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Cori:
In 2078, I was 16 years old and the biggest concern on my mind was the next mod I might go for.
Just one more reason to hate the damn Dracs, who invaded Earth that year.
As the child of rich, overly permissive parents driven by a vague guilt that they were too caught up in their own lives to spend much time with me, I’d gone for three mods prior to the invasion. The first was my hair…I hated the mousy brown I’d been born with, and dyes were such a pain in the ass.
A little tinkering, and hey, presto! My hair was silver white; a great standout in a crowd. The second and third mods were due to my fascination with vampires. I wanted fangs, I got them via implants. Nothing drastic, I didn’t want to lisp when I talked. The last was my eyes; from plain old, boring gray to a faintly reflective quicksilver.
Science is great; don’t let anyone tell you different.
I was considering an ear job when the invasion began, so that went in the ‘never gonna happen’ bin. A true shame; I’m positive I’d have looked devastating with pointy ears.
In 2084, Earth surrendered to the Drac Empire after six hard years of fighting while they slowly killed the planet around us. Part of the deal was the Dracs taking a portion of the population as slaves, which I imagine wasn’t easy to swallow, but the alternative was them eating everyone, so those in power gave into the demand.
I know it wasn’t easy to swallow, because I was one of the ones picked out to be a slave. At twenty-two, I stood more out in a crowd than I’d planned, back in my carefree days as a teen trying to shock people. At six foot even, I was built like an Amazon and couldn’t exactly fade into the crowd of women and girls rounded up for the Dracs to go through.
Fortunately, the Dracs don’t find humans attractive. Unfortunately, we’d become the new status pet for the scaly bastards.
My owner picked me out, stuck a collar and leash on me, and for seven long years, I had to trail around him everyfreakingwhere he went. He liked the fact I looked so unusual, and it added to his status to have me.
The downside was I hated his scaly guts and did my damnedest to embarrass him at every opportunity. He took to carrying a mini force whip to sting me with whenever I pulled something, like dumping a plate of food on him, or whatever was handy.
My crowning achievement was dying his damn tail neon pink.
It was also the last straw. He began leaving me at home, which suited me just fine. Right up until he gave the order for me to be sold. I’d seen a lot of planets and aliens in my tenure as his slave, so panic was quick to set in. I had nightmares about what alien type would end up buying me, and the day I was put up on the block, it looked like my nightmares were going to come true as a Xenite put the first bid on me.
Xenites are eight feet tall with blue skin, red eyes and yellow teeth. They’re known for their brutality towards females and each other. I was pretty sure everyone in a mile radius heard my gulp when he made his bid.
I guess I should be sort of pleased others bid on me, but to tell the truth, I wasn’t paying attention to anything but the leer on the Xenite’s face. He was the scariest alien present, as far as I was concerned. Or so I thought, until a deep voice close by upped the bid a few credits and the Xenite went fading out of sight.
What was scarier than a Xenite? Ruzerian? I looked around to see who’d made the last bid, but didn’t spot one of the white haired gorilla types. No one else bid, so I was sold to whoever it was. Hustled off the block, I found myself in a small holding pen to await the arrival of my new owner.
God, what had bought me? I remember thinking, racking my brain for what would scare a Xenite off. The answer arrived about fifteen minutes later, and I had to resist the urge to laugh as I saw him.
I’d never seen a six-five orange tabby cat before.
“My name is Zeph,” he told me as the guard lowered the field across the doorway of the pen. “Come.”
Curious, I grinned at him. “My name’s Cori, kitty.”
Zeph:
I’m not certain what fickle vagary caused my pause near the market area where slaves were bought and sold. Slavery’s a vile, barbaric practice my kind refuses to condone, believing it wrong to claim ownership of another being. Unfortunately, many other species do not believe the same way.
Whatever it was, I found myself transfixed by the sight of a human female standing on the block. I’d seen humans before; my cousin Pral’s mate, and his friend Mrir’s sesslin. This one was nothing like those two. They were both smaller than Katarr females; this one was of a height to females of my own kind.
Her hair, as they call the miniscule amounts of fur-like covering that adorns them, was as pure white as portions of my own were. And her eyes…I’d never seen eyes that seemed to change color with every movement.
Realizing a Xenite and other unsavory beings were bidding on her, I moved through the crowd. My thoughts were to purchase her, and take her home to Katarr when I returned, where I would turn her over to Mrir’s sesslin for resettlement in one of the human colonies.
As none would prefer to challenge a Katarr warrior, my bid was the last to be heard. She was taken away to wait while I completed the transaction.
It must be understood that while I could see the attraction of this new species’ females, I hadn’t felt anything stir beyond familial ties or friendship to the two human females I’d become familiar with. Perhaps that was due to the fact both were sesslins of other warriors; more likely it was because of my determination to speak with Tisa very soon about becoming my mate.
As I gave her my name and waited for her to be released from the holding pen, I received a slight shock as she bared her teeth in a smile to reveal delicate fangs. The opportunity to see her more closely revealed her eyes to be a shining silver in color.
I was suddenly unsure she was a human, after all.
A sniff as she paused in front of me assured me she was human. The awareness that time was slipping by put any questions I had about her appearance on hold for the time being. I was on a mission of utmost importance.
Pral had discovered the rumor about a Terran herb, which rendered Katarrs helpless, to be true. His own sesslin had attracted his attention with the use of it; I do not pretend to understand his choice in taking her as mate after such an act.
The herb, which was the genus of many species of flowering plants known as catnip or catmint on Earth, contained an organic compound called Nepetalactone, which caused a very embarrassing response in our species.
Wrapping my tail around the human’s wrist, I pulled her along with me as I began walking. We were attempting to discover all sources of the herb and end the threat. The Dracs were also searching; they’d never been joyous over having to treat with us, instead of subjugating us as they had so very many other species. In addition to that, there had been several disappearances over the past two months of space faring Katarrs, both male and female.
Whether those disappearances were engineered by Dracs or other agencies were also one of the things I was attempting to discover; I had a meeting with someone who’d been rumored to have a supply of the herb.
“Where are we going?” she asked, matching my strides effortlessly to pace through the crowd beside me. “And what kind of slave do you expect me to be?”
“A former one,” I replied. “I will see to it that you are returned to your own kind, Cori.”
I steadied her as she tripped while staring at my face. “You’re freeing me? But you just paid over four thousand credits for me!”
“That is of no matter,” I assured her. “I know others of your race, and will take you to meet with them as soon as my business here is concluded. They will help you decide which of the colonies you prefer to settle in.”
Cori:
I couldn’t believe my ears. Mr. Tabby had just paid a small fortune for me, and was planning on freeing me?
Maybe it was a trick? Looking at his face, I didn’t find anything present but what looked to be sincerity. After a second, I started grinning; I’d dreamed about a knight in shining armor coming to rescue me from the dragon’s evil clutches from time to time.
Just to amuse myself, you know.
The fact my knight turned out to be a giant, two-legged cat wearing leather assured me the universe hadn’t lost its sense of humor, not one little bit. Ol’ Cori couldn’t get lucky enough to have a devastatingly handsome specimen of the gender male who was also homo sapiens; nope, she got a talking tabby cat that looked to have been fed steroids from birth.
“Well, thanks, Zeph,” I thought to say to him. He blinked gold green eyes at me, nodded and continued walking, his heavy tail wrapped twice around my wrist.
“That didn’t exactly answer my question, though,” I pointed out after a few more steps. “Where are we going right now?”
“We go to that shop.” Zeph nodded at a seedy looking storefront, and I glanced back at him in time to see him checking the draw of the blaster pistol in the holster on his right hip.
“Uh, is this like a dangerous thing? Because I gotta tell you, I’m not much on the fighting side of life.” My admission made him stop walking, his triangular ears relaxing slightly.
After a minute, he told me, “I’m not certain, Cori. However, leaving you out in the crowd alone isn’t an option at this time. The Xenite who bid on you is following us.”
“Oh. Okay, I’m in. What do I need to do?” I resisted the urge to look over my shoulder as a shudder cranked its way up from the base of my spine.
“Just stay close, so that I may protect you if needed” was the answer. I nodded – what else was I going to do, right? – and followed him inside.
“Welcome, honored warrior!” croaked the disgusting Stylmite who apparently owned the shop. Think a much smaller version of Jabba the Hutt, only with four legs, two arms and bumpy, toadlike green skin, and there you go – Stylmite.
They smell bad, too.
“You have the item I’m interested in?” Zeph asked him, letting go of my wrist. The Stylmite’s wide mouth stretched wider; I had to resist the urge to gag at the odor that leaked from it.
“Of course, of course! This way, it’s valuable, as I’m sure you know.” He led us to the back of the shop, into a small hallway and stopped in front of a sealed doorway. “All my more valuable commodities are kept in here. I only have a small supply, but I’m sure it will meet your needs, honored one.”
The squishy jerk had the balls to leer at me, obviously thinking I was Zeph’s plaything. I bared my fangs at him in response. Regardless of species, I’d learned a leer is a leer, is a leer. Some aliens do them better than others; Stylmites do them exceptionally well.
Zeph glanced sideways at me. His tail slid around my waist as the Stylmite began keying in an entry code, and push – pulled me behind him, placing me against the wall opposite in the narrow space. I eyed it as he let go and the tip rose in front of my face to twitch a clear order to stay put.
Zeph:
Unobtrusively drawing in a deep breath, I held it as the Stylmite tapped the final key. The race was well known for its treachery, and the door sliding open added yet another example of it. It was filled with bricks of dried herbs; I rapidly swung and rendered the smaller alien unconscious before leaping to the head of the hallway.
“Huh, catnip,” I heard my human companion remark as I released my held breath. “A whole lot of catnip. There’s like a ton of it!”
Turning, I saw her disappear into the room. She continued speaking. “Hey, does this stuff work on you? Heh, wanna get high, Zephy?”
The deadly aroma was beginning to wend its way down the hallway towards me. I retreated further. “Cori, come out of there.”
She obeyed as I quickly moved to secure the front door. Once I was finished, I removed the breathing filter from the inside pocket of my vest and slipped it on. Cori watched my actions with interest, then bared her teeth in another smile. “It does work on you.”
“Unfortunately, yes,” I admitted, drawing my blaster pistol and crossing the shop to the hallway once more. “Wait out here while I destroy it.”
“Um, Zeph, I think…”
“Please, Cori,” I requested, gently removing her from the hallway’s entrance. “Just wait out here.”
“Okay, sure. I’ll wait out here. I can do that,” she muttered as I walked down the hallway. A quick check of the room assured me I wouldn’t be setting the entire market place on fire by destroying the catnip. Selecting those in front, I began firing.
Cori:
Crossing my arms, I leaned against the corner of the hallway wall and watched the ‘honored warrior’ work. The smoke curled out around his boots at first; after about a minute, it had reached his knees and was starting to work its way towards me, trailing runners over the unconscious Stylmite.
Shrugging, I turned away and started browsing the wares on display. Looked to me like the Stylmite wouldn’t miss a few things, not after discovering his entire stash of catnip had been reduced to ashes. The whine of incessant laser blasts provided an irritating background beat, but I knew my priorities: Shopping first, worry about the nice giant tabby later.
I found a gorgeous platinum bracelet hidden in a pile of spare parts; Stylmites aren’t very organized, I decided. I also found a nice little knife in a leather sheath; the leather appeared to be Drac skin, so I took it. More rooting around turned up a pair of boots, which I was happy to trade my flimsy sandals for once I discovered they fit me.
Movement seen from the corner of my eye alerted me the time for shopping was over. I looked up from pulling on the boots to find him leaning against the wall, his big eyes watering.
“So, Mr. Incendiary, did you ash the goods?” I asked, slipping the bracelet on. “Look what I found. Pretty, huh?”
“We need to leave. Do you know where the spaceport’s located, Cori?” He sounded funny, his deep voice muffled by the mask he had on as he raked the back of one hand across his eyes.
“I do, as a matter of fact.”
“Can you read Trader?” was his next question, and I nodded to it. “My ship’s name is the Starseeker. If anything happens to separate us, make your way there and use this to enter it.” He held out a smart card key. Walking over, I took it and tucked it away inside my halter-top.
“Gotcha.”
The smoke had cleared thanks to some sort of air flow system kicking in, but Zeph kept the mask on. “We’ll leave through the back. Come, Cori.”
“Sure thing, Zephy,” I agreed, falling in behind him.
Zeph:
The optical irritation from the smoke wasn’t fading as we traversed the darkened alley. Hearing footsteps enter it ahead of us, I motioned my companion into cover behind a stack of empty packing containers.
A group of human males came into view, speaking in their native language, which I’d yet to take the time to learn. Cori’s hand grabbed my arm, fingers digging; a glance at her face showed it wide eyed and frightened. As soon as they’d passed our hiding place, she hissed at me. “Let’s go, before they come back, or we’re both Drac meat.”
Her high agitation was very apparent, so I saved questions for later and accepted her order. Within seconds, we were again among the throng crowding the market place. Cori repositioned her grip to lace her fingers through mine before launching into a run.
I forced her to a stop as she headed for another alleyway entrance. “Where…”
“Short cut, kitty. Come on, move your ass!” Releasing her grip, she raced into the shroud of darkness before us. I followed quickly, my curiosity aroused by her panic. Just as I caught up with her, a large figure loomed before us.
The Xenite.
Cori gave vent to a pained gasp as the being grabbed her by an arm, pulling her to him. “I’ll take the pretty, Katarr.”
“Release her,” I ordered, allowing my claws to spring out. A blaster shot at close quarters could injure the human.
“Let go of me, you ugly…” Cori began thrashing in his grip, boot heels thudding against his shins. Distracted, he looked down at her and I chose that moment to strike. There was a thud as he tossed her aside and she struck the wall; the sound angered me. Hitting him high, I took him to the ground as he struck out. He landed one solid blow, tearing the mask from my face, before I sank my claws into his throat and ripped it out.
Lunging away from his death throes, I located Cori. She was unconscious, a trickle of blood sliding down her temple. Lifting her, I moved quickly for the spaceport.
Entering the Starseeker, I voice locked the access before carrying the human to my quarters and depositing her upon my bunk. Hastily retiring to the hygiene closet, I carefully searched myself for signs of succumbing to the effects Pral had described.
The reek of the smoke hadn’t been noticeable at the speed I’d used in reaching my ship; in the enclosed confines, it was quite apparent. Pral had made it clear that mating would occur regardless of intent; I hadn’t purchased Cori’s freedom only to force her into a drug induced tryst.
I found no signs of being affected by the lingering smoke, but washed quickly and well before tending to her wound, which proved to be minor. She regained consciousness as I turned the regen rod off.
“The short cut was a bad idea, huh?” She blinked at me as she sat up.
“Some ideas prove to be bad ones. What was said to put you in such a panic?” I asked, now that there was leisure for questions.
“Oh.” Her silver eyes widened. “That squishy jerk has been doping Katarrs and turning them over to those guys. They were hoping you were another female…they’ve got quite the little racket going on, Zeph. Selling the females as Harem slaves, and males, well, they sell them to the Dracs. This catnip thing, it’s really, really bad.”
An understatement of the highest order, I thought as I rose to my feet. “I must contact Katarr immediately and report this, Cori.”
“Wait. If you can catch one of those guys, you could get some more info. The Stylmite was only one of their suppliers for your people. And,” she paused as I looked down at her, “They’re the ones growing the catnip. But they didn’t mention where, just said something about it being harvest time again.”
I nodded, but walked towards the doorway. “I will report that, as well. It appears we’ll require assistance.”
“I can help.” She followed me out. “I’m not bad looking; I could maybe pull a Mata Hari thing.”
“What is that?”
“Like, you know, a spy. They’re humans, I’m human, I could be a secret agent. Yeah, infiltrate their group!” She skipped a few steps.
“It doesn’t appear they hold females in high esteem,” I remarked, though her eagerness to help was pleasing. She paused, glancing at my face, then away.
“They’ll take me on if I put out, and it’s not like I haven’t been in a similar position before. The damned lizard loaned me out here and there.” Though her phrasing was strange, I understood her meaning.
“No.” I shook my head. I also hadn’t purchased her freedom to ask her to act the Harem slave in our efforts to eradicate the Nip. “That won’t be necessary, Cori. Your offer of help is appreciated, but I must refuse it.”
“I owe you. I did cost you a pile of credits,” she pointed out. “I don’t mind, Zeph. I wanna help out.”
I chose to set the matter aside for later, though I had no intention of giving permission for such actions on her part. “We’ll discuss it with the others after I make my report.”
Cori:
For whatever reason, Zeph wasn’t going to let me help out. Really, there was no reason for me to even come up with the idea. I had the chance dangling in front of me to have a life I could call my own again – but it was thanks to him. Call me a sap; seeing how carefully he’d handled the catnip stash and hearing what those grungy assholes were saying seemed to have sparked some kind of Good Samaritan fire in me.
I owed him, I was going to figure out a way to help whether he and his furry buddies liked it or not. He’d saved me from the Xenite twice, and that pile of credits had to have put a dent in his pocket.
I pretended to give in when they all agreed it was too risky of an idea. While Zeph finished his conversation with them, I stretched and scratched at the dried blood on my face. Catching a whiff of my wrist, I felt a hazy plan forming.
There was catnip on it, very faint. One of the bricks by the door had been opened; I must’ve brushed against it. Which meant… I tried to act casual about checking the rough material of my skirt. Fortune was with me, there was a small scattering of flakes caught in it near the hem.
Gripping it in my hand, I hoped it’d be enough to put him into a susceptible mood. I wanted to make sure he knew what I was doing before I went out in search of the poor excuses of my own race.
It was enough. I just didn’t realize the effect it’d have on him.
Nope, wasn’t expecting that at all.
Zeph:
Ending the communications, I turned in time to see the human crumple to the floor with a low cry of distress. “Cori, are you…”
“I don’t feel so great, Zeph,” she groaned as I knelt beside her. Concerned that I hadn’t fully healed her injury, I bent over her to brush away the fine strands of hair to check the site. Her silver eyes opened and her hand appeared in front of my face. As I drew breath to question her, the heated fragrance of pure bliss wound its way into my innermost being.
Logical thought fled as I buried my nose into her palm, seeking to draw in every particle. It wasn’t enough; I needed more, and she gave me more. A twist of material drew my attention from her hand, held in offer. With a growl, I took it. Crushed powdered heaven tickled its way in as I breathed deeply, nose buried in the material.
A faint sparkle of colors overtook my vision as heat began building inside me. I felt myself relaxing into limpness as hands guided me to the floor. Mostly limp; there was one portion that was responding differently to the situation. In a haze of warm pleasure, I realized that the means of assuaging the rising need within me was close at hand.
Drawing in another deep breath, displeasure filled me as the material was pulled from my grasp. Growling, I rolled on top of her, snatching for the material again. It was released to me with faint noises of appeasement.
The way of the matter was clear: I needed, she would give. She’d given me the scent of heaven and the need filling me; she would give me the appeasement the need required. Pleased, I began purring as I gazed into the mirrors of her eyes.
Cori:
“Aw, crap, Cori. What’d you do to him?” The question was a rhetorical one; I could feel what I’d done as he stretched out on top of me. It appeared Medusa the Gorgon had paid a visit when I wasn’t looking; one part of Zeph had been turned to stone.
“Crap, who knew it was an aphrodisiac for him?” Looked like my luck was up to its usual pranks; I had no one to blame but myself. Welcome to another episode of ‘Cori grins and bears it’.
There’d been more of those episodes than I liked thinking about the past seven years. It was some consolation that Zeph wasn’t slimy or smelly. In fact, he smelled like cloves and oranges; not bad at all.
He’d also shown zero interest in me before I had my bright idea and shoved catnip up his nose. Maybe I could talk him out of it? “Hey, Zeph, you’re kind of crushing me.”
A lazy flick of an ear answered that. I tried again, wiggling a little and saying, “Ouch. Ow. Cori’s uncomfortable. Get up.”
He blinked at me over the hank of skirt his nose was glued to, both ears flicking. “Come on, Zephy boy, get off.”
He let go of my skirt, pushing up to straddle my legs as he sat back on his heels. Relieved, I started to sit up. “Much better – eeep!”
In an ultra quick move, Zeph stood, slung me over his shoulder and began walking. I grabbed for the edges of the doorway as we passed through it; his tail slapped my hands free when it caused a pause in his forward momentum. “Ow, ow!”
Shaking my stinging hands, I found myself dumped on his bunk a few seconds later. Bouncing up got me a firm hand to the chest, pushing me back down. Zeph shimmied out of his boots and pants in record time, so I learned he was of the commando persuasion. “Oh, now wait a minute, Zeph.”
I crawled backwards as he climbed on the bunk. One boot, then the other, was tugged off by tail. I planted my hands on his chest and hissed, “Seriously, wait a minute.”
His fangs proved to be a lot more impressive than mine as he bared them, hissing in return while a hand went exploring around my back. A couple of tugs, and my top went slack. I grabbed for it with one hand, shoving at his chest with the other. “Zeph, you’re not married, are you? Got a little wifey waiting back home who’ll skin you alive for this? Or me?”
His tail slid around my forearm like a furry snake, pulling it away. A snatch of a hand, and my top joined my boots on the floor. I sort of forgot about trying to talk him out of it as his head dipped. “Oooh.”
Grin and bear it, I said? Hah. Hah. Whew.
Zeph:
The momentary confusion her resistance caused faded as she arched against me, surrendering to my touch. My need wasn’t so urgent as to compel me to rush our joining and forego exploring the exotic smoothness of her skin. Purring, I pursued that exploration leisurely as she writhed in reaction.
Lifting my head from her breasts, I found her silvery eyes had darkened; the pupils large as she softly panted. Her parted lips allowed the tips of her small, delicate fangs to show; an exploratory taste proved them to be as sharp as my own. Nipping gently at my tongue and lips, her fingers dug into the fur of my neck with surprising strength.
Pressing myself to her, I drew back with a hiss of discomfort at the scrape of rough material. She twisted to her side to follow me when I re-positioned to remove the last barrier between us, her mouth greedy upon mine. The removal of her skirt released a new scent; more enticing and intriguing than the herbal one she’d offered earlier.
I pushed gently to return her to her back. Sliding down her body in search, I discovered the source and was rewarded with a sharp intake of air as I sampled the dampness I found. Soft moans encouraged me to continue my efforts; within moments, she cried out in pleasure, body trembling and more wetness seeping from her.
Pleased, I returned to my former position atop her to peer into her half-closed eyes, noting her skin color had become slightly flushed. She murmured something low and breathy as I nudged into her; rubbing my cheek against hers, I growled softly in response.
She responded with a rolling motion of her hips, seeking more; I filled her completely with a quick thrust. Time seemed to slow, our movements immediately lazy. A thick feeling of satisfaction grew within me; our coupling was unhurried, yet intensely exciting.
Her skin grew damp and salty to the taste; our breathing became ragged tatters of low noises as our pleasure grew to unbearable heights. It peaked for us both; her ecstatic cry was echoed by my own, my seed flooding in response to her internal shudders of release.
Long, hushed moments passed before I was able to untangle from her limp figure and move to lie beside her. Silver eyes blinked drowsily as she nestled against me. Need gone, fully sated, I gave into the beckoning darkness of sleep with my arms tight around her.
Cori:
The irritating sensation of being stared at pushed sleep away. Instant replay had become a survival tactic; once I’d run the events through, I cracked an eye open to assess my current situation.
It didn’t look good; Zeph’s green gold eyes were narrowed and blazing, his ears apparently gone due to being completely flattened. He looked like Tigger used to when I’d give him a bath – furiously pissed.
Right, I’d screwed up. Nothing new, I did it all the time. Usually the results had been more on the painful side of the line, so I considered myself relatively lucky this time around. Opening both eyes, I started babbling.
“I’m sorry, I had no idea, it’s not like it ever made Tigger all horny…” I trailed off as his lips peeled back from his teeth. He kept glaring at me and I started fidgeting. He was on his side, an elbow propping him up; his other arm heavy across my waist. I briefly considered trying to sit up; the sound of fabric being pierced made me look at his hand. Claws were digging into the sheets.
Nope, things didn’t look good at all, I decided. Eyes going wide, I kept watching his fingers flex, claws digging deeper. I flinched when he growled in my ear. “You little fool.”
“I’m really sorry?” I tried again, unable to turn my head because his was in the way.
“Allow me to explain the extent of your foolishness, human.” I gulped at being relegated to ‘human’ as he continued in a low, tight voice. “Upon my return, I was intending to claim a mate. In preparation for that,” his breath was extremely hot against my ear, “I chose to have the device that prevents impregnation removed.”
Oh. Well, it wasn’t like…
“It’s been proven cross breeding between our species has a high success rate.”
I gulped again, trying to remember if there was a chance. I had no idea; my cycles had never been very reliable since stress became a permanent factor in my life, thirteen years before. Crap, literally having kittens hadn’t been on the ol’ to do list. Like, ever.
Zeph’s voice was a hiss. “My plan is now on hold because of you.”
“Hey, just drop me off somewhere and go marry your sweetheart,” I blurted out. “Forget you ever saw me. No problem.”
The bunk vibrated as his tail slammed against it. I squeaked when he snarled in my ear, his hand landing on my stomach and claws indenting skin. “Impossible!”
“No, it’s not! Out of sight; out of mind. I’ll just disappear, you’ll never have to worry about seeing me again,” I hastily promised, hoping that would appease him. “I wasn’t trying to screw your plans up, honest!”
“Until we know whether or not you bear my kittling, you will stay with me.” It sounded like a threat. “Should it prove you’ve quickened, I will claim you as my mate.”
“No way in…” I squeaked again as he seemed to flow on top of me, a hand in my hair forcing me to meet his eyes.
“You will stay, and yes, you will be mine, if a kittling results from our mating.” The growl was deadly serious, his eyes tiny slits. I made a command decision and just nodded in agreement. That was the much safer course of action. I could figure out another one later.
Zeph:
Silently cursing myself for having purchased the human, I went forward without bothering to don clothing. Calming myself was a priority; despite the circumstances, I had no wish to harm her. I knew upon awakening, free of the influence of the Nip, that she’d had no idea of the repercussions of her action. I was able to recall with clarity her dismay as she realized its effect upon me, and her attempts to dissuade me.
The blame for a permanent result to our coupling lay solely upon me. I had allowed the knowledge that Tisa would accept my suit to claim her as my sesslin as reason to take the step of having the device removed in advance of the event.
I’d called Cori foolish – I was a fool, as well. On a mission that involved an overwhelming aphrodisiac for my kind, it should’ve occurred to me that there would be a possibility of just such a mating taking place, regardless of any safety precautions I’d taken.
Now I’d frightened Cori after she’d given herself to me in recompense for her misjudgment, and her offer to leave in order to not cause future complications.
The last vestiges of my anger drained from me. Leaving my seat, I walked back to my quarters to apologize to her for my behavior. Cori lifted tearful, silver eyes to me as I entered. “I’m really sorry, Zeph.”
“Why did you do it, Cori?” The question had lodged in my mind during the short walk.
She sniffled, eyes dropping. “I thought you’d just get really relaxed, and I could tell you what I was doing so you’d know. Too relaxed to stop me from leaving to go find those guys.”
More blame accrued to me; it had been clear she felt she owed me a debt for purchasing her freedom. Her actions had been from good intentions and ignorance; an attempt to repay that debt. Sitting beside her on the bunk, I lifted her to my lap. “My apologies, Cori.”
“For what? I’m the one who screwed everything up, just like I always do.” Her misery was a palpable thing. “I just wanted to help.”
“I understand that now,” I admitted, stroking her hair. The knowledge that my offspring could be growing within her filled me with tenderness. She was rash and impulsive, beyond a doubt; yet she had proven herself caring with her wish to help strangers without considering the dangers such efforts might bring her.
She’d also been gloriously passionate in her response to me the night before. While she was not the mate I’d chosen for myself, having her as my sesslin wouldn’t be unpleasant in the slightest, I decided.
If she did prove to be bearing my kittling.
Cori:
I felt like pond scum as Zeph cuddled me to him, accepting my apology for being stupid and offering his own. He was the closest thing to a friend I’d had in years and I’d screwed up his plans. He had a right to be mad and hate me.
Not that I planned on sticking around and continuing to be a problem for him. He had to have a med bay of some sort on board; the medical scanner would let me know the second it became apparent if I was pregnant or not.
I could decide how to handle it from there. I wasn’t going to let him give up the lady he’d picked and probably loved over me. It wasn’t fair to make him pay for my being a complete idiot.
He shifted me a little, dropping his hand to my stomach. “Promise me that you will not attempt to leave, Cori.”
Crap. What would he do if I didn’t promise? Lock me up? “I promise, Zeph.”
“ I don’t mean for this to sound like a threat,” he told me, his tone gentle, ”but if you were to leave before we know, or after discovering you do bear my kittling, I will pursue you. The matter of offspring is a very serious one for my race. Kittlings are beyond precious to us.”
Double crap. I nodded in response. It had been on the tip of my tongue to suggest the obvious alternative, but that comment told me it wasn’t an alternative, after all. He softly patted my belly, then put a finger under my chin so that I had to look at him. “If you are, I will make every attempt to fill your life with happiness.”
I had another option. “You don’t have to, and I damn sure don’t deserve it. Can’t you just take it after it’s born – you and the lady you picked out raise it?”
He shook his head. “Katarr females will not raise a kittling that does not belong to them unless its own mother is dead. And no honorable warrior would walk away from the mother of his kittling.”
Sighing, I realized I’d be screwing up even bigger if I took off. “I promise I won’t leave until we know I’m not, Zeph. Cross my heart, hope to die.”
He stared at me for a really long moment before nodding. “Thank you.”
Being an inadvertent Mother-Elect proved to be kind of nice, and incredibly boring at times over the next few days. I wasn’t allowed to step foot out of the ship; Zeph ventured out to gather more information as we waited for his back up to arrive.
Nights were the nice part. There was only one bunk and I guess Zeph wasn’t entirely sure I wouldn’t welsh on my promise to him, so we slept together. Just sleep, but it was very peaceful to fall asleep with his purring filling the darkness while his hand gently stroked my stomach.
By day three, I was torn between hoping I wasn’t so he could marry the girl he’d picked out, and hoping I was, because he seemed to want a baby. I drove myself crazy, seesawing back and forth. What better way to repay him, than by giving him something it appeared he badly wanted? But at the expense of screwing up him being able to have the life he planned with whomever he’d picked?
Daily scans weren’t showing anything yet. Zeph conducted them himself, each morning before heading out. He warned me the third morning that he might be late returning; he was planning a foray out of the city to follow some lead or another.
So, I woke up alone on Day 4. Took a shower, ordered up breakfast and ate while checking for incoming communications like he’d taught me to do. There were none, so after eating, I decided to visit the med bay and see if anything changed.
The scan doesn’t take long, and the report on my state of health began scrolling within moments. Midway through, it listed a change and time seemed to stop as I followed the brighter text.
“Oh, crap. Crap, crap, double crap!” I wailed aloud. It was official: I’d screwed Zeph out of the woman he wanted. He was stuck with me. Yanking on my clothes, I viciously chewed myself out for being the biggest, most thoughtless idiot to ever roam the universe.
The sound of the access hatch opening broke in just as I really got going on myself. Taking a deep breath, I went to meet Zeph and tell him the news.
Only, it wasn’t Zeph.
Zeph:
By nightfall, we’d lost our pursuers. I’d grown weak from blood loss, and the kit they’d used as bait collapsed beside me as I lowered myself to the ground. We were a long distance from the transport I’d leased; reaching it would have to wait until the following day.
The kit flinched, her small face reflecting her pain as I gently probed her shoulders. They’d hung her up by the wrists to dangle in the air; I feared both shoulders were separated, since she’d not used her arms since I’d freed her.
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