surprised to find a circular area with more wide 
hallways branching out from it four different ways.  Reminding her of the sun and its brilliant 
beams cascading off in various directions, it was a happy feeling that she had as she explored 
there.  The hallways were not as long as the one she had just traveled, but they were intriguing 
nevertheless and she wanted to explore all of them.  She so felt like a child in a maze as she 
darted down one of them, anxious to see what she might find next. 



The one she chose first led to a set of carpeted stairs, so she slowly ventured up them to 
the wider landing.  This gave way to a long wide hall, filled with more doors.  Cautiously, she 
made her way to the first and put her ear to it, listening for voices or other sounds.  Hearing 
nothing, she put a tentative hand to the doorknob and, finding it unlocked, ventured inside. Just 
another large but tastefully decorated bedroom.  It had several nice windows that overlooked 
the lawns below.  Leaving the room, she checked out the other twenty bedchambers on that 
floor and found them almost identical.  Considering how disciplined and ordered Jeiel was, 
Jenny wasn’t surprised.  Disappointed by the consistency, she returned down the stairs to seek 
out another hallway. 

The two center hallways were wider than the two on either side of them, so she followed 
one of them straight through and, finding no stairway this time, kept walking until she came 
across a pair of large double doors.  This time, without caution, she turned the knobs and 
pushed the doors open, staring entranced at the size and elegance of the bedchamber before her.  
It was so white and bright it brought a smile of sheer joy to her face as she looked around.  And 
this one had every indication of being inhabited.  As soon as she realized this, Jenny cast a 
quick glance about to be sure no one was around before she went snooping further.  She 
couldn’t resist and only hoped the resident would forgive her for being so curious.  But she did 
have Jeiel’s permission to explore, after all. 

She moved to the massive bed, covered with a shiny, satin-like coverlet of pristine white 
and ran a hand over it.  Her breath caught in her throat as she noticed the two deep red, floral-
shaped headlays that rested against the head of the bed.  It was such a simple decoration, yet so 
beautiful.  Some clothes were strewn across the bed, and there were brushes, knick-knacks, and 
small bottles of beauty items on the matching vanity. 

From there, she hurried to check out the other doors in the room.  One was clearly a 
conditioning room, a prayer closet, something she was learning must be in every home in 
Valtor.  Another was a good-sized office that contained an attractive Kendran desk with a 
matching cushioned chair, together with several built-in bookcases.  There was also a spacious 
bath chamber that reminded her of the one she had so much enjoyed while at Travaar. 

There was a set of wide double doors adjoining the main room, but since they were 
locked, she ignored them, not really considering what lay behind them.  Glass doors led outside 
to a terrace overlooking the estate. 

“Oh, Jeiel,” Jenny breathed, taking in the beauty around her. 

Lastly, there was every woman’s dream:  a huge walk-in closet.  And this one was filled 
with walls of beautiful clothing.  Women’s clothing.  She ran an admiring hand across some of 
the expensive garments, wondering to whom they belonged.  Then, remembering herself, she 
quickly stepped out and secured the doors. 

This isn’t right, she chided herself.  I shouldn’t be nosing through someone’s personal 
effects like this.  Still, she couldn’t help feeling drawn to the gorgeous clothes.  Having always 
enjoyed shopping at the mall, she felt a sudden pang of homesickness sweep over her as she 
realized she might never have that pleasure again. 



But that was the choice she had made, she realized.  No one had forced her to move to 
Valtor.  She had made that decision all by herself. 

As she recalled all the new experiences she had had and all the wonders she had seen in 
the universe, she realized that no shopping mall could ever compare to those.  If she hadn’t 
come to Valtor, she never would have gotten engaged to Jeiel Vernier either.  Had she 
remained on Earth, she never would have seen him again because Kaanig Altair had made it 
clear that he was never returning there.  And since her home and all of Ivory Post had been 
destroyed, she knew there was nothing there now for her anyways.  All she really wanted now 
was a life here, with Jeiel, an alien she loved more than she ever believed she would. 

Still, she contemplated who the woman was that was staying in such a beautiful suite, 
and she actually felt a bit jealous as she tried to figure out exactly what relationship the woman 
shared with Jeiel.  She certainly hoped it wasn’t Ketta Mayasan because the thought of that 
nasty woman living in such splendor in Jeiel’s house bothered her tremendously. 

Suddenly depressed, Jenny felt compelled to leave her dream room, making certain 
everything was the way she had found it and made her way slowly back to Jeiel’s room.  The 
house was so huge, she supposed she could explore more of it another day.  Right now she only 
wanted to be near Jeiel, to reassure herself of his faithfulness and loyalty to her. 

Although she had never seen Jeiel display interest in any other woman, the mere thought 
of him doing so made her feel sad.  She knew she could not bear having him look at another the 
way he looked at her.  Not that she doubted his love as she had.  It was just that, after meeting 
the cold, yet beautiful Ketta, she was afraid that Jeiel might turn his head her way, even if he 
didn’t want to.  She had seen him angry with Ketta, but still the woman remained in charge of 
his household, and she wondered what influence she would ever have in getting rid of the 
housekeeper if Jeiel and Ketta shared some romantic history together.  The thought of Jeiel 
even kissing that woman’s voluptuous lips bothered her greatly, and it were these morose 
thoughts that followed her back down the hall of windows she had traveled earlier.  It wasn’t 
until she reached the end that she found someone watching her.  When she realized it was Ketta 
Mayasan, she froze in dismay. 

“H-Hello,” Jenny ventured.  “I was just…looking around.” 

Ketta stared coldly at her nemesis, eyeing her trim form with distaste.  Then, almost 
instantly, her expression changed to one of purring delight. 

“Yes,” she said.  “I was walking past the master’s room and overheard when he freed 
you to look around.  I also heard him discussing with you that he’d been making renovations 
for his new bride.  So, you will be joining with him then?”  She forced a smile, but it didn’t 
touch her eyes.  The orbs remained dull and lifeless as they considered Jenny. 

Jenny nodded, feeling unsettled and unconvinced by the woman’s polite remarks. 

“You’ve heard correctly,” she said.  “Jeiel and I are to be joined…wed.  F’shsta.” 

Ketta gave her a sly grin. 



“Any idea yet what sort of joining gift you will be getting him?” she asked curiously. 

Jenny’s mouth dropped at this. 

“Why, no,” she said.  “I…It never occurred to me.  Uh, how would I go about doing 
that?  And where can I purchase something?” 

Ketta chuckled. 

“Have no fear,” she said.  “I know several places where we can shop, if you’d like me to 
help you.  I can take you to Cavaran.  It’s the largest city on Azor and has a wide selection of 
appropriate items.” 

“That would be great if you could help me out,” Jenny said.  “I’ve been so caught up in 
my excitement at getting married—that is, joined—that I never thought about what was 
involved with the traditional Valtorian wedding proceedings.” 

Ketta smiled in a devious manner, but Jenny did not recognize it for what it was.  It was 
in Jenny’s nature to forgive the woman and, since she was now glad the woman was willing to 
help her out, she quickly forgot her earlier distrust of her. 

“I will help you then,” Ketta told her.  “It will be my greatest pleasure to help the master 
get what he deserves.  For his joining gift, that is.” 

“All…right,” Jenny agreed, not certain what else to do.  Jeiel must trust Ketta or he 
would not have kept her in charge, she figured.  She also knew she couldn’t share this with 
Jeiel, or her surprise might be ruined.  And she so wanted to surprise him.  He did so much for 
her, it was the least she could do to show him how much she cared for him.  “I would 
appreciate your help a great deal.” 

“Then it’s settled,” Ketta said firmly, unwilling to take no for an answer.  She paused 
thoughtfully.  “When do you think you can sneak away without the cambra knowing or 
realizing you’re gone.  It may take us awhile to find the most appropriate gift.” 

“Um, perhaps as soon as the war ends.  Until the lock down is lifted, I don’t think we 
should venture anywhere.  Otherwise, I know that Jeiel will seek me out.  He’s always come 
looking for me before, so it may be difficult to sneak away just yet.” 

“Very well,” Ketta frowned.  “As soon as the shields are down, we will plan our little 
outing.” 

“Fair enough,” Jenny said, starting back to her room.  “I must see to Jeiel now.  I don’t 
think he wants to oversleep today.” 

 
* * * * 

 
Ketta smiled and nodded then, thinking how easy it had been to convince the Zarcon to 

go with her.  As she watched Jenny hurry back to Jeiel, she thought how easy it would be for 



her brother to convince her as well.  Clucking her tongue as she thought about Jenny 
Tompkins’s future in Valtor, she returned to her rounds, feeling more than pleased with herself. 
 

* * * * 
 

Jenny meanwhile was quick to return to her room and seek out Jeiel.  Needing his 
presence more than ever, she gently lay beside his sleeping form so as not to disturb him, then 
buried her face in her own pillow as fear washed over her.  Fear over her worry about Ketta’s 
relationship with Jeiel and fear that perhaps she was doing the wrong thing by getting involved 
with the woman in the first place.  She couldn’t figure the woman out.  One minute she acted so 
hateful toward her while other times she seemed like the nicest person in the world. 

But how else was she to get a present for Jeiel? she wondered.  Cassia was always too 
busy these days to even talk to her, much less go on a shopping excursion with her.  Ketta was 
the only one who had offered to take her and obviously knew her way around the planet.  So 
what choice did she have?  Not wanting to distrust the woman since she was still in Jeiel’s 
employ, Jenny truly wanted to give the woman another chance.  Perhaps they could come to 
some kind of an understanding and maybe even forge some semblance of a friendship.  Only 
time would tell. 

 
* * * * 

 
When Jeiel awoke it was to find Jenny sitting in her favorite chair reading something 

that his man, Sajak, had given her.  At his stirring, she instantly closed her book and peered 
over at him expectantly. 

“It is time,” he told her, rising to wash his face in the bath chamber.  Reapplying his 
many belts and weapons, he ran a hand through his tossled hair and made toward the ga’lif.  “I 
am sorry, but you must remain here this time.  I have too many important things to oversee, and 
I cannot be distracted.” 

“I…understand,” she responded slowly, greatly disappointed. 

“You are still free to explore,” he said.  “I will inform Ketta that your meals will be 
taken downstairs in the dining area from now on.” 

Jenny nodded, although she wished fervently that she could accompany him back to the 
base. 

Still groggy from sleep, Jeiel caught himself before stepping into the closet and returned 
to kiss her in parting. 

“I’ll be back as soon as we win this thing.” 

Her hands trembled then as she took them and drew his face to hers. 

“Please hurry,” she whispered.  “I’m missing you already.” 



With a smile curling his lips, Jeiel turned and retraced his steps to the closet, 
disappearing through the ga’lif, knowing exactly how she felt. 



Chapter Twenty-Four 
 

 
Kaanig Altair was focused on the war at hand, keeping Jeiel Vernier in close proximity 

through his d’lab’r. 

“The blasts from the dome units have increased our odds tremendously,” he told the 
cambra.  “Yet still they keep advancing.” 

Jeiel snorted by way of reply. 

“It is clear these Ajellorians are not only stupid but determined.  They sweep through 
and annihilate as many as they can, then proceed to the next target without considering what 
our strategy might be.” 

Dammen frowned. 

“It appears that way.  But that is fine with me.”  He glanced over his shoulder to shout to 
another of his men.  “Is it ready?” 

“Yes, Ziros,” the man replied.  “I have checked and rechecked the configurations several 
times.  All is in readiness.  There should be no problems, Ziros.” 

The Kaanig smiled. 

“Did you hear that, Jeiel?” 

“Yes, Majesty.” 

“Good.  Then I will await your count.” 

“I will keep you advised.  Shouldn’t be much longer.  The enemy is nearly in direct 
center, and our men have been notified of our intent with orders to scramble at mid-count.” 

“Excellent.  I’ll be waiting.” 

Jeiel signed off as Dammen strode purposefully from the War Room and into another 
connecting chamber.  A huge room, it contained an odd mechanism to which Dammen 
immediately headed.  Cassia, merely observing everything presently going on and taking 
mental notes, hastened after him, anxious to see how her husband and his family had 
maintained control and ultimate power over the galaxy for all these generations.  Although 
curious, she remained aside to watch, being careful to remain safely out of his way when he 
personally engaged the Ajellorians. 

When Dammen reached the large mechanism, the pladium, with its globular shape and 
two deep recesses, he planted his feet firmly on the matted floor as if grounding himself, took a 
firm stance and leaned against the machine to brace himself for what was to come.  Before him 
rested a huge timescan, upon which he focused his attention, ignoring all else.  However, his 
ear was alert to his d’lab’r, for Jeiel Vernier’s final countdown.  Once the Ajellorians reached 



the exact center of Valtor, then he would surprise them and finally take back what was his.  In 
this instance, timing was crucial. 

At base command, Jeiel was intently perusing the many monitors and high tech screens 
at his disposal.  The Ajellorians were persistent and still fairly unified in their formations.  His 
men had made certain of that.  The numerous scragglers that had sought to divide themselves 
throughout the galaxy had been targeted and blasted away by the domed weaponry on the 
planets below.  Now, all that remained was for the enemy to get to where he wanted them to go 
before the final phase of their attack was carried out.  As was common in all wars, surprise was 
always the best defense and the way many wars were won. 

Patience.  Patience.  Jeiel focused on the radar tracking screen.  A few more micron and 
they will hit target, he told himself.  His dark eyes followed the advancing hordes, not missing 
even one little particle of movement as they swept through the star system.  Until suddenly… 

“Initiating countdown!” he shouted into his d’lab’r, his deep voice echoing throughout 
the galaxy for all to hear, as all communication modes were activated. 

“Tubay,” he began in Kathian, his voice strong with clarity of expression, drawing the 
attention of every warrior in Valtor at that moment. 

“Oyla!” 

“Miasa!” 

When the countdown hit thirty, every Valtorian in airspace immediately and hastily 
departed the outer perimeters of the galaxy, moving to greater, safer distances beyond their 
system. 

“Sha’ot!” 

At this point, Dammen Altair, Kaanig of the Galaxy of Valtor, closed his fists, braced 
himself mentally, then slowly plunged his large hands into the two deep recesses of the 
mechanism before him. 

As Jeiel’s crisp, clear voice echoed throughout the galaxy and across every miÆ 
channel, Dammen sank his fists even closer to the pit of the mechanism.  Cassia stood gaping, 
feeling the intensity and excitement of the moment, standing away to brace herself against a 
secure column, expecting something unexpected yet not sure what that might be.  It was like 
static electricity all around them. 

At the final count of baylor, the mighty Altair gave one final, determined thrust of his 
fists into the mechanism as a supernatural surge of energy burst forth through his hands and 
connected with the amplifier beneath them.  The electrical charge from his body flowed into 
the mechanism where it was manifested in tremendous rippling waves of blinding light and 
power to an extent beyond anything one could imagine. 

The power of the Altair was radiated upward through the mechanism, as if with 
incredible nuclear force, and multiplied on such a level that it shot forth throughout the entire 



galaxy in a matter of sclair, with the force of an atomic blast, beginning directly at the center 
and spreading out like shock waves across the system in violent, pulsating waves of heat and 
light and energy.  Extending to the farthest boundary and beyond, anything affected by these 
gales of electrical power were immediately disintegrated beyond existence. 

And in a matter of micron, the Ajellorians were no more. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Cambra Vernier has lifted the lock down,” Ketta told her brother triumphantly, a broad 

smile creasing her face.  “Notify me as soon as you return to your ship and I will bring the 
woman to you.” 

“Should take a little while, Ketta,” Kamran said.  “I need to convince the authorities of 
my need for the medication in order to facilitate matters.  Otherwise, it may be several more 
solarities before we are released from this hole.” 

“No problem,” Ketta said.  “That will give me plenty of time to make the arrangements I 
need to make as well.”  She gave a self-satisfied grin.  “The woman is too trusting, but I know I 
can pull this off.” 

“Is she attractive?” Kamran asked.  “If so, perhaps I’ll be able to recoup my losses by 
selling her to the highest bidder.” 

Ketta smirked. 

“Cambra Vernier is certainly taken with her,” she remarked, her tone tinged with 
jealousy.  “If that tells you anything.” 

Kamran nodded with pleasure. 

“I get the picture,” he said.  “She’s probably worth more alone than all the creations 
together that I lost to the Altair.”  Chuckling, he signed off the v’d’mr, anxiously looking 
forward to meeting and dipping his latest creative masterpiece. 



 
Chapter Twenty-Five 

 
 

“I never dreamed Azor was so beautiful,” Jenny Tompkins said, enthralled with the 
beauty of the landscape around her.  Trailing Ketta Mayasan to a waiting, shielded rallid, a 
motorized, air-propelled vehicle, she eagerly jumped in beside the woman, so excited to be free 
from Adoniah, if only for a little while.  The forthcoming shopping expedition thrilled her as 
never before.  “I still don’t know how I’m going to repay you,” she continued, “once I find a 
gift for Jeiel.  Are you certain you don’t mind advancing me the funds I need to buy it?” 

Ketta’s lips curled in a secretive manner as she glanced sidelong at the ignorant, trusting 
Zarcon. 

“Have no fear on it, pa’atay,” she said casually.  “You will have no difficulty in paying 
me back, I can assure you.” 

Jenny grinned at the woman, her eyes glimmering with excitement.  Any lingering or 
nagging doubts about the woman had quickly dissipated.  Her eagerness at wanting to buy her 
beloved a nice gift had washed away any negatives that had crept into her thought patterns. 

“Jeiel will probably give you a promotion for being so kind to me,” she told her matter-
of-factly. 

At her comment, Ketta felt a sense of unease override her own self-satisfaction.  If one 
thing was for certain, her master would definitely be in a giving mood, if he were ever able to 
find her later.  Ketta had no intention of returning to Adoniah once Jenny was disposed of.  She 
intended to accompany her brother back to Vaalstra and begin a new life there.  She had no 
desire to stay at Adoniah, considering how she figured the cambra might react when learning 
that his cherished bride had deserted him.  Laughing inwardly at this, Ketta’s smile broadened.  
Keeping it pasted to her smooth brown face, Ketta barely heard anything Jenny was chattering 
on about as she silently considered the forthcoming meeting with her brother. 

Kamran had contacted her three orons after the lock down was lifted, so Ketta had 
wasted no time in locating Jenny and telling her they could spend the afternoon together 
shopping.  Still bored since Jeiel had not yet returned following the Valtorian victory, Jenny 
thought it best to go with Ketta, purchase the wedding present, and still beat Jeiel home, if 
things worked out as she hoped.  By then, she would have the gift secured away until a later 
time, when she could present it to him.  At least, that was Jenny’s plan.  Little did she know 
that her plans were about to change in a way she had never expected. 

 
* * * * 

 
The rallid arrived at the imperial base on Azor several orons later.  The landing strip 

there was swarming with activity, and Ketta knew that their presence there would go unnoticed 
because of the hustle-and-bustle going on.  With people celebrating their victory over the 



Ajellorians, there would be no reason to expect that anyone would notice them leaving on 
Kamran’s vessel, which he had told her had finally been released from space dock. 

 

* * * * 
 

Upon arrival, Jenny peered about curiously, wondering at their destination. 

“What is this place?” she asked, vaguely recognizing the landing strip.  Having only 
seen it from the windows of the base terminal, she wasn’t sure if it was the same one she was 
familiar with or not.  “Where are we?” 

Ketta gave her a cold stare, then a shove. 

“Get out,” she said. 

“Is this…Cavaran?” Jenny wanted to know, hurriedly stumbling from the vehicle to 
pause and look around. 

Ketta followed her from the rallid then ordered her to accompany her across the huge 
field, covered with millions of Valtorian vessels. 

“Where are we going?” 

“We need to locate the holding area,” Ketta said, not elaborating as to why they needed 
to do that.  Jenny fell silent, feeling uneasy now, but she quickly followed Ketta who was 
hurrying her way along at an overly brisk pace.  She waited aside when Ketta suddenly stopped 
a passing imperial to get directions.  The H’San pointed off toward the eastern part of the base.  
Without waiting to see if Jenny was coming, Ketta then hurried to resume her urgent pace.  
Jenny rushed along behind her, glancing nervously about at the throngs of activity and at the 
numerous warriors moving about or checking over their vessels for battle damage.  When they 
finally arrived at the holding area, only then did Ketta turn around to see if Jenny was still with 
her. 

“Hurry up,” she said, impatient as she reached out a hand to grab Jenny’s arm and shove 
her forward.  “Over there.”  She indicated a large, silver-blue vessel with strange markings all 
over it.  “Yes, that one.” 

Jenny was reluctant to go anywhere after that, but she was curious as she stared at the 
incredible design of the vessel.  It was a truly magnificent ship and looked like some artist had 
painted the outside of it. 

When Ketta and Jenny reached the opening of the ship, designated by a wide ramp 
resting on the ground, a man suddenly appeared in the doorway to greet them. 

“Ah,” the man said, recognizing Ketta.  “You made it.” 

Ketta nodded impatiently and started up the ramp. 



“Is my brother here?” 

“Inside,” the man replied, directing them.  “Please, come in.” 

Jenny, a bit nervous now, slowly followed Ketta into the vessel, feeling somewhat 
discomfited by the appraising look the man gave her as she passed him.  Once inside, he 
immediately closed the door and raised the ramp.  At this, Jenny turned with wide eyes, 
wondering what was going on.  She quickly whipped her head around to stare at Ketta.  The 
woman had observed Jenny’s reaction and was watching her with a strange glimmer in her 
eyes. 

“What’s going on?” Jenny said sharply.  “Do we need a ship to get to Cavaran?” 

“Come with me,” Ketta purred softly, ignoring the question.  “There is someone I’d like 
you to meet.” 

Not having a choice, Jenny cast a wary glance at the man still standing by the door, as if 
to prevent her from fleeing, before reluctantly following her companion into another part of the 
large ship.  Leading Jenny to the cockpit area of the vessel, Ketta moved forward to greet the 
dark-haired man sitting with his back to her in the piloting chair.  He turned expectantly then 
jumped up to embrace her with great enthusiasm.  Ketta murmured a few words to him as he 
then turned to greet Jenny.  However, at sight of her, his eyes widened with shock, as did hers. 

“You!” she gasped with fear and outrage, backing away.  “What are you doing here?” 

A slow, audacious smile spread wide his lips, embarrassing Jenny to no end.  She knew 
what Kamran Donaliel had done to her, and now she realized why Ketta Mayasan had brought 
her here.  That Ketta was related to this evil man by blood only made her all the more fearful 
and distrusting of the two.  Jenny forgot everything Jeiel had ever said to her at that moment.  
As she stared at the smirks on their faces, Jenny Tompkins now knew that she was as stupid 
and naive as ever she had believed she was. 

Slowly, she continued backing away, wondering how she would ever escape them, when 
a man’s hand suddenly came at her from behind, covering her nose and mouth with a cloth 
laced with some vile-smelling liquid, and pulled her strongly against him.  She fought him with 
all of her strength, only to collapse, unconscious, moments later. 

The man holding her exchanged looks with Kamran and Ketta, who had watched the 
scene with fascination and delight. 

“I’ll put her in the back,” he told them as he lifted her and proceeded to carry her to the 
stern of the ship. 

Kamran now turned new eyes on his sister, smirking. 

“So,” he began, “this is the woman Cambra Vernier is going to join with?” 

Ketta nodded. 

“Well,” he continued, laughing out loud.  “He’d better start keeping a better eye on her.” 



“Why’s that?” she asked, meeting his gaze curiously. 

“Because he lost her once before.”  With an amused snort, he continued, “This isn’t the 
first time Jenny will have become one of my creations.  She walked into my hands once before, 
almost as easily as she did just now.  The only thing is, I think the cambra will have a little 
more difficulty finding her this time, don’t you?” 

 

* * * * 
 

Ketta laughed then, not believing her good fortune.  She peered down the dark passage, 
leading to the back of the ship, thinking that things had worked out better than she had planned.  
Paying the Zarcon back for stealing Jeiel away from her was the least she could do, considering 
the circumstances. 

“Come on, Ketta,” Kamran said, “Let’s get a drink, to celebrate our, uh, good fortune.” 

“Why not?” she said, grinning as she followed him to his private lounge.  She knew her 
brother was already counting the tokens of wealth that would be coming his way once Jenny 
Tompkins was sold.  Licking her lips as she considered this, Ketta knew that that would be a 
good thing.  A good thing indeed.  And as she contemplated where Jenny might end up, she 
knew there wouldn’t be a fanged thing that Cambra Vernier could do about it.  By the time he 
found Jenny missing, the woman would be long gone. 



Chapter Twenty-Six 
 

 
Sajak was just coming around the west side of Adoniah, having begun harvesting the 

many summer vegetables growing so abundantly in the master’s garden.  His arms contained 
three overflowing baskets of ripened vegetables.  Another held bright summer fruits that 
Cambra Vernier insisted must be on his table each day.  Grinning at the array he had brought 
with him for he knew his master would be very pleased, Sajak was just heading to the front of 
the building, to bring in a few colorful blooms from the gardens there as well, when he heard 
voices. 

Looking about, he was shocked to see Ketta Mayasan and Jenny Tompkins stepping into 
a shielded rallid at the end of the long, macadam driveway. His mouth fell open because he 
knew that Ketta was up to no good.  Despite the lifting of the lock down only orons before, he 
knew that Jenny had not yet been given instructions other than not to leave the house since the 
master had not returned to Adoniah.  So what Ketta was doing was clearly in deliberate and 
direct violation of the cambra’s orders, and Sajak knew he had to alert him as quickly as 
possible. 

 

* * * * 
 

Neither Ketta nor Jenny was aware that Sajak had seen them leaving, so Ketta was 
unable to stop him from dashing inside the house to alert everyone to what had happened.  Had 
she known, she would have immediately changed her mind and brought Jenny back safely.  She 
never wanted Cambra Vernier to think ill of her. 

 
* * * * 

 
“And why can’t you find him?” Jeiel Vernier blasted at the two men he had sent to arrest 

Kamran Donaliel just prior to lifting the lock down. 

“Ziros,” one man tried to explain to the cambra, “he was allowed to leave just prior to 
the official release of all residents, claiming some life-threatening medical problem and that he 
needed to retrieve his medication from his ship.” 

Jeiel shook his shaggy head in disbelief, groaning. 

“After mentas below ground, he suddenly decided he might die without it?” 

“I…we…”  But both men merely shrugged noncommittally. 

Jeiel glared at the two men, making a mental note to see who the incompetents were 
who had released Kamran Donaliel before he could get to him.  Dammen was going to have his 
head for this one. 



“Locate his ship!” he ordered the two men.  “Do it quickly before it leaves Azor!  It’s in 
the holding area.” 

“Aye, Cambra,” both men chimed in unison, saluting in obeisance.   “It will be as you 
say.”  The two men quickly hurried away to carry out his bidding, hoping they were able to 
find Donaliel’s vessel.  Neither wanted to face Cambra Vernier again with news that the man 
had escaped the planet. 

Jeiel watched them for a moment, hoping they would find the scoundrel.  Donaliel must 
not be allowed to carry on as before.  He had to be brought to justice.  As he imagined what 
punishment that might entail, Jeiel was just about to check on the returning vessels, to learn the 
final casualty count of his own men due to the faulty weaponry, when a voice snapped over his 
wrist com. 

“Jeiel!” 

Sighing at the inevitable interruption, he responded, “Yes, Majesty.” 

“I got the other report on Donaliel.  It seems he has a sister living on Azor.” 

At this, Jeiel jerked his head up, every sense suddenly on alert. 

“Do you have a name?  A location?” 

“Mayasan,” Kaanig Altair said.  “Ketta Mayasan.” 

Jeiel swallowed nervously as he paused to consider this. 

“Jeiel?” 

“I know her, Ziros.  She is a…member of my…household.” 

“Then arrest her, Jeiel.  It seems she helps her brother find people for his little art 
business.  She must be stopped.  Immediately.” 

“By your command, Ziros,” Jeiel responded woodenly, unable to believe what he was 
hearing. 

“Inform me when they are both in custody.” 

“Aye, Majesty.  It will be as you say.” 

The d’lab’r went silent after that as an overwhelming fear gripped Jeiel so strongly that 
it took himself a few micron to free himself from it. 

“I must go home,” he whispered, his face now pale, his breathing irratic.  Turning, he 
quickly issued a few orders to Kimaya Dinar then, almost stumbling in his haste to get to 
Adoniah, made it back to the ga’lif unit. 



When he arrived home, it was to find his suite empty.  He hurried through the door and 
down the wide staircase and into the bake room, where his staff usually congregated while they 
worked or socialized. 

“Where is she?” he demanded, his face etched with concern, as he thrust open the doors, 
startling the three servants there.  But instead of answering him, two of the staff turned to peer 
at the cook. 

“Sajak has been trying to contact you, master,” the woman told him.  “He is in the 
library anteroom, accessing the v’d’mr.” 

Jeiel all but flew from the room, quickly seeking out the older man. 

“Sajak!” he bellowed, startling the fellow with his uncustomarily loud tone. 

“Cambra Vernier,” the elder began, his own face wan with worry as he looked up from 
the computer.  “I have been trying to…” 

“What news?” Jeiel blurted. 

Sajak was instantly on his feet and bowing humbly before him now.  In a matter of 
sclair, he related the story of Jenny’s disappearance, explaining Ketta Mayasan’s part in it. 

“Maka!” Jeiel cursed emphatically, turning to hurry back to the command base without 
so much as a backwards glance.  As he dashed back up the stairs to the portal system, the ga’lif, 
he lifted his d’lab’r to inform Kaanig Altair of the disappearance of not only Jenny Tompkins, 
but of Kamran Donaliel and Ketta Mayasan as well.  Then he summoned the two men he had 
sent to seek out Donaliel’s craft. 

“It is gone, Cambra,” the men told him, fear of his reaction evident in their voices.  
“Donaliel, we’ve learned, left several orons ago.  Some of the men claimed he had two females 
with him and that one was…bald, sir.” 

“Bald?” 

“Yes, Cambra.” 

At this, Jeiel stopped communication with them and hurried from the ga’lif and back to 
the command area.  He immediately ordered his battle gear be brought to him. 

“I want the Barzan unit to accompany me,” he said.  “Have them meet me at my ship in 
ten micron.  I want them in full battle gear.” 

“Aye, Cambra,” Kamaya Dinar said, moving away to round up the unit members who 
had only just now returned from the war and were celebrating their victory. 

“They are headed for Vaalstra,” Kaanig Altair blurted through the d’lab’r.  “I will meet 
you there as soon as I can.  Their home is near Mayanar, so I can only assume that that is their 
destination.  Donaliel has a gallery there as well.” 



“See you there,” Jeiel acknowledged, already dashing with grave determination toward 
his vessel.  Climbing aboard Kaljha’me, the entire Barzan unit of fifty odd in number already 
awaiting him when he arrived, he wasted no time in putting his ship to flight. 



 
Chapter Twenty-Seven 

 
 

Jenny awoke to find Kamran Donaliel sitting beside her on the bunk, casually observing 
her as she lay there.  Dismayed, she immediately tried scooting away from him, but he merely 
chuckled at her efforts.  His man had seen to that, having secured her earlier with leather straps. 

“What happened to your beautiful hair, Jenny?” Kamran asked.  “It was one of your 
better features.” 

Insulted, she turned her head away, but he reached out and quickly forced her to look at 
him again. 

“Will it kill you to answer me?” 

She glared irascibly at the man, unable to believe she had allowed him to kiss her 
before.  She was so trusting and knew that she shouldn’t be.  There were so many new and 
different things in this galaxy, it was foolish for her to think that Valtorians behaved as her 
people did.  As she considered this, a tear slid slowly down her cheek.  Smiling, Kamran 
brushed it away, caressing her soft cheek with something akin to reverence. 

“You were a beautiful addition to my collection before,” he told her gently.  “You will 
be worth even more this time when I am done with you.” 

“Where are you…taking me?” she queried, her voice quavering with fear. 

Kamran smirked and stood up. 

“To my other gallery,” he informed her. 

“On Vaalstra?” 

“Yes.  My official home is there.” 

“And you’re going to…kill me?” 

He peered down at her, his eyes glimmering curiously. 

“In a manner of speaking,” he said.  “Much like before.” 

Gasping with a fear stronger than she had ever known before, Jenny quickly turned 
away as a multitude of hot tears flowed unabashedly down her face.  She had no idea if Jeiel 
would ever find her and realized she would probably be sitting as a decoration in somebody 
else’s home or business before he even became aware of what had happened to her.  And the 
thought of never seeing him again made her heart ache so painfully, she didn’t know if she 
would survive it. 



Kamran watched her but remained silent.  He took no pity on her, merely left her to cry 
alone as he returned to where his sister stood, looking out one of the large portals as they 
approached Planet Vaalstra. 

“It will be good to be home, brother,” she told him.  “I’ve been away too long.” 

“It may take a few mentas,” he returned, “but by the time people have been released 
from the lock down settlements and resume some normalcy to their lives, we should be well on 
our way to increasing wealth and riches.  I intend to stabilize on Vaalstra until everything on 
Konatha has cooled down.  If Kaanig Altair found Jenny among my creations while in the 
holding area of Azor, then no doubt it will only be a matter of time before he comes seeking me 
out.  And with Cambra Vernier so close to the Altair and Jenny so close to him, I’d say our 
time is quite limited.  They are bound to find us at some point, so we must make every effort to 
change our venues and reestablish our businesses elsewhere.” 

Ketta turned to him. 

“Any idea where?” she asked, hoping she wouldn’t return to Azor any time soon. 

Kamran’s lips curled. 

“I’m not sure yet, but the galaxy is vast enough.  We can surely find a few more places 
to open up our galleries.  And I’m sure there will be plenty of new faces to add to my 
collection.” 

Ketta grinned, nodding. 

“You can count on me, brother, to help you.  And if Jeiel comes looking for me, 
deciding he wants to join with me after all, then I doubt we have anything to worry about.” 

“You don’t think he really wants Jenny for a life mate?” 

“No,” Ketta fooled herself into thinking.  “He only used her to make me jealous.” 

“Ah,” Kamran nodded.  “Playing hard to get, are you?” 

“Always, brother,” she said.  “Always.  Once the Zarcon is out of the way, he will only 
have eyes for me.  How can he resist my beauty?” 

As Kamran considered his sister’s rare attributes, he didn’t doubt that she was right.   
How could Cambra Vernier ever choose a bald-headed woman over her? 

 
* * * * 

 
But Ketta Mayasan was only fooling herself.  Jeiel Vernier’s thoughts as his ship moved 

at light speed across the galaxy were centered only on the woman he loved, the woman he had 
swept off her feet while on Zarak.  Jenny Tompkins was his woman and, by all the stars, there 
was going to be all fiara to pay when he finally found her and the animals who had stolen her 
away. 



Regret at not having taken care of Ketta when he realized her wickedness was 
something he would have to live with.  Right now, all Jeiel could think of was finding Jenny 
before something bad happened to her again.  He only wished now that he had gone ahead and 
consummated their union instead of waiting for the right time and the right place.  Why had he 
never considered that she might disappear again as she had twice before?  Maka, was the 
woman always going to be driving him this crazy? 

“I’m right behind you, Jeiel,” Kaanig Altair informed him suddenly, over the intraship 
communication system, Le’pra Zh’r - the Star Demon - almost on top of him now.  “We’ll get 
these people, don’t worry.” 

“I know,” Jeiel replied, staring blankly before him, at the wide view screen on which 
Dammen’s features appeared.  “I’m just…impatient...and worried.” 

“Yeah, me, too,” came the reply.  “But we’ll be there soon enough.  Just get some rest, 
and keep your head together.  That’s the important thing for now.” 

“Keep my head together?” Jeiel said, snorting.  “That’s impossible.” 

Dammen laughed then, recalling all the suffering he had endured while en route to 
Zarak, trying to get to his life mate when his half-brother had shipped her back there.  Every 
sclair had seemed like a lifetime to him at the time. 

“I remember,” Dammen told him.  “But trust the Source to help.” 

Jeiel frowned at his sovereign this time. 

“I am,” he admitted.  “It’s just that…this waiting is killing me.” 

“Then I suggest you turn over the com and get some sleep, Jeiel.  That’s an order.” 

“Aye, Majesty,” Jeiel said at last, sighing despondently, knowing that Dammen was 
right.  There really wasn’t much else he could do until they reached Vaalstra, and that was still 
many orons away.  The trouble was, a lot could happen to Jenny in that period of time.  And 
not thinking about it was something he just couldn’t do.  If anything happened to her, he knew 
he would blame himself.  She had to be all right, he thought fiercely.  She just had to be. 

Later, despite himself, Jeiel managed to fall soundly asleep until morning.  The next 
solarity brought with it a renewed hope and a renewed resolve to find Jenny and her tormentors 
as quickly as possible. 

 
* * * * 

 
When Jenny arrived on Vaalstra, she was immediately taken to Kamran Donaliel’s 

studio deep within the cultural district of the city of Mayanar.  Terrified, she was afraid she 
would immediately be shoved into another cellular suspension receptacle and dipped into 
zalterian paste .  But, fortunately, Donaliel seemed to be in no particular hurry.  Instead, he 
locked her in a small room below the gallery, with a blanket and solarity’s supply of food 



rations.  With nothing to do but pace or nap on the cement floor, Jenny found herself not only 
scared, but as usual, terribly bored.  Why Donaliel was prolonging her agony was beyond her, 
but at least it gave Jeiel time to find her, if indeed he was coming.  For all she knew, he hadn’t 
even missed her yet. 



 

Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 

 
Ketta Mayasan glared at her brother with impatience. Sitting on a couch, drink in hand, 

she watched him pace back and forth across the short-piled carpeting, her own patience 
wearing thin. 

“What are you waiting for?” she snapped at him.  “You should have done that woman 
over as soon as we arrived.” 

Kamran stopped his pacing to look at her a moment. 

“I’m not certain,” he said.  “But something tells me that perhaps I shouldn’t use the 
same subject again.  And besides, I’m finding myself rather…interested…in this girl.” 

Ketta slammed her drink down on a table, ignoring that it sloshed all over, and jumped 
up. 

“What do you mean interested?” she asked, focusing all of her attention on him now. 

He gave her a helpless shrug and shoved his hands into his pockets. 

“You know,” he continued.  “Interested.  As a man is interested in a woman.” 

“You can’t be serious!”  Ketta was aghast at this.  “That bald-headed chit down below?” 

Her brother nodded and lowered his dark head, resuming his pacing. 

“She wasn’t bald the first time we met,” he told her.  “She was absolutely beautiful.” 

Ketta watched him in dismay. 

“You want her then?” 

“Yes,” he finally admitted, sighing.  “Maybe once I get her out of my system, then I can 
finish what we started.” 

Ketta laughed then, loudly, unable to believe what she was hearing. 

“Take her then,” she said, “before we waste any more time.  Do what you have to with 
her, and then let’s finish this!  We need to do it before Kaanig Altair shows up to stop us.” 

Kamran sighed with resignation. 

“You’re right, of course,” he replied.  “I suppose I could drug Jenny again to make 
things easier.  If she continues to fight me, I won’t get anything accomplished.” 

“It won’t be any fun though if she’s unconscious,” Ketta reminded him.  “Maybe you 
can just tie her down first.” 



Kamran brightened then. 

“Yes.  That is a better idea.”  He turned to his sister.  “Will you bring her to my room?  
Then she won’t know what’s going on until I get her alone.” 

Ketta nodded. 

“Perhaps if you do this, it will better my chances with Cambra Vernier as well,” she 
said.  “He won’t want her if she’s been violated, I’m sure.  He’ll be so mad he’ll probably ship 
her back to Zarak where she belongs.” 

“No doubt.  Now, dearest sister, bring her upstairs.  Quickly, before I change my mind.  
I’ll be waiting for you there.” 

 
* * * * 

 
Jenny lay on a massive, elegantly overlaid bed, finding her limbs tied to each of the four 

bedposts.  She hadn’t been expecting to see Ketta Mayasan coming through the door of her cell 
below, nor did she expect the brute she had brought with her to clamp down on her so easily 
and drag her into this bedchamber and secure her there.  If she wasn’t frightened before, she 
certainly was now.  She had no idea why Ketta had brought her there, nor did she understand 
why Kamran Donaliel had not made her into his latest creation yet. 

“What are you doing?” Jenny dared, looking askance at Ketta while the brute tightly 
fastened the leather straps to her wrists and ankles.  “Why have you brought me here?” 

Ketta gave her a sneer. 

“My brother, uh, has a little something for you,” she explained, her pouting red lips 
curling as she surveyed the Zarcon. 

Jenny could only imagine what that was and cringed inwardly.  Licking her own lips 
nervously, she regarded her nemesis with uncertainty and fear. 

“Please, can’t you just take me home?  To Adoniah?” 

Ketta gave a snort of laughter. 

“I doubt you’ll see home ever again.  You belong to us now.” 

“I belong to no one except Jeiel,” Jenny whispered, and she could tell by the enraged 
look on Ketta’s face that she didn’t appreciate that response.  With a shriek of rage, she 
stormed from the room, her brute of a man following in her wake.  Once alone, all Jenny could 
do then was tug against her bonds, hoping to loosen them enough to free herself, or peer about 
the shadowed room in curiosity.  Why Ketta had brought her there was a mystery, but at least 
she had a soft place to lay now instead of on a hard cement floor. 

After awhile, Jenny realized the futility of trying to free herself.  Relaxing somewhat, 
she dozed a bit until a noise startled her awake.  What she saw drew a gasp to her lips as she 



realized just why she had been brought to this room.  Kamran Donaliel, now standing at the 
foot of the bed dressed in a long robe, was watching her intently and, even in the dimly lit 
room, she recognized the look of desire in his eyes.  She had seen it before, but she had thought 
that he would never act upon his evil intent.  Only now it appeared she was wrong in her 
assumption. 

 
* * * * 

 
He gave a slow smile, recalling how she had melted against him when he had first kissed 

her.  As he raked his lust-filled gaze over her now, he could only imagine what it would be like 
now to live out his fantasies with her.  Already he could hear the sounds she would make as he 
made love to her, could only imagine how she would react to his touch. 

Afraid, Jenny began struggling more desperately to free herself, and she whimpered as 
she observed him moving toward her. 

“Please,” she cajoled him as he raised a hand to stroke her head and face.  “No!”  She 
tried to shake his hand away as it then moved to the blouse she was wearing and slowly began 
unbuttoning it.  He had started to slide his hand beneath it, just as the door to his chamber 
suddenly came crashing down to the floor, shocking them both with the noise it made.  
Startled, Kamram snatched his hand away and jumped back from the bed as a shocked gasp 
tore from Jenny's lips. 

“Jeiel!” she cried with relief, more happy to see him than ever before. 

Kamran’s expression turned to one of sheer terror as he realized who now stood in his 
doorway.  The famous Cambra Vernier, the one who had just helped bring the galaxy to 
victory, one of the most powerful men in Valtor.  Fang, how had the man found him anyways?  
And so damned quickly? 

Jeiel wasted no time.  Striding into the room with deadly purpose, he took in the scene 
with one imperious glance before striding toward the man now cowering before him.  Jeiel 
knew the man deserved justice, but he wasn’t about to let the bastard off that easy, after all he 
and his sister had done against the woman he loved. 

“Why, Cambra Vernier,” Kamran began, in too fawning a tone.  But he was never to 
finish his sentence for Jeiel’s fist hit him in the mouth with all the force of a granite rock, 
knocking out his four front teeth and dropping him unconscious to the floor.  Disgusted with 
himself for not making him suffer more, Jeiel growled ferociously and turned away, a scowl of 
anger and disgust on his handsome face. 

“Jeiel,” Jenny rasped in disbelief, with tears in her eyes.  “You found me.” 

Then he was beside her, tearing at her leather straps and flinging them away in fury.  
When she was free, he tenderly drew her into his arms. 



“Thank the Source I was not too late,” he said hoarsely, hugging her so tightly she could 
barely breathe.  He drew away to look her over intently, his eyes etched with concern.  “Are 
you all right?” 

Jenny smiled and nodded. 

“I am now,” she said. 

“Did he hurt you?” 

She continued smiling at him, so glad to see him. 

“He never had a chance.”  At the worried frown on Jeiel’s face, Jenny found herself 
lifting a hand to ease it away.  “Are you okay?” she asked, lovingly caressing his cheek and 
running a finger over his lips. 

“I am now,” Jeiel told her, giving her a quick peck as he lifted her into powerful arms 
and carried her from the room. 

“I see you found her,” Kaanig Altair said, standing in the main area of Donaliel’s 
residence and private studio.  The place was swarming with H’San warriors who were intent on 
searching it from top to bottom.  “Donaliel?” 

“Upstairs,” Jeiel replied.  “He’s unconscious.” 

“Arrest him,” Dammen told two of his men as he approached Jeiel.  “Jenny, it is good to 
see you alive and well.” 

“Thank you, Majesty,” she said, tightening her arms about Jeiel’s neck.  “I didn’t think 
you’d find me in time.” 

The Altair moved to lay a concerned hand on her arm and squeezed it affectionately. 

“I made it a priority,” he told her, his dark eyes studying her a moment as she clung to 
Jeiel, his own expression one of relief that they had found her when they had. 

“Did you find Ketta Mayasan?” Jeiel asked suddenly, scanning the room for some sign 
of her. 

“Not yet,” he informed him.  “I thought she would be here.” 

“She was a few hours ago,” Jenny told them.  “She had me brought up from the 
basement and tied to that bed.” 

“Then she must be in the vicinity,” Dammen said.  He turned to bellow an order to his 
men.  “Spread out!  Search the city!  Find Ketta Mayasan and arrest her and anyone else who 
tries to interfere.” 

“Aye, Majesty,” a bevy of armed men nodded before taking off in all directions.  “Jeiel, 
have your men remain here and continue their search.  And whatever you do, do not let Jenny 
out of your sight again.  To be honest, I’m damned tired of looking for her.”  As he spoke, he 



shot Jenny a look of grave concern before his lips slowly crinkled into a smile, making Jenny 
aware that he was only joking, although she knew he must be as exhausted as Jeiel at having to 
keep rescuing her. 

“I’m sorry,” Jenny told them both.  “I guess you’ll need to keep a leash on me from now 
on.” 

“No!” Jeiel said sharply, peering down at her, his mien serious.  “A mark of selection is 
all that you’ll need from now on.”  And then, setting her back on her feet, he ignored the Altair 
and the many warriors tromping about, and kissed her with all the pent up emotion he’d been 
storing in his heart. 



 
Chapter Twenty-Nine 

 
 

Jeiel looked out the wide, tall windows of Adoniah, just as the brilliant orange-red sun 
was setting.  Turning, he observed Jenny who was just coming from the main dining area to 
join him.  Having returned to Azor eight solarities prior, both of them were now well rested and 
well fed, both feeling more normal.  The stress they had felt during the war was now gone, and 
Jenny’s hair was even starting to grow back, he noticed.  The light-colored fuzz atop her head 
was actually quite attractive, if one favored bald women.  And as Jeiel looked this one over, he 
realized that he did and found that, hair or not, he still loved her, wanted her, and needed her. 

“Care to take a walk with me?” he asked casually, extending a large hand. 

Jenny gave a bright smile, eager to be alone with him.  She was quick to take it and 
allowed him to lead her outside. 

“What a beautiful evening!” she exclaimed, admiring the bright full moons rising 
overhead, amid the colorful sunset.  She sidled up even closer to him.  “It’s so…romantic.” 

Jeiel smiled but made no comment, content to finally be alone with her, too, as they 
strolled companionably across the extensive grounds of his estate.  He was also glad the war 
was over and the lock down lifted, even though Ketta Mayasan had not yet been caught.  What 
had become of her had truly become a mystery, but the Altair, who Jeiel still believed never got 
any sleep, was already following the many leads his men had come across.  Ketta’s capture was 
now just a matter of time.  Meanwhile, Jeiel had much to make up to Jenny for and was not 
about to let an evening such as this one sneak away. 

As darkness descended, Jenny looked around at the thickly wooded area they were in, 
growing a bit unsettled.  Since she was in unfamiliar territory, her previous experiences were 
still haunting her to some degree. 

“Where are we going?” she asked, clutching his arm more tightly, only to have Jeiel pat 
her hand in unconcern. 

“There is no need to be nervous.  There’s a nice glade up here…and a pond I want you 
to see,” he told her.  They came upon this scenic little spot a short while later, just after the sun 
took its rest.  “It’s one of my favorite places.” 

Jenny observed the rather large pond, surrounded by cattails and other native flora, 
much like those on Earth.  Familiar sounds greeted them, of tree and bullfrogs and other 
creatures of the night that were prevalent on Azor.  In the center was visible a small island, 
with an arching white bridge leading to it from the shore.  A few trees hung sentinel over it.  
White, swan-like fowl dotted the smaller land mass, and were scattered about the water's edges.  
Staring across the murky green water, Jenny noticed that both moons clearly and brightly 
reflected from it.  The stars were twinkling dots in the dark blue of the sky above, and a soft, 
tranquil breeze danced around them.  The scent of nature filled their senses as they took in their 
fill of the beautiful landscape. 



“Oh, Jeiel,” Jenny breathed.  “It really is lovely here.” 

“Come,” he said, taking her hand to lead her up and over the bridge.  Once on the other 
side, he led her to a secluded, shadowed spot beneath the trees there.  Earlier, he had apparently 
taken the time to go there and spread a large blanket out on the ground, in preparation for their 
visit.  Beside that was an ice bucket where cooled a bottle of something special. 

 

* * * * 
 

Within moments, Jenny was finally in Jeiel’s arms, with his lips pressed warmly against 
hers.  His strong arms tightened about her as the pressure of his lips increased, and it became 
evident to her then just why he had brought her out there and that he had always maintained a 
degree of self-control where she was concerned.  Jeiel’s passion, no longer restrained, erupted 
into a heated frenzy as he allowed his lips to do things and touch places he had only before 
dreamed about.  A soft moan escaped her own lips as she allowed him his way and made no 
resistance to his free-roaming hands, touching her where no man had ever been allowed to 
before. 

Almost unawares, her clothes suddenly fell away and Jenny soon found herself on the 
damp, blanketed grass with a naked extraterrestrial who was showing her just how much he 
loved her.  The fact that they weren’t legally joined yet never even entered her head as Jeiel 
Vernier went ahead and consummated their forthcoming marriage.  As her delight at their 
joining erupted with her soft cries of first, virginal pain, then pleasure and moans of ecstasy, 
she realized she was forever lost to this unique and wondrous man. 

When both were satiated and Jeiel rested beside her, as his heavy breathing subsided, he 
gingerly propped himself up on an elbow to peer over at her. 

“I love you, Jenny Tompkins,” he growled fiercely, reaching out to place a possessive 
arm about her.  “You are my woman!  And I do not want to have to go looking for you ever 
ever again!  Understand?” 

Grinning with true happiness, Jenny nodded and easily pulled his lips to hers again, 
secretly wishing that every woman could be as happy as she was. 

 
* * * * 

 
As her brother went about his business with Jenny Tompkins, Ketta Mayasan was off on 

a small excursion of her own, going back to the village where she and Kamran had been raised.  
She had no idea that Cambra Vernier and Kaanig Altair had arrived on Vaalstra and already 
had her brother in custody by the time she arrived home. 

Jungala was a small, inconsequential place with no more than a hundred inhabitants.  
Still, her fondest memories were there for that was where her mother had taken her when her 



father had deserted them.  And that was where her mother’s body now lay, in the tiny wayside 
plot of land set aside for burial.  It was there that Ketta wanted to go now, to pay her respects to 
the mother she missed so much. 

“Come with me, Futu,” she told the brutish man who had accompanied her to Jungala.  
She turned to look up at the man who had served her for scalons, since growing up on Vaalstra 
with him.  Slightly off mentally, Futu’s massive strength and size made up for that condition 
ten times over.  Plus, he was undaunted and loyal. 

“Just keep an eye out for any H’San in the area.  You never know.” 

“Yes, pa’atay,” Futu said, crossing his brawny arms and taking a watchful stance at the 
entrance to the burial grounds. 

Ketta moved slowly across the small field, dotted with haphazard plots, laid out in no 
particular order or neatness.  Some had markings while others did not.  Only a few had 
emotional sentiments displayed, such as flowers or other small trinkets of affection.  She 
herself had brought a special potted plant with her from Azor, one she had been saving 
especially for her mother’s grave.  She knew how much her mother had adored these particular 
flowers.  Never a day had gone by that her mother hadn’t set a spruce of bonamays on her 
breakfast table.  With their soft-pink, velvety petals, bonamays had a delightful, yet pungent 
aroma that made every woman who smelled it yearn for a man of her own.  Having had them 
about her entire life, Ketta knew it was the main reason she wanted Jeiel Vernier so badly.  Not 
only was he handsome, powerful, and rich, but he was the only man who had ever set her heart 
to fluttering as it did whenever she saw him.  The bonamays only added to her desire to make 
him her own, and she often wondered if they worked on the male species, too. 

It was fortunate that that new shopkeeper in Zaratan had so many pots of them available 
when she had gone there earlier this menta.  She had brought with her to Azor at least three 
different varieties and put them about Adoniah, hoping that Jeiel would notice and start a 
conversation with her.  She knew he loved nature and flowers since he requested fresh blooms 
be placed throughout his home each day. 

Ketta approached the small stone marker of her mother’s grave.  As she reread the 
inscription on it, a tear fell from her eye, but she quickly brushed it away.  She knelt down to 
place the small pot of bonamays against the stone. 

Her mother had perished at the hands of a man whom she loved but who had never 
loved her in return.  Considering how beautiful her mother had been, she could not figure out 
why the man didn’t worship her.  Instead, he had preferred Ketta, having made her his 
plaything at an early age.  When Ketta’s mother had learned of this, she had quickly thrown 
Ketta out, blaming her for stealing the man she adored.  Perhaps had her mother not been under 
the influence of the bonamays, she might have seen what a rotten low-life the man truly was.  
Still, she wasn’t to believe it until the day he beat her to death.  He disappeared after that and 
no one had seen him since, fortunately.  And the scars he had left on Ketta were as deep as any 
mortal wound. 



She couldn’t fault her mother, realizing the bonamays must have had something to do 
with her failure to see the truth.  She knew she had been miserable once Ketta was gone 
because before that scoundrel had come into their lives, Ketta had been her pride and joy.  That 
Kamran had been fathered by that evil man only made matters worse for Ketta because he 
reminded her of him every time she looked at him.  Yet the siblings had managed to forge a 
friendship and a business arrangement that benefited them both.  Until the war, things had been 
going well for them.  That is, until the wrong woman had wandered into Kamran’s life.  Had he 
known who Jenny’s love interest was in the beginning, Ketta knew her brother never would 
have touched Jenny in any way.  But now, it was too late.  Kamran was dealing with Jenny 
Tompkins in the way he wanted and she, Ketta,was going to later deal with Jenny’s 
heartbroken betrothed the way she wanted. 

Rising, Ketta knew she had to return to Zaratan and retrieve more bonamays.  The more 
she had about Adoniah the better, she decided.  And although she had decided not to return to 
Azor, she knew that the only way to seduce Cambra Vernier was to return there, go back to 
work, and plan a way to carry out her own intent.  She doubted he would know of her 
relationship with Kamran, so she knew she was free to return to Azor without being implicated 
with him in any way.  She could fabricate a story to justify her hasty departure.  But first, just 
one little side trip to Konatha. 



 

Chapter Thirty 
 

 
Jim Tompkins came waltzing out of his flower shop with a large pot of Vultronian 

zetamen and placed it outside the door.  Content with his new home, his new business venture, 
and the vast array of new flowers and plants he had been quickly learning about while in 
Valtor, he stood, hands on hips, casting a self-satisfied look about.  Not once had he regretted 
his decision to move to Valtor, and he thanked the Lord for everything he now had.  Although 
he still missed his late wife, he was grateful to have already found another companion to fill his 
lonely nights.  Never had he considered remarrying, until he had arrived in Valtor and met 
Talaya. 

As he listened to her singing aloud inside the shop, he smiled.  She had such a beautiful 
voice and was so pleasant to be around.  He couldn’t wait to tell Jenny about her and hoped she 
would love the Kathian woman as much as he did. 

As Jim turned to reenter his shop, he noticed a woman heading toward him.  An 
extremely beautiful woman, he easily recognized her as a previous customer.  Still, he went 
into his shop to stand behind the counter to wait.  Despite her good looks, he remembered the 
unpleasantness of his first encounter with her and mentally prepared himself to deal with her 
again.  Talaya, placing fresh displays in the large front window of the shop, gave him a curious 
look. 

“What is wrong?” she asked, sensing his immediate distress. 

Before Jim could reply, Ketta Mayasan entered the store and moved directly to the 
counter. 

“Good day,” Jim greeted her politely, in Kathian, hoping she wouldn’t stay long.  “What 
can I do for you?” 

Ketta scanned the room before answering, casting Talaya a scathing look that sent chills 
down Jim’s spine.  He wondered at the hatred he noticed in the woman’s eyes whenever she 
observed another woman.  He had noticed it the first time Ketta had entered his shop and 
chased away the other three females browsing when she had walked in. 

“Bonamays,” Ketta told him.  “I need more bonamays.  As many as you have, I will 
take.” 

Jim folded his arms and braced himself. 

“I’m sorry,” he said firmly.  “I have none available.” 

Ketta’s head shot up at this. 

“What!” she shrieked.  “That’s impossible.  I don’t believe you!” 



Jim shrugged. 

“I don’t expect a shipment in until next menta,” he informed her.  “I’m sorry.” 

Ketta glared at the former postmaster, making no attempt to hide her displeasure. 

“I traveled all the way from Vaalstra,” she told him, as if that made any difference.  
“You must have some here.” 

Jim was adamant and shook his head. 

“We’re all sold out.” 

Ketta was furious.  Pursing her lips angrily, she growled low in her throat as she glared 
about her, believing Jim to be a liar. 

“Futu!” she bellowed, turning to the brute now entering the store.  “They say they have 
no bonamays.  Search the store!” 

Without a word of permission or apology, the man, Futu, wasted no time in trundling to 
the back room of the shop.  Quaking at sight of the giant, Jim and Talaya could only stand aside 
as they listened to the brute tearing their work room apart in search of bonamays.  A few 
minutes later, Futu reappeared, his hands empty. 

Ketta, enraged, stamped her foot and gave a lovely pot of Kendran venidas, sitting on 
the counter, an angry shove.  She clearly enjoyed the sound of the pot they were in smashing 
noisily onto the floor.  Greatly upset, a teary-eyed Talaya attempted to stop her, but Jim, 
realizing the futility of it, grabbed her shoulders and pulled her back. 

“I’m very angry, Futu,” Ketta told the larger man.  “Do what you have to!”  With those 
final words, Ketta Mayasan left the shop as Futu began destroying the beautiful little store that 
Jim Tompkins had been so proud of. 

Caught in the barrage of flying glass, blooms and pottery, he hurried himself and Talaya 
from the shop, both cringing in the street as the brute named Futu made short work of the place. 

When finished, he tromped from the shop, gave the couple a fierce look that indicated he 
had enjoyed what he had just done, then made off after Ketta.  Talaya, crying now at the sad 
loss, buried her face in Jim’s chest, not believing what had just happened to their dream. 

Still shaking, Jim did his best to comfort Talaya before he got up his nerve to reenter the 
shop and observe the extent of the damage.  A moment later, he was heading into the adjoining 
house he owned and immediately accessed the v’d’mr.  He knew that Kaanig Altair would not 
let this outrage go unpunished. 

As he waited for the communication to begin, Jim shook his head in disbelief.  Even the 
last visit the woman had paid him had not been as devastating as this one.  He knew now that 
the woman had to be completely nuts. 

 



* * * * 
 

Kaanig Altair was sitting in his personal suite, enjoying a few free moments with his 
family.  Arian was sitting on his father’s lap, laughing uncontrollably as Dammen playfully 
tickled his belly.  Cassia, sitting aside on a couch, merely watched in amusement, at the quality 
time being afforded her son.  However, at the sound of an emergency v’d’mr alert, Dammen’s 
dark head instantly came up as he glanced over at the communication device. 

Setting his son away from him, he quickly pulled the boy’s shirt down and gently patted 
his bottom by way of dismissal.  Arian quickly hurried to his mother’s protective embrace as 
Dammen moved to the v’d’mr. 

“Speak to me,” Dammen ordered, dropping into a chair to peer at the screen. 

“Jim…Tompkins here, Sire.” came the hesitant response, in English. 

“Jim!” Dammen said, his tone clearly one of pleasure at hearing from him.  “How are 
things in Zaratan?” 

Jim paused a moment as he considered his next words, not wanting to anger the Altair. 

“I’m sorry, Sire, but I have had…a few, um…problems.” 

Dammen’s happy grin immediately faded. 

“What sort of problems, Jim?” he said.  “Are you in trouble?” 

“I…That is, we had trouble with a customer, Sire.  A female customer.” 

“What happened?  Was anyone hurt?” 

“She…destroyed my shop, Majesty,” he said sadly.  “She had a large man with her and 
when she couldn’t find what she was looking for she…destroyed my beautiful little flower 
shop.” 

An angry frown hit the Altair’s lips as he listened to Jim detail more of the damage.  He 
knew what the shop had meant to Jim and couldn’t believe it himself that one of his own 
citizens could stoop so low. 

“Describe this woman,” Dammen said, the authority in his tone not to be questioned. 

Jim related what he knew, but assured him that both he and Talaya were all right. 

“And do you know anything else about this woman?” Dammen asked.  “Her name?  Her 
destination?” 

Jim brightened suddenly. 

“Vaalstra,” he said.  “She mentioned that she had just arrived from Vaalstra.” 



At this news, Dammen’s eyes widened as he considered all that Jim Tompkins had 
shared with him. 

“Sit tight, Jim.  I will send people to restore your shop and restock everything.  It may be 
a few orons before they arrive, but I will have them take care of it today.” 

“Thank you, Sire.” 

“No.  Thank you, Jim, for bringing this to my attention.”  With that, the Altair quickly 
signed off the v’d’mr, instantly shifting his attention to his wrist device. 

“Jeiel!  We may have her.  I’m sending men to check out a lead now.  It’s possible Ketta 
Mayasan is somewhere near Zaratan or heading back to Vaalstra.” 

“I’ll get my men on it right away, Ziros,” Jeiel countered. 

“I’m sending search parties throughout Zaratan to double check Donaliel’s gallery.  She 
may have returned there.” 

“I’ll get more men to Vaalstra,” Jeiel said, wishing he didn’t have to return there again.  
Faith, he hoped they caught that conniving tramp quickly and still regretted not having taken 
care of her when he had the chance.  “I’ll have my people remain on the alert for her as well.” 

“You think she’ll return to Azor?” 

Jeiel paused thoughtfully. 

“Maybe.  Who knows?” 

“It’s best to be prepared,” Dammen said.  “Contact me if you learn anything.” 



 

Chapter Thirty-One 
 

 
“What are you doing here?” Sajak stammered, shocked at the sight of Ketta Mayasan 

standing in the doorway of Adoniah’s large dining hall.  “We thought you had…gone.” 

Ketta smirked at the older man. 

“I only left for a short respite,” she said.  “I took the master’s future life mate to do a 
little shopping.” 

Sajak frowned at this, knowing the woman was lying, as usual.  Jenny was already safe 
at Adoniah, and Cambra Vernier had given strict orders to keep her that way while he returned 
to Planet Vaalstra, for whatever reason.  His departure had been sudden, and Jeiel had only had 
a short time to give instructions to his staff.  In Ketta’s absence, Sajak had been promoted to 
her vacated position, and he wondered now how Ketta would react to this news, learning she 
now had no position to return to. 

“Has the master specified anything for his evening repast?” Ketta asked, venturing 
toward the bake room to check on matters there.  At Sajak’s silence, she stopped and looked at 
him questioningly.  “Sajak?” 

“I’m…sorry, pa’atay,” he replied, avoiding her probing look.  He focused his attention 
on his chore of polishing the gold eating utensils he was holding.  “The m-master is…away.” 

“What do you mean?” she said.  “Where has he gone this time?  And for how long?” 

Sajak shook his head. 

“He didn’t say.  But the matter must have been of grave importance because he left quite 
suddenly.” 

“What instructions did he leave me?” she prompted, now glaring at the white-haired 
man with the smooth face. 

At this, Sajak lifted his head with uncertainty.  He swallowed nervously, realizing that 
the woman would have to find out sooner or later. 

“He left no instructions for you,” he said.  “In fact, he made no mention of you at all.  In 
his absence, he said that I was now in charge of his household.” 

“What!”  Ketta wasn’t certain she had heard correctly.  “You’re in charge?” 

“Yes, pa’atay,” Sajak said, turning his attention away from her again to refocus on his 
task. 

Her outraged shriek brought a startled gasp from him.  He now gaped at the woman who 
was staring at him as if she wanted to tear his heart out. 



“And just why are you in charge of this household now?” she demanded rudely, 
stamping across the room to scowl at him.  “Doesn’t that man appreciate a damn thing I do for 
him?” 

Sajak gave another nervous swallow and shrugged, not knowing what to tell her. 

“Well,” she continued angrily, “we’ll just see about this!” 

Ketta turned, gave a loud harrumph, and stormed off, seeking more answers.  Sajak, 
trembling, waited until she had gone before heading to the v’d’mr computer down the hall, 
hoping to notify the master of Ketta’s return.  He had only just connected the electronic device 
when a loud voice startled him.  Sajak turned in surprise.  Too late he saw the large urn coming 
at him, to crash against his head.  With a groan of pain, he toppled from his seat and fell 
unconscious to the floor. 

“Thought you’d tell everybody, did you?” Ketta snickered.  “Well, not while I’m around 
to prevent it.  And if you think I’m going to let you steal my job, then you’re badly mistaken.” 

Laughing, Ketta hurriedly disconnected the v’d’mr and, with a final look at the man 
lying in a heap beside it, she sauntered off without a backward glance.  She had work to do and 
wanted to be sure that she was the first one to greet Cambra Vernier when he arrived home. 

As she formulated a plan in her mind, she wondered then how her brother was making 
out with the ravishing of Jenny Tompkins.  She should contact him, she knew, and see how 
things were going, but she first wanted to make certain all was in order for Jeiel’s return to 
Adoniah.  Since she hadn’t been able to get more bonamays, she had to find another way to 
make the master notice her…and to make him forget the woman he had intended to join with 
before.  With Jenny now out of the picture, the way was wide open for her to seduce Jeiel.  This 
time, there would no mistakes.  She was not going to give the handsome cambra any more 
reasons to ignore her beauty.  She was through playing hard to get, she decided.  This time she 
would play nice and easy, as she should have done in the beginning. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Any luck, Majesty?” came Jeiel’s voice over his d’lab’r.  “It seems like I’ve made 

another wasted trip to Vaalstra.  My men and I have uncovered no clue here as to Ketta’s 
whereabouts.” 

Dammen sighed noticeably. 

“No luck here either,” he said.  “I thought for sure we would have caught her this time.  
She had only just left Jim’s shop.” 

“She must have had a ship nearby, Ziros.” 

“Probably just missed her,” Dammen said.  “It doesn’t take that long to get from the air 
base at Travaar to Zaratan.  The brute that Jim mentioned sounds like a one man army so is 
probably assisting her in multiple ways.” 



Jeiel, wracking his brain for some insight into the woman’s thought patterns, paused as 
he considered this information.  Until a sudden beep on his d’lab’r drew his attention. 

“Wait,” he told his friend.  “I may have something.”  But then, “No, maybe not.  I 
thought someone from Adoniah was trying to contact me.” 

Dammen pursed his lips in thought. 

“Perhaps someone was.” 

Jeiel thought about it but still wasn’t certain. 

“Jenny perhaps?” 

“I don’t think so.  She wouldn’t know how.” 

“A staff member?” 

Suddenly, both men’s mouths dropped as they realized the truth. 

“Ketta!” Jeiel growled into the d’lab’r.  “She must be on Azor.” 

“I’ll meet you there, Jeiel!” 

As their communication ended, Jeiel chided himself for being so stupid.  If Ketta was on 
Azor, at Adoniah, then Jenny was again in grave danger.  Maka!  Why hadn’t he considered 
that Ketta might return there?  He knew his people would only contact him if there was an 
emergency and for no other reason.  Turning to his bridge crew, he blasted orders at them, 
urging them to full warp speed.  Maka!  These damned hunting games had to stop! 



 
Chapter Thirty-Two 

 
 

Jenny was napping on Jeiel’s vast bed, unaware that Ketta Mayasan had returned to 
Adoniah.  Believing the woman anywhere but there, Jenny slept on undisturbed, dreaming 
happily of her future as Jeiel’s wife.  Jeiel had left some time ago to seek out Ketta on Vaalstra, 
so there was no reason for Jenny to feel anything but peaceful right now, until something woke 
her.  Groggy, having finally been enjoying a deep, restful sleep, she lifted her head and peered 
about, her brown eyes half slit as she surveyed her surroundings. 

She didn’t know what had awakened her, but she came alert rather quickly and drew 
herself up from the bed.  She observed nothing out of the ordinary, yet a strange feeling of 
discomfiture came over her.  She sat up on the edge of the bed to listen.  But, as usual, the 
house was still.  After a moment, she shook her head, then made toward the bath chamber for a 
quick refresh. 

Not long afterward, she ventured from the room, accompanied by the guard Jeiel had 
posted there, more for her protection than anything else.  Ignoring him, she moved down the 
wide staircase.  Venturing toward the bake room, she cautiously pushed open the doors and 
looked inside.  The cook was busy over a pot of something steaming, while two other female 
servants sat at a table conversing and peeling vegetables.  Everything seemed normal there, so 
Jenny eased herself from the room before any of them even noticed her peeking in. 

She moved toward the main entrance, glancing to either side of her, but espied no one 
else about.  So, with the guard silently dogging her heels, she moved to the right, to a yet 
unexplored part of the house.  Moving through the larger sitting area there, she proceeded down 
a connecting hallway, noting many doors.  As she walked, she came upon an open room full of 
books, a library.  Curious, she went in, only to stop dead in her tracks at sight of Sajak lying 
unconscious by the desk.  Dashing to him, concern etched in her features, she knelt down to 
examine him, finding a nasty, bloody gash on his head.  Thankfully, she found him still 
breathing. 

“Please,” she entreated the guard standing over her, “help me get him to a couch or 
something.  Then get one of the other servants to bring some medicinal ointments or whatever 
it is you use here,” she told him.  “Oh, and some clean water.  And some rags or towels.  
Please.” 

The guard didn’t hesitate to do as she asked.  Hurrying to carefully lift Sajak to a long 
couch in the sitting area, he left him with Jenny before going off to get the requested items.  He 
returned shortly with the cook and two other servants in tow, all anxious to know what had 
befallen their good friend.  At sight of Sajak, all three gasped, and they moved to shoo Jenny 
away from him, offering without hesitation to take care of him themselves. 

“Please, pa’atay,” the cook said.  “The master won’t like this at all.  We think it only 
best if you return to a safe area until he returns.  This can only mean nothing good, to be sure.” 



Worried now, Jenny cast the guard an anxious look, uncertain as to what she should do.  
Someone in the house had deliberately struck the poor man down.  Since she was not aware of 
any other servants working at Adoniah that day, then that could only mean that there was an 
intruder among them, or a traitor.  Instantly on alert, she continued looking at the watchman, 
waiting for him to instruct her.  If only she knew how to contact Jeiel, she thought. 

“I will notify Cambra Vernier,” the man told her, interpreting her thoughts.  “For now, I 
believe it would be best for you to return to your chambers and remain there.” 

“You will notify me once you contact the cambra, right?” 

“Yes, pa’atay.” 

Satisfied, Jenny glanced nervously from the servants to Sajak, content that Sajak was 
getting the best care he could just then.  So, without argument, she hastened back to Jeiel’s 
room, closed and locked the door.  It was the last place she wanted to be, but what choice did 
she have?  If someone in the house was willing to hurt a harmless old man, then no doubt 
someone would just as well see the others or even her dead, too.  And the only person that 
would want her dead right now would be...   

“Oh, no!” she gasped.  “Ketta Mayasan!”  The woman was there at Adoniah and 
perhaps still in the house. 

Wringing her hands in anxiety, she began pacing the room.  Then, after about ten 
minutes, she couldn’t stand it anymore.  She had to know what was happening out there.  The 
guard hadn’t returned yet, and she felt so helpless and confined. 

Moving to the door, she unlocked it and slipped through.  She heard voices downstairs 
and recognized the servants talking among themselves.  Moments later, she observed them and 
the guard, with Sajak in his brawny arms, carrying him off to another room.  So she took that 
moment to go down the stairs and venture down the long hallway with the tall mullioned 
windows, hoping she might catch Ketta somewhere about.  No one had seen her leave Jeiel’s 
suite, so she was certain no one would try and stop her. 

She moved toward the bedchamber she had so admired before, hoping she wouldn’t 
actually see Ketta there since it would only reaffirm her unsettled feelings about the woman’s 
place at Adoniah.  She opened the doors with great caution and stepped inside.  A quick glance 
about told her that no one had probably been in the room since she had been there last.  
Everything was as she had left it. 

She turned to the adjoining doors of the room, the ones she had previously found locked.  
Slowly, she opened them with some surprise, only to step into another large bedchamber, 
similar to the one she had just left, only this one resembled more closely that of a man’s 
chamber.  The room was nearly identical to the one she had just left, as far as layout was 
concerned, but the decorations, the colors were different.  Not as bright, not as colorful, they 
were more subdued pastels of auroral blue or turquoise, and the coverlet on the bed was more 
of a deep violet, such as one would see in the deepest recesses of outer space.  This was indeed 
a man’s room.  Jeiel’s room, she believed. 



A closer examination of the room told her that no one had probably been there recently 
either, so she made her way out of the room and back down the hallway.  Believing that 
nothing would come of further searches of the other bedchambers above, she decided to 
venture about the grounds to see if she could uncover anything there.  Her guard, she knew, 
was going to be furious with her if he found she had disappeared from the room, but she 
couldn’t help that now.  She had to find out what Ketta Mayasan was up to. 

 
* * * * 

 
Kaaniga Altair was growing anxious about her husband.  It was taking him and the 

others much too long to find the woman they were after.  She wanted him home with her and 
Arian, never wanting to share the man she adored with anyone.  She was even jealous when he 
was with Jeiel sometimes, even though she cared a great deal for the cambra. 

It was just that her time with Dammen was always so limited because of his status in the 
galaxy.  Anything that demanded his presence away from her was just difficult for her to deal 
with at times, although he had warned Cassia that it would be something she would have to 
suffer through if she were to be his woman, his life mate.  Despite knowing this, she had still 
wanted to remain joined with Dammen, loving him as she did. 

But today she was finding Dammen’s absence even more lonely than usual.  Wanting a 
distraction, she left Arian with Mrovia, told her she was going to visit Jenny Tompkins then 
left, using the ga’lif unit in the back of her husband’s large closet.  She didn’t intend to stay too 
long.  She just needed some girl talk, to be with her best girlfriend.  She didn’t think Dammen 
would mind, so long as she didn’t make a habit of disappearing like this every time he was 
away. 

She arrived on Azor, in Jeiel Vernier’s closet at Adoniah, of all places.  Never having 
been to the cambra’s home before, she felt somewhat embarrassed that she had dared utilize 
Jeiel’s secret pass code and venture to his home.  But she had had no idea that the ga’lif was in 
his private closet either.  She only hoped as she stepped from the unit that Jeiel or someone else 
wasn’t in some uncompromising position when she entered his bedchamber.  Fortunately, the 
room was empty when she arrived, so she breathed a sigh a relief as she continued her quest for 
Jenny.  Checking everywhere before immediately leaving the room, she completely shocked 
the guard stationed outside when she emerged. 

“Majesty!” he blurted.  “I didn’t, that is…I had no idea you would be arriving.  When 
did you—How did you…?” 

“It’s a surprise,” she told him, easing his fears.  “Now, can you please tell me where I 
might locate my friend, Jenny.  I understand she is here until Cambra Vernier returns.” 

At this, the watchman’s mouth dropped, and he flushed sheepishly. 

“But, Majesty,” he began, “she is supposed to be…that is, wasn’t she in the room you 
just left?” 



Cassia’s eyes widened. 

“Uh, actually, no,” she admitted.  “I saw no one about.” 

It was as he had feared.  The guard instantly turned and burst forth through the door to 
Jeiel’s chamber and made a frantic search of the room.  Watching him, Cassia could only 
assume that Jenny had escaped them again.  The guard returned to his sovereign lady and 
shrugged helplessly. 

“I’m sorry, Your Highness,” he said.  “She must have stepped out while I was 
downstairs seeing to Sajak.” 

“Sajak?” 

“The man Cambra Vernier left in charge of his household.  He was attacked earlier and 
rendered unconscious.” 

“By whom?” she asked, all her defenses on alert now as wary feelings washed over her. 

“I do not know, Majesty,” he replied.  “We believe there is an intruder in the house, but 
my orders were to guard Pa’atay Tompkins.  I did attempt to contact Cambra Vernier, but 
something was interfering with the transmission, and I couldn’t get through.” 

Cassia tapped her foot as she stared sullenly at the man. 

“Well, we can see what a fine job you’re doing here, can’t we?” she said sarcastically.  
“So Jenny is off wandering about while there is a dangerous intruder in the house?” 

The man lowered his head in failure. 

“Y-Yes, my Lady,” he said dismally, wondering what punishment the Altair would mete 
out to him this time.  Unfortunately, he had been the same guard who had missed seeing Jenny 
escape from Travaar the first time she had come up missing.  As punishment, he had been 
demoted and sent to Adoniah which, although wasn’t a bad place to be, was certainly not as 
grand a place as the Kaanig’s plush palace. 

“Find her,” Cassia ordered.  “Now!” 

“Yes, Majesty,” the man said, lifting his head and dashing off to search the house. 

Cassia stood watching him a moment as she considered what to do next.  She could see 
now that it had been a good thing for her to come to Azor and secretly hoped that Jenny was all 
right.  Knowing she could not return to Travaar until her friend was found, she proceeded down 
the stairs to begin her search.  But first, however, she had to round up all of the servants and 
inform them of what was transpiring, and then she needed to contact her husband.  Only heaven 
knew how he was going to react to this news. 



 
Chapter Thirty-Three 

 
 

Kaanig Altair gave a loud groan.  Could this solarity possibly get any worse than it was 
already? he wondered.  He glared down at his d’lab’r, wondering what he should tell his life 
mate.  By all the stars, he should throttle her for having dared to leave Travaar against his 
wishes.  Still, it was a good thing that she had or they might never find Ketta Mayasan in time 
to prevent her from hurting Jenny again, or anyone else for that matter. 

“Remain at Adoniah,” he ordered.  “Jeiel and I will meet you there as soon as possible.  
We have no access right now to a ga’lif unit, so we have to get there the old-fashioned way.” 

“All right, Uri,” Cassia replied, half-smiling because of the way the Valtorians referred 
to spaceships as old-fashioned means of travel.  What her own people back on Earth wouldn’t 
give to have access to such advanced technology. 

“I will inform the staff of the situation and proceed to look for Jenny.” 

“I will send men to help you,” Dammen informed her.  “I do not want you there 
unprotected.” 

“All right,” Cassia said again, “and thank you.” 

“And Cassia,” Dammen added, drawing her attention again.  “Please be careful.” 

With that, their communication ended.  Dammen hurried then to order several troops to 
Adoniah and then notified Jeiel of the current situation.  The cambra’s response was similar to 
Dammen’s upon learning what was transpiring. 

“You have got to be kidding,” Jeiel said, his tone one of wry disbelief.  “Never in a 
million scalons would I have thought that Ketta would have the audacity to show her face back 
on Azor.  Maka, will this never end?” 

“We’ll get her this time,” Dammen promised.  “Just hurry, Jeiel.  Both our women are 
alone there now.” 

Jeiel gave a loud sigh of frustration. 

“On my way, Majesty.  Please don’t kill that ta’qu till I get there.” 

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.  I want this woman tried for all of her crimes.” 

“Then I’ll race you.  First one there buys the first round, when all of this is over.” 

Dammen smiled to himself, glad his friend’s sense of humor was still intact. 

“You’re on, Cambra.  But you know I never lose.” 



“There’s always a first time, Majesty.  And don’t think I’m intimidated by your status or 
position either.” 

With that, both men laughed aloud, ceasing their discussion, each one secretly knowing 
they were only trying to ease their own secret fears.  Ketta Mayasan was dangerous and needed 
to be stopped before she could harm any more innocent people.  And each man knew he’d be 
damned if he’d let that evil ta’qu harm the love of his life. 

 
* * * * 

 
Ketta Mayasan was standing on the other side of the pond at Adoniah when Jenny 

happened by, so she hid herself behind some reeds growing there.  Although Jenny had been 
looking for Ketta, a wave of longing for Jeiel overrode her common sense, and she soon found 
herself pausing beside the foot of the bridge, wondering if she should take the time to visit the 
spot in the daylight where Jeiel had deflowered her.  Leaning her elbow on the rail, she rested a 
foot on the wooden base, a hand on her knee as she contemplated the matter. Warm feelings 
washed over her as she recalled that wonderful evening when he had made her completely his, 
but she was so lost in the happy memory of it that she failed to hear Ketta’s approach. 

“Well well,” Ketta purred, startling her. “I never thought I’d find you here.” 

Whipping about, Jenny’s mouth fell open as she stared at the woman in consternation. 

“Wh-What are you doing here?” she managed shakily.  “I thought you were back on 
Vaalstra.” 

Ketta chuckled.  Very unpleasantly, Jenny thought. 

“I work here, remember?” 

Jenny shook her head frantically. 

“No no,” she said.  “That isn’t possible.  Sajak was given your position.” 

And then it dawned on Jenny just why Sajak had been attacked.  “It was you!  You 
attacked Sajak!” 

“So?” Ketta smirked.  “He had it coming.  He was just waiting for the moment he could 
move up in rank.” 

“That isn’t true,” Jenny argued.  “I was there.  Sajak didn’t want the job.  In fact, he 
tried to talk Jeiel out of giving it to him.” 

Ketta made a violent move toward her, raising a determined fist. 

“Liar!” she accused, shocking Jenny with her intensity. 

“Stay away from me,” Jenny said, backing away, afraid the woman would strike her. 



“Poor little creature,” Ketta said, returning to her purring mode.  “You really believe that 
Cambra Vernier wants you, don’t you?”  She gave a self-satisfied grin.  “It’s me he really 
wants.  Been after me for scalons.” 

“Now you’re the liar,” Jenny said, flicking her head about to find some avenue of 
escape.  For some reason, the woman kept moving toward her, trying to force her into the 
woods behind.  The area itself was well secluded, with trees surrounding the pond on all sides, 
except for an open grassy area, leading from the main grounds.  It was clear though that Ketta 
did not want her to return to the house, purposely directing her away from it instead.  “Why are 
you out here anyways?” 

Ketta raised her other hand to show her the long stalks of yellow vines she was holding. 

“These are matana vines,” she told her.  “I was collecting some.  It is a common 
aphrodisiac.  Once I remove the blossoms, I will boil down the inner juices into merida.”  She 
smiled with confidence.  “I intend to...seduce…Cambra Vernier with them.” 

Jenny’s eyes widened as fear of Ketta’s real intentions struck her full force.  It was clear 
now that the woman wanted her out of the way so she could have Jeiel for herself. 

“You are crazy,” she said, “if you think Jeiel would ever fall for your little tricks.  Don’t 
you think that if he was interested in you, he never would have brought me here?” 

Ketta grew noticeably upset then and, too late, Jenny realized her faux pas.  Ketta leaped 
at her like a cat in heat, tossing the vines aside as she attacked her.  Before Jenny could react, 
Ketta’s claws sank into her arms as she made to draw her closer.  In an effort to free herself, 
Jenny suddenly brought her knee up and kicked her in the stomach.  Releasing her, Ketta 
stumbled backward with a grunt of pain and doubled over. 

In that moment, Jenny made a move to escape and began running for the house.  
However, she didn’t get very far when Ketta nailed her like a linebacker and pinned her to the 
ground from behind.  Ketta proceeded to bring her arm around Jenny’s neck and began choking 
the life out of her.  Furious that the woman had been able to get her in such a position, Jenny 
immediately swerved her body sideways, forcing her off balance until Ketta lost her grip.  Still 
gasping for air, Jenny quickly stumbled to her feet, her head pounding, and began running, this 
time with no thought to where she was headed.  With a hand to her throat, she ran around the 
pond, but soon found Ketta directly on her heels. 

“Come here, you Zarconian ta’qu!” Ketta blasted at her. 

Of course, Jenny didn’t respond.  She merely dashed around the pond at a good clip.  It 
amazed her how the woman still managed to keep up with her, considering the outfit she was 
wearing, one that consisted of a long, flowing black dress, so enticing that Jenny realized why 
she was probably wearing it.  To seduce Jeiel.  Her Jeiel. 

Jenny never saw the rock sticking up from the ground as she fled from Ketta because 
she kept glancing behind her to see how close she was.  Once her foot hit it, she was down for 
the count, only this time Ketta jumped on top of her, took hold of her leg, and proceeded to 



drag her towards the pond, despite her efforts to prevent it.  Clutching at grasses and weeds, 
anything she could clamp onto to anchor herself, Jenny strained with the effort to free herself. 

Through the slime and wet mud Ketta pulled Jenny along, holding her in such a way that 
Jenny was unable to find release.  Kicking and snarling at her, she struggled with every ounce 
of strength she had, but Ketta, amazingly, was just too strong for her.  Once she had Jenny in 
the green water, she managed to get her all the way in and shove her head under the water, 
holding it there with both hands.  Snickering, Ketta could feel the life going out of her as she 
slowly drowned the woman Jeiel Vernier intended to marry. 

But her glory was short-lived.  So intent on her purpose, Ketta Mayasan failed to see the 
woman racing toward her with fierce determination…and armed to the teeth. 



 
Chapter Thirty-Four 

 
 

Jenny awoke to a startling brightness, with a headache that could blast meteors out of 
space.  She opened her eyes and stared about her with some confusion.  She was in a beautiful 
room.  The bed she was laying in was a lovely white-covered bed, with deep-red rose pillows.  
Whatever was she doing there? she wondered groggily. 

“I thought I had lost you,” came a deep male voice beside her, with a sigh of relief. 

At the words, Jenny quickly turned her head and spied a man sitting in a chair, watching 
over her.  Tears erupted from her eyes then, and she flung a hand toward him. 

“Jeiel,” she cried, feeling sad of a sudden, still not remembering why she was there. 

“Sh sh, it is okay,” he soothed, taking her hand in both of his.  Large warm hands that 
fully engulfed hers.  “You are safe now.  Ketta Mayasan has finally been arrested.” 

“Who?” Jenny asked. 

Jeiel gave her a curious look. 

“Ketta Mayasan.” 

Jenny puzzled over the name then shook her head.  Removing her hand from his, she 
tucked herself back under the covers as if for security. 

“She tried to kill you, Jenny.  Don’t you remember?” 

Blinking, Jenny frowned as she tried to do just that. 

“I…don’t,” she finally admitted. 

“But you remember me,” Jeiel said, leaning closer, putting his arm underneath her 
shoulders and drawing her up and against him. 

As she peered up at him, her lip quivered. 

“I…yes,” she said.  “Sort of.” 

Jeiel frowned down at her. 

“You called me by name, Jenny.  Now don’t play these games with me.” 

Jenny shrugged then, not sure why she remembered that.  And as Jeiel gazed at her, the 
sadness became even worse.  Studying her face, Jeiel realized that she wasn’t herself and gently 
eased her back to her headlay before rising to his feet. 

“I…There’s something I must see to,” he told her.  “I’ll be back.  Please just stay here 
and rest.  Someone else will be along shortly to see to your needs.” 



With that he departed, giving her one long look before going through the door.  He 
could tell by the blank stare she gave him that she truly didn’t know who he was either. 

“Ziros,” Jeiel told the Altair, who was down in the sitting area with Cassia.  “There…is 
a problem.” 

Setting aside his mug of something steaming, Kaanig Altair looked over at his friend 
with concern. 

“What sort of a problem?” 

Clearing his throat, Jeiel ran a hand through his long tossled hair, pacing the room a 
moment before answering. 

“It seems that Jenny may have…amnesia.” 

“What?” both Dammen and Cassia blurted simultaneously. 

Dammen slowly rose to his feet and stared with grave concern at his friend. 

“Jenny knows my name, but that is all,” he told them.  “She doesn’t seem to remember 
Ketta or anything else and admitted such to me.” 

“Does she know who she is?” Dammen asked. 

At this, Jeiel shrugged. 

“I didn’t ask her that,” he said.  “I’m assuming she forgot that as well.” 

Dammen gave Cassia a worried look, reading her own look of concern over her best 
friend’s state of mind. 

“I will go to her myself and see what can be done,” he told them.  “Stay here until I 
return.” 

“Yes, Ziros,” Jeiel said, taking another chair.  He slumped back into it and sighed, 
disheartened.  Worried, he lowered his head to stare thoughtfully at the floor. 

“I will get you some merida,” Cassia said, sensing his distress.  She rose to summon a 
servant. 

At his nod, she departed the room, following her husband as he ventured off to speak 
with Jenny.  Jeiel was left alone to suffer the weight of his own heart. 

 

* * * * 
 

After all Jenny had been through and the effort Jeiel had put into trying to find her and 
keep her safe, and now…this.  He had been waiting so long to go through formal joining 



proceedings with her, only to find out that she didn’t even know who he was now.  It had been 
one thing after another in his relationship with Jenny, and he couldn’t believe, after finally 
setting things right with the galaxy, that this was happening to him.  He truly needed some 
prayer time after this for he would never get through this trial without his Source’s help. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Send Paxis here immediately,” Dammen ordered into his d’lab’r.  “And Iddo, please 

inform the men that you are again in charge until Cassia and I return.” 

“I will, Majesty,” Iddo Aemons replied.  “And I will send Paxis to Adoniah as soon as 
possible.” 

“Thank you.  And also, please contact Jim Tompkins and have him brought here as 
well.” 

Dammen turned his attention to the woman lying on the bed as he ended the 
transmission.  Jenny stared back at him intently, perplexed by his presence alone in her 
bedchamber. 

“Do you know who I am?” Dammen asked her.  “Do you remember me?” 

Her lengthy pause convinced him of her amnesia before she even responded. 

“I’m sorry.  I…don’t,” she replied in all honesty, but she could tell by his frown of 
dismay that that was not what he wanted to hear. 

“Do you know who you are?” he asked, moving to sit beside her on the bed. 

Jenny thoughtfully bit her lip, studying his dark good looks. 

“That other man, Jeiel,” she began.  “He called me Jenny.” 

Nodding, Dammen replied, “That is your name.  Jenny Tompkins.  Your father is Jim 
Tompkins.  Do you remember him?” 

At her blank stare, he realized she didn’t remember her father any more than she did him 
or Jeiel. 

“I see,” he said, pursing his lips and dropping his gaze to stare at the bed.  He took the 
opportunity to read her thoughts, learning her true state of confusion.  Cassia had told him that 
Ketta had held Jenny’s head under water for quite awhile, and he wondered now if Jenny had 
suffered some form of brain injury due to her loss of oxygen.  Still, as he lifted his eyes to her 
pale face, at the bright intelligence there, he didn’t think that was the case.  Something else 
must have happened, something they were not aware of.  And, unfortunately, whatever it was 
was not within his power to heal or repair. 

“I will return when the physician arrives,” Dammen told her, laying a warm hand over 
her own, now cold and uncertain as it rested on her belly.  “Perhaps he can help you to 



remember.”  Smiling at her as he rose up to his full height, he sensed her trust in him to help 
her get better. 

“I’ll be here,” she said. 

When Dammen returned to where Jeiel was waiting, he gave him the bad news, that 
there was little he could do for Jenny. 

“I don’t understand how she could know my name and act like she knows me and 
then…nothing,” Jeiel said, frustrated.  “Is this normal for amnesia victims?” 

“I don’t know,” Dammen replied.  “I only know that there is nothing I am able to do for 
her.  Hopefully, Paxis will have better luck than I.” 

Jeiel stood up then and turned in dismissal. 

“I’m going to my suite for awhile to sort things out.  Please don’t feel you have to stay.  
I’m sure there are other things you need be doing.” 

Dammen nodded. 

“I’ll return to Travaar to attend to matters there, but I’ll leave Cassia here so Jenny is not 
alone.  I’m sure it is a scary feeling to wake up and realize you can’t remember anything.”  
Dammen turned to his life mate, reaching out to caress her lovely cheek.  “Please inform me as 
soon as Paxis arrives,” he told her, “and I’ll come back.” 

Cassia placed a loving hand over his and nodded. 

“I’ll stay with her,” she said.  “I wouldn’t want to abandon her now anyways.  She’s 
always been there for me.” 

“I understand.  Now,” Dammen continued, turning to his own best friend, “go do what 
you need to, Jeiel.  Get some rest even.  When Paxis and Jim Tompkins arrive, we will advise 
you.” 

“Yes, Majesty,” Jeiel replied, knowing this was an order and not a request.  “It will be as 
you say.” 

With that, they departed.  Dammen followed Jeiel to his upstairs bedchamber to utilize 
the ga’lif system so he could return to his ship while Cassia quietly ventured to Jenny’s room to 
await the physician’s arrival.  She had no idea yet what to tell Jenny’s father when he arrived 
but figured the news would not be good for him, no matter how she worded the story. 

 
* * * * 

 
When Jeiel reached his room, he immediately locked the door and the ga’lif unit 

following Dammen’s departure.  He proceeded to tear off his clothes, dropping them at his feet 
and leaving them where they lay.  Sighing regretfully at what the solarity had brought him, he 



moved naked to the bath chamber, to throw cold water on his face.  An overwhelming feeling 
of defeat encased him, but he knew he couldn’t rest just yet.  He was too worried about Jenny. 

With definite purpose, he strode then to his conditioning chamber and instantly fell on 
his face before God, pouring out his heart to Him.  When he had bared his soul, tears pouring 
forth from his dark eyes to drop onto the dirt floor beneath him, Jeiel allowed himself the 
spiritual release that he so desperately needed.  The warmth that flooded his soul as he shared 
his inner anguish with the Almighty Source was exactly what he needed.  It was from Him that 
his strength originated and helped to maintain him, his faith that gave him consistent 
confidence and guided his steps each solarity, as it did the Kaanig. 

With compassion, Jeiel shared Jenny’s plight with his God, praying for restoration of her 
mental state.  He had been through so much anguish, so much worry over this female that he 
didn’t think he could continue on.  He wanted Jenny more than he had ever wanted a woman 
and wanted her whole and healthy beside him.  He did not want to proceed with their joining 
unless this happened.  As Dammen had suffered before him over his woman, he, too, was 
growing increasingly impatient where Jenny was concerned. 

A deep-rooted fear entered his heart as he thought about her.  What if her memory was 
never restored and she never remembered who he was and what her feelings were for him?  
How was he ever to convince her to join with him again unless she was healed of her infirmity?  
Would he have to make Jenny fall in love with him all over again? he wondered with 
trepidation.  Would he have the patience for it this time? 

Perhaps he should do as Dammen had done with Cassia, seal Jenny with his mark before 
she was even aware he had done it.  Then wait patiently for her memory to return or wait until 
she realized she loved him. 

As Jeiel lifted his dark head and slowly shifted back on his haunches, he knew what he 
would do.  Jenny Tompkins was everything to him, and he knew he would wait a lifetime for 
her if that was what it took, as difficult as that would be for him.  So, falling forward on his 
face again, Jeiel prayed for guidance and wisdom and, above all, patience for whatever was to 
come.  He knew that with God’s help, he would be able to bear this trial as well, even if he 
didn’t want to suffer through it.  It had taken Jenny so long to even recognize her feelings for 
him, although she still had never said the words he longed to hear from her lips.  That she had 
never once told him that she loved him made him now wonder if she ever would. 

Another half an oron later found Jeiel finally leaving his prayer closet and crawling into 
bed to await the summons from below.  When it finally came, even then he wasn’t certain he 
wanted to hear Paxis’s diagnosis of Jenny’s condition.  God, he prayed, please give me the 
grace to see me through again.  And please, he beseeched Him, don’t let anything happen that 
will take Jenny away from me again.  Please, let this be the last time.  The very last time. 

 
* * * * 

 



“Any change?” Dammen Altair asked Jeiel over his d’lab’r.  “Does she remember 
anything?” 

“I’m afraid not,” Jeiel replied, “but I think she’s coming around.” 

Dammen could sense the smile in the cambra’s voice as he spoke. 

“How so?” he said. 

“Let’s just say that I’m working on helping her to remember,” Jeiel replied lightly. 

“Personal then?” 

“Yes, Ziros.” 

“All right then.  I won’t pry, Jeiel.  Just keep me informed of your progress…on both 
accounts.  It sounds like you’ve determined the problem there on Ulstra with the pontarial 
compounds and are taking care of it.  I only wish I had done more to rectify it before we ended 
up in a war.  But there is nothing we can do now to change what has happened.  Just keep up 
the good work, Jeiel.  I’m counting on you.” 

“I know, Ziros.  And as always, the pleasure to serve you is always mine.” 

“Natana,” Dammen said, by way of the universal Valtorian expression for “Likewise, I 
will serve you as well,” an expression only reserved for the closest of friends. 



 
Chapter Thirty-Five 

 
 

The burly Ulstran was well into his cups when the foreman, Jarrel Fanta, arrived below 
ground with Cambra Vernier.  At sight of the famous warrior, the man immediately struggled 
to his feet, from where he had been resting against one of the rocks jutting from the floor of the 
mine.  Belching as he made it to his feet, he was instantly embarrassed when he observed the 
young woman accompanying the cambra. 

“Apologies, my lord,” he managed, quickly ducking his head and giving a half-bow of 
respect.  “I meant no disrespect to you or your lady.” 

Jeiel gave the miner some thoughtful consideration before answering, aware that more 
than half of the workers there were probably in similar condition.  He knew that with the war 
over, they were probably still celebrating their victory. 

“Tell me,” Jeiel said, staring down at the man from his great height.  “Is this common?  
This…drinking...while on the job?” 

The man’s graying head lifted as he stared up at the cambra, with some degree of guilt 
in his expression. 

“I…That is, sometimes…we—” 

But the foreman hastily interrupted him before he had a chance to finish. 

“Truly, Ziros,” he said in too sweet a manner, directing Jeiel away from the drunkard.  
“Potation has become rather…commonplace here.  But that has nothing to do with the 
contamination of the pontarial compounds.” 

Jeiel reached over to take Jenny’s arm, drawing her protectively against him as they 
made their way past the inebriate and through the cavernous environment.  Having observed 
Jenny’s initial trepidation upon entering the mine, he knew he had to keep her close and secure.  
Being korons beneath the earth made almost anyone a bit uneasy at first. 

“Then what was the reason your men could not properly assist us during the war?” Jeiel 
demanded.  He stopped to give the man a searing look, scowling down at the middle-aged man 
with some distaste.  “Was everyone here too relaxed to accommodate our needs?  Have you 
any idea how many men we lost due to weapons failure?” 

“Uh, n-no, Cambra,” the foreman stammered.  “We were…not informed.” 

“Nearly a third of our troops fell to the Ajellorians,” he told him, with fierce anger in his 
tone, “and for no other reason other than that their weapons failed them when they were 
needed!” 

“I…am truly sorry, Ziros,” the foreman said with remorse.  “Please, help me to fix the 
problem so that it will never happen again.” 



Jeiel glared with fury at the inept Ulstran. 

“To be sure, it will never happen again.  It never should have happened in the first 
place.” 

“Aye, Cambra,” the man replied, now cringing fearfully before this powerful 
representative of the Altair. 

“Now, show me the entire operation, Jarrel,” he ordered brusquely.  “From start to 
finish.  I want to know everything.  Every detail.  Every person involved in every detail.  
Everything.” 

“Aye, Ziros,” Jarrel said, shrinking even closer to the ground than before.  “I will.” 

“And Jarrel,” Jeiel added, “all alcohol is forbidden here from now on.  No ale, no quilok, 
no sharlok, nothing that will render these workers unfit will be allowed on the premises.  Is that 
clear?” 

“Y-Yes, Cambra,” Jarrel said, trying to recall now why it had been allowed in the first 
place.  “Yes.” 

Jarrel spent the next three orons giving Jeiel and Jenny a tour of the huge mine and 
surrounding facilities.  Afterward, Jeiel insisted on going through all of their records, policies, 
and databases dealing with the mining operation of the pontarial compound, together with all 
the personnel information as well.  Another twelve orons brought about some changes in 
leadership as well as working conditions at the mine. 

When Jeiel finally finished all he could accomplish in one solarity, he turned to awaken 
Jenny.  She had grown bored and had fallen asleep in a hard, metal chair, leaning against one of 
the cabinets in the foreman’s office.  Finding her rather cute as he studied her sleeping form, 
with her shorn head and long legs curled beneath her on the uncomfortable seat, he almost 
didn’t have the heart to disturb her. 

“Jenny,” he whispered, reaching a hand over to gently stroke her head.  “It’s time to go.” 

She blinked and squinted up into his breathtakingly handsome face and smiled.  
Although she still didn’t remember who he was exactly, her heart was certainly warmed just by 
the mere sight of him. 

“Are we going home?” she asked him, allowing him to help her uncurl her stiff form 
from the chair. 

“I’m afraid not,” he said, placing his arm about her as he led her to the exit.  “We’ll 
return to my ship, get something to eat, then get some sleep.  We have to return here 
tomorrow.” 

“Oh,” she moaned, “not again.” 



“I’m sorry, but there is still more work to be done here,” Jeiel explained as he led her 
from the building and toward Kaljha’me, resting large and secure on the huge landing strip 
outside the mining facilities.  “We may be here a few more solarities.  Perhaps more.” 

She jerked her head back at an odd angle to peer up into his face. 

“Oh, come on,” she grumbled sleepily.  “That long?” 

“Yes,” was all he said, aware that she had not wanted to accompany him to Ulstra in the 
first place.  He was hoping to jog her memory by forcing her to spend all her time with him, 
although he wasn’t certain that boring her to death had been the right decision on his part.  Still, 
at least this way he could keep an eye on her.  What she didn’t know, however, was that he 
intended to share a bed with her that evening in an effort to make her remember him, whether 
she liked it or not. 

Discussion with Dammen and his physician had prompted him to take some drastic 
action since Paxis said that, because Jenny had been through so many traumatic experiences 
since arriving in Valtor, that perhaps her fragile mind state had clearly caused her to forget 
certain things, which is why she remembered Jeiel’s name, but not everything else.  Some part 
of her brain was deliberately blocking out those memories.  Further discussion with Paxis, 
Dammen, and, ultimately, Jenny’s father, who had finally arrived at Adoniah, had suggested 
that Jeiel become her constant companion.  His love for her, they decided, might be the main 
trigger that would free Jenny from her frozen state of mind. 

Agreeing, Jeiel was actually looking forward to Jenny’s company.  With the war now 
over and Ketta Mayasan and Kamran Donaliel imprisoned for the time being, he harbored no 
fear that something would pull her away from him now.  The only barrier left between them 
was Jenny’s amnesia, and he vowed to bring her completely back to him if it was the last thing 
he ever did. 

 

* * * * 
 

Once aboard ship, Jeiel’s personal chef immediately brought them something to eat, 
aware the two probably hadn’t eaten since early afternoon.  Afterward, once the dishes were 
cleared, and Jeiel and Jenny were both sated, Jeiel rose up to pour each of them a drink.  Jenny, 
sitting comfortably, merely watched him, quietly studying him, wishing she could remember 
exactly what Jeiel had meant to her before. 

Her eyes slowly moved from his feet, shod in tall black boots, up along his muscular 
thighs, tightly clad in shining tan leggings, to his flat belly and muscular torso. 

He wore only a black vest to complement his outfit.  His dark skin and long black hair, 
hanging loosely about his powerful shoulders, made her tremble with feelings she couldn’t 
quite place.  As she admired his beauty, she could feel her heart rate increasing and, aware of 
how he was actually affecting her, she licked her dry lips, just as Jeiel turned to hand her a 



drink.  Too late she realized what she had revealed to him and, with both hands, she quickly 
encircled the goblet she held and brought it to her lips.  Too hastily she guzzled it down, almost 
choking on the liquid burning through her.  Jeiel merely paused, watching her soberly as she 
nervously downed her drink, pleased to have recognized the desire in her eyes before she 
suppressed it again. 

“Jenny,” he rasped, slowly moving toward her and reaching over to gently brush his 
thumb across her cheek.  As if burned, she instantly jerked away, not sure why when she had 
wanted him to touch her in just such a way. 

Understanding her apprehension, he moved away and, lifting his own goblet, drank from 
it until it was empty, never taking his eyes from her as she cowered in the chair.  At length, he 
leaned over to remove the goblet from her cold fingers before setting both of their glasses 
aside. 

“Come with me,” he said, taking her hand and leading her away.  Numbly, she followed, 
swallowing nervously as he took her to his bedchamber, located on another level of the ship.  
Once inside, he slowly drew her in then secured the door behind them. 

“Wh-Why have you brought me here?” she asked, looking about worriedly and spying 
only the one large bed. 

“You always sleep in my room,” he told her, his lips curling slightly as he moved away 
to begin undressing.  Her eyes widened, and her mouth dropped when he removed his black 
vest, revealing to her his massive chest, smooth and dark skinned.  Panicking, she backed up 
against the door, swallowing again, uncertain as to what she should do. 

“But…wh-why do I always sleep in your room?” she blurted, her heart racing with 
agitation as her hand fumbled across the door for a nonexistent handle. 

Smiling, Jeiel watched her, feeling sympathetic, but he knew he wasn’t about to change 
his mind.  He moved toward her, stopping so close that his rippling chest muscles were at 
unavoidable eye level.  Purposely, he moved even closer.  Sensing her unease and uneven 
breathing caused by his nearness, he didn’t stop what he was about.  Instead, with one hand flat 
against the door behind her, he took her shoulder with his other hand and drew her against him, 
his lips seeking hers with veritable purpose, yet incredible tenderness.  Beneath him, she 
struggled only a moment before softly moaning at the contact, finding herself almost swooning 
as he continued kissing her. 

Instinctively, her hands went about his waist, slowly slid up his back and across the 
powerful muscles rippling beneath that gorgeous skin.  She found herself unable to pull away, 
instead leaning ever closer against him.  After a moment, it was he that drew away and peered 
down at her, his own eyes clouded, his breath ragged. 

“Come to bed,” he said softly, a husky timbre to his voice.  Then he turned and walked 
away into the bath chamber, making it easier for her to collect herself.  With the main door 
secured, he knew she had no way of leaving the room and had no choice but to do as she was 
told. 



When he had gone, Jenny closed her eyes and collapsed against the door, unable to 
believe the way Jeiel had made her feel.  Still breathing heavily, she took a moment to revel in 
the experience before moving, with leaden feet, toward the bed.  What choice did she have but 
to do as he said?  So, although against her better judgment, she hurriedly undressed.  Someone 
had brought in the overnight  bag she had brought with her, so she put on a nightie she found 
stuffed in it.  Then she crawled into the large bunk, wondering if she and Jeiel ever did 
anything else besides sleep in it. 

She was soon to find out for a few minutes later Jeiel emerged from the bath chamber, 
completely naked…and wet.  The sight of him made her pulses flare, and he smiled at her 
wide-eyed reaction to his appearance.  Clearly, she didn’t remember having seen him like this 
before. 

He dried himself off then darkened the room, except for one small dim light.  He 
crawled in beside her, sensing her anxiety at what might happen next.  To her surprise…and 
dismay, he deliberately turned away from her and made ready to go to sleep. 

“That’s it?” she gasped, sitting up.  “You’re going right to sleep?” 

Although Jeiel hadn’t expected her to react as she had, he was secretly pleased by it.  
Turning over, he gave her a probing look. 

“You have something else in mind?” he said, knowing well what she was hoping for. 

“I…Well…Uh, no, I guess not,” she finally admitted.  “Never mind.  Go back to sleep.”  
So saying, she laid down, reluctantly turning her own back on him. 

Jeiel grinned then, knowing now that her attraction for him was real.  That much she 
couldn’t fake, even if she had forgotten other things. 

“Jenny,” he said, lightly touching her arm and drawing her back to him.  He put a hand 
to her side and drew her reclining form toward him across the bed.  “All you had to do was ask, 
my darling.”  Ignoring her half-hearted squeal of protest, he pulled her more securely beneath 
his hard form then brought his mouth down to hers, claiming her lips with all the pent-up 
yearning he had been trying so hard to contain.  In the morning, Jenny was sure to recall there 
was not an inch of her body that he hadn’t kissed or prodded or touched that night, and she 
knew she had loved every minute of it.  Whoever Jeiel Vernier actually was, she knew she 
wanted him all for herself. 

 
* * * * 

 
“Allow these workers a reprieve every six mentas,” Jeiel told the foreman.  “It will give 

them something to look forward to, some hope in their lives.  Perhaps this reprieve in the form 
of work of another kind, on another planet, will help them to do better work here in the mines.  
Find out what each man really enjoys doing – besides drink - so I can accommodate him.  If I 
find it doesn’t work after two scalons, then I will make other changes.  For now, let’s give that 
a try.” 



Jarrel could not hide his delighted smile at this change. 

“This sounds wonderful, Cambra.  I can only imagine how happy the men will be to 
learn of this.” 

“I hope so,” Jeiel replied. 

Jarrel chuckled. 

“Would you mind if I went right now and shared this news with them?  It’s just too good 
to keep to myself.” 

Jeiel returned his grin. 

“By all means.” 

With that, the foreman scampered off like a little boy, eager to share what he knew.  
When he had gone, Jeiel glanced at Jenny who was quietly sitting in her corner, watching.  She 
had a secretive little smile on her face, pleased with what had just happened. 

“That’s a wonderful thing you just did,” she told him, strong emotion for the cambra 
tightening her chest and almost drawing tears to her eyes at his display of compassion for the 
miners of Ulstra.  Suddenly, she rose from her seat and went to lay a hand on his shoulder, 
unable to prevent herself.  “You are a very very kind man,” she said, squeezing him. 

Embarrassed, Jeiel blinked and turned away, but he made no move to brush her hand 
away. 

“Yes, well, things must be done to keep the workers’ interest alive as well as to improve 
the quality of the pontarial compounds we so depend on here.” 

Jenny smiled broadly at his justification. 

“You could have whipped them or used some other punishment,” she said.  “Instead you 
chose compassion and kindness.  That means a great deal to me.”  Leaning over, she planted a 
kiss on his cheek then turned to resume her seat, only to find herself suddenly drawn onto his 
lap.  Startled, she adjusted herself to look up at him, making eye contact with those deep 
chocolate orbs of his.  “What is it, Jeiel?” she asked when he merely sat looking at her. 

“Has any of your memory returned yet?” he said. 

“Um, no,” she said after some hesitation. 

“Yet you have feelings for me?” 

Jenny blushed at this and ducked her head. 

“Y-Yes,” she admitted shyly. “I do.” 

Sighing, he released her. 



“I have some more work to do,” he said, abruptly changing the subject and turning back 
to his ledgers.  “Perhaps another oron, then we will return to the ship.  We should be able to 
leave here sometime tomorrow afternoon.  Do you think you can handle it until then?” 

Jenny gaped at him, at the sharpness of his tone, realizing he was upset because her 
memory had not returned yet.  Wracking her brain, she frantically sought what he was looking 
for, but to no avail.  Maybe her memory would never return, she thought sadly and, as she 
gazed at Jeiel, a man she was so growing to care for, she realized she wanted to remember 
more than anything. 

“I…can deal with it,” she answered.  She quietly returned to her chair, wanting more 
than ever to be alone with Jeiel in his bedchamber.  Having spent so many nights there with 
him now, having him make love to her, she knew the orons would tick by slowly as she waited 
for that time to come again.  Jeiel had informed her that they were to be joined, but she had no 
recollection of it.  Yet as she remembered how he made her feel each day, each night, she knew 
that she wanted it to happen more than anything else in the world.  That she truly loved this 
man was growing more obvious to her each and every day. 

But later, it was with a heavy heart that she returned to the ship with Jeiel, who was 
unusually quiet.  She couldn’t think of anything she had done to anger him unless, perhaps, he 
thought she was lying to him about her memory loss.  Still, that didn’t make any sense to her, 
so she blew it off.  Most likely, Jeiel was worried about the mining operation right now and his 
silence had nothing to do with her in the least.  She would just have to wait and see. 

Later, standing before a mirror in Jeiel’s bedchamber, she toyed with the hair that was 
finally reappearing at a more acceptable level on her head, until Jeiel’s voice drew her 
attention.  Turning from her simpering in front of the mirror, she gave him a curious look. 

“I’m…not really tired yet,” he said, holding a drink in his hand.  “You can go to bed.  
I’ll join you later.” 

Disappointment marred her expression, but Jeiel had already turned away and left the 
room before he even noticed.  Jenny gaped at the door, wondering what that was all about.  He 
had never done it before, since arriving on Ulstra, and she found that it truly bothered her.  
After waiting all day to be alone with him, then he pulls this on her. 

She had never disobeyed Jeiel before, to her knowledge, at least not lately, but she was 
considering it now.  She wanted to be with him, damn it, and had no interest in going to bed 
alone while he sat around and got drunk.  Whatever was wrong with the man? she wondered. 

Fuming, she stomped around the bedchamber awhile before finally undressing and 
crawling into bed.  Against her will, she fell asleep, having wanted to confront him when he 
finally returned.  She found out later that he never did get to bed.  Instead he had fallen asleep 
in his private room, sitting in a chair with a half empty bottle of quilok in his hand, his feet 
propped over a half open drawer at his desk.  She only knew this because when she had finally 
awakened early the next day, she had gone looking for him. 



“Jeiel?” she said, moving to remove the bottle from his hand and setting it aside.  “Wake 
up.”  Never had she seen the man like this before.  She wasn’t certain he even drank all that 
much.  He didn't seem like the type.  “Jeiel, please…” 

He came awake with a loud sigh, blinked, and looked around.  Recognizing Jenny 
beside him, he frowned, dropped his feet, and straightened in his chair, running his hands down 
his face to wipe away all traces of sleep.  Then he stood up and gazed solemnly at her as if 
nothing out of the ordinary had happened. 

“Why are you here?” he asked, eyeing her freshly washed, clothed form with some 
admiration.  Wearing a pastel yellow blouse with her typical jeans, she appeared as fresh as a 
Zarconian daisy. 

“I was...worried about you,” she explained.  “You never came to bed last night.” 

He frowned and came around the desk to her. 

“I slept here,” he said. 

“I know.  But…why?”  Clearly perplexed, Jenny gaped up at him, noting the weary 
expression on his face. 

“I’m not really certain.” 

“Did I…do something…to upset you?” Jenny asked anxiously. 

Jeiel stared at her for a long moment as he considered the matter. 

“I just…I…don’t know,” he said.  Then, without another word, he left her standing 
there, with her mouth hanging open with shock and dismay. 

“Jeiel?” she repeated, almost crying now.  Following him into the bedchamber, he 
immediately disappeared into the bath for a shower.  When he reemerged ten micron later, he 
was naked and dripping as he strolled about looking for something to wear.  Jenny, feeling 
dejected, sat down on the bed she had remade and waited for him to speak to her again, 
although she found herself hard pressed to pull her awestruck gaze away from his naked form.  
They were to return to Adoniah that afternoon, and she now felt that things were never going to 
be the same after this moment.  She still for the life of her could not figure out what she had 
done to anger him.  He acted so differently now. 

 
* * * * 

 
As Jeiel slipped into another tight-fitting pair of pants, black this time, and pulled on his 

boots, he watched her sitting all prim and proper on the bed, trying to ignore him.  Faith, but 
the woman had no idea what she was doing to him.  Driving him crazy.  So crazy in fact that 
she was interfering with his ability to concentrate on the work at hand.  Yet he had brought her 
with him to Ulstra in order to facilitate the return of her memory, yet still to no avail.  If close 
quarters couldn’t bring about the desired results, even after several vestas, then what would 



ever work to help her to remember who he was and what they had shared?  True, he had made 
love to her a great many times now and enjoyed it tremendously, but still the woman did not 
know who he even was.  How could he continue living this way?  It was like being with a 
stranger, even though he loved Jenny more than he could even put into words. 

Frowning angrily, he stood up and moved to yank a plain white shirt from a drawer and 
put it on, quickly pulling it over his head and down to cover the rest of his muscular torso.  
Long-sleeved and form fitting, it was the first time Jenny had ever seen him wearing something 
like this, and she raised her head to admire him in it.  The impeccable whiteness of it contrasted 
greatly with his dark skin, and she suddenly found herself turning her head away to stifle the 
groan of desire that sprang to her lips as she gaped at him, unable to believe how good-looking 
he truly was. 

 

* * * * 
 

Unaware of Jenny’s reaction to his appearance, Jeiel suddenly remembered himself and 
quickly made to put the past evening behind him.  He had missed spending the night with her 
and vowed he wouldn’t let it happen again.  So normally disciplined, he was unable now to 
believe that he had succumbed to self-pity.  Jenny, after all, had done nothing wrong.  It was 
only his fear that she might never remember anything that bothered him.  And now, here he 
was, hurting her even more than he had ever meant to.  Hell, he had never meant to hurt her at 
all. 

He turned to look down at her, still sitting on the edge of the bed, and wished now he 
had spent the night making love to her instead of sulking in a chair.  He moved to stand over 
her then, easily drawing her attention.  “Have you eaten?” he asked with concern.  “If not, we 
can spare a few extra micron.” 

“No,” she replied, ducking her head, her gaze riveted on the hands now folded in her 
lap.  “I’ve been too worried about you.” 

A twinge of guilt struck him then as he realized what an ass he was being.  He reached 
over then to lay a hand on her arm. 

“I’m sorry, Jenny,” he said in a low voice, his tone now gentle and kind.  “I never meant 
to make you feel this way.” 

Lifting her head, she searched his face to find the motive for his actions. 

“What were you hoping for?” she asked.  “How did you want me to feel?” 

At this, Jeiel jerked back as if stung and rolled his eyes.  Maka, did she think he had 
done this deliberately?  It had just…happened. 

Stepping away, he gave her a hard stare then extended his hand. 



“Come on.  Let’s get something to eat.” 

 
* * * * 

 
Realizing he wasn’t going to answer her questions, Jenny raised sad eyes to his and 

stood up, but she ignored his hand, brushing past him with some disdain.  Clearly, this man 
with her was someone she no longer recognized as the one who had been tugging at her heart 
all week.  This was a man she didn’t know, and he made her realize now how he must feel 
being around her, someone with amnesia.  They were both strangers to one another now, 
apparently. 

Why oh why, she wondered, had she let him make love to her all those times, especially 
when they weren’t even married?  He must think her to be nothing more than some trashy 
Earthling he had picked up and brought home with him.  Sorely depressed now, she headed for 
the dining area, not caring where she spent the rest of her day.  Man, she really was stupid...and 
weak, where he was concerned.  But even as she accompanied him to the dining area again, she 
was aware of the truth. 

She had slept with him because she loved him...and for no other reason. 



 
Chapter Thirty-Six 

 
 

Kaanig Altair could tell by the look on his best friend’s face that not everything had 
gone as they had hoped.  He knew, after some discussion with Jeiel, what changes had been 
made to rectify the problem on Ulstra at the mining plant.  But he became all too soon aware 
that something else had happened between Jeiel and Jenny that appeared to have made matters 
worse for them.  He hated to ask Jeiel about it, so he decided to wait and see what transpired. 

“Your father and his friend are coming for our evening repast,” Dammen told Jenny, 
hoping perhaps she might give some insight into the new problem. 

“My father?” Jenny said.  “Coming to Travaar?” 

“Yes.  I thought it best, since you seem to be having some problems yet, that you should 
remain here awhile.  Therefore, I invited your father.  He’s missed you a great deal and is most 
anxious to visit.” 

Jenny gave the Altair a glum look. 

“I still don’t…remember him,” she admitted, recalling how the older man had come to 
Adoniah to help her, although he too had failed. 

“I’m certain you will in time,” Dammen said kindly.  “Meanwhile, perhaps you would 
like to spend some time with Cassia and Arian.” 

“Arian?” 

“My son.” 

“Oh.”  Jenny felt embarrassed now.  There were so many people she seemed to have 
forgotten. 

Dammen summoned one of his men over from where he stood guarding the door of the 
judgment hall. 

“Please escort Pa’atay Tompkins to the Landor compound,” he ordered, then turned to 
Jenny.  “Please go with this man.  He will take you to where my family is, out near the training 
grounds, I believe.  Cassia enjoys watching my men work out occasionally.” 

“All right,” Jenny said, not knowing what else to do.  She cast a brief glance at Jeiel, 
silently willing him to acknowledge her, but he seemed to be ignoring everything going on 
around him as he stood peering out one of the tall windows.  Disappointed, it was with a heavy 
heart that Jenny reluctantly turned to accompany the sentry and left the hall. 

 

* * * * 
 



Once everyone had departed the hall, Dammen looked over at Jeiel, anxious to learn the 
problem between him and Jenny.  Fang, he wished patience was one of his better virtues. 

“No need to keep watching me, Dammen,” Jeiel said of a sudden.  “And don’t waste 
your time reading my thoughts.”  He turned from the window, a scowl on his face, and moved 
to stand before his sovereign.  “I’ll tell you what you want to know.” 

“It’s none of my business,” Dammen responded, his lips twitching as he fought his 
curiosity. 

“No,” Jeiel said, “but you’re going to keep hoping I’ll tell you, so I may as well.”  He 
began pacing and running a hand through his thick hair, wishing he didn’t have to tell anybody 
anything.  “I messed up, all right.  Big time.” 

Dammen leaned toward him from where he was sitting on his judgment seat. 

“How so?” 

Jeiel stopped pacing and looked directly at him, knowing he really did need to get this 
off his chest. 

“I hurt her,” he admitted ruefully.  “I hadn’t meant to.  It just happened.  I was feeling 
sorry for myself for not helping her to remember.” 

“What did you do?” 

“I sent her to bed alone one night, then…went and got drunk.” 

Dammen’s ears perked up at this. 

“You?” he said.  “Drunk?  Surely, that’s a rarity, even for you.” 

Jeiel snorted. 

“Yes, it is.  But as I said, I was feeling sorry for myself for not being a miracle worker.” 

“So, am I to understand that Jenny was hurt because you didn’t sleep with her?” 
Dammen said, quirking an eyebrow at him, his eyes glimmering with amusement. 

Jeiel snorted again and grinned back at him. 

“Yes.  That just about sums it up.” 

“So you have more than consummated your union with her, the way I see it, as I ordered 
you to?” 

“Ah…yes, Ziros.  It was the best way I could think of to help her to remember me.” 

“So you wanted her to remember you again but not…fall in love with you again, is that 
right?” 

“Yes, but I…” 



“It seems, Jeiel, that you have already won half the battle.  So what possessed you to get 
drunk when things were going so well?” 

Jeiel flushed and dropped his head sadly. 

“I don’t know what came over me,” he said with all honesty.  “I don’t know why I 
became angry.  Later, when she found me drunk and sleeping at my desk, I just felt…weak and 
humiliated, I suppose, because she had to see me like that.  I tried to apologize later, but she 
would have none of it.” 

“If you treated her wrongfully, Jeiel, then it is no wonder.  But considering the way she 
looked at you before she left here a few moments ago, I’d say that she cares for you a great 
deal.  Perhaps you should just go and….apologize to her…properly.” 

Jeiel’s head shot up at this. 

“Properly?”  Then, “Yes, that is what I tried to do, but she kept blowing me off.” 

Dammen grinned. 

“Remember what an amazing woman Jenny is, Jeiel.  Twice she managed to sneak out 
without my men noticing.  And despite her athletic awards and scholastic achievements, she 
chose to remain at home with her father so he wouldn't be alone after her mother died.  Not 
many children would sacrifice their dreams to remain at home for awhile.  From what Jim told 
me, it was her decision entirely.  Jim said that Jenny had been offered several well-paying 
teaching jobs far away from Ivory Post but that she turned them all down.  Jenny cares deeply 
for others and is obviously very sensitive to their pain.  It may take more than an apology to 
rectify things this time, Jeiel.  Perhaps…something more.” 

“Even if she doesn’t remember me at all, Ziros?” 

“She loves you, Jeiel.  The fact that she fell in love with you even after forgetting who 
you are says a great deal about her true feelings for you.  Does she need to remember to make 
you happy in other ways?” 

Jeiel pursed his lips as he thought about this, then nodded. 

“May I, uh, take Jenny home with me this evening, Majesty?” he said.  “I think I would 
like to make her happy as well.” 

“By all means, Jeiel.  Only wait until after our evening meal, when I dismiss you, 
perhaps after her father retires since he and his friend will be staying the night.” 

Jeiel bowed. 

“By your command, Ziros.  It will be as you say.” 

Dammen smiled at his friend, empathetic toward his plight. 

“When the timing is right, Jeiel?” 



“Aye, Majesty.  When the timing is right.  As usual.” 

 
* * * * 

 
“Talaya has done me the honor of accepting my marriage proposal,” Jim Tompkins 

proudly informed everyone present at the dinner table, drawing happy gasps and smiles from 
the others there.  “And I owe it all to Kaanig Altair.  Thank you, Majesty,” Jim continued, 
smiling at him. 

“When I brought you to Valtor, I had no idea you were looking for a new life mate, Jim.  
I am glad I was able to help you in that area as well.”  He focused on Talaya who sat blushing 
before the mighty Altair, never having met him before.  “My sincere congratulations to you 
both.” 

More happy remarks and chortles followed this little speech as Jim leaned over and 
kissed his future bride on the cheek. 

“Jim, I am so happy for you!” Cassia Altair said, beaming. 

“Yes,” said her brother, Jimmy, sitting beside her and raising a goblet in toast.  “May the 
Lord’s blessings be upon both of you!” 

“Here here,” the others again chimed in. 

As more heartfelt remarks and laughter followed this joyous news, Jeiel Vernier peered 
worriedly over at Jenny, whose attention was clearly elsewhere. 

Of all those present, Mrovia and Iddo Aemons included, Jenny was the only one not 
sharing in the happy news of her father’s upcoming nuptials.  Aware that he was the cause of 
her apathy, Jeiel’s face remained stoic as he secretly glowered down at his own plate.  As much 
as he was enjoying the meal and the company, he couldn’t wait to get Jenny alone and away 
from the table and back to Adoniah where she belonged. 

Jim was too caught up in the moment to pay Jenny any attention just then.  Since Jenny 
had apparently smiled at all the appropriate times and made comments as needed, he obviously 
wasn’t aware that there was something troubling his daughter.  Other than his initial comment 
about liking her short haircut, he really hadn’t paid her any more attention than he did anyone 
else present.  Then again, no one else could blame him, considering his announcement. 

Dammen, Cassia, and Jeiel had noticed Jim’s unintentional oversight of Jenny but 
refused to make mention of it, considering their friend’s fragile state at the moment.  Her mind 
was still as confused as her emotions, but only Dammen and Jeiel were aware of this.  So 
without Jenny even being aware of it, the two men made every effort to maintain her mental 
and emotional safety while present at the dinner table.  Still, it was only Jeiel who was 
anxiously counting the micron, eager to get Jenny back to Azor. 

“Care to join me for a nightcap?” Dammen asked Jim after awhile.  “I’m sure my life 
mate can share more of your antics with your lovely bride once we are safely away.” 



“Would love to, Majesty,” Jim said, his smile still wide on his face.  “But then I think 
this old-timer should hit the hay.” 

“Hit the hay?” Dammen repeated. 

Jim chuckled. 

“Go to bed.” 

“Ah, yes.  I see,” Dammen said, rising to put a friendly arm about the man’s shoulder 
and lead him away.  He winked at Jeiel over his shoulder, giving him his silent permission to 
depart. 

Cassia, knowing what was expected of her, also rose to her feet. 

“Come, Talaya,” she told her guest.  “We can check on Arian and then return to my 
suite for a nightcap of our own.” 

Talaya smiled at the invitation, not hesitating to accompany Kaaniga Altair, the Zarcon 
she had heard so many stories about. 

Iddo and Mrovia quickly rose as well. 

“I believe I had better check on Arian, too,” Mrovia said, hurrying behind the other two 
women.  “He is in my charge, after all.”  Iddo merely smiled and nodded, heading in another 
direction. 

“Come, James,” he said, “perhaps I can beat you at Hazula after all.” 

Jimmy jumped up with excitement and followed the elder, laughing aloud that that 
wasn’t to be the case. 

“Night, Jeiel, Jen,” he said.  “I think I need to teach my elder a lesson in sportsmanship.”  
With that, Jimmy jogged off with Iddo as they went to play their favorite strategy game. 

“Play fair,” Jeiel shot back at them, grinning at their ongoing feud over the real winner 
of each game.  He had politely risen to excuse the others, all the while keeping his attention on 
Jenny, who remained seated alone at the table with downcast eyes. 

At Dammen’s direction, Cassia had purposely not invited her to go with her and Talaya.  
Jenny thought this odd so she stayed where she was, feeling rejected and even more sad, if that 
was possible.  When she finally managed to look up, she found Jeiel standing quietly by the 
door, waiting for her attention. 

“Don’t you have to be somewhere, too?” she asked coldly. 

“Yes,” Jeiel said.  “But you’re going with me.” 

“I’m spending the night here,” she said, turning her head away. 

“The plans have been changed.” 



“I’m not going anywhere with you,” she told him, rising to her feet.  “Why would I want 
to?” 

Jeiel walked over and glared down at her, with both hands on his hips. 

“Because I want you to, and the Kaanig gave me permission to take you.” 

At the unmistakable authority in his voice, Jenny looked up at him, her heart twisting 
painfully in her chest as she did. 

“I suppose I have no choice then.” 

“Any other time, I would give you a choice, Jenny,” he said, continuing to stare at her 
with that heart-wrenching look, “but not this time.” 

She studied his face a moment then finally shrugged. 

“All right then.  Should I bring anything?” 

Jeiel’s lip curled slightly as he reached down and took her by the arm. 

“I’m all you’ll ever need, Jenny,” he said, then led the way home. 



 
Chapter Thirty-Seven 

 
 

They returned to Azor through the ga’lif system, arriving at Adoniah sometime after 
midnight - twelve beohsa ae Kathian time.  Jeiel had wanted to stop off at the command base 
and check on matters there for a spell before returning home.  He wanted to be completely 
alone with Jenny and wanted no interruptions.  At this late hour, even the servants would be 
abed and not aware that he had returned. 

Once home, Jeiel took her through his chamber, down the stairs and outside, heading in 
the near darkness to the glade he was so fond of. 

“Where are we going?” Jenny asked, uneasy now.  The moons were out, but the sky was 
hazy and somewhat overcast, and it was a bit more humid than it was on Konatha. 

“Does it matter?” Jeiel said, leading her along at a quick pace.  “I want to be alone with 
you, and this is the best place I can think of right now.” 

When they arrived near the pond, Jenny looked around nervously, at the opaque 
darkness of the woods surrounding them.  The moons lent some light to the environment they 
were in, so it wasn’t completely black where they stood, now looking at one another, but still 
she was unsettled. 

“We’ve…been here before, haven’t we?” she said, staring about.  “I recognize it.” 

Jeiel’s brows lifted at this, but he refrained from saying anything, not wanting to get his 
hopes up again. 

“Yes, we’ve been here before, Jenny.  It is where I first made love to you.” 

Jenny didn’t answer, merely looked around, trying to remember.  But Jeiel wasted no 
more time. 

Stepping toward he, her yanked her into his arms, seeking her lips like a heat-guided 
missile, claiming them like a starved man.  Covering her mouth completely, he kissed her 
possessively, passionately, holding her against him with incredible strength.  With a moan of 
intense yearning, she welcomed him, forgetting her pain, unconsciously throwing her arms 
about him as well and drawing him ever closer against her, totally lost to the man and the 
moment. 

“I love you, Jeiel!  I love you,” she murmured softly against his mouth, unexpectedly, 
unaware of his sudden stiffening at her words.  She was barely aware she had even spoken until 
he drew away to look down at her, noting her half-lidded eyes, now dulled with passion.  “Wh-
What’s wrong?” she asked, her chest still heaving with unsuppressed emotion and 
disappointment when he had pulled away.  She attempted to draw his lips back to hers, but he 
prevented it. 

“You’ve never said that to me before,” he said.  “Not ever.” 



Jenny gaped up at him, her eyes growing wide with surprise. 

“I’m sorry,” she said.  “Truly.  I don’t know why not.”  She gave her head a shake.  
“Perhaps I just assumed that I had.” 

Jeiel grinned at this, recalling Dammen’s little lecture to him on matters of assumption. 

“You should never assume anything, Jenny,” he said.  “Remember that.” 

“All right,” she agreed, as he slowly leaned down to reclaim her tantalizing lips, drawing 
her tightly against him to mold her soft form to his.  He was still amazed at how easily she had 
fallen into his embrace, despite her anger towards him earlier. 

“Tell me you will join with me, Jenny?” he rasped hotly against her mouth, almost in 
desperation.  “Please!” 

“Yes…oh yes,” she breathed, unable to help herself.  Suddenly she stiffened, and this 
time it was she that pulled away. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Déjà vu,” she said. 

“What?” 

“I remember saying those words to you before,” she said.  She stepped away from him 
to peer out across the pond and scan the surrounding area.  “I remember running across this 
glade…being chased by someone…who wanted to kill me.”  She gasped aloud.  “Because of 
you!”  A hand flew to her mouth then as her past came flooding back in record proportion.  
“Ketta Mayasan!” she gasped.  “She tried to kill me!” 

Jeiel watched the fleeting expressions crossing her face as Jenny began to remember.  
He hadn’t expected her memory to return here, but now he was glad he was there when it 
happened.  He moved to take her in his arms as her emotions erupted, and she began crying.  
Burying her face in his chest, she sobbed uncontrollably as the past came back to haunt her.  
There was little he could do except comfort her as she relived her painful and fear-fraught 
memories.  With a secure arm about her and a comforting hand at the back of her head, he gave 
her the strength and understanding she needed just then. 

“I’m…all right now,” she said after awhile, sniffing as she remained huddled against 
him.  “I didn’t expect to feel like this when my memory came back.” 

“Considering all you’ve been through, I can see why you chose to block everything 
out,” Jeiel said. 

At this, Jenny jerked away and glared up at him. 

“You think I chose to forget?” 



“No, no,” Jeiel said, laughing at the irony of the situation.  “A poor choice of words.  
Forgive me.” 

She continued staring at him, emotionally distraught now as she remembered everything 
she had been through and…had put everyone else through. 

“Oh, Jeiel,” she began, hugging him again.  “I’m sorry.  Please.  I don’t like fighting 
with you.” 

“I don’t like it either,” he said, loosening his hold on her. 

“And you’re right,” she continued.  “I never told you I loved you.  I don’t know why 
when…when I love you so much.”  She drew back to peer up at him, her face pale in the veiled 
moonlight. 

A warm smile erupted on Jeiel’s handsome face as he returned her gaze. 

“And I love you, Jenny Tompkins.  Soon to be Jenny Vernier.” 

With that, he pulled her against him in a bone-crushing hold, claiming her lips again, 
picking up right where they had left off. 



 
Chapter Thirty-Eight 

 
 

The brute, Futu, had done his job well.  It hadn’t taken him long at all to locate the 
holding area below Travaar where both Kamran Donaliel and Ketta Mayasan were being held.  
He had easily taken the four men guarding them unawares, breaking their necks as easily as he 
would a twig. 

Sneaking into the palace had been somewhat difficult, but once off the landing strip, he 
had easily boarded a large land tram bringing provisional supplies to Travaar, confiscating the 
weapons and the identity of one of the three men he had permanently ousted from their 
positions there.  Once shoving their bodies into a nearby holding tank just off the landing strip, 
unobserved, Futu had taken control of the tram and skillfully guided it off the strip and along 
the drive leading to the back entrance of Travaar.  Once at the unloading dock, he backed the 
vehicle up to it, leaving the vehicle sit there as he then wandered inside the building to get his 
bearings.  No one paid him any mind since it was not unusual to see new faces in the daily 
service positions.  The men often took turns, allowing other coworkers to get a chance to visit 
the famous palace at Travaar, the grandest residence in the entire galaxy. 

Pretending he had a special parcel to deliver, Futu had freely gained access and been 
quick to locate the wide set of steps leading below, to the royal interrogation chamber.  With 
the war now over, it appeared that some personnel had gotten lax of late, he noticed, because 
no one tried to stop him.  So much for the...efficiency...of the mighty...Kaanig Altair, he thought 
to himself, smirking.  He knew that once the Kaanig found Ketta and her brother missing, he 
would severely punish those responsible for it. 

“What took you so long?” Ketta railed when Futu finally arrived, gloating at the four 
brawny men now lying unconscious on the cement floor of the enormous chamber. 

“Takes time...getting past...men like these,” Futu explained in his typical, halting 
manner, as he hastily lifted the locking devices from one of the men and made quick use of it, 
opening the two separate cell doors.  He stood aside as Ketta and Kamran hurriedly exited and 
moved past him. 

“Any idea how we’re going to sneak out of here?” Ketta asked, entering a long 
passageway and peering about cautiously. 

“I figured...the same way...I came in,” Futu said, heading in that direction. 

“No,” Ketta snapped.  “That’s not a good idea.  Someone is bound to see us all getting 
into the service tram.  Isn’t there another way?” 

Kamran stopped behind his sister and stole a glance about, hoping they wouldn’t run 
into any more of the Altair’s men. 

“You may be right,” he acknowledged.  “Perhaps we should find another way out.” 



Futu merely shrugged.  “I know of...no other,” he said. 

“Once my brother and I find a way out, I want you to return the way you came, Futu, 
just in case something goes amiss.  That way you won’t be implicated, and we can still rely on 
you later to free us, if need be.” 

“Yes, pa’atay,” the brute said, “but I will...see you...safely away...first.” 

It was quite by accident that the trio stumbled upon the ga’lif unit, located just outside 
the wide, tall doors of the War Room.  Not sure what it was at first, Kamran stepped inside to 
investigate, intently studying the panel on the interior wall. 

“This is interesting,” he said.  “It appears the Altair has been holding out on us.  I’ll bet 
this is one of those rare travel devices we’ve heard stories about.” 

Ketta brightened at this and stuck her head inside, like an ostrich, to peer around. 

She squealed with delight.  “Let’s try it out.  Perhaps this is our way out of here.”  So 
saying, she stepped inside with him. 

Putting her own hand to the keypad, she pressed one of the digital readings there, 
amazed when the door instantly closed in Futu’s face.  Chuckling at their good fortune, Ketta 
exchanged looks with her brother before focusing again on the keypad.  “I'll bet this is what 
Jeiel uses when he travels sometimes,” she said, recalling how he often disappeared from his 
room and then reappeared at the strangest times, without anyone even seeing him.  “It has to 
be!” she blurted, after a moment of further inspection. 

“Now be careful you don’t get us both killed,” Kamran cautioned, not liking the way his 
sister was pressing keys at random.  “You don’t th—”  But he never had a chance to finish his 
sentence for the ga’lif door suddenly opened, and they instantly found themselves stepping 
from the unit and into a closet, one Ketta instantly recognized as that belonging to Cambra 
Vernier. 

“My my,” she gloated, “isn’t this interesting.  So this is how he does it.” 

“I wish I had one of these things,” Kamran said in amazement, peering back at the unit 
as he made his way through the large walk-in closet.  “Where are we?” 

“In Cambra Vernier’s bedchamber,” she said, snorting in disbelief, a smile wide on her 
face.  “Who would have thought…” 

“So, what do we do now?” 

Ketta turned to look at her brother, her mind contemplating their next move. 

“Perhaps you could use that thing to return to Vaalstra,” she said.  “I think I might stay 
here and carry out my original plan to seduce the mighty cambra.” 

Kamran smirked at the way his sister’s mind worked. 



“Sounds like a good plan to me.”  He looked back at the closet.  “I only hope I can get 
the right destination code.  I don’t want to end up on Vultron or someplace else I don’t want to 
be.” 

“I’m sure you’ll figure it out,” Ketta replied, not giving it a second thought.  “Just let me 
know when you get home, so I don’t have to come looking for you.” 

Kamran gave his sister a disgusted look, shaking his dark head at the coldness of her 
heart. 

“Thanks for helping…and worrying about me.  I’ll check in with you later.  Perhaps it’s 
better if we separate.  Less chance of getting caught again.” 

“Take care, brother,” Ketta said, moving to open and slip through the door leading to the 
outer hallway.  “And good luck.” 

Kamran watched his sister depart before returning to the ga’lif unit.  Still shaking his 
head at how devious she could be, he stepped back into the unit, closed the door and daringly 
punched in a destination code, hoping it was the one he sought.  Unfortunately, as soon as the 
door whisked open again, he found himself back at Travaar, literally stepping into the waiting 
arms of Kaanig Altair himself.  An abrupt turn almost brought him back to the safe confines of 
the ga’lif as he tried scooting away, but the Altair caught his shoulder with a firm hand and 
easily and swiftly yanked him back out. 

“I’ll never talk,” Kamran told him adamantly as he tried not to cower beneath the 
wrathful scowl of his sovereign, just as he was seized on both sides by the H’San guards with 
him.  “Never.” 

“You won’t need to.” 

Then without batting an eyelash, Dammen turned to the two men with him and issued 
the order Kamran had been dreading since his vessel was first detained on Azor almost a scalon 
before. 

“Terminate him,” the Altair said in icy rage.  “Do it now.” 

Then, for the first and last time, Kamran Donaliel’s heart failed him, and only then did 
he realize how his victims must have felt, just before he had made them into his latest…and 
now last…creations. 

 
* * * * 

 
Sajak was in the bake room at Adoniah preparing a brass kettle of hot merida when 

Ketta Mayasan returned from outdoors with a handful of ketana leaves.  As yet, no one in the 
household was aware of her presence there, which made her task all the more easier.  Sneaking 
in the back way, through the service entrance, she quietly and stealthily made her way to the 
supply pantry, knowing that no one would have any reason to be there at that time of night.  
Once there, she immediately dug out a mortar with which to crush up the ketana leaves. 



“That’s it, I’m done,” the cook remarked with finality, folding a wet cloth and laying it 
over a drying rack in the corner of the bake room.  “I’m off to bed.” 

“Rest well,” Sajak responded as he removed an ornate Rhenian crystal teapot from the 
cupboard and readied it for use.  “I’ll join you once I bring the master his evening relaxant.” 

Nodding agreeably, the plump Azorian woman departed, leaving Sajak alone to finish 
up.  

Setting the teapot on the shining silver tray beside the wide Kendran mug and saucer, 
Sajak jerked his head up and snapped his fingers, remembering the plate of yentas he had left in 
the refrigeration unit in the adjoining pantry.  As he went to get them, he was unaware of Ketta 
Mayasan standing only a few feet away, behind the door of the supply pantry. 

As soon as the opportunity arose, she carefully made her way into the bake room and 
dropped the readied mixture of ketana juices into the boiling pot of merida resting on the stove, 
trying not to burn her hands as she did so.  Then she quickly turned and exited through the 
main swinging doors and hurried unseen to Jeiel Vernier’s upstairs chamber.  Familiar with the 
cambra’s evening schedule, when things were normal and no war was going on, she knew Jeiel 
was now or soon would be in his study attending to his books.  After a quick glance around to 
assure she was not seen, she dashed up the wide staircase and reentered Jeiel’s massive 
bedchamber, pleased to find no one there before hurrying to make preparation for the upcoming 
seduction of the mighty cambra.  She had no idea where Jenny Tompkins was at present but 
gave it no thought as she went about her business. 

 

* * * * 
 

“I had this room designed especially for you,” Jeiel was saying to Jenny at the same time 
Ketta Mayasan had dropped the ketana juices into his pot of merida.  “Sort of a…joining 
present.” 

Jenny shot him a wide smile, revealing her dainty white teeth. 

“So you want me to stay here from now on?” she asked, shoving aside her insecurities, 
recalling how she had thought that the room she desired might belong to someone like Ketta 
Mayasan.  “Truly?” 

Jeiel moved toward her and brought his hands to her shoulders. 

“The room is yours, Jenny.  It connects with my own next door.  And the closet full of 
clothes are yours as well.” 

“All those beautiful garments are...mine?” 

Truly aghast at this discovery, Jenny gaped at him in disbelief. 



“You will soon be official mistress of Adoniah,” Jeiel told her.  “All that is here belongs 
to us, and everything in this room belongs to you and you alone.” 

Jenny laughed happily, bouncing up and down again, like a little girl expressing her 
delight.  She threw her arms about Jeiel and pulled his lips to hers.  But before things could 
grow more heated between them, Jeiel pushed her away. 

“Sleep here tonight,” he said.  “I have things I need to take care of.  Business I have long 
put aside because of the war.  I may not get to bed until late, so there is no point joining me 
upstairs.” 

“But I don’t want to,” Jenny pouted prettily.  “I want to be with you.” 

“I know,” he said, putting a shushing finger to her lips.  “But we will be joined soon 
enough.  Then I will sleep here with you, or you in my room with me.” 

“Do we need so many bedrooms?” 

Jeiel chuckled then, setting her away from him so he wasn’t tempted to change his mind. 

“I only use the room upstairs during times of war, Jenny, or whenever I am needed on 
base.  The ga’lif unit is there which makes it convenient for us to travel back and forth as 
needed throughout the galaxy.  It's usually used for emergency situations.  It was never meant 
for everyday use, and most of the time it is kept locked.  Only Dammen and I have the 
authority to do that.” 

She understood then. 

“Are you going to sleep there alone tonight then?” she asked with disappointment.  
Pouting, she ran her hand down his arm in a cajoling manner. 

Jeiel considered this as he thought about the work ahead of him. 

“Actually, I doubt I’ll make it to bed at all tonight.” 

“Oh,” was all she said then as she turned to eye the lovely bed with longing, wishing he 
was going to be sharing it with her. 

“I’ll join you for your morning repast,” he said.  “How will that be?” 

Brightening, she grinned at first, until a shadow of conscience washed over her. 

“I can’t let you go without sleep just to appease me, Jeiel.  You go along and tend to 
your work.  I’ll…I’ll get oriented to my new room and maybe try on some of the new clothes 
you bought me.” 

“That’s better,” Jeiel said.  “I promise, tomorrow will be a better day for both of us.” 

“Sure,” she replied sullenly as he leaned down to place a gentle kiss on her cheek. 



“Tomorrow I will apologize to you properly,” he promised, his eyes glimmering with 
amusement. 

Jenny giggled. 

“Properly?” she said. 

“Yes, properly.” 

And then he was gone. 

With a loud sigh of resignation, she watched the door close behind him before moving 
to peer down again at the bed.  She knew how lonely she would be without Jeiel beside her.  
Having grown so used to sharing a bed with him she simply couldn’t bear not having him there 
beside her. 

She turned to the closet, sorting through the array of costly garments until she came 
across what she sought, an array of nightgowns that would make any princess squeal with 
delight.  The one she finally chose was exquisitely crafted even for such a lowly garment, a 
shimmering, completely feminine gown, a cross between pink and peach that made her eager to 
put it on. 

“Not without a bath first,” she told herself, moving next to the bed and laying the 
garment there.  Going into the bath chamber, she eagerly filled the deep tub with hot soapy 
water, wondering how long it had been since she had enjoyed anything so wonderful.  Since 
arriving in Valtor, she had frequented the vapor showers since they were quicker.  Lately, it 
seemed that she was always in a hurry to be somewhere. 

At last the time had been afforded her to actually enjoy being a woman, in a beautiful 
room, with beautiful things, and she could lounge in a bubble bath to her heart’s content, 
dreaming of the man she loved as she relaxed there.  Now that her memory had returned 
completely, there was nothing she would rather think about than Jeiel Vernier.  As she slipped 
naked into the tub moments later, she realized that Jeiel probably would have preferred her 
company to the work at hand.  Of that she was convinced. 



 
Chapter Thirty-Nine 

 
 

“Your merida, master,” Sajak told Jeiel, in their native Azzan.  The cambra had just 
arrived in his study and was pulling forth mountains of books and ledgers that needed updating. 

“Thank you,” Jeiel said.  He glanced up at the man, noting the large bandage wrapped 
about his head.  He was glad he was healing quickly and back on his feet.  “You are free to 
retire.” 

“Master,” Sajak replied, bowing obediently before departing the room. 

As Jeiel became engrossed in his books, he habitually lifted the steaming mug to his 
lips, sipping its contents.  A while later, he shook himself and wondered why he suddenly felt 
out of sorts.  He hadn’t been that tired upon entering the study.  Shaking off the unusual 
feelings, he continued his work, transferring figures, balancing ledgers, then inputting all the 
data into his v’d’mr.  Hours later, too fatigued to continue, he closed the final ledger and shut 
down his terminal. 

It was nearly four in the morning when he finally trudged up the stairs to his 
bedchamber.   He had wanted to check on Jenny but thought better of it.  To avoid temptation, 
he instead made his way to the upstairs chamber, entered, stripped, and crawled into bed 
without even turning on a light.  He instantly knew that someone was in bed with him.  
Believing Jenny had chosen to disobey him, he found himself glad she was there and 
immediately pulled her into his arms.  Meeting no resistance, he began running a hand over the 
naked woman beside him, down her back to her buttocks, which he drew tightly against him. 

The woman against him moaned, pressed herself fully against him then and ardently 
sought his lips, thrusting her tongue into his mouth to explore its inner recesses.  Jeiel, unused 
to Jenny kissing him this way, stiffened momentarily but made no comment.  Instead he kissed 
her back in kind, feeling his passion rising as she began moving against him.  Their breathing 
ragged, he then pushed her away as he buried his face in her breasts, large full breasts that 
couldn’t…possibly be…Jenny’s.  But he soon pushed his doubts aside as the woman’s hand 
suddenly grabbed his manhood, startling him with its violent grip. 

That the woman was intent on satisfying him was apparent and…too accomplished…for 
someone like Jenny.  Instantly on the alert, Jeiel suddenly grabbed the woman’s hand and, 
almost with a groan of aching reluctance, forcefully removed it.  A sclair later found him on his 
feet, turning on a light and staring down in shock at the naked woman in his bed. 

“You!” he blurted, unable to believe his eyes.  “How the devil did you escape?” 

Ketta’s eyes gleamed triumphantly as she stared back at the naked cambra.  Sitting up, 
she gave him full view of her body, tempting and beautiful as always. 

“Does it matter?” she said, eyeing him lasciviously.  “Why don’t you come finish what 
we started.  You’re mine.  You’ve always been mine.  Now let me show you.” 



“You’re insane,” he said, moving to step into his pants, disliking the feeling of being 
mentally raped as he stood before her.  “And if you thought I wanted to be in bed with you, 
you’re sorely mistaken.” 

“Admit it,” Ketta said, her dark eyes flashing furiously.  “You were enjoying it, every 
bit of it, until you realized it wasn’t that fanged Zarcon in your bed.” 

Jeiel glared at the woman. 

“I wouldn’t have expected anyone else in my bed,” he told her.  “Even you’re not that 
stupid, are you?” 

“Please,” Ketta entreated, reaching a hand out to him in desperation.  “Don’t leave me 
hanging like this.  I...need you.” 

But Jeiel wasn’t falling for that tears-in-her-eyes crap.  He felt humiliated that he had 
lowered himself to even kiss the ta’qu, but it had been his own fault for not turning the lights 
on when he came to bed.  Still, he hadn’t expected to find this evil woman waiting for him 
here, of all places.  Scowling, he grabbed his d’lab’r from off the floor where he had dropped it 
while undressing, intent on summoning the Altair. 

“No!” Ketta shrieked, flying off the bed and going at him with all claws bared.  “You’re 
not going to tell him!  The Kaanig must never know I am here.  Please, don’t tell him I am 
here!”  Screaming loudly and trying to scratch him, Ketta came at him like a psychotic shrew, 
trying to kick him and hurt him in any way possible.  Considering her state of mind, Jeiel was 
amazed at how strong she was and how difficult it was for him to fight her off.  No one in her 
right mind could act this way, he knew.  Ketta Mayasan was diseased in every way possible. 

He caught her wrists then and held her at bay, but still she struggled and squirmed in an 
effort to free herself. 

“Let me go!” she shouted.  “Release me!” 

But of course he ignored her pleas, intent on subduing her while he contacted the Altair.  
Yet still she fought him and, albeit reluctantly, he did have to admire how her huge breasts 
bounced up and down as she lunged at him repeatedly.  It was a shame such beauty was so 
rotten at the core, he thought to himself.  Ketta was bad news all the way around and had to be 
stopped…permanently. 

In the end, Jeiel had to knock her out cold, with a left hook to the chin that snapped her 
head back.  Instantly unconscious, she had collapsed against him, but he merely let her fall to 
the floor with a loud clump.  Stepping away from her, he looked down at her to be sure she was 
out before he contacted Dammen.  Then before he knew it, his friend was strolling from the 
closet and staring down at Ketta Mayasan’s naked form, sprawled out for the whole world to 
see. 

“Interesting night?” Dammen said as he looked over at Jeiel’s weary expression. 

Jeiel’s lips half-curled as he rested his arm atop his dresser. 



“In more ways than one,” he said, sighing.  “How did she manage to get away from 
you?” 

“That brute Jim Tompkins reported apparently found his way in and released both her 
and her brother, right out from under our noses.” 

“Did you catch him?” 

Dammen nodded as he continued staring at the woman at their feet. 

“Some H'San caught him wandering around near the War Room.  We caught her 
brother, too.” 

“What did he say?” 

“He can’t say much now,” Dammen said solemnly.  “He’s already been terminated.  
Both of them, actually.” 

Jeiel was relieved to hear this, nodding that it had been the right thing to do. 

“And her?” he asked. 

“I’ll take her back to Travaar.  No leniency this time either.  As soon as she wakes up, 
we’ll terminate her as well.  She and her brother have caused us too many problems.” 

Jeiel gave his friend a penetrating look. 

“Ziros,” he began, “once that is done, do you have any problem with my arrangements 
to join with Jenny tomorrow?” 

“None at all,” Dammen said, flashing a grin.  “I was wondering when you would get 
around to it.” 

“Good,” Jeiel said, moving toward the bath chamber for a vapor shower.  “I guess the 
next best thing would be to tell the bride, don’t you think?” 

At this, Dammen frowned and made a step toward him. 

“Jeiel!  Do you mean to tell me—” 

But Jeiel had already stepped past him into the bath chamber and closed the door in his 
face.  All Dammen heard then was the sound of rushing water coming from within, along with 
Jeiel’s quiet laughter. 

Snorting at his friend’s audacity, the Altair shook his shaggy head in wonder then bent 
down to clamp a hand about Ketta’s shoulder.  Lifting her up with one hand, he dragged her to 
the ga’lif unit, knowing she would be dead by sunrise. 



 
Chapter Forty 

 
 

“So it was you that rescued me from the water,” Jenny stated matter-of-factly, “the day 
Ketta tried drowning me?” 

“Yes,” Cassia Altair told her friend.  “It was fortunate that I happened by that day.  Why 
I ventured outside to look for you, I’m not sure.  Had I been a minute later, it might have been 
too late.” 

“You blasted her with a laser?” 

“Yes.  Well, an orpod gun, actually.  She never saw it coming, she was so busy with 
you.  Never even heard me splashing toward her.  After I zapped her, I dragged you from the 
water.  Dammen’s men arrived just then, so they pulled Ketta out as well.” 

Jenny gave her friend an affectionate look. 

“How can I ever thank you, Cas?  I might have died had it not been for you.” 

“You would have done the same for me, Jen, and you know it.”  She paused, reaching 
over to squeeze her friend's arm.  “You know,” Cassia began, “I never had the pleasure of a 
traditional f'shsta ceremony.  But I'll admit, I would not trade any of my adventures or 
experiences for what I now have.  And I pray that you and Jeiel will be as happy as Dammen 
and I are.” 

The two women looked at each, mutely sharing memories and smiles, just as Kaanig 
Altair entered the suite, with Jim Tompkins and Talaya following. 

“Are you ladies ready?” he asked, an admiring glint entering his own eyes as he 
considered them.  Cassia, always lovely, was wearing a long flowing dress of cobalt blue with 
rainbow colored trim about the sleeves and neckline.  Jenny, her cropped hair covering her 
head attractively beneath a white veil, sat beside her on the couch, dressed in a brilliant white 
Kathian gown that glistened with her every movement. 

The two woman exchanged looks of agreement. 

“I think so,” Jenny replied, rising to her feet and brushing nervously at the folds of her 
garment.  “Do I look all right?” 

Jim Tompkins stepped toward his only child, gave her a once over and hugged her 
exuberantly. 

“You look radiantly gorgeous,” he said, forcing a smile as he tried to remain unaffected 
by how much she resembled her mother.  “As any bride should look.” 

“Indeed you do,” Dammen said, also smiling.  He moved closer and lifted a hand to play 
with her veil.  “You need to know, Jenny, that I withheld getting you employment here because 



of Jeiel.  I thought that you would not want to work after he finally joined with you.  I didn't 
want you to have to make the choice between working or being with him.  You can discuss 
with him what you want to do in future.  I can still fulfill my promise, if you decide you still 
want to teach.” 

At this, Jenny's eyes widened, and her mouth parted in surprise upon hearing this. 

“A-All right,” she said, blinking, completely taken aback by his admission.  “And thank 
you, Majesty.  You are indeed wise.”  Meeting his gaze, she gave him a warm smile of 
understanding. 

 He returned her smile, then extended a hand to his own life mate.  “Come Cassia.  The 
ceremony is about to begin.  I know that Iddo and Mrovia prepared Jenny well for the selection 
proceedings, so there is no need for us to go over them again.” 

Cassia rose and took his hand, clasping it tightly. 

“Ready?” Jim asked his daughter, who waited for Kaanig Altair to depart with his wife.  
He turned as Talaya, the woman that he himself would soon marry, handed over a large 
bouquet of Kathian star roses and mendrans, deep violet, pink, and white blossoms, that 
brought tears to Jenny’s eyes at sight of it. 

“Oh, Dad,” she said, her eyes watering.  “They’re beautiful.” 

“Thought you’d like ‘em,” he replied.  “We grew them ourselves, and Talaya did the 
arrangement.  Now,” he continued, taking her arm in his, “let us go and get you married to that 
handsome hunk of an alien who’s outside waiting for you.” 

Jenny’s smile was wide upon her face.  Gratefully, she accepted her father’s comforting 
presence and clutched his arm to her. 

“Thank you, Talaya,” she said, as she began moving past her future stepmother, giving 
her arm a grateful squeeze.  “The flowers are lovely.” 

Blushing in response, Talaya smiled warmly, her expression revealing just how fond she 
was of her future stepdaughter.  Reaching out a hand to Jenny, she smoothed out the sheer 
white veil she was wearing, straightening it about her slim shoulders.  Not typical for Valtorian 
weddings, Jenny had requested one be purposely made, desiring things from her own cultural 
traditions as well as alien. 

The selection proceedings had been arranged quickly, but neither Jenny nor Jeiel had 
ever wanted a big wedding anyways.  All they could think about lately was finally being alone 
together, away from everyone else.  And as Jeiel watched his future life mate coming toward 
him, looking to all the galaxy like an angel in that white gown, he knew that he had made the 
right choice for a life mate.  Counting the micron until they could finally be alone was going to 
be difficult for him, to be sure. 

He grinned down at her as her father released her into his care and went to stand beside 
Talaya and the Kaanig and Kaaniga Altair.  The only others in attendance at the festive 



occasion were the Aemonses, their six daughters, and Cassia’s brother, Jimmy, who stood 
beside the Altair.  All were beaming as they observed the proceedings.  It was a first for each of 
the Zarcons, and they were fascinated at just how a selection proceeding was done in this 
galaxy. 

Jeiel and Jenny now stood facing one another, with a birdbath-sized, squared table 
between them, with a glowing yellow globe in the center, over which they held hands.  Gazing 
lovingly at one another, they barely heard the words being spoken over them by the Kapaya, a 
Valtorian holy man whose only job was to perform selection ceremonies throughout the galaxy.  
Very old, the man wore a long white garment, trimmed in gold, with a large cuff about his neck 
and head, as well as a tiny gold cap on his head.  His long black hair, graying now, hung down 
in front and was tied with a gold cusp about the ends. 

“Mandaya salliada,” the Kapaya was saying, in Kathian, as Jeiel and Jenny shared a 
secret smile between them.  “Konda se payamanta.  Seta va kasan.” 

The Kapaya spoke for some time, but all eyes were focused on those being joined.  
When the Kapaya moved to lay his hands on the shoulders of Jeiel and Jenny, he suddenly put 
a hand to the back of their heads and pushed them gently down towards the glowing globe 
resting between them.  A strange mist rose all about it as their foreheads lightly touched the 
globe, symbolic of their joining at the head as well as the body. 

Lifting their heads again, Jenny’s grin grew wider as she looked at Jeiel, who managed 
to keep only a tiny smile on his finely formed mouth.  He frowned then, aware that the next 
part of the proceedings might not be as pleasant as Jenny hoped it would. 

A few more words over them and the Kapaya suddenly took Jenny by the wrist and held 
it over the globe.  At the movement, the globe, sensitive to this, instantly opened, parting into 
two sides, as a small shelf moved upward.  On the shelf lay an odd device which the Kapaya 
took hold of.  Looking at it carefully, he next showed it to Jeiel, to verify the correct symbol 
had been programmed into it.  All Valtorian males were given a unique mark at birth, as was 
passed down from generation to generation, yet with distinctions so that no two marks were 
ever alike.  If the man later took a life mate, the mark was then given to her.  This completed 
the joining, the f’shsta. 

Next the elder took Jenny’s wrist, turned it over and placed the device against it.  At the 
contact and, at sound of a soft click, Jenny felt a sharp, piercing, burning sensation as Jeiel 
Vernier’s seal was imprinted into her left wrist for all eternity.  She jerked her wrist back at the 
pain, and the Kapaya instantly released her.  Jenny caught her wrist to her, rubbing it with her 
thumb, her eyes tearing up unbidden at the pain of the procedure. 

The Kapaya closed the globe to its original position as Jeiel came around to stand beside 
Jenny.  Raising his wrist, comparing his mark to hers, Jeiel himself verified his personal mark 
of selection before smiling down at her with satisfaction.  He lifted a finger to wipe away her 
tears, knowing that Jenny Tompkins was finally his woman.  That could never be changed. 



The Kapaya raised his hands high and prayed over the couple, asking their Source to 
bless their union, their joining, before announcing to all present that Jeiel Vernier and Jenny 
Tompkins were now one in the eyes of God and the galaxy. 

“We welcome you Cambra and Jenny Vernier as eternal life mates and wish you God’s 
mercy and blessings forever on your union.” 

As the final words were spoken, the witnesses beamed happily and immediately 
surrounded the couple, expressing their own good wishes for them. 

“I didn’t know it would hurt so much,” Jenny said, drawing a few chuckles from the 
Valtorians present, some remembering how it had felt during their own f’shsta ceremonies.  
Then she turned to Jeiel, wishing that a kiss had been part of the ceremony.  “But it was worth 
it,” she told him, “and I’d do it all over again if I had to.” 

Pleased, Jeiel affirmed the same. 

“We’ve arranged a magnificent celebration repast for you,” Dammen said, laughing at 
the frown that hit his friend’s lips as he told them.  “I could not have my top man going home 
without having his own officers and family share in this happy occasion.  So whenever you’re 
ready, meet us in the dining hall.” 

“Thank you, Ziros,” Jeiel replied kindly, knowing Dammen was amused at his reaction 
to this little surprise.  “We’ll be along shortly.”  As he spoke, his attention remained riveted on 
Jenny, who couldn’t seem to stop looking at him either.  Both had similar thoughts of being 
alone together and were disappointed that the Altair had taken it upon himself to arrange a 
celebration neither of them actually wanted. 

“It was very kind of him to do this for us, don’t you think?” Jenny said softly, coming to 
stand beside him. 

“Yes,” Jeiel said.  “He is a very generous, thoughtful man.” 

“So, what’s wrong?” she asked perceptively, touching his arm and staring up at him. 

Turning, Jeiel peered down at her a moment as his fine lips curled. 

“Only this,” he began, suddenly pulling her into his arms and kissing her tantalizing lips 
with desperate intent, before everyone still standing around.  When he withdrew, he made no 
apologies.  “Now I’m happy.” 

“Me, too,” Jenny answered, her expression muddled in a dreamy sort of way.  “I’ve been 
wanting you to do that all day.” 

“I know.  Me, too,” he said, parking her hand into the crook of his arm.  “But it will 
have to hold us until later.  Let’s get something to eat and enjoy the blessing God is giving us.” 

“All right,” she agreed, allowing her new husband to take her wherever he wanted to go. 

 



* * * * 
 

And so he took her to Planet Rhenia, the seventh largest in the solar system. It was a 
planet of lush vegetation with plenteous bodies of water.  Jeiel knew just the place he wanted to 
take Jenny to enjoy what Zarcons would refer to as a honeymoon.  One area was more jungle-
like than most, and it was there that he knew he could be completely alone with Jenny, once 
and for all. 

“Jeiel,” she murmured in wonder upon first seeing the incredible waterfalls that seemed 
to be everywhere, in the center of the jungle.  “I can’t believe a place like this exists.” 

“It’s only one place,” Jeiel replied, taking her hand and leading her along the edge of an 
overhang.  “I’m going to commit my life to showing you as much of Valtor as I can.” 

Jenny peered up at the cascading waterfalls above them, enjoying the wet spray falling 
about them. 

“Is everything as beautiful as this place is?” she asked, throwing her head back 
ecstatically and closing her eyes, arms outspread. 

“Not as beautiful as you,” Jeiel said, watching her with smoldering eyes.  At his remark, 
she straightened to look over at him, knowing his thoughts.  Moving into his arms, she kissed 
him as passionate emotions washed over her.  Growing more bold, she pushed away his vest 
and ran loving hands over him, over his massive chest and the thick corded muscles she so 
admired.  “Maka, Jenny,” he rasped hotly, enjoying her exploration.  “You’re getting into 
dangerous territory.” 

“Yes,” she laughed as she pulled his own hand to her flesh by way of encouragement.  
“But I’m willing if you are.” 

This, of course, brought about the desired response and within moments, Jenny had 
control of the entire situation and made Jeiel wonder how he had lost that particular battle. 

With a loud growl like that of a hungry predator, he then dragged her beneath a 
waterfall, to a hidden cave behind the cascading wall of water, then flung her to the ground to 
lay claim to her luscious form.  Quickly divesting her of her garments, he did the same, taking 
no care with them as he proceeded to make wild, passionate love to the woman now at his 
mercy.  And only the roar of the waterfall overhead was able to drown out the loud cries of 
ecstasy that escaped her lips as he brought her to dizzying heights of rapture. 

“You may have run away from me before,” he murmured against her lips, “but this time, 
my darling, there will be no one to rescue you from me, as I rescued you from all those 
other...lions.  You are mine now forever…and ever…and ever.” 

And Jenny knew at that moment that she had no desire to ever run from this man again, 
this gorgeous alien being who had so easily stolen away her heart.  Sighing softly, she relaxed 
in his embrace, surrendering happily to the most pleasant fate any woman, Zarconian or 
otherwise, could ever ask for. 



 
 

THE END 
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All For An Alien's Love Book Three 
WHITELAW:  LAST VALIANT OF D'JOHA RHA 

 
 

Chapter One 
 

P’Lon Dentries, CEO of Xanton Industries, an interplanetary conglomerate of some 
renown, settled back in his big leather chair and blew smoke rings with his big Kathian cigar, 
his grin as big as everything else in his life. 

“So, R’Gi?  What do you say?  Will you get rid of this little troublemaker for me?” 

P’Lon R’Gi Dentries III stood across the enormous room with his arm resting on a 
mantle, his free hand holding the photograph of the young woman in question.  Young, 
attractive, she appeared to have everything going for her.  Her only problem was that she 
wasn’t adapting too well to her present situation. 

“Yes, S’lpa,” he said.  “I will do it.”  He looked at his elder, challenge written all over 
his sinfully handsome face.  “What can you tell me about this Sharina Blaithe?” 

“An exceptional employee—until we replaced her with that woman from Vaalstra.  You 
know that breed.  Can’t spell their own names most of them, even if they wanted to.  Blaithe’s 
replacement is lazy, uneducated, and dim-witted but, since she is also claiming racial 
discrimination, there isn’t much I can do but give her a better job.  Since we didn’t have any 
openings, we had to move somebody out of their role and move the Vaalstran girl in.  The 
Vaalstran is suing us, so what choice did I have?  I regret Blaithe’s job loss and backward 
career thrust but, like I said, the other one is suing me, even as I speak.  Blaithe just got the bad 
end of the stick, is all.” 

“So now she’s upset and is threatening to blow us into the Kathian government, is that 
right?” R’Gi said, growing heated with the woman as he considered the situation.  No one in 
the galaxy wanted to clash with Kaanig Altair, their illustrious leader.  In the blink of an eye, 
the Altair could have their business disassembled and labeled as past history.  He could not, 
nay would not, let that happen. 

“Yes,” P’Lon Dentries affirmed with a coarse nod, thoughtfully sucking the life out of 
the thick mass between his teeth. 

“Blaithe could have a good case against us, too, S’lpa.  Sort of reverse discrimination, 
isn’t it?” 

P’Lon Dentries smiled broadly and took a big puff of his cigar. 
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“Not if something happens to her first, R’Gi, to keep her from shooting off her big 
mouth.  Then who is she going to tell, eh?” 

R’Gi gave a solemn nod.  “Like I said.  I will do it, but don’t expect this Sharina Blaithe 
into work next week.” 

“That sure of yourself, R’Gi?” 

R’Gi, a more handsome, taller replica of his father, dropped his arm from the mantle and 
moved to leave, pausing to look again at the man he idolized. 

“One thing you taught your sons is self-confidence.  Personal charm and charisma is all 
that your third son possesses all by himself in this family.” 

“I know, son.  Got that from your mother.  It’s also why I chose you for this little task.” 

“Don’t worry.  I can handle her.  I’ll shut her up before she decides to tell anybody.  
She’ll be gone before anybody even knows she’s missing.” 

“Make it clean, with no implications or loose ends.” 

“As good as done, S’lpa.  And S’lpa,” he added as he waved and made to depart in 
search of the employee named Sharina Blaithe, “let’s not add any more honest, Source-fearing 
people to our payrolls in the future.” 

At his father’s grin and flick of his cigar, R’Gi wondered how he could get rid of the 
problem, even if Sharina Blaithe was the most beautiful woman he had ever laid eyes on.  
Worry creased his handsome brow as he glanced again at her picture and frowned.  He knew 
the task was going to be more difficult than he had initially believed.  Still, he knew he had to 
hush the girl up before she decided to take action against them if, in fact, that was what she was 
planning.  He was not about to let his father down and knew he was the only one who had the 
daring and skill to fulfill his promise.  Truly, the beautiful and talented Sharina Blaithe would 
soon be history, even if he already did feel a twinge of conscience over the whole matter.  Too 
bad he had not met her under different circumstances. 
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