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    2032:Lunar Colony settled. 
 
    2060: Mars Base established. 
 
    2065:Earth struck by a large asteroid. 
 
    2071:Lucas Miramar invents the Humidifying Air Reprocessor. 
 
    2072:Earth (now called Terra) is reclaimed by humankind. 
 
    2081:First contact with the Kalan. 
 
    2082:The first human with the Gift appears. 
 
    2086:A human and Kalan exploration team discovers the Brumkin. 
 
    2097:Galactic Union between humans, Kalan, and Brumkin is formed. 
 
    2101: First contact with Eal’tain is made. 
 
    2106:War with newly discovered Magial barely averted. 
 
    2109: Grokmal war lasts three months after first contact. 
 
    2137:The crew of the Keg hired for a special delivery assignment. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Prelude 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The year is 2137 and things have drastically changed for humanity. At one time the planet Terra (once called Earth) was ruled by a series of small governments but now it is ruled by one government. Terra itself has been completely changed by a massive asteroid strike in the year 2065. Humanity and Terra’s inhabitants would all have been extinct if not for man’s curious nature. In the year 2032 man had settled on the moon and in 2060 a base was established on Mars. Both of these bases represented the pinnacle of man’s technology and some if its brightest minds. After the asteroid struck, scientists on both bases worked nonstop to find a way to reclaim their home. 
 
    In the end it took just one mind, Lucas Miramar, to find a way to repair the damage of Terra. His invention, the Humidifying Air Reprocessor, acted as both an air cleaning device and a re-humidifier. The planet was saved, although its surface looked little like it once did since the device increased the total water percentage. The reclamation of the planet for humankind was cause for celebration, thus was born Life Day. 
 
    The asteroid strike not only affected the planet, human society was also significantly changed. Humans of all raced united under one government and began the current period of unity and exploration. It was during this time that humanity was contacted by an alien race. This race, known as the Kalan, possessed interstellar space flight and used it to make contact with humans in the year 2081. The Kalan were short study beings with a generally coarse personality. Their culture is renowned for a sense of honor, work, and family. Their men take special pride in their long braided beards, which was a sign of virility and wisdom in their culture. The humans and Kalan quickly became friendly trading partners, exchanging both culture and technology.  
 
     It was after contact with the Kalan that humans began to experience an unusual issue. A small amount of women throughout the galaxy seemed to gain healing powers that were unexplained by science. Some Kalan women already had these abilities so modern scientists tried to explain it as a disease, perhaps a virus, although no physical evidence had yet to be uncovered to prove that theory. 
 
    Within a few years, the combined exploration of humans and Kalan discovered another alien race. This race was known as the Brumkin. They were shorter and less stout than the Kalan, with round bellies and a curious nature about them. With the Kalan and Brumkin, humans moved into its next major phase, the three races decided to unify as one in a large space-faring government. This new government, which took three years of negotiation to make, was formed on November 17th, 2097. Called the Galactic Union, it was formed to defend and explore space in the name of the three races. The military arm of the Galactic Union, called the Galactic Defense Force, discovered dozens of uninhabited planets for its members.  
 
    It has also found other races. The first contact by the Union was a race known as the Eal’tain. Thin and nimble, the Eal’tain were shorter than humans but taller than Kalan. A unique feature they are most known for was their pointed ears. The Eal’tain were willing to exchange knowledge however they were unwilling to trade or otherwise associate with the Galactic Union. They were reclusive and continue to be so to this day. Very few Eal’tain ever leave their planets. One piece of information gained from the Eal’tain was the existence of a race known as the Magial. Blood relatives of the Eal’tain, the Magial separated from the Eal’tain and formed their own society. Unlike the reclusive Eal’tain, the Magial were warriors who use battle as a way to expand their domain.  
 
    The Union made contact with the Magial in 2106. Unfortunately the contact almost resulted in a war, which had forced the Union to practice a tactic of avoidance. The latest contact occurred in 2109. It was this contact with a race known as the Grokmal that sent the Alliance into a brief war. Like the Magial, the Grokmal are a warrior species, however they use little strategy, seeming to enjoy battle itself. They are massive humanoids with skin tones measuring from a dull gray to a bright green color. The war between the Grokmal and the Union lasted for several months, with both sides taking casualties until in late 2109 the Grokmal just stopped invading portions of Union space. Since that time the Union has strengthened the Galactic Defense Force and built defenses for borders. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Heavy blaster fire struck the side of the ship, causing the shields to rattle everything around Jarron violently. He reached up to the comm and pushed the activate button.  
 
    “Hain get those shields strengthened and watch the engine intake valves.” He yelled out loudly.  
 
    The comm crackled loudly and a voice came through in a gruff tone, “Aye lad, I’m workin’ as hard as I can on ‘em.”  
 
    The comm went silent. Glancing to his right Jarron saw Feligrin feverishly working on the nearby weapons panel. A Brumkin, Feligrin stood a tiny bit over half Jarron’s height. He was a bit chubby, like all of his kind. Sweat beads began to roll down the sides of his round face and into his short sandy blond hair as he worked. 
 
    Jarron scratched the scruffy hairs of his goatee and then said in a faux commanding voice, “Keep extra fire coverage over those right shields near the engine ports, I don’t think they have reinforcement if the shields give out.”  
 
    Speaking with a half grin and more than a little bit of humor in his voice Feligrin replied, “Of course Cap’n, shall I blow ‘em out of space?”  
 
    Jarron turned back to the task of flying the ship while giving out a chuckle. For some reason flying a ship, especially this ship, had always come as second nature to him. Something about Hain’s ship had always just felt right, well once he had the undersized Kalan pilot’s seat removed and replaced by a normal one that a human could sit in comfortably. He flipped his long brown ponytail off his shoulder and behind him so it would be out of his way as he flew. One at a time he pulled on edges of his black gloves, which he wore to keep his hands from slipping while flying. Gently maneuvering the controls, Jarron pushed an arcing circle into an upward spin. Blasts of laser fire whipped by where they once were.  
 
    In a frustrated tone Feligrin asked, “Dang it Jarron with moves like that how am I gonna hit those Grokmal ships?”  
 
    Jarron just smiled at his words and with another twist on the controls he sent the ship spiraling again, this time downwards. 
 
    Coolly Jarron responded, “Don’t worry Feligrin, pretty soon the fold computer will be ready and we’ll be outta here. Just need to wait for a little longer.”  
 
    Jarron laughed as he thought to himself that as long as they were not space dust beforehand they would be clear. Dodging one or two ships was easy enough for him but once you get five or six ships it got a lot more challenging, even for him. 
 
    Feligrin mumbled out, “Okay.” 
 
    Before the Grokmal had arrived they had already started the programming to get the navigation plotted for the fold machine. It was now just a matter of waiting for the computer to finish mapping out their route. Throughout the galaxy there are known points that are programmed into navigation computers. These points are known as way points. They are all located outside the gravitational fields of the major planets of most star systems. Most ships have a fold engine that allows a ship to slip into warp space through an overlapping or folded pattern. The engine does this by matching these way points into a connected line. This is what allows faster than light speed travel. When a ship is actively folding space it travels in-between real space. The name scientists gave it was ‘the fold’. A skilled navigator can calculate using a known way point and stop their jump in another spot to allow them to arrive nearby but not at the known way point. It is very dangerous as one tiny error could cause the ship to stop within a gravitational field while still folding. If a ship attempted to fold or was actively folding while within a gravitational field, that ship would be torn apart. Few navigators do anything but follow the known way points. 
 
    The comm crackled loudly once again and Hain’s voice echoed out, “Lad keep those crazy moves up an my poor ship willna need to worry ‘bout repairs.” 
 
    His grumpy attitude had always made Jarron laugh. Even in the most dangerous of situations they always seemed to find something to laugh about. 
 
    Gently pushing the comm button Jarron replied with more than a little sarcasm, “Without those moves your ship would already be space dust.”  
 
    Uttering out a grumble through the comm Hain commented, “All the humans in the galaxy an I gotta git the craziest one to fly my ship.” 
 
    Feligrin cackled loudly. Glancing sideways Jarron gave him a quick grin. Nothing had entertained Feligrin’s mischievous spirit more than harassing poor Hain. Even though he knew that Hain would never admit it, they all knew that he loved it. With a quick jerk Jarron pulled back on the controls, which caused the ship to stutter and then spin downwards. Flashes of light from Grokmal fire whipped overhead, barely missing them.  
 
    Feligrin exclaimed, “Damn Jarron! How the hell do you know when to turn so quickly like that?”  
 
    “I don’t know it’s just wild instinct.” Jarron replied with a shrug. 
 
    He took another glance at Feligrin and saw that he had stopped sweating. His blond hair had settled into dried clumps. Once his hair dried it would return to its normal short wavy state. A beep rose from the fold computer.  
 
    Pushing the comm button Jarron called out, “Hain buckle in, it’s time to get outta here.”  
 
    The comm replied back, “Okay lad. Gimme a second.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at no one in particular.  
 
    Within seconds the comm crackled again, “Ready.”  
 
    Feligrin nodded at him when Jarron took a glance at him to check to see if he was ready to go.  
 
    “Goodbye chumps.” Jarron said quite wickedly.   
 
    Feligrin laughed as the ship lurched forward and the stars around them began to whip by.  
 
    “I’m glad we ditched those goons.” Feligrin stated.  
 
    “Yep, though I’m wondering how they knew that we would be there.”  
 
    A voice came from the entryway behind them, “Most likely someone told ‘em.”  
 
    He looked behind them and saw Hain standing there. Jarron and Feligrin immediately began laughing wildly. Standing about a head taller than Feligrin, Hain was a Kalan. He was covered in oil, which filmed into his thick red hair and long braided beard. His rough face was barely visible with the only distinctly noticeable feature being his bright blue eyes.  
 
    Struggling to hold back his laughter Jarron stated, “That sounds logical but now we need to get this shipment delivered. I was able to pull the next way point from the drop beacon before they attacked us so now we’re on our way there.”  
 
    Hain grumbled loudly, “Aye good work lad. I think I best hit the sonic shower, I went an got a bit o’ oil on me.”  
 
    Feligrin howled in laughter and then choked out, “Yep, just a bit.”  
 
    Hain chuckled at Feligrin before turning around and leaving the cockpit.  
 
    Sitting back into his chair, Jarron patted Feligrin on his shoulder before saying, “You just love messin’ with him don’t you?”  
 
    Cackling out an evil laugh he answered, “Ya and he loves it.”  
 
    “Well, we have an hour before we get to the way point listed on the beacon. I went ahead and moved the input destination so we can sneak up on the way point instead of dropping right there on it.” Jarron declared. 
 
    Feligrin said, “That’s pretty wise.”  
 
    “Well we’ll find out how wise it was when we get there.” Jarron stated. 
 
    The hour passed quickly and they found themselves seated and ready for anything. Hain had finished his sonic shower and was sitting in the seat behind Jarron. A loud beep kicked out of the nav computer.  
 
    Jarron called out, “Okay guys, get ready for anything.”  
 
    Feligrin shifted nervously in his seat and Hain grunted. The grunt was the primary language that Hain spoke in. Kalan were known for their gruff nature and Hain was gruffer than most Kalan. The stars came to a sudden stop and the target location, the planet Lumnar IV, came into sight. 
 
    After scanning the area with their sensors Hain announced, “Its lookin’ like everythin’ is clear. Appears to be a normal planet.”  
 
    Jarron nodded firmly as he stated, “Yup, let’s go ahead and land. We can turn this shipment in and get paid.”  
 
    “I like that plan.” Hain replied. 
 
    Examining the results from the scanner he spotted the main port city. With several swift movements, Jarron set the controls and slowly began to guide the ship down towards the planet. The ship was soon enveloped by the thick atmosphere of the planet as they continued their descent. After a moment of flying almost blind, Jarron guided them through the atmosphere and the rough terrain of the planet came into view. 
 
    The comm loudly crackled, “Unidentified ship, this is Lumnar City flight control, identify yourself.”  
 
    Placing his thumb on the comm, Jarron responded, “Lumnar City flight control, this is the cargo ship ‘Keg’. We’re transporting required cargo and are scheduled to land today.”  
 
    There was a pause before they received a response, “Roger that, land on pad Charlie, dock 22.”  
 
    Feligrin stated, “I really don’t understand the point of this delivery. It seemed as though we just bounced around the galaxy a bunch of times and never delivered anything.”  
 
    Jarron had to admit that he was confused about all of the secrecy of this delivery. They had to bounce through a half dozen different star systems, each time pulling the coordinates from a beacon before flying off to another. The weirdest part, each system seemed to have some sort of hazard. It was all nothing that he could not handle but it was irritating. 
 
    Hain grunted out, “I’d guess it was a test, least that’s how I’d test my shippers if’n I had somethin’ very important to ship.”  
 
    “I guess we passed.” Feligrin said with a chuckle.  
 
    Hain nodded at him. In the distance the Jarron could see Lumnar City closing in on them quickly. He continued to guide the ship as it closed in on the city. The Keg shuttered slightly as it made contact with the planet. Hain led the way as they headed to the hatch, making sure that each of them grabbed their personal weapons of choice. Hain snatched up his maul-rifle, Feligrin got a small pocket hand blaster, and Jarron wrapped his holster belt around his waist, which held a Multi-level T-87 blaster. While Jarron’s blaster could not match the firepower of Hain’s maul-rifle, it more than held its own in the rare firefight, plus Jarron loved it because it looked cool in the holster on his belt. Most people nowadays owned a Lucascorp weapon but making sure that it looked cool was much more important to him than having a name brand weapon. He had made many lady friends through their wide number of visits to various ports of call, partially because the roguish appearance that he purposely crafted for himself. A black dress shirt, brown spacer’s utility vest, faded gray pants and rough leather boots all came together with his holster and belt. It gave him an appearance of danger. He was young, wild and free, and loving all of it. The smuggler’s life was sometimes lean on food but always full of excitement. 
 
    As they exited the ship Feligrin complained, “It stinks here.” 
 
    Hain chuckled. The port of Lumnar City was a mass cluster of smaller docks lined into a massive landing pad. It smelled like most other ports although the fuel scent was very strong in the air. Dozens of beings moved around, both in small groups and alone, several humans wearing what appeared to be a dark blue security force uniform were pacing around the port. It was very typical of many of the cities that Jarron had visited in the past, even with the strong smell that Feligrin had complained about  
 
     “How will we know where to go?” Feligrin asked nervously. 
 
    “Well,” Hain responded, “I suspect that our employer will find us.”  
 
    Hain walked over to the nearest comp-terminal and punched in a request for directions to any nearby pub.  
 
    Grinning widely he glanced back at them and announced, “I found us a Kalan Pub. I think that we should relax for a while, since we have to wait anyways.”  
 
    Both Jarron and Feligrin nodded simultaneously. Hain turned and then started to march off eastward. Jarron began walking behind him. After a few minutes they made it to their destination, a stout building with an elaborately carved statue of a massive Kalan male in mid-swing with a two handed hammer. The statue’s carved clothing appeared to be some sort of plated chain armor, with no sleeves. The carved figure’s beard was set as a complex series of braids that met together at one point near its belly and was held together by a beard clip shaped in the form of a small hammer. 
 
    Hain noticed him staring at the statues and said, “Lad that’s a statue carving of one of our greatest heroes, Nichan Truehammer.”  
 
    He nodded at Hain, he had always found Kalan history to be interesting but he just never had the time to learn about it properly. As they entered the pub he could see the sign of the establishment, it said in bold Kalan script ‘The Golden Anvil Pub’. It took a few years but Hain had taught Jarron most of the Kalan language. Raucous laughter and the smell of pipe smoke overwhelmed his senses as they got into the main area of the pub. Jarron could see dozens of Kalan men and woman moving around, seemingly all having a grand time. That was first thing Jarron learned about the Kalan, they worked hard and they celebrated harder. Hain quickly guided them from the entryway to a nearby empty booth. As soon as they took a seat, a waitress approached and asked for their orders.  
 
    Hain solemnly glanced at the waitress and said, “Three ales lass.”  
 
    She nodded and left immediately.  
 
    “How long do you think we’ll be waiting?” Jarron asked. 
 
    Giving a shrug Hain answered, “Well… I’ve got no idea, but I’d wager it won’t be too long since people tend to want their things.”  
 
    The waitress returned and placed a drink in front of each one of them. Hain greedily snatched up his ale and started drinking.  
 
    Peering up from his mug Feligrin asked, “So what are we gonna do after this delivery?”  
 
    “I suppose we’ll look for another shipment to make some more gold. Maybe take in the scenes here while waiting until we find it.” Jarron replied.  
 
    Feligrin nodded and asked, “What will we do if our contact doesn’t show?”  
 
    “He’ll show. They always show for pickup.” Hain stated firmly. 
 
    After several hours and even more drinks, well at least for Hain, the crowd began to slowly whittle down. Since the standard lunch time had ended, it was no surprise that people began to leave. Finally, after another half-hour, the doors of the pub opened and a large group of humans entered. The leader of the group, who was dressed in a thick brown hooded robe, scanned the crowd before settling his eyes on them. Slowly he maneuvered his group around the patrons of the bar and towards their booth. In a matter of seconds he was at their booth and then took the empty seat sitting across from Hain and next to Feligrin. His men stood nearby waiting. Jarron did not meet him when they contracted the shipment so he took a good look at the man. He looked like he was in his mid-forties. He had shortly cropped black hair, light skin, a clean shaven face, dark brown eyes and a very hawkish angular face. As soon as he sat Jarron noticed that the man took extra time examining him, as if taking a measure of him. 
 
    Turning to Hain he asked, “Are you gentlemen the crew for the transport ship the Keg?”  
 
    Hain responded by asking, “Aye, are you the owner of the goods we brought?”  
 
    “Yes, however you may dispose of it as you see fit. It was merely part of a test to see how skilled you were at your profession. I will pay you for your efforts. I have another shipment that will require not only your finest skills, but also the highest level of secrecy. I believe that the payment was 500 gold for that shipment. If you can deliver this next package, both safely and with maximum secrecy, I will pay you 5000 gold.”  
 
    Hain’s eyes seemed to light up and a wide grin crossed his face. Jarron could tell that Feligrin became quite nervous because he shifted several times in his seat. Jarron was very excited about the prospect of earning so much money. He struggled to hold a stern countenance as the man spoke.  
 
    The man continued speaking, “However, I will have several stipulations, you will stand by as my men both load and unload the cargo, and you will not open the cargo. Now with this, ummm shall we say less than legal cargo, you will be expected to totally avoid GDF ships and the major space ways.”  
 
    Jarron interrupted, “When you say less than legal, do you mean destroy the ship on sight, possess the ship and crew, or simply confiscate the cargo less than legal?”  
 
    The man chuckled at the question before responding, “Well. I will not say, which should be enough for you to figure it out.” 
 
    Jarron was starting to become slightly uncomfortable about whatever this man’s plans were. It seemed very off to him. 
 
    Hain interrupted by firmly declaring, “We do not ship slaves, weapons, or drugs.”  
 
    The man nodded and replied, “As your messaging had stated before, I can tell you that this cargo is none of those things.”  
 
    That seemed to satisfy Hain, who nodded solemnly. Jarron’s fears were not so easily swayed. 
 
    After a moment’s pause Hain said, “I think we’ll need a down payment to ensure that we’re on the right path.”  
 
    “Agreed, however we will make the down payment of 500 gold after your ship is loaded.” The man replied. 
 
    Quickly Jarron blurted out, “We need at least 1000 gold down.”  
 
    The man seemed to think for a moment before declaring, “I like a man who knows what he is worth. Very well, 1000 gold after your ship is loaded. When can you be ready to load?”  
 
    Hain stated, “Give us an hour to offload the current cargo an refuel. After all that we’ll be ready to go.”  
 
    The man said, “Agreed” before standing up and leaving. 
 
    After the man was gone Hain stood up and said, “Well I guess we’ve a lot to do. This shipment will make us rich for some time.”  
 
    Feligrin grumbled before saying, “I don’t trust that man, with all the required security why wouldn’t he just rent a ship and fly it himself.”  
 
    Jarron had wondered that as well, it did seem like the man was paying a large amount that he could save by transporting the shipment himself.  
 
    Hain then answered after a long moment of silence, “Either he didna want to risk rentals, or he just didna have a pilot o’ Jarron’s skill.”  
 
    Giving a chuckle Jarron asked, “Don’t you mean my luck?”  
 
    “You do seem to have a knack for always knowing the right moment to do the right thing while you’re flying.” Feligrin commented. 
 
    Hain stood and grumbled before declaring, “Well, I guess we should git goin’”  
 
    Feligrin and Jarron rose from their seats and followed him as they exited the pub.  
 
    Once they stepped out into the main pathway Hain instructed, “We need to increase our security for dis one. I wanna be extra careful while those lads are loadin’ their cargo into the ship. The last thing that we need is havin’ ‘em try somethin’ crazy on my ship.”  
 
    Jarron nodded in agreement at him. In a matter of a few minutes they arrived at the ship and began to prepare for lift off. He started the warm-up countdown and then turned on the ship’s comm, just in case. Hain and Feligrin cleaned out the old cargo and began double checking the ship’s systems. At the end of the hour several conveyances arrived. Most of them were small personal conveyances but one was a transport conveyance. They were all anti-grav conveyances which were designed to hover above the ground. The man who hired them exited the transport conveyance and began instructing his men. After instructing his men he then spoke with Hain. Jarron watched from the cockpit closely as they spoke. The man’s people opened the transport conveyance and brought out one item. It was a large coffin-sized crate that had several strange electronic attachments on it. As it was loaded the man continued to talk with Hain. Finally the crate, along with a bunch of securing devices, was fully loaded into the Keg. From the moment that the crate was loaded onto the ship Jarron was overwhelmed by an odd feeling that seemed to tickle the back of his head. He was unsure what it was but something just was not right. The man finished his conversation with Hain before giving him a small container. Hain opened the container and then smiled broadly. The two exchanged a few final words before the man gave Hain a data-disk. He ordered his men into the conveyances before reentering the transport conveyance that he came out of. Jarron watched as they drove away slowly. In a matter of a few more minutes the cargo loading ramp was closed and Hain returned to the cockpit with Feligrin.  
 
    “What the heck was that thing?” Jarron asked out of curiosity.  
 
    Hain shrugged and then responded, “No idea lad, but the man said that he didna want it opened. He said if’n we open it den the contract was voided an we’d owe him for the cost of shippin’ plus the value of the item, so we ain’t messin’ with it.”  
 
    “We wouldn’t wanna jeopardize our retirement funds.” Jarron stated sarcastically. 
 
    Hain grunted in agreement.  
 
    As soon as Feligrin settled in his seat he told them, “Lemme see that data-disk so I can the nav computer ready.”  
 
    Hain passed the disk to him.  
 
    Jarron announced, “Once Feligrin is done then we’re out of here.”  
 
    A few minutes later Feligrin completed his work on the terminal and then said solemnly, “Hain this way point is deep in Grokmal space.”  
 
    Hain grunted loudly become complaining, “It figures. On top o’ that, we only have one day to git there.”  
 
    “That shouldn’t be a problem,” Jarron said, “So long as we leave now.”  
 
    Hain ordered, “Well then, let’s get goin’ lad.”  
 
    Twisting a few dials Jarron began the liftoff procedures. Hain stood and left the cockpit. It did not take long to request a takeoff, guide the ship from the landing pad, and into the air. After a brief moment they were back in space.  
 
    “Jarron what will we do with all of that gold?” Feligrin asked. 
 
    “Well,” Jarron responded, “I’m not entirely sure but it sure will be fun to spend it.”  
 
    Feligrin chuckled at his response.  
 
    Hain ambled back into the cockpit and said, “The cargo is firmly secured an ready. Go ahead an take us through the fold.”  
 
    After Hain sat back in his seat Jarron announced, “Once we clear the planet’s gravity field we’ll be ready to go. The fold will take about four hours to get there.”  
 
    Hain nodded. The nav computer emitted a beep, indicating that the fold engines were ready. Everyone latched in their seat belts and Jarron reached over to pull the lever for the fold engine to activate. 
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    As soon as the ship lurched forward into the fold Hain unbuckled and stood up.  
 
    He declared. “I’m gonna go an work on the shield generators. I ain’t too happy with how they worked durin’ the last incident.”  
 
    Both Jarron and Feligrin nodded at the same time. Hain turned and then exited the cockpit, stomping his feet grumpily as he left.  
 
    Feligrin spun his chair towards Jarron and said, “I really do appreciate you guys letting me join your crew. Being stuck on that space station sure wasn’t much fun.”  
 
    “Not a problem. Hain and I really needed the help, especially in our line of work. We have found ourselves needing an extra pair of hands so we’re just as happy to have you here as you are to be here.” Jarron told him. 
 
    He grinned widely at Feligrin, who smiled back. Feligrin had joined them from a middle of nowhere space station a few weeks ago and this was his first proper delivery with them. 
 
    Jarron suddenly frowned before saying, “Especially with shipments like this. I don’t trust our employer, or whatever he is shipping. From the moment that crate got aboard I’ve had a very funny feeling.”  
 
    “Especially since he basically said it was very illegal.”  
 
    Jarron chuckled before responding, “True, but the legalities of shipments are not an issue for me or Hain, so long as they aren’t guns, drugs, or slaves. Generally those things tend to more trouble at some point than the gold we’d get delivering them. Especially guns, after all we’re just trying to make some gold and have some fun.” 
 
    It was a rule that Hain and Jarron agreed on early in their relationship. They had delivered guns for a faraway planet trying to start a revolution and both barely got off that planet alive. 
 
    Feligrin nodded and said, “Works for me.”  
 
    “I think Hain is getting tired of the constant planet hopping. Probably he’s ready to go home and start a family. I don’t know what we’ll do but I’m thinking that this shipment is gonna be his last, that is, after we get paid. I think that I’ll try and buy the Keg from him so I can own my own ship.”  
 
    Feligrin stated, “Well I’d very much like to keep going with you then, I don’t plan to retire any time soon. There is a lot I still wanna see out there.”  
 
    “Like what?” Jarron asked.  
 
    “Well,” He answered, “I have always wanted to see the Epislotar Nebula, the Zilton Maw, and oddly enough I’ve always wanted to meet an Eal’tain.”  
 
    Jarron chuckled. Feligrin was truly a Brumkin, always curious. One thing Brumkin loved more than exploration was their regular meals and a good ale. Feligrin had lost more than a few pounds working with Jarron and Hain. During lean times what gold they had was focused on primary ship systems which would cause them to skip a meal once in a while. 
 
    Giving a quick grin Jarron stated, “Last year I actually saw an Eal’tain. It was a total shock too. They are very quiet but also very elegant and graceful looking.”  
 
    Feligrin said excitedly, “Wow! I heard that almost all Eal’tain have the Gift.”  
 
    “I don’t know about that. I haven’t even seen anyone with the Gift.” Jarron replied while giving a shrug. 
 
    “I have. We had an old lady named Milicent Tumblebarrow back in Brumbar who could heal people.”  
 
    “That’s bunk!” Jarron exclaimed.  
 
    Feligrin shook his head as he insisted, “No really, I saw it myself. My friend Terraby was hurt falling out of a tree when she passed by. She stopped and knelt down next to him, placing her hands on his broken leg. In a few seconds she passed out and he got up completely healed!”  
 
    Jarron’s jaw dropped, he could not believe that all the mumbo jumbo that he heard about the Gift was actually real. It all seemed too fanciful to actually be real. 
 
    After he recovered from his shock he said, “Hard to believe it but if you actually saw it then it must be true.”  
 
    “Yep, I heard all sorts of wacky stories about it but Milicent couldn’t say much about it. She said that much of what they do is just a feeling and hard to control.”  
 
    “Weird,” Jarron said, “But to be around people with the Gift seems to be like a warrant for unwanted attention.”   
 
    Feligrin replied, “No doubt. Milicent was constantly harassed by people wanting to be healed.”  
 
    Jarron nodded sullenly. After a moment of silence Hain entered the cockpit and took a seat.  
 
    “Hain,” Jarron said quickly, “Feligrin has actually seen someone using the Gift.”  
 
    Hain replied, “Ya don’t say? Honestly I’d just as soon never meet someone who has the Gift. I think one o’ my cousin’s nieces has it but I stay far away from her cause I’d just soon not meet someone who has the Gift, can’t trust folks who are doin’ weird things.”  
 
    Jarron chuckled. Hain was so old in his traditions and beliefs, so much so that it was difficult to get him to do anything that he did not want to do. Jarron knew from first-hand experience. Hain was stubborn as a mule. Heck, he was probably more stubborn than a mule. Really the only times Jarron succeeded in convincing him of anything is when it was more practical than whatever the plan was. 
 
    Feligrin spoke up, “I suppose so but she healed my friend without expecting anything in return and she was very sweet.” 
 
    Suddenly the nav computer beeped loudly. Jarron glanced down at it and saw that the indicator light was signifying there was a malfunction. He perused the report from it.  
 
    “Oh Great!” He exclaimed, “The fracking nav computer is saying there is something wrong with the course.”  
 
    Hain grumbled and said, “Hrmmm, lemme play with it a bit, probably just a glitch.”  
 
    “I’ll take the ship outta the fold so we can fix it safety.” Jarron announced. 
 
    He made some quick calculations and set the computer to drop upon deactivation in an empty space between star systems. He reached for the fold engine lever and deactivated it. The ship dropped out of the fold and into normal space.   
 
    Hain announced, “We better move quickly lad, we donna wanna be sitting too long in Grokmal space, even more so since we’re on a deadline. We’ll have to completely reset the nav computer course to recalculate an get the fold workin’ again.”  
 
    Jarron replied, “Okay.”  
 
    They worked feverishly to reset the nav computer. Midway through reprogramming the nav computer, the ship’s radar event alert went off.  
 
    “Great!” Hain grumbled as he looked at it, “Ten Grokmal ships are closin’ in fast.”   
 
    Jarron asked, “Feligrin please get my musiphone.”  
 
    “Oh no, I hate that thing.” Hain complained loudly.  
 
    “If you wanna make it out of this Hain, I’m gonna need my music.” 
 
    Jarron knew Hain hated it but something about music from the late 20th century just helped him clearly focus when flying.  
 
    He moved away from the nav computer and said, “Hain, finish with reprogramming the nav computer while I turn us away from these goons.”  
 
    “What about the weapons lad?” Hain asked. 
 
    Jarron shook his head before saying, “Forget them til we get the nav computer ready to program for a fold back on track.”  
 
    Feligrin returned with the musiphone.  
 
    Jarron instructed, “Set it up and start with Michael Jackson, I need something with a beat.”  
 
    Hain mumbled something under his breath.  
 
    Feligrin said, “Just be glad he isn’t playing on his gatar.”  
 
    Hain groaned louder at that idea.  
 
    “Guitar,” Jarron corrected him, “And I am quite good at playing it thank you.”  
 
    Jarron grinned broadly. He never understood why neither of them appreciated good human music. The radar once again beeped, signifying the Grokmal ships were closing into firing range.  
 
    “Hain,” Jarron commanded, “Swap spots with Feligrin and arm the weapons. Feligrin get the nav computer working.”  
 
    They moved quickly to swap positions. Jarron took a deep breath and then began to concentrate intently on the task of flying the ship. He knew that the Keg could never win a contest of pure speed but she was one of the most maneuverable cargo ships in the galaxy. Gently he pushed the controls, forcing the ship into a slow wide right turn, which caused several Grokmal ships to miss badly with their shots. Some urge forced Jarron to wrest the controls into a rough upwards barrel roll. As the ship moved upward about four different Grokmal beams whipped by.  
 
    “This might take a bit to fix.” Feligrin announced.  
 
    “Okay.” Jarron replied.  
 
    He took a glance over at Hain to see that he was beginning to fire the ship’s weapons. With a slight pull of the controls, he moved the ship out of the barrel roll and into a deep horseshoe maneuver. A sudden explosion vibrated through the ship as one of the Grokmal ships collided with another one. Hain and Feligrin both howled in glee.  
 
    “Great job lad!” Hain called out.  
 
    Gently, Jarron rotated the controls once again to move the ship into an upwards turn. Blasts of laser fire emitted from the Keg, causing another Grokmal ship to explode. Hain grunted in satisfaction. 
 
    Feligrin announced, “I fixed the nav computer and am programming it for our destination. Just hold them off for a little bit longer.”  
 
    Nodding to no one in particular, Jarron continued to pilot the ship. It shuttered slightly as a laser lightly bounced off the ship’s shields. Hain grumbled loudly and then continued to fire the weapons. Jarron twisted the controls again, this time forcing it into a small barrel roll. As he kicked the ship out of the barrel roll, it rocked violently as several laser shots rocked the shields, which caused Hain to moan sadly. That was going cause poor Hain to have several more hours of work to repair. The nav computer beeped, signifying it was ready.  
 
    Feligrin cried about, “About time!”  
 
    Jarron reached over and pulled the level on the nav computer and the ship began folding again. 
 
    “Dang it all, those foul bastards got a hit on my ship!” Hain yelled out loudly. 
 
    He stood up and headed out of the cockpit.  
 
    Jarron yelled out, “Sorry Hain!”  
 
    Feligrin calmly said, “Don’t worry, avoiding ten ships with constant fire at you would have been impossible for almost any pilot.”  
 
    Jarron nodded but he was still unhappy because he hated it when the Keg took any damage.  
 
    The comm crackled to life, “Jarron the fold engines took some damage, so in ‘bout an hour we’ll need to shut ‘em off so I can work on ‘em.”  
 
    Jarron pushed the comm button and asked, “Okay but won’t that put us at some risk?”  
 
    The comm crackled back a response, “Aye, so we’ll have time it so we end up in a null point lad.”  
 
    Jarron pushed the button again and said, “Alright Hain.”  
 
    He released the button and began working at the nav computer to find a safe spot.  
 
    After a few minutes he grinned widely and turned to Feligrin before saying, “I found the perfect null point for us to hide.”  
 
    “Where?”  
 
    Still grinning Jarron replied, “Oh, no where special. Just a cozy ‘lil hole in the galaxy known as the Zilton Maw.”  
 
    Feligrin gawked at him and once he recovered he exclaimed, “No way!”  
 
    “Yep, it’s on the way, less than an hour and best of all, it has a natural shielding against detection because it interferes with sensors.”  
 
    “This is so great!” Feligrin stated with a wide grin plastered on his face. 
 
    Jarron nodded at him before starting to work feverishly with the nav computer to reprogram the nav computer to stop where he wanted instead of the way point set in the system they were heading to. He set it so that the ship would far enough away from the maw for safety, close enough to scramble sensors and still provide one hell of a view. About thirty minutes later the ship dropped out of the fold, leaving them with an amazing view of the Zilton Maw. Covering easily the size of a small solar system, the maw itself was a dark chasm that appeared to look like a slice of unoccupied space. Surrounding the maw was several nebulous clouds; each cloud itself was impressive since they varied in size, color, and overall depth. Jarron knew that in order to conceal themselves they would need to hide within one of those clouds so he scanned quickly and chose a small purple nebula cloud. Slowly he guided the ship into it and as it entered the cockpit became fully illuminated by a light purple colored light. Jarron chuckled at Feligrin, who was leaning almost into the cockpit’s clear plexisteel cover, with an expression of utter awe on his face. The gasses of the nebula swirled around the ship as it settled in place.  
 
    The comm crackled to life, “Jarron, I’m gonna need an hour or so til I can git dese repairs done.”  
 
    Jarron pushed the comm button and replied, “Okay Hain, we should be fine here for quite some time.”  
 
    He glanced back out into the cockpit to a spectacular view. A band of colorful gas was slowly spinning to the center of the maw. It seemed to Jarron that the maw must have acted as some sort of magnet, drawing everything near it like the opposite magnetic end. The band of gas was being slowly drawn closer and closer.  
 
    Feligrin then said, “Wow this is totally amazing. I’ve wanted to see this since I was a small lad in Astronomy class. I doubt my family will believe me when I send them a message about it.” 
 
    “We could take a few holo-images of it.” 
 
    Jarron ran the scanners and set them to record an image. Once he was done he forwarded it to the files on the computer set aside for Feligrin. They went back to sitting in silence watching the view outside their window. Twice, during the hour that they waited for Hain to finish the repairs, various Grokmal ships entered the system and left. It had made them nervous but the nebula made a perfect shield against the crude Grokmal sensors. At the end of the hour Hain called up with the comm to let Jarron know that everything was working properly. Jarron reset the nav computer and once it was ready, he pulled the level to execute the fold. After they entered the fold Hain stomped loudly into the cockpit. As he sat down he grunted with discontent, as usual.  
 
    “So Hain,” Jarron said, “Do you think the ship will be fine ‘til we can get this shipment completed?”  
 
    “Aye, once we make landfall I can fix her up some more. I’m figurin’ that we’ll have several hours once we git there.” Hain stated. 
 
    Jarron nodded at him. Glancing at the nav computer he noted the name of the planet that they were headed to, Savilus Prime. 
 
    “Anyone know anything about the target planet for our delivery?” Jarron asked.   
 
    Feligrin quickly replied, “I heard that it had issues with some sort of renegade group but I’m not sure who or what.”  
 
    Hain grumbled and asked, “Why do dese high payin’ shipments always seem to head right into those sorts o’ situations?”  
 
    After giving a chuckle Jarron answered, “Ya, it’s kinda frustrating sometimes but that’s the nature of the beast.”  
 
    “I guess we better be careful then.” Feligrin added.  
 
    Hain announced, “I suppose I could work on repairin’ the ship an then double checkin’ our defensive systems.”  
 
    He stood up and then left the cockpit.  
 
    Once he was gone Jarron said, “Feligrin run a full test on the shields and weapons, that way they’ll be ready. I’m going to prepare some personal shield generators and an emergency kit with some handy items.”  
 
    Feligrin turned to the weapons panel and immediate began running the diagnostics. Jarron left the cockpit and went into the ship’s small storeroom. He collected some shield generators, a few meal kits, and a collection of assorted tools. He spread the items throughout the various rucksacks and set the the rucksacks on hanging hooks by the door of the storeroom. Jarron went back into the cockpit.  
 
    As soon as he entered Feligrin declared, “All of the shield generators and weapons are fully operational.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at him and then pushed on the comm button.  
 
    Speaking clearly he stated, “Hain we verified the weapons and shields are good to go plus we set up a small package of emergency supplies just in case.”  
 
    The comm crackled back, “Okay lad.”  
 
    Jarron glanced to the nav computer, which told him that there was an hour left until they arrived. Since he had time, Jarron decided to get something to eat. He went over to the nearby meal dispenser. Normally they would only dispense very generic meals but Hain tooled it up to dispense a wide variety of dishes that each like to eat instead. Thankfully they had a nice string of jobs that allowed them to power it for use. Jarron requested cheese tortellini in marinara sauce with some garlic bread, which he has always loved. Once his meal was ready, he took it and sat back down in the pilot’s seat. When Feligrin saw him eating he rose from his chair and went to get something for himself. He walked back to his chair and set down his plate, which had a lamb shank and some cabbage. After they finished eating, they cleaned up their plates and then returned to their seats. The nav computer indicated that they had slightly under fifteen minutes left until they arrived at their destination.  
 
    Jarron pushed the comm button and said, “Hain we have about fifteen minutes til we get out of the fold.”  
 
    The comm replied, “Okay lad, I’m on my way up.”  
 
    Sure enough, Hain appeared in the entryway in a minute or so. He took his normal seat.  
 
    He announced, “I was able to readjust the maneuvering thrusters so you’ll be able to turn a ‘lil more smoothly.”  
 
    Feligrin groaned and said, “Great, the last thing he needs is the ability to make even more insane maneuvers.”  
 
    They all laughed at his words.  
 
    “Okay guys, just about time for landfall.” Jarron declared. 
 
    Both Feligrin and Hain strapped their seat belts in place. The ship rocked as it shifted out of the fold and Savilus Prime leapt into view. Savilus Prime was a huge light green orb with various strikes of blue and white, water, clouds, and vegetation. The planet very much like most habitable planets in the galaxy. As they pulled into a gentle orbit Jarron began checking the notes on the data-disk. It gave instructions on the landing point so he set the coordinates and then began to pilot the ship to the target location. The ship began a quick descent into the atmosphere and before long they were quickly closing on the location to where they were supposed to land. As soon as the ship landed Hain was on his feet and moving to the rear of the ship to set up a parameter. Feligrin moved to the storage closet. Jarron guessed that it was to check his weapon.  
 
    Pushing on the comm Jarron asked, “Hain, what time will the pickup occur?”  
 
    The comm crackled back, “In ‘bout six hours or so. Go ahead an get some rest you guys. We should be fine for a few hours. I’ll wake ya up when it’s time.”  
 
    Jarron was slightly tired from the day’s effort of flying. He loved to fly a space ship but sometimes it was physically straining, especially when space battles were involved.  
 
    He pushed the comm button and replied, “Okay Hain, I think that I’ll get a few hours of sleep.”  
 
    Standing up, he walked to the back of the ship and into his sleeping quarters. The ship had four rooms that served as bedrooms, one for each member of the crew and an additional one for any guests that they might have. The guest quarters were rarely used. Jarron climbed into his small bed and was quickly sound asleep.  
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Deep in his sleep, Jarron began to feel an overwhelming a moment of dread. He opened his eyes and found himself trapped within a closed box. He could not move or speak at all. All he could see was several lights flicking along the two walls of the box that he was trapped in. His arms would not move and he felt a sharp stabbing near his left elbow, which led him to believe that there was a group of several needles in his arm. The only sound that he could hear was his beating heart. Jarron felt as though he was trapped within the box for hours as he struggled mightily to simply just move. His body just would not respond.  
 
    A loud booming voice rang over the darkness, “Jarron wake the hell up lad!” 
 
    Jarron startled awake to the very concerned face of Hain. 
 
    With concern thick in his voice Hain said, “Damn lad, you musta had one rough nightmare. You were tossin’ an turnin’ like you were bein’ mugged.”  
 
    Wiping the heavy sweat from his brow Jarron responded, “Ya, it was weird as hell. Oh well… How long until pickup?”  
 
    Hain grunted before answering, “Well it should be another ten minutes.”  
 
    Jarron nodded and the rose from his bed. He followed Hain out of his quarters and back to the cockpit. The sun had set on Savilus Prime and they were completely surrounded by darkness.  
 
    “Turn on the flood lights Feligrin.” Hain ordered in a stern voice. 
 
    Feligrin touched a switch on a nearby panel and the night’s sky illuminated from several dozen flood lights.  
 
     “I can’t wait to finish this run,” Jarron solemnly stated and after a slight pause he continued, “Something about this whole planet, the shipment, or our employers are really getting under my skin. I just can’t get a bead on it.”  
 
    Feligrin nodded at his words. As if on cue, a small cargo conveyance and two smaller conveyances appeared on the pathway the flood lights illuminated.  
 
    “Showtime!” Jarron announced happily.  
 
    It was a relief to finally get this over with.  
 
    Hain instructed them, “Jarron stay here to man the guns an Feligrin you come with me to meet ‘em.”  
 
    “Make sure you guys take some weapons and those shield generators.” Jarron instructed them. 
 
    Hain nodded grimly and Feligrin scratched the top of his head nervously. Trying to cheer him up Jarron gave him a quick smile, which he returned weakly. It had always been the most nervous time as a smuggler, the final pickup. Generally they never quite knew what they were getting into, especially since people who want things delivered via less than legal methods tended to have a reason for it. A reason that could turn quickly on Jarron and his friends. 
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    Hain and Feligrin turned around to leave the cockpit. Jarron took a seat at the weapon’s station and activated the primary laser cannons facing towards the open field where the conveyances arrived at. The last thing that they needed was Jarron firing wildly with the Keg’s weapons but many times just the threat was enough to keep many issues from happening. Jarron watched patiently as the conveyances closed the final distance until they were far enough for them to stop and the passengers to exit. He did not see the man who employed them with the group.  
 
    Jarron pushed the comm button and said, “Hain how will we know if these goons are our pickup men?”  
 
    The comm crackled back with Hain’s voice, “The disk has a code to verify.”  
 
    It made good sense to Jarron since they did not need the wrong goons picking up the cargo. As the men approached the cargo bay Hain and Feligrin exited the ship to approach them. Jarron could see them briefly conversing before another conveyance arrived. Once it stopped the man who hired them exited it and slowly approached Hain. A long conversation occurred between the man and Hain. Hain slowly walked to the cargo bay door and opened it. Several of the man’s goons entered the bay and then pushed out the crate. They brought it to the man and stopped there. The man began a slow inspection of the crate. He stopped at the main terminal of the crate and started working the controls. He nodded and then spoke again to Hain. Hain appeared to become quite upset and the conversation became heated. Jarron started to get nervous because it was not looking so good from his viewpoint. After a bit more time conversing with the man, Hain reached to his arm and activated the comm.  
 
    His voice crackled over the comm, “Jarron come down here. Our employer wants to see ya.”  
 
    Jarron was very confused. Why would it matter if he was there or not?  
 
    He pushed the comm button and asked, “Umm Hain… That isn’t what we planned is it?”  
 
    The comm crackled again, “Our employer insists. They tracked our progress as we came here an apparently he’s quite impressed with your skills as a pilot.”  
 
    Jarron sighed heavily. The last thing that they needed was a bunch of silliness. Turning his chair around, Jarron stood up and then headed out of the cockpit. He worked his way through the ship. Making sure to grab his belt and holster, which he strapped around his waist, he exited the ship. For some reason his nerves began to twinge a little, which was highly unusual for him since he generally had the nerves of steel that were needed by any pilot. Jarron saw Hain and the man who employed them standing next to the crate. He turned and saw Feligrin standing near the ship, by a large bush, slightly under cover. He also spotted about six different goons of the man, although he had no doubt there was more hidden away in the distance. The man and all of his men were wearing the same brown robe. Each man was also armed with a Lucascorp blaster or a rifle. Jarron nodded at the man and stood next to Hain near the crate.  
 
    “Alright,” Hain said gruffly, “Ya done seen the pilot so let’s see the gold.”  
 
    The man nodded and announced, “First, I will need open the crate as I need to see something.”  
 
    He then walked over side of the crate and began working the terminal again. After a few seconds, the latches on the crate popped as their seals broke. Almost immediately after the seals popped Jarron felt a very light electrical pulse throbbing within him. He was very confused but continued to watch with interest. The man lifted the lid of the crate, which caused Jarron to respond with shock. Lying the crate was a young human woman! She appeared to be in her early twenties and she only seemed to be wearing a thin looking white robe. She had long light blond hair that was almost white in color and pale white skin. Her soft face had narrow cheekbones and her closed eyes appeared to be more oval than the average human. She was very slender looking, more so than any woman Jarron had ever seen before. He immediately found her to be very attractive.  
 
    Hain cried out, “What the hell’s goin’ on!”  
 
    Both Hain and Feligrin drew their weapons. 
 
    The man said, “Well once we revive her we shall see what is going on.”  
 
     “Jarron draw your blaster lad!” Hain called out. 
 
    He tried to move his arm to draw his blaster but he could not move. His body seemed to be frozen. For some reason the electrical pulsing began to steadily increase as he stood there. It was the sensation someone gets from sitting wrong and their foot falls asleep. The difference was that the feeling was all over his body and he was too distracted by what was going on to make it go away by moving. 
 
    “Where’s our gold?” Hain asked angrily. 
 
     While staring intently at Jarron the man replied, “One moment, this should not take long.”  
 
    He shifted his position at the terminal and began to tap several buttons on it. Suddenly the eyes of the woman fluttered open. Jarron’s body twitched wildly for a moment when her eyes first opened. It was as if he was struck with a bolt of lightning. After that he could not move and throbbing pain began to strike him.  
 
    The man howled with glee, “We found it!” 
 
    “What the hell! Feligrin if they don’t pay soon, open fire.” Hain yelled loudly.  
 
    The electrical pulses began to flow through Jarron in heavy waves.  
 
    Hain screamed, “Whatever you’re doin’ to the lad, ya best stop!”  
 
    He raised his maul-rifle and took aim at the nearest goon. The woman rose from the crate and began hovering over it. Slowly she turned to face Jarron. Her body convulsed slightly as she floated nearby. Violently the crate that held the woman was pulled by some unseen force into several of the goons that surrounded them. The woman flinched for a moment but then her hazel eyes locked into a Jarron’s eyes.  
 
    They stayed that way for a moment before the man who hired them screamed out, “Get up you fools and capture them. I need both that pilot and the woman alive.”  
 
    Blasts of laser fire crisscrossed around and underneath them as an intense firefight occurred. Jarron could see nothing but her face. He heard Hain’s wild war-cry and the distinct sound of his maul-rifle kicking out laser fire. The woman cracked an evil smile and turned away from Jarron. He watched her as she glanced around them and then locked her sight on a nearby massive boulder. She lifted her left hand and gestured at the boulder. Jarron was stunned when the boulder rose from the ground. He wanted to act so he could help his friends but he was still completely unable to move any part of his body; even his eyes would only allow him to view anything within his direct vision near the woman. The boulder flew wildly towards some of the goons, sending them running quickly away. Jarron could see the man who hired them scurry off to one of the conveyances and climb into it. The woman turned to watch him move, she looked to her left and right before settling on something outside of Jarron’s vision. Jarron saw several blaster fire shots ricochet away from the woman as she hovered nearby. The pulsing currents began to increase in intensity within his body. It hurt him immensely but he could do nothing about it. He heard a loud crunching sound and then he saw a large tree float into his peripheral view. It headed towards the conveyance that was quickly driving away. The conveyance got on the nearest roadway and sped away. The large tree also increased in speed but crashed into a tree that blocked the path between it and the conveyance. Jarron lost track of the conveyance as it slipped off into the dark. The last few living goons of the man immediately turned and fled after their master.  
 
    Hain began to run after the goons but suddenly stopped and called out loudly, “Feligrin!”  
 
    He turned back to the ship and ran out of Jarron’s vision. The woman slowly began to hover downwards. Her feet softly touched the ground and she relaxed. The pulsing currents flowing through Jarron stopped and his body gave out as he collapsed roughly.  
 
    “Aoahhhh.” He murmured incomprehensibly in pain. 
 
    His body ached from the incident and he felt utterly exhausted as he laid there. All he could see was the dark sky and the flood lights of the ship above him. He was thankful that he at least landed on his back and not his face. Jarron could hear Hain’s thudding feet as he ran off towards the ship. After a few more seconds of lying there Jarron could hear soft footsteps approach him. The woman appeared overhead as she stood next to his left shoulder, looking down at him. Once their eyes met they both stared intently at each other.  
 
    He continued to stare at her until he heard Hain’s loud voice call out, “Jarron get the hell over here. Feligrin’s hurt!” 
 
    Snapping out of his daze, he slowly struggled to rise off the ground. Every muscle in his body was aching. 
 
 
     
 
    He stumbled as he rose to his feet. After a few more seconds of struggling, he caught his balance.  
 
    Turning back to the woman he mumbled out, “Come on.”  
 
    Jarron’s left foot tripped over a nearby root and he fell to the ground. He dragged himself back up and began to run to where Hain stood. Once he moved towards them he saw Hain hook the back of Feligrin’s collar and then start to drag him onto the ship.  
 
    Once Hain made it into the ship Jarron stumbled in behind him, turning back to push the cargo bay lock he called out to the woman, “Get in!”  
 
    After he made it into the main entryway and the woman stepped in behind him, he closed the door and then ran towards the main lounge of the ship. Jarron caught sight of poor Feligrin, who was lying unconscious on the floor and bleeding from his abdomen. It appeared to Jarron that he must have been hit by stray blaster fire. Hain barreled back into the lounge with a small medikit.  
 
    He yelled out, “Lad get us off this rock now!”  
 
    “Where should I take us?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “Take us to Kala-al-Drakan.” He replied as he started working madly to try and stop Feligrin’s bleeding.  
 
    The woman entered the lounge and looked down sadly at Feligrin. She walked up to his side and then lowered herself onto her knees next to him. Softly she placed both of her hands on his abdomen. The moment she touched Feligrin, Jarron was hit again with the pulsing electrical waves throughout his body and he was unable to move. The woman seemed startled and began staring at him yet again. After another moment Feligrin began coughing roughly and then rose to a sitting position. The pulsing waves stopped and Jarron was again able to move. The woman continued to intensely stare at Jarron, which he responded to by staring back at her. Jarron found himself oddly drawn to her. 
 
    Their intense stare was only broken when Hain yelled out, “Jarron, get us the hell outta here!”  
 
    He startled and then raced to the cockpit. Dropping into his seat, Jarron began to twist madly at the controls to start the ship’s warm up. Thankfully he already had the primary preparations made beforehand as part of their standard procedure, it would allow for a much quicker take off in a pinch. Which was going to be the case here. 
 
    Hain walked into the cockpit and said, “I don’t know that lass did but Feligrin is doin’ fine now.”  
 
    He sat in the weapons control station and began preparing for a fight. After another moment Feligrin quietly walked in and took a seat behind them. The ship completed the warm up and was ready for lift off. As the ship shuttered violently from taking off, Jarron could sense the woman as she entered the cockpit. The sound of one of the seat belts clicking only confirmed his senses correct. He was quite confused about everything that just had just happened but he concentrated on the task of flying the ship.  
 
    Hain slammed one of his fists on the side of the weapons terminal and yelled, “Dammit! So much for my retirement funds, I shoulda known those whack jobs were pullin’ somethin’ crazy.”  
 
    “What the heck happened? I was firing my blaster before I felt a sharp pain and then blackness.” Feligrin asked.  
 
    Hain grunted angrily before spitting out, “I don’t know Feligrin.” 
 
    Jarron was just as confused as they were. He spent the whole time unable to move and staring at the woman who now sat behind him in the cockpit.  
 
    Feligrin asked, “Lady, do you know what happened?”  
 
    There was a long moment of silence before she spoke, “Honestly I’m just as unsure as you are. I was living at a small church on the planet Cantua and one day I was kidnapped by a bunch of men dressed like those you fought today. They locked me in that strange box. I don’t know why they did it, or even how long I was in that thing.”  
 
    Jarron found himself even entranced by her voice, he had to fight himself to keep from turning back to look at her. She sighed sadly.  
 
    “The date is September 23rd 2137.” Feligrin said.  
 
     “Oh my goodness!” She exclaimed, her voice sounded as though she was in shock, “I was in that box for almost three years.”  
 
    Jarron was surprised that they kept her locked up for three years in a box. It must have been maddening.  
 
    Hain yelled out, “What kinda foul bein’ keeps someone locked up in a box for three years!”  
 
    They sat quietly for a moment before Feligrin asked, “Lady what is your name?”  
 
    “My name is Elyse Duramon.” She softly replied.  
 
    “I am Feligrin Bumbletoes, that’s Hain Stonefist and Jarron Moynihan is our pilot. Elyse I was wondering, do you have the Gift?”  
 
    She replied, “Yes I do. However I’ve never been able to do more than heal broken bones, which would always cause me to pass out. For some reason when I awoke, I could sense intense power flowing through me and I’ve been able to do some crazy things.” 
 
    Hain grunted in agreement before saying, “Aye lass, I’d say pullin’ yourself into the air, tossin’ boulders an trees about, an healin’ a near dead Brumkin qualifies as crazy things.”  
 
    Jarron could hear her softly crying behind him. Suddenly he felt a sense of sadness overwhelm his emotions. He could not think of why he felt sad and yet he did. 
 
    Feligrin asked her, “Elyse what’s wrong?”  
 
    Before she could speak Jarron answered, “She misses her friends at her church.”  
 
    It was just then that they broke through the planet’s atmosphere. The sensors beeped madly.  
 
    “Damned our luck.” Hain said angrily.  
 
    Jarron glanced to the sensors, which indicated at least twenty Grokmal ships in the area.  
 
    Hain began calling out orders, “Feligrin man the weapons, Jarron fly your best, and I’ll be in the engine room since I know we’ll be needin’ it.”  
 
    Jarron could hear him clomp out of the cockpit. Feligrin stood up and climbed into the weapon’s chair. 
 
    “Feligrin,” He said, “I really could use my…”  
 
    His words were interrupted by the sound of Michael Jackson’s ‘Thriller’ playing from his musiphone. Jarron looked back and saw Elyse holding his musiphone. She glanced up and gave him a soft smile. He fought the urge to continue looking at her and turned back to piloting the ship. Moving quickly, he programmed the nav computer for the fold to Kala-al-Drakan. 
 
    “Here we go.” Jarron stated. 
 
    The sensors beeped another warning as the Grokmal ships began to approach firing range. Jarron pushed the controls into a diagonal barrel roll away from the approaching ships. Feligrin squealed and Elyse gasped deeply at the sharp and intense barrel roll. Once they hit the first twist of the barrel roll Jarron felt for the first time in his life an unusual sensation while piloting. It was fear. He had never felt fear while flying and it deeply confused him. Jerking roughly he pulled the ship out of the steep barrel roll and into a gentle loop. Several Grokmal ships closed the gap with the ship and it rocked from heavy laser fire colliding into it. He became very nervous as he was unable to maneuver the ship in his normal manner. The ship violently rocked again from laser fire.  
 
    “Are you alright?” Feligrin asked.  
 
    Jarron shook his head because he was most definitely not alright. Just then, a soft hand pressed against his jacketed shoulder. Jarron knew immediately that it was Elyse’s hand and he was instantly hit with a sudden sense of calmness. With his calm focus restored, he jerked the ships controls to the left and twisted the ship into a sharp horseshoe turn, while rotating the ship in a spinning motion. He then followed the turn up with a deep wild barrel roll, unlike any he had ever done before. Once the barrel roll was completed he sent the ship into an insane spinning loop. The nav computer beeped, indicating the calculations were complete. Jarron eagerly pulled the lever, which sent them lurching out of local space and into the fold. Once they went into the fold Elyse removed her hand from his shoulder.  
 
    Feligrin exclaimed loudly, “What the hell kinda maneuvers were those! I ain’t ever seen ya fly like that.”  
 
    Jarron chuckled as he replied, “No idea, I guess I was just on my game.”  
 
    “I’ll say, sheesh!” Feligrin retorted. 
 
    Elyse’s gentle voice behind him asked, “Where did you learn to fly?”  
 
    Jarron shrugged before answering, “I didn’t, when I was twelve years old I climbed into a ship and for some reason I just knew how to fly it.” 
 
    “You look cold, do you need a blanket or something?” Feligrin asked her. 
 
    “Yes please, this robe isn’t very warm.”  
 
    He nodded at her and rose from his seat. Jarron could hear him as he walked out of the cockpit and down the main hallway of the ship. Turning around, Jarron looked at her. Her hair was tossed wildly and in need of cleaning. Her hazel eyes locked into his as their eyes met. They sat there locked into each other’s gaze until Feligrin returned.  
 
    He said to her, “If you want Elyse, we have a sonic shower you could use.”  
 
    She startled, almost as if someone pinched her and then said, “Okay.”  
 
    Standing up, she followed Feligrin out of the cockpit, taking one last look back at him before she left. Sighing heavily Jarron sat there looking at the exit of the cockpit. He was very confused. Something was drawing him towards her. It was as though someone had cast a spell on him and he lost track of everything every time he caught her eyes. He found it very unnerving. After a few minutes Feligrin returned and sat down. 
 
    They sat quietly for a few minutes before Feligrin asked, “Jarron are you okay?”  
 
    Jarron nodded solemnly before answering, “I am fine bud.”  
 
    “Are you sure? You seem very distracted whenever our guest is around.”  
 
    Jarron sighed heavily.  
 
    After a moment he finally answered, “I don’t know Feligrin. For some reason I have been feeling very odd. Every time I look into her eyes I freeze up. I can feel her presence and find myself with an overwhelming urge to be around her. I just can’t explain it. When I was flying the ship with my normal maneuvers, it was like I could sense her fear and when she touched my shoulder, I felt instantly better. Something big is going on and I don’t know what it is, which deeply concerns me.” 
 
    Feligrin nodded and said, “Maybe we should find out some more about our guest?”  
 
    Jarron could sense her as she approached the cockpit.  
 
    As if on cue she entered and asked, “What would you like to know?”  
 
    Feligrin blushed at her sudden arrival and then answered, “Tell us a bit more about you.”  
 
    She glanced nervously at Jarron and then looked at Feligrin before asking, “Anything specific you wish to know?”  
 
    Feligrin responded, “Well, we know where you’re from. We know that you have the Gift and we know you were kidnapped from a church. How did you get to the church and what happened to your family?”  
 
    She sat down in the chair that she had sat in before and then answered, “I was born on the Lunar Colony nineteen, umm I mean twenty two years ago. My mother was human and I don’t know my father. All I know about him is that he was an Eal’tain.”  
 
    Feligrin interrupted, “You’re half Eal’tain?”  
 
    Jarron was shocked. He had never heard of a human and an Eal’tain together, least yet having children.  
 
    “Yes,” She answered, “I’m half Eal’tain.”  
 
    She pulled back her hair to expose her ears, which were pointed, although only slightly compared to the Eal’tain man that Jarron had saw last year. 
 
    She continued her story as she released her hair, “Unfortunately I’ve never met my father and my mother died when I was only four years old. At five years old I was running around on the Lunar Colony alone. It was when I was six that I met Father Lapella. He took me with him to the orphanage on Cantua that he ran. I lived in the general population until I was ten years old and it was discovered that I had the Gift. From that point I lived in the monastery with Father Lapella, who acted as my protectorate and the father that I never had. Until I was kidnapped I lived quite happily healing others as best I could. I have no idea why I was kidnapped but I think that it has to do with Jarron here.”  
 
    He was confused by her proclamation. He had never met her or any of the other people involved with the incident on the planet that they just left.  
 
    “It does?” He asked.  
 
    She nodded at him as she stated, “Before I awoke today, I was a normal person with the Gift, but now I seem able to lift objects with my mind and project force fields around myself. The weirdest part is that I can only do those things when I’m close to you. I tried to move something while I was in the sonic shower and couldn’t.”  
 
    Feligrin said while picking on a data pad, “Try and pick this up.”  
 
    The same electrical pulsing from before began again throughout Jarron’s body and he was once again unable to move. The data pad slowly rose from Feligrin’s hand and began to spin slowly in a circle. The data pad spun for a little bit longer before finally settling back down in Feligrin’s palm. As soon as it landed Jarron was released from the pulsing and could move again. 
 
    Elyse beamed with pride as she declared, “I guess it’s based on my proximity to Jarron.”  
 
    He spoke up, “Whatever you do, let’s not do that while I’m flying.” 
 
    “Why not?” Feligrin asked with a puzzled expression. 
 
    Jarron sighed and then answered, “Because every time she does that I get a weird pulsing sensation throughout my body and am completely unable to move at all.”  
 
    Feligrin laughed, which elicited a giggle from Elyse.  
 
    He said, “That sounds like a pretty good reason to me.” 
 
    Jarron nodded. He had not noticed before but as he looked at Elyse he realized that she was wearing some of his clothing. Specifically she was wearing one of his light blue dress tunics and a pair of black trousers. They did not fit her very well but he suspected it was better than that robe that she had on before. Their eyes met again as he was examining her.  
 
    “Jarron!” Feligrin yelled.  
 
    He jumped slightly and asked, “Yes?”  
 
    “You’re staring at Elyse again.”  
 
    Sullenly Jarron asked, “I was?”  
 
    “Yes.” Feligrin replied with a nod.  
 
    Deeply embarrassed Jarron stated, “I didn’t realize it.”  
 
    He could feel the heat of a blush on his face as he quickly started to turn away from her and back to the control panel of the ship. 
 
    “Jarron.” Elyse said.  
 
    “Yes.” He replied as he stopped turning his chair and looked back at her.  
 
    “Don’t feel bad. There is some sort of weird bond between us. I can feel it and I’m sure you can too. My guess is that the men who kidnapped me knew about it too and planned something very bad. We need to get to Father Lapella because he’ll know what to do.” She told him. 
 
    “Well first we’re going to a cousin of Hain’s. He’ll hide us until we can come up with a plan.”  
 
    Her voice sounded pensive as she stated, “I really need to get back to Cantua, although I’m deeply worried that I might cause trouble for them if I go back.”  
 
    Feligrin said, “You can stay with us while we figure this out. We have an extra room on the Keg. We just need to convince Hain, which might be tough because he seemed very upset about the whole thing in general. Though I suspect he was madder about not being paid.”  
 
    Elyse nodded at him. Jarron thought that her skin almost seemed to shimmer from the light reflecting into the cockpit from the stars racing by. He found himself once again entranced. It was seemed as if she sensed that his eyes were on her because she turned away from Feligrin to look at him. Their eyes immediately locked into a deep stare.  
 
    After a while Feligrin called out, “Guys! Hello! Brumkin still in the room!”  
 
    They both startled from his words. She blushed heavily, rose from her chair, and hurriedly ran out of the cockpit. As soon as she left the cockpit Jarron felt a twinge of guilt and sorrow from immediately missing her. He was starting to believe that he was going insane. After all, he had just met her but between her presence and all of the mumbo jumbo about the Gift, he found himself very confused. It was all messing with his head. Slowly, he turned back towards the controls of the ship. The nav computer beeped to let them know they would be reaching their destination soon. Jarron reached to the comm unit and pushed the activation button for a ship-wide announcement.  
 
    “Attention, this is your captain speaking. We are about to leave the fold, please secure yourselves and prepare for our upcoming landing. Thank you for flying Air Jarron.”  
 
    Feligrin laughed at his words. 
 
    The comm buzzed and Hain’s voice said, “Lad ya wise arse, make sure to let ‘em know that we need to talk to my cousin Dalain. He can hide us til we figure out what we’re dealin’ with. I’m gonna buckle down here.”  
 
    Jarron pushed the comm button and said, “Will do.”  
 
    He could sense Elyse as she approached the cockpit. As she entered, he felt a sudden and overwhelming sense of relief. A wide smile crossed his face and he did not know why.  
 
    Feligrin stood up from his seat next to Jarron and patted it softly before saying, “Elyse sit here.”  
 
    Jarron glanced over at him and saw a wicked grin on his face. It dawned on Jarron that Feligrin had decided to take up tormenting him as well. It took every bit of his strength to keep from looking at her as she sat down next to him. He could feel her eyes on him as he continued to stare forward. 
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    The ship rocked slightly as it leapt into normal space. The planet Kala-al-Drakal came into view, it was a light blue orb with several splotches of green. 
 
    The comm came to live, “Attention unknown ship, identify yourself an your purpose.”  
 
    Pushing the comm button Jarron replied, “This is the Keg, we are here to visit a relative named Dalain Stonefist. This ship is registered to his cousin, Hain Stonefist, who is aboard. Could we be patched into his comm channel please?”  
 
    There was a moment of pause before the comm crackled again, “Confirmed, patching the channel to Dalain Stonefist.”  
 
    The comm crackled and popped loudly for a bit and then the gruff voice of Dalain came through the comm, “This is Dalain Stonefist, Whaddya what?”  
 
    Jarron chuckled at Dalain’s usual ‘pleasant’ demeanor. He made Hain seem like rainbows and sunshine. 
 
    Pushing the comm button he answered, “Dalain, this is Jarron, we need a place to hide for a bit. Can you help us?”  
 
    The comm responded back, “Hey laddie! Of course, I’ll send ya a set o’ coords o’ one of my safer places. Tell my cousin I said hello. I’ll try to meet ya in an hour or so.”  
 
    The comm cut off and the nav computer beeped with the receipt of a transmission. Jarron smiled as he set the nav computer to guide him to the coordinates. 
 
    Making sure that he continued to face forward as to avoid looking at Elyse he said, “I’ve always loved that gruff old Kalan. Feligrin you’re gonna like him because he loves to harass Hain as much as you do.”  
 
    Jarron could hear Feligrin’s evil laugh coming from behind him, which elicited laughter from both Jarron and Elyse. He guided the ship smoothly to the landing pad and it rocked slightly as they landed. In his peripheral vision he saw Elyse rise from her seat. He tapped out a few commands on the controls to power down the Keg and then stood.  
 
    Feligrin said, “Lead on Jarron.”  
 
    It had been a few years since he had last seen Dalain and he was very excited about the prospect. Jarron led Feligrin and Elyse through the ship, making sure to grab his belt and holster, which he slipped on, before exiting. As they left the ship, Jarron could see Hain standing nearby in a spirited conversation with one of Dalain’s employees. Once they came into view Hain pointed at them. The Kalan that Hain was talking with nodded and then signaled the group to follow him.  
 
    As they walked behind him the Kalan said, “Master Stonefist informed me o’ your visit. I took a moment to ready room for ya. I see you’ve got a few extra guests since your last visit, which willna be a problem as we’ve got plenty o’ rooms. As I was instructed, the rooms are located in one o’ our most secure areas. Please follow me.”  
 
    As they slowly walked away from the Keg, Jarron activated the ship’s defensive systems. The Kalan led them into a door, which opened into a large mansion. He nodded at another nearby Kalan male, who Jarron thought looked an awful lot like a guard, and then led them to the main stairwell. They went up a flight of stairs and then down a long hallway. The Kalan stopped at the first door and gestured to Hain, who stepped into the room and closed the door. Next he placed Feligrin across the hall from Hain, Elyse was given the room next to his and finally Jarron was assigned the room across the hallway from her. Jarron watched as casually as he could when she entered her room and closed the door. He took a deep breath and slowly exhaled before entering his room and closing the door. 
 
    The room’s comm buzzed and a voice announced, “Dinner will be in one hour. Feel free to relax or maybe take a shower til then.”  
 
    Jarron had not taken a proper shower in a few weeks so he decided that now would be the perfect time to take a shower. The thing about sonic showers is they can clean you but they never were quite as refreshing as a real shower with water. He stripped down before setting his clothing on a chair and then he entered the bathroom. Reaching out to turn on the shower he waited for a moment to let it heat up before stepping in. The shower was a lot shorter than he would have preferred. For a Kalan they were probably the perfect height but for him the water splashed against his chest instead of over his head. He chuckled as the hot water splashed against him. Even at the short height the hot water still felt wonderful. After he finished the shower he quickly dried off and stepped out. One of the biggest advantages of visiting a Kalan home was that each bathroom always had a beard trimmer for guests. He wrapped a towel around his waist before grabbing the trimmer and then neatly trimming his goatee. He grew it out a few years ago to with a mustache and while he did not like the mustache he kept the goatee, which he loved because of the roguish look it gave him. It also helped him decide to keep it when the ladies seemed to love it too. He tended to be very youthful looking so having the goatee made him look at least a little older. Setting down the trimmer Jarron turned towards the door that led into the bedroom. He was struck with the sense that Elyse was nearby. As he stepped back into the bedroom he was proven correct when he saw that.she was standing near the bed looking out the window. She turned as he entered and blushed when she caught sight of him with just a towel wrapped around his waist.  
 
    “Sorry,” She said, “I didn’t know what you were doing. I just wanted to see you.”  
 
    She began to turn to leave the room.  
 
    Jarron softly told her, “Hold on a second, lemme get dressed and we can talk.”  
 
    She nodded at him and then sat down on the bed. He grabbed his clothing and went back into the bathroom, closing the door. It only took him a moment to dress. He stopped at the door of the bathroom and took a deep breath to try and calm down, just thinking about her had caused him far more nervousness than he had ever felt around a woman. For some reason even as a teenager he always had good luck with women. He opened the door and walked into the bedroom. Elyse was still sitting on the bed. She was admiring the few paintings on a nearby wall, which she stopped doing as soon as Jarron entered.  
 
    She turned to look at him and then said, “I know this is weird but we seem to be bonded in some unique way. I find myself drawn to you in a way that I’ve never been to anyone. I really need to know what you’re thinking about all of this.”  
 
    He sat down on the bed next to her and sighed.  
 
    After a moment he finally spoke, “Honestly I’m not sure. I realize something bigger than us is going on but all I can think about is you. I know it sounds corny and I’m not sure if it the whole Gift thing or legitimate feelings but I’m drawn intensely to you and it is very unusual. Either way, I’m not sure what to do about it.”  
 
    Elyse turned and looked at him.  
 
    He could see happiness written on her face as she stated, “I feel the same way and it scares me. Usually I’m very conservative around people, even ones I know, but you and your friends feel very comfortable to me.”  
 
    “So what should we do?” He asked. 
 
    Elyse smiled softly at him and then slowly reached out with her left hand. Her hand touched his cheek, which caused Jarron’s face to tingle sharply with an electrical shock. It was very much like a shock from static electricity, only not as harsh. She pulled her hand back quickly, almost as if she was in pain.  
 
    Jarron asked nervously, “Did you feel that too?”  
 
    “I don’t know what it was, but it sure was unique.” She answered. 
 
    He nodded at her. She reached out her hand again and touched the same spot. Once again his face tingled with the same electrical shock, but this time she did not remove her hand. A broad grin crossed her face.   
 
    With curiosity in her voice she said, “I wonder what other odd things are going to happen during our little adventure together.”  
 
    Jarron chuckled at her words. Elyse suddenly pushed herself into him and pressed her lips on his. Bursts of the sharp electrical tingling pulsed through his body as the kiss went from a soft touching of lips to a passionate deep kiss. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her closer. The warmth of her body threatened to overwhelm him as they kissed.  
 
    Just as the passion of their kiss started to cause Jarron’s hands to explore her body there was a loud knock on the door, which was followed by Hain’s coarse voice, “Lad we seem to have lost our guest an it’s time to go eat supper.”  
 
    They stopped kissing and looked at the door. Elyse blushed, rose from the bed, and then walked over to the door. Jarron stood up and followed her. She opened the door to a very grumpy looking Hain.  
 
    He said, “Ahhh, there she is, which shouldna have been a surprise bein’ how you two’ve been starin’ each other down like two matin’ Talikoins.”  
 
    She flushed a deep red, which Jarron had no doubt matched his face.  
 
    Stuttering out a response Jarron said, “Hush Hain, we were just discussing her experiences with the Gift and with those goons.”  
 
    Hain chuckled before responding, “Lad you’re the worst liar I done ever met. Her hair alone tells me that you both musta had one passionate discussion.”  
 
    He turned around and then stomped down the hallway towards the dining area of Dalain’s mansion.  
 
    She giggled at his words before commenting, “He sure knows you well.”  
 
    “We’ve been best mates for the last six years. We’d better follow him.” Jarron replied.  
 
    He gestured toward the door to allow her to leave first. As she passed by him he closed the door and raced after her down the hallway.  
 
    Once he caught up with her he asked, “How did you know to play Thriller?”  
 
    She took his left arm as she answered, “I don’t know I just had a feeling to play it.”  
 
    “It’s my favorite song for flying.” He told her while giving her his biggest grin.  
 
    She laughed at his comment. Up in front of them Jarron could hear Hain’s grunt in response.  
 
    “My question,” She said, “Why do you like a song that seems to indicate the power of a great evil known as the Thriller?”  
 
    Laughing at her question Jarron responded, “Because the song might suggest the Thriller is evil but when I’m piloting that ship, I’m the Thriller.”  
 
    Hain grunted once again.  
 
    “You’re silly Jarron.” She said with a chuckle.  
 
    He nodded at her. They walked through the hallway and finally entered the dining area of the mansion. It was a massive hall with large marble pillars that rose from the ground, each intricately carved with various Kalan warriors engaged in combat with both mythical and real beasts of their home world. The walls of the dining hall were covered with dozens of tapestries and portraits of Kalan, both male and female. Centered in the hall was a large oaken table, which easily spanned over around four meters long and was probably about a meter wide. Along the sides of the table were at least two dozen plush padded oaken chairs, and finally along the furthest end of the table was an elaborately designed throne that was big enough for a large Kalan male. Sitting in the throne was Dalain. He was an older Kalan male with long grayish braided hair and a thick gray beard that was braided into three long braids. His dark brown eyes lit up as they entered the hall.  
 
    He said excitedly, “Hain, Jarron! It’s been a very long time! What brings you lads to my hall?  
 
    Hain replied, “Let’s draw a stout ale an discuss things.”   
 
    Dalain nodded and then pointed at some of the chairs near his throne. They all sat in the chairs indicated.  
 
    “Before ya bring the ales cousin, lemme introduce ya to some folks.” Hain said.                              
 
    He gestured at Feligrin as he said, “This is my navigator, Feligrin Bumbletoes.”  
 
    He then gestured at Elyse and said, “This lass was our most recent cargo.”  
 
    Dalain looked puzzled.  
 
    “Cargo?” He asked. 
 
    Hain nodded. Several mugs of ale were brought out, along with plates of a variety of Kalan dishes.  
 
    Dalain said, “So, let’s hear your tale cousin.”  
 
    Hain nodded at him and told him everything from the first initial delivery for their recent employer and all the way up to the final delivery and firefight. As soon as Hain described Elyse’s powers in action Jarron could see the look of shock on Dalain’s face. He looked at her with disbelief on his face.  
 
    “Floatin’ trees ya say? I kinna believe that cousin!” He exclaimed.  
 
    “Its true cousin.” Hain stated firmly. 
 
    Feligrin piped in, “Elyse show him with that cup.”  
 
    He pointed at a nearby cup. She nodded at him and then reached out to hold Jarron’s hand. He could tell by her facial expression that she was focusing on the cup, which caused an immediate pulsing throughout his body along with an inability to move. The cup slowly rose into the air.  
 
    Dalain gasped in shock and exclaimed loudly, “Holy Hell!”  
 
    He rubbed at his beard and then declared, “I’m quite impressed lass.”  
 
    She grinned at him. Using every bit of effort in his being, Jarron struggled to try and move his hand. He could not do it no matter how hard he tried.  
 
    Elyse must have sensed his effort so she lowered the cup and said “Sorry.”  
 
    Dalain looked confused for a moment before he turned to Jarron and asked, “What’s she apologizin’ for lad?”  
 
    Once he was released from the grasp of her powers he answered, “Every time she uses her abilities I seem to have issues moving, or talking, or generally doing anything.”  
 
    Dalain grunted and said, “One o’ my nieces has the Gift an I ain’t heard of such a thing. Guess she’s a unique one.”  
 
    Suddenly Elyse asked, “Could I get a bit of string or something to tie my hair back?”  
 
    Dalain nodded and turned to one of the nearby servants. The servant left and then returned a moment later with a small piece of thick string. He passed it to Elyse. She gently twisted and maneuvered her hair into a ponytail. As soon as she pulled her hair back both Hain and his cousin gasped in horror.  
 
    “Holy hell!” Hain yelled out.  
 
    Jarron and Elyse both jumped in response from the loudness of his voice.  
 
    Dalain said angrily, “Cousin ya done brought a freakin’ Eal’tain into my hall!”  
 
    “Cousin I swear I didna know she was an Eal’tain.”  
 
    Jarron had known that Hain did not trust Eal’tain, but he did not know just how badly. He could sense fear emanating from Elyse.  
 
    Trying to calm them Jarron said, “Hain she’s only half Eal’tain.”  
 
    Hain asked in shock, “You knew?”  
 
    “Yes but why should it matter?” He answered. 
 
    Hain grunted at Jarron before turning to Dalain and saying, “Cousin had I known I woulda come here.”  
 
    Jarron was very flustered. Her father, who she had not known, abandoned her as a small child and yet Jarron’s own friend acted as though she was his personal enemy because of that relationship. He told both of the Kalan her whole story that she had told him and Feligrin aboard the Keg. 
 
    After a long silence Dalain finally spoke, “Very well. I ain’t overly happy about it all but she has human blood and the lad here seems to be enamored with her so she can stay for now.”  
 
    Jarron could sense relief coming from Elyse.  
 
    “Why do you have issue with the Eal’tain?” Feligrin asked. 
 
    Dalain thoughtfully rubbed his beard for a moment before speaking, “Decades before we met the humans, we made contact with the Eal’tain. We attempted to forge a tradin’ alliance with ‘em, like we did later with the humans an Brumkin. The Eal’tain refused, instead they offered to trade knowledge, knowledge which they judged at various levels of value based on their opinion. Needless to say, the Kalan got the short end o’ the measurin’ stick. Just after they left, citizen of Kala-a-Karum contracted an unusual disease that none o’ the doctors could cure. Thousands of Kalan died before we could resolve the issue. Since that day no Eal’tain has been allowed to step foot on Kalan controlled territory.”  
 
    Feligrin nodded grimly at his story. 
 
    Elyse said, “Dalain I would never do anything to hurt friends of Jarron, Feligrin or Hain. They saved me from my prison. Plus if it helps, I haven’t ever met my father, or any other Eal’tain. For all purposes, outside of my ears, I am a human.”  
 
    Dalain nodded firmly. Jarron heard Hain grunt and turned to see him looking very unhappily in his direction. The look was a mixture of disappointment and frustration.  
 
    Locking eyes with Hain Jarron said firmly, “I didn’t know it would be an issue, but if you want her to leave, I’ll be going with her.”  
 
    She squeezed his hand softly at his proclamation.  
 
    Dalain announced, “No worries lad, the lass is welcome in my hall. Now ‘bout dis business with the robed human you described. I’ve already sent feelers out an once I get somethin’ I’ll let ya know. For now, you’ll stay here an once we know what’s goin’ on we can plan the next move.”  
 
    After a pause he stood up and announced, “Well friends, enjoy the meal. I must go run a planet.”  
 
    He walked quickly out the hall. They all began to eat in silence. Jarron could tell immediately that Hain was still very unhappy with him because he ate his meal in complete silence and only drank the one mug of ale.  
 
    As they finished the meal Feligrin turned to Jarron and asked, “Whatcha gonna do now Jarron?”  
 
    “Honestly I’m quite tired. I think I’m gonna get some sleep.” He told Feligrin. 
 
    No one said another word as they all rose from the table and slowly walked back to their individually assigned rooms. Jarron closed the door and stripped off his shirt. He climbed into the bed and pulled up a blanket up to his abdomen.  Usually Kalan did not care about comfort, many of them sleeping on wood or even stone slabs, but this bed was extremely comfortable so he was quite impressed with it. He suspected that it was a guest bed intended for any human guests that Dalain might have in his dealings as ruler of the planet. Jarron’s eyes began to flicker as a deep sleep overcame him.  
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    Almost as soon as Jarron faded off to sleep his mind began slip into a dream. He found himself in the cockpit of the Keg, at the controls. Hain was sitting at weapons control with Feligrin sitting next to Jarron and, oddly enough, Elyse sitting behind him. They had nothing but open space in front of them. Twisting the controls he sent the ship into a wide spinning barrel roll. As the ship started on a sharp spin Hain grunted, Feligrin howled in glee and Jarron could hear Elyse behind him gasp at the sudden turn. Grinning widely, he turned the ship out of the spinning barrel roll and into a soft curve. Once he hit the apex of the curve he had a feeling that someone was watching him. As he continued to fly the ship the sense of being watched grew in intensity. It began to overwhelm him. Jarron startled awake to see Elyse sitting in a nearby chair watching him as he slept. 
 
    She said bashfully, “Sorry I just couldn’t sleep, so I came here. You were sleeping so peacefully that I just couldn’t bring myself to wake you. I hope you don’t mind.”  
 
    Jarron rolled over from his back and turned to his side to face her, with his head resting on a pillow.  
 
    “No I was dreaming but I’m glad you’re here.” He told her.  
 
    She asked, “What were you dreaming about?”  
 
    With a wide grin he replied, “I was flying the Keg and was doing some of my favorite tricks.”  
 
    She chuckled before asking him, “You really love to fly don’t you?”  
 
    He nodded at her before stating, “It has been something that reached out to me even as a small child. I would sit in my room as a boy staring out into the night’s sky wishing I was out there flying a ship.” 
 
    She stood from the chair and then moved directly next to his bed before sitting down on the floor next to where his head was. They were now at eye level with each other as she was sitting near him. 
 
    “Jarron,” She said softly, “I’m very worried about where we’re headed. I’ve never felt this way about anyone and the fact it’s all happening so fast scares me.”  
 
    “I know what you mean because it’s as frightening to me as it is you. I’ve never felt this way either but I can tell you that I’m not going anywhere.” He said to her as a way to try and reassure her. 
 
    She smiled widely at his words. Jarron reached out with his left hand and softly placed it against her cheek which she responded to be grabbing his hand that was touching her cheek.  
 
    “Is it okay if I stay here with you? I can’t sleep in my room.” She asked. 
 
    He nodded at her. She stood up and slowly climbed over him onto the empty half of the bed. Jarron rotated onto his back. He felt her moving on the bed as she lifted the blanket that was on him and then moved next to him. She tucked her head through his left arm and then gently rested her head on his shoulder. Heat from her body radiated intensely around him as she rested her arm on his bare chest and then pulled her body as close as she could to him. He lifted his left hand up and began softly stroking her hair. It was as he ran his fingers through her hair that his fingers touched her pointed ear for the first time. He found himself fascinated by it. He softly ran his finger along the edge of her ear. She laughed as he continued to touch her ear.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” He asked her.  
 
    Cheer was in her voice as she answered, “People are always fascinated by my ears. You don’t know how many times people have asked to touch them. Honestly you’re the first person who has touched them without asking since I was a small child.”  
 
    He removed his hand from her ear and said shamefully, “I’m sorry, I just had never felt anything like them. I’ll stop.”  
 
    She shook her head and said, “Please don’t stop, when you touch me it feels wonderful.”  
 
    He grinned and then with a roguish smile he told her, “I can think of many things that feel wonderful.”  
 
    She laughed at his words.  
 
    “Good night Jarron.”  
 
    “Good night.” 
 
    He started to once again softly touch her pointed ear. After only a few minutes he could hear her even deep breathing, which let him know that she had fallen asleep. He quickly fell asleep as well.  
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    The next morning Jarron awoke to feel her still snuggled up against him. She was awake and looking up at him. He smiled as they caught eyes.  
 
    She said, “Good morning.”  
 
    “To you as well. I have to say that waking up to your beautiful face has to be the best way to start any morning.” He replied. 
 
    She flushed slightly and then kissed him. The kiss started off soft but then grew in passion. Elyse pressed herself into him and began running her hands along the sides of his bare chest. Jarron wrapped his arms around her and slowly pulled her onto him. He softly caressed her arms as he kissed her. Suddenly she pulled away and rolled off the bed.  
 
    “Are you okay?” He asked.  
 
    She nodded before saying, “Yes, I’m just not ready for that.”  
 
    “Alright, we’ll take things a little slower.” He told her. 
 
    She sat down on the bed. He sat up, moved behind her, slid one leg on each of her sides and then pulled her closely next to him. She rested her back against his chest. 
 
    Jarron asked her, “When you were at that church what did you think you’d end up doing with your life?”  
 
    She leaned her head against his shoulder and answered, “Honestly I just planned to continue healing people and doing good deeds. How about you?”  
 
    Jarron chuckled because doing good deeds was not on his normal to-do list.  
 
    He answered, “All I ever do is kinda live one day at a time. Since I met Hain all we’ve done is go from one planet to another delivering whatever we were hired to ship. It’s been both exciting and more than a bit dangerous at times. We’ve had our ups and downs but we always seem to come out on top in the end.”  
 
    She nodded thoughtfully and then asked, “How did you meet Hain and Feligrin?”  
 
    “It’s a bit of a story.” He replied.  
 
    She giggled and stated, “I can sit here in your arms all day.”  
 
    He laughed. He softly ran his hands along each of her arms just below the sleeves of the shirt that she wore.  
 
    “I wouldn’t mind that either.” He told her before starting his story, “About seven years ago I was just a crazy sixteen year old boy. I was wild, running around causing trouble and driving my parents insane. My father had the last straw when I stole a sporting conveyance for a joy ride. I totaled it, along with about five other ones. My father disowned me and kicked me out of the house so I spent my time bouncing from one friend’s house to another. After about two months of that I decided to get a job piloting since it was the only thing that I could do. It didn’t take long to get a job, which I completed pretty quickly. I hopped from job to job for at least a year. Just about six years ago I was finishing up a job and sitting in a bar waiting for my contact. Sitting across the bar from me was a gruff Kalan male, Hain. After an hour or so of waiting my contact showed up, he was a real large and mean human from the Mars Base. Built like a tank and a surly attitude to boot. He sat next to me and said ‘Little man that shipment was there, but it was a bit roughed up.’ I told him that maybe his goons should have packed it better or something like that. He got pretty upset and threatened to cut my pay in half, which pissed me off so I told him off.” 
 
    Jarron paused to catch his breath and then continued his story, “The man stood up and grabbed me by the collar. He then picked me off my feet and began threatening to kill me. He tossed me halfway across the bar. Just then Hain’s voice boomed out a warning to the man. The man turned to him and threatened Hain. He again warned the man. The man charged at Hain, who dodged his attack and then bashed the man upside his head with a maul-rifle. It only took one hit for Hain to drop the man and knock him out. Hain helped me to my feet and I thanked him. He asked what was happening so I told him the whole story. After a long discussion we went into business and we have been partners ever since.” 
 
    Jarron looked at Elyse and saw that she turned her head to face him and was paying close attention to his entire story.  
 
    “What about Feligrin? How did you meet him?” She asked.   
 
    Jarron grinned and then answered, “That’s a much easier story. Hain and I had been partners for almost a little bit under six years. We took a long term supply job from several planets that restock the Deep Space Station called Whitmire 5. The job lasted several months and at the end of the contract we stopped at the small pub on the station. Feligrin was our waiter. He badly wanted to leave the station so we brought him with us. We always seemed to be a few hands short many times so it was an easy decision. He has been with us for just a few weeks.”  
 
    As he finished his story he saw that she was staring deeply into his eyes. He returned her gaze and was hit with a sudden sense of nervousness. He was unsure if that was her or him. Reaching out with his hand he softly stroked her cheek.  
 
    She smiled at him as she announced, “We should probably go to the dining hall and get some breakfast.”  
 
    “I suppose we should.” He told her with a sly grin. 
 
    In a sudden movement he twisted her slightly and then looped his arms under her armpits, before lifting her up and rotating her until she was facing him. He then guided her legs down alongside his hips and shifted her so she was sitting on his lap, facing him. At first she appeared shocked at his quick movement but then laughed loudly. Jarron found her laugh to be delightful to hear. Using his right hand, he slowly brushed her hair that had whipped across her face out of his way and then softly kissed her on the neck. He could feel the goose bumps rising on her skin as he gently kissed her. After letting him kiss her neck for some time Elyse tilted his chin so their eyes met.  
 
    She gave him a soft kiss on the lips and then stated, “Okay, you need to stop that before we get ourselves in trouble.”  
 
    “But trouble is my middle name.”  
 
    She laughed at his comment, softly stroked his cheek with her hand and then asked, “Where do you think we are headed?”  
 
    “No idea,” He said, “But I like the direction.”  
 
    He kissed her softly on the lips yet again. 
 
    A knock came rapping on the door, followed by Feligrin’s voice, “Jarron are there?”  
 
    “Yes Feligrin, what’s up?” Jarron said loudly.. 
 
    “Dalain wants us all to meet him for breakfast.” Feligrin declared through the door.   
 
    He replied, “Okay.”  
 
    Through the door Feligrin said, “If you see Elyse please let her know too.”  
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “Will do bud.” Jarron called out. 
 
    He turned back to her and said, “Okay, let’s get ready and go get some breakfast.  
 
    She nodded at him but did not move. Jarron pulled her closer and gave her a firm hug, which she responded to by hugging him.  
 
    “Okay, let’s go.” He said. 
 
    She gave him a pretend pouty face and then laughed before standing up.  
 
    Jarron told her, “Don’t worry, we’ll finish this later.”  
 
    She smiled widely at him. Jarron grabbed his shirt, which he put on quickly. He walked into the restroom and took care of his hygiene before returning to the bedroom. Elyse was sitting in a chair near a mirror and slowly brushing her hair with his brush. He found himself entranced by her slow and methodical movement. She caught sight of him watching her in the mirror. She gave him a wide smile before standing and walking up to him. Slowly she circled around him and began softly brushing the end of his long ponytail.  
 
    “How long did it take you to grow your hair this long?” She asked.  
 
    “I started right before I met Hain. Originally it was just laziness but Hain insisted I let it grow out like a proper Kalan so I figured to give it a try. After a while I found that my long hair made me stand out,” He blushed as he said the next part, “With the ladies at various ports that we would go to.”  
 
    She laughed at his comment and then said, “You don’t see too many men with hair halfway down their back, especially good looking ones like you.”  
 
    It was unusual for him but he found himself greatly pleased at hearing her compliment.  
 
    “Ya, I’ve really grown to like it.” He stated.  
 
    “Lemme put it into a braid.”  
 
    “Okay, have at it.” He told her with a chuckle. 
 
    She guided him into a sitting position on the bed and then climbed onto her knees behind him. She then removed the two bindings that he used to hold his hair in place. Slowly and evenly she ran the brush through his hair, making sure to break up the occasional knot that she found. Once she finished brushing his hair she slowly began the process of making one long braid that extended from the base of his skull to the end of his hair. After she finished she stood up and circled the bed until she was in front of him.  
 
    “Not bad,” She said, “Let’s see how it looks, stand up.”  
 
    He stood up as she instructed.  
 
    She rubbed her chin in thought before declaring, “Something isn’t quite right.”  
 
    She reached around him and grabbed the braid, which she then lifted it up and gently draped it over his shoulder.  
 
    “Much better.” She stated. 
 
     “Ready to go eat?” Jarron asked.  
 
    “Almost.” 
 
    “What else do you need to do?” 
 
    She pulled him closer and gave him a deep kiss.  
 
    As soon as he started to bring his arms around her she stepped away from him and stated, “Alright, now I am ready to go eat.”  
 
    He laughed at her as he opened the door to let her step out. Once he left the room he closed the door behind him. As they slowly walked down the hallway Elyse reached out and held his hand. Jarron glanced over at her and gave her a broad smile, which she returned. He again had to force himself to look away as they walked. As they approached the dining hall they could hear the raucous sound of laughter echoing through the hallway.  
 
    Elyse said, “Sounds like they are much happier today.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at her. When they entered the dining hall Hain, Dalain, two Kalan that Jarron didn’t know and Feligrin looked at them.  
 
    Dalain bellowed out, “Jarron my lad, I’m happy to see ya made it out alive. I wager you’ve had a busy night eh?”  
 
    All of the Kalan laughed uproariously at his words. Jarron tried his best not to be embarrassed, although he was certain he failed. He casually escorted Elyse at the same chairs that they sat in the night before and then tucked in her chair as she sat down. Once she was sitting he took a seat. 
 
    Hain examined him closely before saying, “Lad what happened to your hair?”  
 
    “Elyse braided it for me.” Jarron answered.  
 
    “I like it, very much how a proper Kalan would wear it.” Hain stated with what Jarron recognized with a grunt of approval. 
 
    Dalain and the two other Kalan nodded in agreement at his words. Jarron was happy that they approved, especially since it would lessen the constant embarrassment they seemed to want to inflict on him over Elyse. He had to admit that if one of his crew mates were in the same position, he would work tirelessly to harass them as well. In the end, they loved each other as any family member. As soon as they sat in the chairs several servants brought them each a plate with breakfast on it. This time it was steak and eggs. The Kalan almost always included a heavy meat with every meal. Jarron never complained because the selections were usually real good. He glanced over at Elyse and saw that she had already started eating. Jarron was curious if her unique heritage had inflicted anything special or different in her diet but he had not seen any clues yet to make he believe that anything was different from her diet than his own. 
 
    After they finished eating breakfast Dalain spoke, “Now that we’re all here an well fed, let’s get down to business. My initial feelers on your robed man havena pulled much information. However I did manage to get some useful information about the planet that sheds some light on his group. Apparently the planet used to be a hotbed o’ pirate activity. Used by pirates an smugglers for many years, not that there be anythin’ wrong with smugglin.’”  
 
    He said the last part with a little wink towards Jarron before continuing, “All that stopped a year or so ago when they were chased off the planet by a strong military force o’ unknown origin. They cleared out the planet an built up a massive complex around the only spaceport on the planet; we believe it serves as the group’s new base. After some further research we were able to find out the name o’ the group an its leader.”  
 
    He stopped speaking and pulled out a data pad.  
 
    After rereading it he said, “Oh yes, the name of the group is ‘Light of the Golden Sun’ an the leader’s name is Tiberius James. We looked into the name an believe it to be a fake name as no information on the name came up. Any information that I could find on the group led me to believe that it’s some sort o’ new wave religious type group. Information was very thin though. We found rumors rangin’ from a normal religion all the way to a death cult. The most reasonable information we found suggests that they are a religious group tryin’ to find their god through scientific experimentation. Another thing we found out, the lass here isna the only person with the Gift that has up an disappeared. I couldna find proof o’ who did it but I wager it was the same lads who ya tangled with.” 
 
    Hain nodded thoughtfully and then said, “It done sounds like we got our work cut out for us.”  
 
    “Aye cousin, I doubt you’ll get those guys to leave ya alone very easily.”  
 
    “Somethin’ tells me that they want members o’ my crew, not gold. I ain’t givin’ up members o’ my crew without a fight.” Hain declared before giving a firm grunt. 
 
    Jarron grinned widely at his comments. Hain may not have been the happiest Kalan about the whole situation, especially involving Elyse, but he was the most loyal being Jarron had ever met.  
 
    Feligrin asked, “How long should we stay here? I wonder if these fanatics would even waste their time hunting for us.”  
 
    Dalain interrupted, “Actually a group that has the firepower to chase off large numbers o’ pirates an smugglers is one that I suspect would do just that. I’d wager they ain’t done with the lass an Jarron here. The reaction ya described when they opened that crate leads me to think they had a hard time findin’ the pairin’. No doubt they’re part o’ some bigger plan.”  
 
    Feligrin looked extremely unhappy about Dalain’s comments. Jarron knew that the danger they might be in could be too much for him to handle. Jarron was also very concerned. Dealing with people who had sinister motivations and a lot of power were not the type of people that he wished to tangle with. Elyse had sat quietly the whole time.  
 
    She finally spoke up, “I wish I could tell you their plans. Before I met you I’d have considered them criminally insane but now that I can see more clearly what they want, especially when Jarron and I are together.”  
 
    One of the two Kalan sitting at the table spoke up, “What about dese two humans is so special?”  
 
    The table looked back at Elyse.  
 
    She grinned evilly and said, “Let’s go outside and I’ll show you in a grand way.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jarron grew slightly concerned. He was utterly fascinated by her but he still did not know enough about her to know where she was headed with this display that she had planned. Plus he was equally concerned about her mental condition since he still remembered that dream and now he had no doubt that she had somehow projected it to him. She stood up and the entire table followed her lead as she headed out the main doors and to the landing pad where the Keg was at. Once they made it out into the open Elyse strolled confidently until she was standing directly in front of the Keg.  
 
    She ordered, “Jarron stand next to me please.”  
 
    He walked over to her and stood by her side. Struggling to guess what she had planned, nothing came to mind. She reached out and grabbed his hand.  
 
    “Hain, go into the Keg and fire the lasers at me.” She instructed. 
 
    Jarron was shocked. Was she planning suicide? Her mind could not have been right.  
 
    Loudly he called out, “What?”  
 
    She turned to him and said softly, “Trust me.”  
 
    He was very upset about this. She squeezed his hand. Feligrin paled in disbelief at her command.  
 
    “Lass ya musta spent too much time in that box. It’s drove ya batty.” Hain stated. 
 
    “No,” She said firmly, “I know what I’m doing. Please fire the Keg’s weapons at me.”  
 
    Hain grunted and entered the Keg. Jarron felt an overwhelming amount of nervousness welling up within him. He knew it was his own emotions and not hers.  
 
    “Don’t worry, I know what I’m doing.”  
 
    She leaned towards him and gave him a soft kiss. As soon as she moved away from him a very massive wave of pulsing energy began throbbing through him. The weapons of the Keg turned and aimed directly at her. The barrels kicked out rounds of laser fire and halfway through their trajectory they seemed to almost bounce away from her and into the air. Jarron could not see any of the people behind him to see their reaction, but he heard Dalain grunt, which seemed to be in shock and Feligrin cheer loudly. Jarron was extremely impressed by her ability and deeply relieved that she was unharmed since he found himself extremely attached to her. That emotional attachment had also concerned him quite a bit because he usually had nothing more than a brief casual affair with women that he had relationships with. Normally he was never interested in anything else, until she came into his life. She turned to him and smiled proudly. Just at that moment Jarron was released from the grip that her powers had over him. He pulled her into his arms and hugged her tightly.  
 
    She whispered in his ear, “Told you I’d be fine.”  
 
    One of the Kalan males who Jarron did not know said, “What the heck just happened?”  
 
    Dalain answered the Kalan’s question, “This lass seems to have the ability to move objects with her mind an reflect heavy laser fire as well.”  
 
    The Kalan said angrily, “What kind of demonry is dis!”  
 
    Jarron told him, “It isn’t demonry, she just has the Gift.”  
 
    “Dalain’s cousin has the Gift an all she can do is heal.” The Kalan replied.  
 
    Jarron nodded at him and said, “And so can Elyse, but for some reason when I’m close to her she can do some amazing things.”  
 
    The Kalan seemed very upset.  
 
    Dalain spoke up, “Worry not Burdal, she’s a friend o’ dis house.”  
 
    His words seemed to calm the Kalan that he called Burdal. Hain exited the Keg and joined them.  
 
    “Lass that’s one impressive ability ya have there. I can see why see why someone would want ya. In the control o’ the wrong hands ya could cause some trouble.” Hain stated. 
 
    She nodded at his words.  
 
    “I guess we need to make sure she doesn’t end up in the wrong hands.” Jarron said.  
 
    Feligrin cackled and then interjected, “No doubt he wants to keep her in the pair of hands that she’s already in.” 
 
    Jarron felt himself blushing again so in order to deflect the conversation he asked, “What should we do about these goons who are after Elyse?”  
 
    Hain cut in, “Lad those guys also want you. I heard the leader o’ that group say to capture you as well. Her fate is now yours.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” Jarron asked. 
 
    He nodded solemnly which made Jarron was quite upset. This was the last thing that he needed in right now. Elyse lifted his right arm and wrapped it around her shoulders before leaning into his side.  
 
    Hain muttered to himself before saying, “Well lass I suppose I should let ya join my crew eh?”  
 
    “Ya!” Feligrin chirped out happily. 
 
    Elyse grinned at Feligrin. Jarron thought that she must have appreciated his enthusiasm as much as he always had.  
 
    She told them, “I really need to go home soon and at least make sure Father Lapella is okay but I very much want to stay with your crew Hain.”  
 
    Hain said, “Once we finish business here we’ll be headin’ off to your home planet for a visit lass. Since ya will be stayin’ with us we’ll have to clean out our extra room aboard the Keg.” 
 
    “I really could use some clothing and other accessories.” She informed them. 
 
    Faking mock personal insult Jarron asked, “What my clothes aren’t good enough for you?”  
 
    She pinched his side.  
 
    Feligrin interjected, “It sounds like Jarron volunteered to take the lady shopping. Hain let’s give Jarron some of his share of the thousand gold we did get so he can buy her some clothing.”  
 
    Hain said, “Aye that sounds like a plan to me, so long as it comes from his share.”   
 
    “It would be my honor to dress the lady.” Jarron stated. 
 
     Feligrin mischievously grinned at Jarron as he added, “And probably undress her too.”  
 
    The Kalan around them all laughed. Hain gave Feligrin a pat on his shoulder. Elyse reached out and gave him a hard pinch, which made him squeal.  
 
    “Joke all you want about Jarron, but not me!” She exclaimed.  
 
    Feligrin promptly saluted her as he responded, “Yes ma’am.”  
 
    With a chuckle Jarron said, “Thanks for defending me!”  
 
    Elyse laughed at his comment.  
 
    Hain dug into his coin purse and pulled out several gold coins before saying, “Lad, here’s one hundred gold weight coins, which should be more than enough.”  
 
    After taking the coins Jarron gave him a nod.  
 
    Dalain announced, “Hain an I have business to attend to. Burdal an Larmai will be assigned as personal guard for you. They’ll follow ya everywhere. You both have fun, ermm shoppin’. Make sure ya return before supper.”  
 
    Jarron said, “Okay Dalain.”  
 
    Dalain glanced to Hain and then they both walked over to a nearby conveyance and boarded. A few seconds later the conveyance left. 
 
    Feligrin asked, “Can I go shopping with you guys?”  
 
    Jarron answered, “Of course bud.” 
 
    Thinking about taking Elyse shopping, Jarron was pretty confident that the nearby city would probably have at least one shop that sold clothing that would fit Elyse. 
 
    Turning to Burdal Jarron asked, “Burdal could you show us someplace that has human sized clothing?”  
 
    Burdal nodded. He turned to the left and walked over a nearby conveyance. Larmai immediate followed him. Realizing that was the clue for them to follow, Jarron guided Elyse to the door. As soon as they sat down in the passenger chairs, Burdal started the conveyance and activated the automated doors, which caused the doors to close. Burdal slowly pulled the conveyance away and activated the skimmer mode, which it responded to by slightly lifting off above the ground. They all sat quietly as the conveyance began to move away from the mansion. Soon the mansion was out of sight and nothing but woods surrounded them. Elyse softly leaned her head into Jarron’s shoulder. Feligrin sat in his seat looking quietly out the window. 
 
    “Elyse,” Jarron said, “I was thinking that we could practice something later on.”  
 
    She looked up at him and asked, “What is that?”  
 
    “Well I would like to be able to actually move while you’re using the Gift, so I was thinking later you could use it while I practice trying to move. I could swear that I almost moved when you lifted the cup and with some practice I might be able to do so.”  
 
    “That sounds like a great idea.” She stated. 
 
    He smiled at her, which she immediately returned. It took about ten minutes for them to leave the wooded area and then enter a small city. The conveyance drastically decreased speed by lowering back down to the ground. They now hovered maybe a bit under a meter over the ground as they continued along. Jarron could see dozens of male and female Kalan walking on the nearby sidewalks. He loved the Kalan because they were an honorable and hard-working people. One time when he was a child he had read some of the old children’s stories of Terra’s past and he remembered reading that Dwarves, who greatly resemble the Kalan, had women with beards. This was not the case for the Kalan. Their face was as hair-free any human woman. He even dated one because Hain arranged a date and Jarron could not think of a polite way to decline. Her name was Pimi. She was sweet enough to him but he found that she was a little more voracious and too rough for his liking. She tried many times to bed him. Jarron even let her one time but his broken arm midway through brought that to a sudden end, along with any future dates with her. He knew from that point on it was human women for him, although now he found himself convinced that perhaps that rule was going to the wayside as he found that it was going to be Elyse only for him. Initially that had caused him great concern because he had always considered himself to be a bit of a lady’s man. Being with one woman exclusively was going to be a very new experience for him. He knew that it was not going to change since even leaving the room Elyse was in left him with an overwhelming urge to be around her. He wondered if that is what love felt like.  
 
    “Its very pretty here.” Elyse stated. 
 
    “Aye.” Larmai said. 
 
    The conveyance moved through the city and finally came to a stop. The doors clicked open. Burdal and Larmai exited, which Jarron and his friends quickly followed behind them. The conveyance was sitting in a parking area, which was virtually empty. He realized that perhaps this shop was not one of the more popular ones in the city, which made sense since Kalan would not need too many human goods. Burdal and Larmai began walking away from the conveyance and towards the nearby shop. The buildings in the city were of a very simple design, mostly built of stone with shaped metallic emblems embedded into the center of each stone brick. Jarron thought it was an interesting design as it made the bricks appear less ordinary and gave each building an overall distinct look to it, especially since each building had its own emblem design. The Kalan within the city dressed very plainly, which was common among all Kalan. The colors of their clothing ranged from simple browns, blues, and grays. Burdal stopped at the front entrance of the shop. It was a refreshing change of pace from normal Kalan shops; the door was remodeled to meet the height of a human. There was a large sign on the front of the store written in common English, the language of Terra. The sign said, ‘Goods of Terra’.  
 
    Burdal announced, “Stay here with Larmai for a moment.”  
 
    He walked into the shop and approached the clerk standing near the door. They spoke for a moment before Burdal passed him several gold coins.  
 
    He walked back out to them and then said, “Okay, I’ll stand guard here. Larmai will stand just inside the shop. The shop is all yours for some time.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at his words, took Elyse’s hand, and then guided her through the door. Feligrin following closely behind. The shop was in the typical style of Kalan buildings, stone and metal in basic but highly efficient designs. Various human paintings hung from the walls, most of which were scenery of Terra before the asteroid struck it. The items for sale ranged from simple jewelry to very expensive clothing. Elyse immediately released his hand and moved to one of the nearest clothing racks. Jarron had to admit to himself that he had no idea what he should be doing since he had never gone shopping with a woman before. Feligrin gave him a little nudge, followed by one of his trademark mischievous grins. He suspected that Feligrin quite enjoyed adding Jarron his list of people who he could torment. Jarron shrugged at him and then casually strolled over to Elyse. She was examining several blouses, obviously trying to decide which ones to select.  
 
    As soon as he got close enough she turned and asked, “Which one of these do you like with this gray skirt?”  
 
    She lifted up two blouses, a plain looking red one and a gray one with an elaborate red swirling pattern that moved from the sides of the blouse and then up through the short sleeves. Jarron was unsure which one to select so he pointed at the one with red swirls on it because it appeared as though it would be much more form fitting and would allow him an easier viewing of her graceful form. They continued this process of review and selection for at least two or three hours. Time was becoming a blur as she shopped. Elyse had moved through every rack that had woman’s clothing on it. Jarron had lost count of the numbers of blouses, skirts, undergarments, and dresses that she had selected. He had no doubt that he would probably need some more gold. Luckily he always kept a few coins of his own stashed away in a pouch in his vest. One of the few traits he learned from his father that he liked was being judicious with his gold. Well that, and the many shortfalls of gold that he experienced after moving out taught that lesson as well. She did not select any jewelry, which he found odd, but she bought almost every pair of shoes or boots in the shop that would fit her feet properly. After she had finished shopping and Jarron paid, which took all of the gold that Hain gave him plus some of his own, she took some of the clothing into the nearby dressing room to change. 
 
    Once she was gone Feligrin stated, “I hope she didn’t break your wallet.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled. After a few minutes Elyse exited the changing room and rejoined them. She wore the gray and red blouse that he had selected, a gray skirt, a pair of matching boots and a red sash that wrapped around her waist with the ends hanging loosely on her hip. She spun slightly as if she were modeling her new clothing.  
 
    Feligrin said, “I really like that.”  
 
    She looked at Jarron with her soft hazel eyes and smiled nervously at him. Forgetting that he should not look into her eyes in public due to his own inability to control himself from staring at her, he looked into her eyes. He could sense nervousness building up within, which he was confident was not his own.  
 
    “Jarron,” Feligrin asked, “What do you think of Elyse’s outfit?”  
 
    He startled out of his stare when Feligrin spoke.  
 
    Jarron replied to his question, “It’s wonderful, just like she is.”  
 
    The sense of nervousness immediately disappeared and she pulled him into a tight hug.  
 
    She whispered in his ear, “So are you.” 
 
    The door of the shop opened and Burdal entered. 
 
    “Are you done lass?” He asked grumpily.  
 
    “Yes,” She answered before turning to Jarron and asking, “Could you help me with these bags?”  
 
    He nodded and collected as many as he could carry. She took a few of the remaining bags, with Feligrin grabbing the last one. They followed Burdal as he left the shop with Larmai trailing behind them. Burdal guided them back to the conveyance and then opened a storage compartment. Jarron loaded the bags that he was holding. He took the bags from Elyse and loaded them in as well. They all entered the conveyance and immediately left for Dalain’s mansion. The trip back was pretty quick.  
 
    As soon as they exited the conveyance Burdal said, “You should probably store most o’ the lass’s clothin’ aboard the Keg. Hain said that you won’t be stayin’ much longer.”  
 
    Jarron responded, “That’s probably a good idea. Feligrin we should also clean out the extra room for her as well.”  
 
    Feligrin nodded in response. They walked from the conveyance, with all of her bags in tow, and then entered the Keg. The three of them quickly cleaned out the spare room, storing most of her clothing in the room. She insisted on bring two bags of clothing with her to the mansion since she was unsure what she wanted to wear tomorrow. They exited the ship and followed Burdal, who was waiting outside, back into the mansion itself. He led them back through the mansion and into the dining hall.  
 
    “Have a seat for lunch.” Burdal instructed them.  
 
    He left the dining hall. Feligrin dashed madly to the throne at the end of the table and hopped on it. Jarron guided Elyse to the same chairs that they had sat in every time since they got there. He helped her sit down and then took a seat. Almost as soon as they all sat down several servants entered with plates of food. The meal consisted of some type of meat steak, a vegetable that was very similar to a human potato, a mug of ale, and a strange pastry that tasted more sour than sweet. After the finished eating the food Burdal returned.  
 
    He announced, “Dalain suggested that you might like to take a walk through his garden, which he is quite proud o’.”  
 
    Elyse said happily, “That would be wonderful.”  
 
    “Very well, I’ll escort ya to the entrance. Make sure ya don’t stray to far from the path since the vegetation here is quite dangerous.” Burdal stated. 
 
    He turned and began walking. They all stood up and followed him as he walked out of the dining hall. Jarron found the walk through this part of the mansion fascinating because he had been in the mansion only once before and it was just for a quick meeting. Almost every wall in the building was covered with paintings or tapestries. Statues of different Kalan lined the sides of main hallways. The entrance of the garden consisted of two large stone arches with doors that just opened as they approached. The garden itself was massive. It had thousands of trees, shrubs, and flowers that filled within a massive transparent dome.  
 
    Burdal stopped at the arched entryway and instructed, “Dis is where The garden starts. Remember to follow the pathways an don’t leave ‘em”  
 
    They nodded at his words and then turned to follow the nearest pathway. Jarron found himself impressed with the planet life within the garden. The flowers ranged from dull yellows to vibrant purples. They stopped at the first display of a breed of plant. The small display sign was written in Kalan. Elyse stopped and squinted at the sign. She leaned forward in an attempt to read it. Just as Jarron pulled her shoulder away from the plant a vine from it violently reached out and barely missed her.  
 
    Jarron said, “It says, ‘Danger: the vines attack warm blooded animals’”  
 
    “You can read Kalan?” A very surprised Elyse asked. 
 
    He nodded at her and replied, “Yes, Hain taught me how to read, write and speak it.”  
 
    “Please let me know what the signs say.”  
 
    He replied, “Okay.”  
 
    She reached out with her hand as a request for him to hold her hand. He responded by taking her hand. She then guided them down towards the main pathway. Feligrin walked slowly behind them. They spent the next three and a half hours slowly exploring the garden. As they finished Jarron noticed that it was getting close to supper time. Burdal approached as they made their way to the arched exit. He then turned immediately down the hallway towards the dining hall. They followed closely behind him as he walked along. When they entered the dining hall Jarron spotted both Dalain and Hain sitting at the table.  
 
    Hain called out, “My cousin is gonna let us stay one more night, den we’re off to Cantua.”  
 
    Elyse smiled at his declaration before saying, “Thank you Hain.” 
 
    Everyone took their seats from breakfast.  
 
    Once they were fully seated Dalain announced, “We haven’t learned much more ‘bout your man, however our interests have found out that there is a bounty out on ya. The bounty calls for capture o’ both Jarron an the lass. I’m sure that Hain’ll be able to take care o’ ya though.”  
 
    Hain grunted at his words before Dalain continued, “I’m havin’ my best technicians work to upgrade de Keg’s engines an movement thrusters, along with as many repairs as they can get done in a night.”  
 
    Several servants entered the dining hall and began serving dinner.  
 
    “Yay! Supper time!” Feligrin joyfully declared,  
 
    Everyone in the room laughed at his enthusiasm. As dinner was being served several conversations broke out.  
 
    Elyse turned to Jarron and asked, “Do you see yourself ever having children?”  
 
    “Honestly,” Jarron answered, “I’d never really thought about it.”  
 
    She nodded before saying, “I have but I don’t want to risk bringing a child into the galaxy unless I was sure that both the father and I could raise the child together.”  
 
    Jarron asked, “A rough childhood?”  
 
    She nodded at the question.  
 
    He said with a roguish smile, “Well hopefully things are already on their way up.”  
 
    She laughed at his comment and then gave him a gentle nudge. Jarron again looked into her eyes. She reached out her left hand and softly stroked his cheek. They sat there looking at each other for some time. Jarron felt like he could sense her emotions and it also seemed as though the longer he looked into her eyes the stronger he could sense them. 
 
    “Lad ya there?” Dalain almost yelled out at him. 
 
     It shook Jarron from his gaze at Elyse. 
 
    “Yes, I’m good why?” Jarron replied.  
 
    “Cause ya seem to be distracted by the lass.” Dalain said. 
 
    Feligrin chimed in with a wicked grin on his face, “He is, guess he just really likes a pretty face and pointed ears.”  
 
    The group around him laughed uproariously at Feligrin’s joke.   
 
    Jarron asked, “Dalain will it be alright if Elyse and I use your front lawn to practice her use of the Gift?”  
 
    “Of course lad, have at it.”  
 
    After they ate dinner Jarron stood and then helped Elyse from her chair. They left the dining hall and headed to the large front yard of his mansion. 
 
    “Alright,” He said, “Let’s practice a bit because I’d like to have some movement when you’re using the Gift.”  
 
    “Ready?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes, but make sure to pause once in a while.” He said.  
 
    She looked over to a nearby rock. The pulsing sensation shot through Jarron as the rock slowly lifted into the air. He struggled mightily to try and move but could not budge. He decided to focus on just moving his right hand. Straining to move his hand he swore that he could almost move it but it did not move. Elyse released the rock, which caused it to drop and allowed Jarron to move again.  
 
    She asked, “How’d it go?”  
 
    Jarron shrugged at her while saying, “Not bad I guess, I think I just need more practice.” 
 
    She said, “Okay.”  
 
    Suddenly he found himself immobile and the intense pulsing sensation returning. She lifted the same rock at least a dozen times, each time Jarron found he was unable to ever move while she used the Gift. No matter how hard he struggled, his body just would not work. After several more attempts Jarron finally just gave up and accepted that he would not be able to move while she used the Gift. 
 
    He said with a frown, “I guess I just won’t be able to move when you use the Gift around me.” 
 
    She nodded sullenly and said, “So it seems.”  
 
    He sensed sadness coming from her.  
 
    “What is wrong Elyse?” He asked.  
 
    She replied, “I am just very concerned about Father Lapella.”  
 
    Jarron told her, “Well Hain said we’re going there next so very soon you will be able to see him again, along with everyone else at your church.”  
 
    She nodded at his words. Feligrin appeared at the entryway of the mansion. He walked down the steps and up to them.  
 
    “Hain wants to see you guys.” He announced.  
 
    Jarron nodded at him and then softly took Elyse’s hand. They walked back through the mansion and into the dining hall were Hain was sitting with Dalain.  
 
    “Lad we’ll be leavin’ first tomorrow. I’ve got a bead on another job.”  
 
    “What sort of work did you get us?” Jarron asked him.  
 
    He responded, “Well I’m gonna drop you an the lass off at Cantua an then head off to Portsmouth Station to get some mechanical parts for delivery at the Mars Base. I’ll come back an get ya once I finish.”  
 
    “That sounds good.” Jarron stated.  
 
    Hain nodded back at him.  
 
    “But for now,” He said, “Let’s get some rest. Tomorrow will undoubtedly be a busy day.”  
 
    “Good call, I’m going to head off to bed.” Jarron stated aloud.  
 
    He picked up the two bags of clothing of Elyse’s that they had left sitting in the dining hall. Elyse followed him as he turned and slowly walked back to their assigned rooms.  
 
    “Can I stay with you again?” She asked.  
 
    Jarron answered, “Of course.”  
 
    They walked through the halls and then entered his room. 
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    As soon as they entered the room, Jarron started to feel very nervous. He let go of Elyse’s hand and walked over to the small cabinet that he kept his own clothing in. He set her two bags down in front of it. She followed him and then after he set the bags down she shuffled through them. After a bit of digging she pulled out a light blue nightgown and some undergarments.  
 
    “I am going to take a shower.” She announced.  
 
    He nodded at her and as she moved to enter the bathroom, he opened the cabinet. Since it was about time to go to bed he decided to change his pants to something a little more comfortable for sleeping. He found it very strange that his nervousness seemed to continue to increase because until he got into the room he had felt perfectly fine. After a few more seconds of contemplation he realized that it was not him who was nervous, it was Elyse. This whole thing with the Gift was really throwing him for a loop. He seemed to sense her emotions, but only when they became very strong. Either way he was concerned so he turned towards the bathroom and walked up to the door. As he lightly knocked on the door he could hear the shower running through it.  
 
    Elyse’s voice called out through the door, “Yes?”  
 
    He slowly cracked the door open to the bathroom. A heavy wall of steam struck his face. He was shocked because he could only guess that she must have been running the shower at full heat, which would burn the skin of a human. The highest settings on the showers were for the Kalan, who were much thicker skinned than any other being. He could only see steam in the bathroom.  
 
    “Are you alright?” He asked her through the cracked door.  
 
    Her voice called through the steam, “Yes why?”  
 
    “Well I swear that I could sense nervousness coming from you and I was just concerned.” He told her. 
 
    There was a long pause of silence and then he could hear her moving in the wall of steam in the bathroom. He heard the shower as it was turned off and she appeared with nothing but a towel wrapped around her that covered her from the chest down. Her hair was soaking wet. Her Eal’tain heritage was clear now in her body structure, which was quite lean and graceful in appearance. She looked as nervous as the emotions that he was feeling from her.  
 
    “I lied.” She said.  
 
    “What about?” He asked.  
 
    She replied, “I am very nervous.”  
 
    “Why are you nervous?”  
 
    “Because it’s my first time.” 
 
    “First time?” He asked confused at her response.  
 
    She nodded and moved closer to him.  
 
    “Yes, it’s going to be my first time.” She replied as she reached out with a hand to gently touch his cheek.  
 
    It had taken him a moment to realize that she was talking about sex. He had not realized that she was a virgin but it made sense since she spent most of her life in a church full of elderly men. 
 
    “Oh.” He said.  
 
    He was not entirely sure how to answer her because he had not intended to even try anything with her since she had said just this morning that she did not wish to rush.  
 
    “I thought you wanted to take it slow.” He told her.  
 
    She shook her head and then said, “I had thought I did as well but I can’t.” 
 
    He was even more confused so he asked, “Why can’t you?”   
 
    With a heavy sigh she answered, “Because my whole being is begging me not to wait. My body yearns to be with you, it has been pleading with me. Every time that I reach out and touch you, everything within me wants you. I’ll go insane if I don’t listen, I already am.”  
 
    “I can wait I promise, besides what about the whole church thing?” He said softly.  
 
    She laughed and replied, “I was only the healer Jarron, not a nun!”  
 
    He chuckled. She let her towel fall to the floor and began kissing him. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Later in evening as they curled together naked under a blanket on the bed in his room, Jarron found himself again slowly playing with her one of ears. Elyse was toying with the end of the braid that she had made with his hair.  
 
    “Jarron.” She said.  
 
    “Yes?”  
 
    “Do you think what we’re feeling is love?”  
 
    He sighed heavily before answering, “I don’t know. I’ve never been in love before. All I know for sure is that I find myself going just as crazy as you said that you were going, but for me it happens even when I’m not in the same room as you.”  
 
    She nodded at him and said, “That’s how I feel as well. It’s why I kept coming in here to see you.” 
 
     “I just thought it was my roguish good looks.” He stated with a cheeky grin on his face.  
 
    She laughed loudly before her face shifted to a serious expression. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” She asked.  
 
    He nodded at her.  
 
    Her voice sounded a little hesitant as she said, “Please let me know if this is too personal.” 
 
    “No go ahead.” He told her.  
 
    “I was wondering how many women you have been with.”  
 
    Jarron was shocked that she would ask such a bold question. He was also very unsure how to answer her. He shifted his position underneath her.  
 
    She spoke up, “You’re uncomfortable. Never mind I asked, I didn’t intend to make you uncomfortable.”  
 
    He immediately stated, “No it’s fine, I was just surprised in the change of direction in our conversation. I think it’s important that we are honest with each other and if I’m honest with you I’d have to answer that I don’t remember. I’ve slept with more women than should ever be proper.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” She asked.  
 
    “Again sticking with honesty, I’ve moved around so much that any time I spent with women was just revolving around having fun. Not only in bed but I’d go out dancing or to a pub. Usually whatever came up or was available. Heck one even took me to a Kalan opera. I don’t even want to talk about the Kalan woman that Hain tried to set me up with.” He answered.  
 
    She laughed before saying, “Well now you have to tell me.”  
 
    “I guess I set myself up for that huh?” He asked with a chuckle.  
 
    She nodded.  
 
    After a brief pause he said, “Well I went on several dates with her and each time I spent trying to fend off her very aggressive advances. I think that she had wanted to bed a human badly. I finally caved in and midway through she broke my arm. I had to wear long sleeves and jackets to hide the cast from Hain since she was one of his cousins.”  
 
    “Ouch!”  
 
    Jarron nodded at her before asking, “Does it matter that I cannot even remember the number of women? I know it has been many. Reflecting on it now, I feel badly about it.”  
 
    She shook her head as she responded, “All that matters is that we’re here together now.”  
 
    He smiled at her.  
 
    She got a keen look on her face as she asked, “It sure felt great didn’t it?” 
 
    “What?”   
 
    “Sex.” She answered with a giggle.  
 
    He laughed before saying, “Yes it did, but it was different with you.”  
 
    “Different?” She asked with a confused look on her face.  
 
    “Yes, it was much more intense. I think that whatever is going on with your abilities to use the Gift is directly affecting us both physically and mentally.” 
 
    “I had no idea, but I do have another question for you.”  
 
    He glanced back to her and asked, “Which is?”  
 
    With a heavy blush she answered, “Can we do it again?”  
 
    He laughed at her request and then pulled her closer before he started to kiss her. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    The next morning Jarron awoke to the sound of rain tapping against the window. He slowly sat up to see that Elyse was gone. The sounds of her in the bathroom echoed from underneath the bathroom door. He slowly stood up and found his clothing. Right as he put on his pants she exited the bathroom.  
 
    “Good morning.” She said to him.  
 
    He slipped on his shirt and buttoned it up. As she glided up to him he gave her a big grin..  
 
    After giving her a soft kiss his said, “Good morning to you as well.”  
 
    Jarron could see that she was very happy, which he thought was a combination of their lovemaking and the upcoming trip to her home planet. She wrapped her arms around his midsection and hugged him tightly. He softly put his arms around her as she squeezed him. 
 
    “I was thinking about last night.” She said.  
 
    “And?”  
 
    “I think its love.”  
 
    She looked up at him. He could see hopefulness written across her face which caused him to grin.  
 
    “I think you’re right that its love.” He said gently to her.  
 
    He kissed her again, which she returned eagerly. There was a gentle rap on their door.  
 
    Feligrin’s voice passed through, “Are you guys ready to go?” 
 
    Jarron yelled back, “Yes Feligrin, we are packing our things now.” 
 
    Turning back to her he declared, “I guess we should go.” 
 
    She nodded at him. They both collected all of the items in the room that they owned and placed them in her bags. He had brought a duffel bag, which he packed with any excess items that would not fit in her bags. Once they finished packing Jarron collected the three bags and they started to head out of the room.  
 
    “I can’t wait until the next time.” Elyse announced.  
 
    “The next time?” He asked.  
 
    She nudged him, which let him know that she was referring to a repeat of last night’s events.  
 
    He chuckled as he commented, “Me either, although we’re going to have to be careful. It’d be embarrassing to be caught by Hain in the cockpit.”  
 
    She laughed at him. Jarron opened the door and gestured for her to step out first. As soon as they both exited the room Feligrin grinned at them. 
 
    “You two seem quite happy this morning.” He said. 
 
    “I am going to put our bags on the Keg, then come back and eat.” Jarron announced.  
 
    “Elyse, come with me.” Feligrin said.  
 
    She nodded at Feligrin and then gave Jarron a wide smile before following Feligrin towards the dining hall. As soon as she was out of sight Jarron found himself immediately missing her. He sighed to himself and then moved quickly to put the three bags aboard the Keg. Once he finished putting her bags in the room for her, which he doubted that she would be in very much while aboard, he walked as quickly as he could back to the dining hall. As he entered the dining hall he could hear the laughter of Feligrin, Hain, and Elyse. They all turned to look at him as soon as he entered. It was clear that whatever they were laughing about was at his expense. He moved to the chair next to Elyse and took a seat. He felt greatly relieved to be near her again. 
 
    As soon as he started to eat Hain said, “The lass was tellin’ me an interestin’ story about ya lad.” 
 
    Trying to maintain a casual demeanor he asked, “What’s that?” 
 
    “Well lad, she mentioned that ya had issue with my cousin. Ya remember right? The one I sent on a date with ya.” Hain said. 
 
    Jarron was more than a little shocked that she would have so openly spoke about something he had talked to her in private about.  
 
    “What do you mean Hain?” He asked cautiously. 
 
    “Well, the lass here wasna specific, but she said that I should ask ya about it. I remember ya goin’ on a few dates with her but nothin’ ever came o’ it so I was wonderin’ if ya could tell us about it.” Hain replied. 
 
    Jarron was relieved that she did not tell the story but he now began to suspect that she was probably as much of a trouble maker as Feligrin. No doubt she would keep him on his toes much more than he had suspected. He then remembered her words from last night that she was only the healer, not a nun. 
 
    “Well Hain, to be honest that just didn’t work out. She was a little rough for my liking.” Jarron said coolly. 
 
    “Whatcha mean rough lad?” Hain asked. 
 
    Elyse snickered. Jarron subtly extended his right foot and gave her leg a gentle kick.  
 
    With an indignant look on her face she asked, “Hey! Whatcha kicking me for?” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about Elyse,” Jarron replied, “I was just telling Hain here how his cousin broke my arm.” 
 
    “She broke your arm?” Hain asked with a bit of a shocked appearance on his face.  
 
    “Ya, it turned out that she really liked me and I guess you Kalan play rough.” 
 
    Hain chuckled before he stated, “Aye lad, Kalan women tend to be very aggressive. They have to be in order to attract a Kalan man since we tend to be stubborn.” 
 
    With a mock serious tone Jarron said, “Stubborn you say, I don’t believe it.” 
 
    His words caused everyone to laugh. Jarron felt Elyse’s foot stab back at him under the table. He chuckled because he was glad to know that she was as much a joker as everyone else in the crew. It was almost a requirement since they had many times found themselves in very dangerous situations. Humor had always allowed them a release that kept the environment light. Jarron could only imagine how bad it would have been on board without the light humor that all shared. He only needed to figure out her limits. The last thing that he would want to do is hurt her feelings but maybe some light practical joking might be in order. Perhaps he could even frame Feligrin for the crime, especially since Feligrin had recently made so many wise comments about him. He smiled evilly as plans began to form. 
 
    “Whatcha ya smilin’ about lad?” Hain asked. 
 
    “Nothing much Hain, I was just thinking about how pleasant Elyse is to be around.” 
 
    “Awww,” She said with a sweet smile, “You’re pleasant to be around too.” 
 
    Hain grunted before saying, “Too much pleasantness, are ya two gonna be this pleasant on my ship too?” 
 
    Jarron decided to take a moment to gain some measure of revenge. 
 
    “No Hain,” He said with a wicked grin, “We’re going to be much more pleasant.”  
 
    With a tone that made his intentions to continue the lovemaking of last night he continued speaking, “Much much more pleasant.” 
 
    Hain muttered something under his breath and Feligrin laughed. 
 
    “Jarron!” Elyse exclaimed loudly as she blushed a deep red hue. 
 
    She punched his arm, which caused laughter from Hain and Feligrin. Their response made Jarron even happier. While he was just planning to mess with Hain it was nice to get a little revenge on her back for bringing up Hain’s cousin. He did have to admit that she punched a lot harder than he would have expected from such a petite woman. It was another thing about her that was different because he was intensely curious about her Eal’tain half. He wanted to know how else she was different from a normal human woman. At this point he had only noticed a few things. Her ears were obvious but things like her frame, which was leaner and more athletic than any human woman that he had known. She seemed to have much more endurance and pain tolerance because no human could handle a Kalan shower on full heat. Every other woman he had been with always had cold feet and hands whereas Elyse seemed to radiate heat from her body. Other than those things, she just seemed like a very beautiful and normal human woman. He shrugged it off. 
 
    Hain announced, “Well, we are ready to head off. We need to get this lass to her home.” 
 
    She beamed a smile at Hain. They all stood and followed Hain through Dalain’s mansion and aboard the Keg.  
 
    Elyse asked, “Will we see Dalain again? I wanted to thank him for being such a wonderful host.”  
 
    Hain answered, “Naw he had things to do but he sent his well wishes.” 
 
    “Most likely he grunted once or twice at you.” Jarron interjected with a chuckle.                
 
    Jarron’s remark caused another outbreak of laughter. Even Hain laughed at his words. 
 
    “Aye lad, Dalain can be a bit grumpy but he’s as fine a cousin one could ever hope for.” Hain stated sincerely. 
 
    As they took their seats Jarron turned to Elyse and asked, “Would you like to learn how to fly a ship?” 
 
    She beamed with excitement and nodded her head at him. He guided her to the pilot’s seat.  
 
    “Alright, the first we need to turn on all of the ship’s systems.” He instructed her. 
 
    She sat down and glanced at the controls. Jarron could see the immediate look of confusion on her face. She continued to sit quietly for some time examining the controls. He finally gently touched the activation switch to let her know which button to push. Moving cautiously she pushed the button, which caused the immediate response of the ship by it coming to life.  
 
    Hain grunted loudly before saying, “Lass if’n ya want to be at your home planet someday ya might wanna pick up the pace.”   
 
    Jarron could hear the mirth in his voice.  
 
    Continuing his instruction he said, “Alright, next is the warm-up. A space ship is like a woman. You can’t just fire her up and get to flying; you gotta warm up her engines first.” 
 
    They all laughed at his words. 
 
    Feligrin started to say, “Jarron would know about wa..” 
 
    Elyse cut his words off by applying a sudden and very fast poke into Feligrin’s side. He squealed and leapt from his seat next to the pilot’s chair. Jarron was impressed with her speed. She moved much quicker than he would have expected. 
 
    “Hain you run the nav computer.” Feligrin said. 
 
    Chuckling as he took a seat Hain shifted to examine the nav computer. The console beeped to let them know the ship was ready for lift-off.  
 
    Jarron nodded and said, “Alright Elyse this is gonna be the tricky part for you. First you must fire up the engines for full thrust.” 
 
    He touched the button that ignited the thrusters and the motioned to two control sticks. 
 
    “Once you fired the thrusters you need to just hold these two control sticks firm and steady. It should be fine as long as you don’t jerk hard in either direction, the ship will just fly straight up and out of the atmosphere. Just lemme sit down before you start.”  
 
    He could sense her nervousness but as soon as he sat down and she fired the thrusters she seemed to calm down a little bit. The ship responded by launching into the air. Elyse held the control sticks true and firm as the ship lifted skyward. It was not long before they had left the planet and into open space. Jarron unbuckled his seat and stood. Feligrin and Hain both stood up as well.  
 
    Feligrin spoke first, “I need to get away before Jarron says something else that causes me to get pinched or poked again.” 
 
    Elyse giggled at his words. Feligrin left, with Hain in tow. Jarron slid into the navigator’s seat next to her.  
 
    “Alright this part is super easy,” Jarron announced as he pointed towards empty space that was far from any stellar body, “Just aim that way and wait until the nav computer lets us know it is time to start the fold.” 
 
    Jarron quickly punched in the commands for a course to Cantua. He stood and moved himself next to her. Reaching out he softly placed a hand on each of hers over the control sticks. 
 
    “Let’s have a little fun while we wait.” He said. 
 
    He spun the sticks, which caused the Keg to spin wildly to the left. Elyse gasped at the sudden movement. Jarron had no doubt that she never flew on a space ship until she joined them. With a sudden movement he rotated the thruster toggles on each stick, which forced the ship into a tight roll, all the while keeping the wild spin going. After some time of having the ship move in wild looping the nav computer finally beeped. He straightened the sticks back out to fly forward.  
 
    Pushing the comm button he announced, “Time to go guys.” 
 
    Jarron sat back down in the navigator’s chair. He buckled himself in. Feligrin returned and took his seat.  
 
    Hain’s voice crackled over the comm, “Ready down here.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at Elyse and then gently tapped the folding lever. She reached out and pulled it softly. The ship lurched and then began folding. 
 
    As he stood he said, “This is a long fold since your planet is a good six hours away. Let’s go organize your things while we have the free time.” 
 
    She nodded at his suggestion and stood up. 
 
    Feligrin announced, “I’ll watch the ship up here. Come and relieve me in three or four hours so I can get lunch and take a restroom break.” 
 
    “Will do bud.” He told Feligrin. 
 
    Jarron took her hand to lead her out of the cockpit and through the ship. They entered her quarters. Like all of the quarters of the ship, it was designed with the intention of being utilized by a being of any size. Hain was the second owner of the Keg. The first was a human gambler, who sold the ship to Hain to pay debts. As soon as they fully entered the room Elyse closed the door and clicked the lock shut. 
 
    “Can I ask you another question?” She said as she drew herself closer to him. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Does this urge ever go away?” She asked. 
 
    He was very confused as to what she was referring to so he asked, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I thought for certain that once I had sex with you I’d be freed of this overwhelming urge, but it seems almost unrelenting.” She replied. 
 
    He grinned evilly before saying as smoothly as he could, “Well I happen to be an attractive man so I can’t blame you.” 
 
    She laughed at his words. He leaned forward to kiss her only to have her attack him passionately, even tearing off a button on his shirt in the process. 
 
    Jarron was thankful that Hain must have patiently waited for some time before calling out on the intercom, “Lad I need to see ya once your finished cleanin’ the room for the lass.” 
 
    They both laughed while lying on the small bed of the room. 
 
    “He knows what we’re doing doesn’t it?” She asked. 
 
    Jarron nodded at her while answering, “Yes, I think so.” 
 
    She leaned her head back on his chest and said, “Oh well, since he knows he can just wait for a little longer.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at her. He again found himself playing with one of her ears. They fascinated him intensely. Honestly he was just glad that she seemed to enjoy him slowly touching them. 
 
    As they lay there he finally spoke, “I have to admit Elyse, you do seem to be a lot more voracious than any woman I’ve ever met.” 
 
    She signed heavily before replying, “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I used to think the entire idea of sex was a bit gross and now all I can think about is being with you. It’s a complete shift in my personality. Even now I want to do it again.” 
 
    He laughed heartily before asking her, “Wow, are you serious?” 
 
    She nodded at him. 
 
    “Alright then I guess I better do my part to help you out.” He said as he pulled her onto him.  
 
    She laughed at his response before kissing him. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    It was quite some time longer before they finally dressed and went to search out Hain. He was sitting at the main terminal in the engine room. He turned as they approached. 
 
    “Dang lad, ya took long enough.” He said grumpily. 
 
    He pulled out two small metal devices and then passed one to Jarron and one to Elyse. 
 
    “My cousin had these special trackin’ devices made for each of ya. They’ve got a small metal band that will clip around your wrist. They’re made o’ a tungsten alloy that kinna be broken. I want ya each to wear one, just in case we’ve got an issue. Dis way we can track ya down if need be.” Hain explained. 
 
    Jarron was not really happy about the idea of wearing some sort of tracking device but he had to admit Hain’s words made sense. Elyse responded to his request by immediately placing hers around her wrist.  
 
    “How do we secure it?” She asked. 
 
    Hain reached out and clicked the panel on the device, which caused it to lock shut. Jarron sighed and then placed his around his own wrist and then repeated the action Hain did in order to secure it. 
 
    “Hain what is the range on these things?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “Well I can track ya easily over half the galaxy. The device emits a very low energy frequency that is undetectable by normal means, an since it looks an acts like an ordinary wristwatch anyone that might take ya will think it is just that.” He answered. 
 
    Jarron nodded at him. It made sense to make precautions.  
 
    “How would I track it?” Jarron asked. 
 
    Hain nodded at him before saying, “Ya just need to set your sensors to code at frequency 20046. Should make findin’ one or both o’ ya very easy after that.” 
 
    The comm nearby crackled and Feligrin’s voice came through, “Alright next person, I need a restroom break.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled and then pushed the comm, “We’ll be right up.” 
 
    Hain glanced over at Elyse and said, “Lass can ya go release him for a bit, I need to talk to Jarron here right quick.” 
 
    She nodded at him. Reaching her hand out, she squeezed his hand before turning and leaving them alone. 
 
    “What’s up Hain?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “Lad ya need to tell me what the heck is goin’ on between ya an the lass. You’re not your usual self.”  
 
    Jarron sighed before replying, “Well, it’s very confusing. I think I’ve fallen in love with her. The whole thing with her abilities has only added a whole layer of confusion on top of the fact that she is so damned beautiful.” 
 
    Hain patted him on the shoulder before saying, “I hear ya lad. Well ya both are welcome on my ship for as long as you’ll stay. How long til ya end up married an havin’ little ones?” 
 
    Jarron laughed before declaring, “Well let’s not rush things too much eh? I might have become a one woman man, but I still have too much flying a ship left in me.” 
 
    “Aye lad that’s good cause there ain’t no pilot like ya. I’d have a hard time replacin’ ya.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at him.  
 
    “Well, let’s go to the cockpit an get some food before we get to the lass’ home planet.”  
 
    Hain stomped off and Jarron walked slowly behind him. As soon as they entered the cockpit he could hear Elyse and Feligrin laughing. She was sitting in the pilot’s seat and eating a plate of tortellini. Jarron smiled when he saw her eating them.  
 
    She grinned at him before announcing, “These are wonderful. Feligrin has been introducing me to some things that he says that you like.” 
 
    “Such as?” He asked. 
 
    “Well these, although I love the bread so much more. To be honest we only ate very basic foods at the church, since they are always low on funds. Feligrin called it garlic bread and I have to say it is wonderful tasting, especially with the red sauce on this tortellini. Also he said that I should listen to you play a guitar, although he warned me that it sounds horrible.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled. He was happy that she was being introduced to some of his favorite things but he would have to correct this misconception about the guitar. He was damned good at playing it. 
 
    “Well, I’ll gladly play for you. These two have horrible taste in music but I’m certain that you’ll appreciate it since you are half human.” He said. 
 
    Feligrin interjected, “Or she will want to run screaming from whatever room you play it in.” 
 
    Hain chuckled. Jarron sat down at the nav computer, which he glanced at to check the remaining time left until they arrived. It said they had about an hour left.  
 
    “Well maybe after we are done in Cantua we’ll sit down and I’ll play for you Elyse. I think we might want to trade spots because it is not the wisest thing for you to land yet. After all, you still much to learn about flying before we leap into the hardest thing.” He announced. 
 
    She gave a fake pout and stated, “But this chair is so comfortable!” 
 
    He laughed before saying, “Of course it is since I paid extra gold for it. It’s always wise to have the guy holding everyone’s life in his hands to be comfortable while he’s doing it.” 
 
    Jarron extended a hand to help her from the chair. She grabbed his hand and stood. After she moved to the seat behind the pilot’s seat she sat down. He took his seat. 
 
    “We have about an hour left guys I’m thinking we should come up with a plan to deal with these guys who want to kidnap Elyse and I. We shouldn’t have to be on the run.” Jarron said. 
 
    Elyse commented, “Maybe we could go to the authorities. Kidnapping people is still illegal right?” 
 
    Hain chuckled at her optimism before saying, “Aye but I’ve generally found the GDF to be useless. They are right good at interferin’ with our less than legal shipments but they never seem to be around when we need ‘em.” 
 
    “Well we can keep that option available Hain.” Jarron stated. 
 
    Feligrin interjected, “What we really need to do is capture one of them.” 
 
    Hain replied first, “Well I donna plan to let any of the bastards live long enough to capture ‘em, although I suspect it’d be a waste o’ time anyways unless we got our hands on the leader. The rest o’ ‘em prolly know less than we do.” 
 
    He shrugged. Jarron had to agree that he was probably right. Most of the goons would be just that, idiot goons hired by the leader. He sighed. They quietly waited for some time before the nav computer beeped. They had arrived in orbit near Cantua. 
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    The planet came into view and Jarron was not impressed with it. It was a very barren looking rough ball. He suspected that it was mostly mountainous with not a lot of water. Immediately he felt like it was not a place he would like to visit or live. The scans surprised him when he noted that the planet seemed to be water more on one side than the other. The scans also revealed it was a very sparsely populated planet. He slowly guided the ship towards the planet.  
 
    Turning to Feligrin he asked, “Coords for the spaceport?” 
 
    Feligrin began working on the nav computer and after several seconds of scanning he announced, “It appears there is only one small spaceport that has several open pads. I think this planet doesn’t receive too many visitors.” 
 
    Elyse interrupted by sarcastically saying, “Ever.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled. He got the coords from Feligrin and then slowly began to guide the ship downwards through the planet. With places like this Jarron found that they never had spaceport broadcasts of any kind. He would be on his own to find a landing pad. The small town that they were headed towards came into view. It looked very ramshackle. No doubt they had little in the way of money there. Jarron visually scanned the small spaceport. It was just six open air landing pads, all of which were available. He settled the ship softly on one of the pads. Once the ship was resting on the pad Jarron unbuckled and stood up. 
 
    Hain announced, “Alrighty lad. Feligrin an I are gonna head off to take care o’ dis delivery. We’ll only be gone a few days. You an the lass have fun.” 
 
    He said the word fun sarcastically. Jarron suspected that Hain could tell by what they saw, this planet was probably not one of the more fun places to visit least yet live on. 
 
    “Hain, could I get some more gold? I ended up spending all of mine on clothing for Elyse.” Jarron asked. 
 
    Hain nodded at him and pulled several gold coins from his coin-purse. He handed them to Jarron. 
 
    “Give us a few minutes to pack some clothing for our time here.” Jarron announced. 
 
    He extended his hand, which Elyse took, and they walked out of the cockpit and to their rooms. Jarron quickly packed a duffel bag with several changes of clothing and some hygiene items that he would need. The scans of the planet did not give him the belief that there would be very many hospitable places to stay and he was not entire sure where they would even be staying for the visit but he was sure that Elyse knew. He left his room and went to find her. She was packing several items into two of the bags that she had from their shopping expedition. She smiled as he entered the room. The body language that she was moving about with let him know that she was nervous about the trip. Thankfully it was not so bad that her emotions came to him. After she finished packing her things he collected her bags. 
 
    “How far is your church from here?” He asked. 
 
    “It’s a bit of a walk, the church is along the mountainside at the outskirts of town.” 
 
    He nodded. Hopefully it was not too far to walk since he would be carrying all of their bags there and probably back later.  
 
    Elyse again smiled and said, “Ready.” 
 
    Jarron collected her two bags and headed towards the exit of the ship, with Elyse not far behind him. Once they made it to the exit he saw Hain and Feligrin waiting. She gave both a hug. He set the bags down. 
 
    “I’ll miss you guys while we are here, please be safe.” She said to them. 
 
    Jarron noticed that even Hain hugged her properly. It caused him to crack a grin. 
 
    “Alright lad, we’ll see ya in a few days. Ya both have fun an be careful.” Hain announced. 
 
    Jarron nodded at him and then reached for his holster and belt. Elyse gently touched his hand and stopped him from grabbing the belt. 
 
    “You won’t need that here.” She stated.  
 
    Jarron was hesitant to leave without it but he decided to listen to her. He pulled his hand down before picking the bags back up and leading her off the ship. The fresh mountain air of the planet struck him. It was colder than he had anticipated. He looked at Elyse and saw that she was smiling broadly. 
 
    “I’ve always loved the fresh air here.” She announced. 
 
    “It’s nice.”  
 
    Once they cleared the landing pad and slowly began to walk into the town Hain fired up the engines of the Keg and it slowly lifted into the air. Jarron watched it take flight. It was gone soon. He sighed because he loved to fly and would miss it while being stuck on a planet’s surface for some time. Turning back to Elyse he saw that she was watching him. She gave him her widest smile. 
 
    “I am glad you’re here with me.” She stated. 
 
    He grinned at her before saying, “Me too, let’s get going.”  
 
    She turned towards the small town and started walking. As they moved through the town she was greeted many times by the people who lived there. It would seem that she had healed many of them and they missed her a lot since her disappearance. Jarron noted that she did not tell any of them that she was kidnapped, or even try to explain where she had been. They slowly made their way through the town and to the pathway that led to the church. Jarron was able to finally spot it. It was a massive stone cathedral that was set on the mountainside. There were no conveyances or transport methods at all. Everyone walked everywhere in this town, probably throughout the entire planet as well. Jarron found that he was very happy that they would only be staying for a few days at most. They slowly walked up the pathway and to the entrance of the large building. It looked very much like the old drawings Jarron saw in school, an ancient medieval building that held a monastery. It was dark brown in color and clearly needed serious maintenance. The door to the building was made of heavy dark brown wood and it had a large brass knocker on it. Elyse reached up to the knocker and firmly tapped the door with it several times. After a few minutes the door slowly opened and an elderly human was standing there. He wore a plain undyed robe made of some rough material. Jarron could not tell was the material was but it reminded him of wool. The old man was almost completely bald, with shock white hair on the sides of his head. His face was covered in wrinkles and he had crystal blue eyes. Upon seeing Elyse his face lit up.  
 
    “Elyse darling!” He said happily.  
 
    “Brother Renard.” She said before hugging him. 
 
    “Where have you been young lady? It’s been nearly three years since you just disappeared.” He asked, his voice laden with concern. 
 
    “It’s a long story Brother Renard. Could we call a meeting of the church so I can tell everyone?” 
 
    He nodded at her and opened the door fully. It was then that he saw Jarron. 
 
    “Who is this strapping young man?” He asked. 
 
    She paused, Jarron was certain that she was thinking of an appropriate response, before saying, “He’s a close friend.” 
 
    Brother Renard gave a nod before saying, “Well come out of the cold the both of you.”  
 
    The interior of the building was poor lit and very barren. It had virtually no décor. The floors and walls were all made of the same stone as the building itself. He guided them to a large hall that had a podium at one end and several dozen pews that lined both sides. Jarron was left to deduce that this was where they held their meetings, both religious and otherwise. 
 
    “You two sit down here. I will call everyone.” Brother Renard said. 
 
    He slowly shuffled down a hallway. Elyse gestured for Jarron to take a seat in one of the lead pews, which he did. He had never been in a religious building and found it to be somewhat unnerving. The little that he heard about religious groups was that they could either be very warm and caring or unrelenting in pursuit of conversion. Based on his opinion of Elyse, he was left to believe that this place was probably the first. After a few minutes of sitting in nervous silence people started to enter the meeting hall, the first was a young human woman.  
 
    As soon as she caught sight of them she called out, “Elyse!” 
 
    She ran quickly to Elyse and hugged her tightly.  
 
    “Ramona!” Elyse replied joyfully. 
 
    Jarron could hear her crying as she hugged the woman. The woman Elyse called Ramona looked just a few years younger than Elyse. Jarron guessed that she was about 18 years old and she stood a few inches shorter than Elyse. She wore a simple undyed dress and a pair of sandals. Her hair was black, her eyes dark brown and her skin was a soft brown color. Jarron had no doubt that they were close friends. 
 
    After they hugged for about a minute the woman turned to Jarron and asked, “Who’s this Elyse?” 
 
    Jarron gave his best smile and he stood.  
 
    He answered, “My name is Jarron and I’m a friend of Elyse.” 
 
    “A friend?” Ramona asked cautiously. 
 
    “Ramona I will explain everything once Father Lapella is here.” Elyse stated. 
 
    As if on cue a voice called out, “Father Lapella is here and he would love to hear what happened to his adopted daughter.” 
 
    He turned to look at the source of the voice. It came from a large barrel of a man and Jarron was immediately intimidated by him. He stood about 2 meters tall. He had shortly cropped gray hair and dark green eyes. Jarron guessed that he was about fifty years old. He wore the same robe as all of the men in the church here did and on his feet were the same sandals. As soon as Elyse saw him she ran and hugged him tightly. 
 
    “Father Lapella,” She said, “I missed you so much.” 
 
    The man returned her hug before releasing her and saying, “So please tell us what had happened to you.” 
 
    He walked over to the front of the meeting hall and sat down on a chair that was resting in front of the podium. Elyse sat down on the pew next to where Jarron was standing. He took a seat next to her. 
 
    She began to speak, “Yes, three years ago I left the church to go pick up some food, as you requested Father. When I made my way down to the town I was kidnapped by strange men in dark brown robes. They locked me in a weird box and held me captive for almost three years. I guess the box was some sort of stasis thing. I stayed in that box until they released me on a strange planet. When they released me they exposed me to Jarron here, along with his friends. Apparently they hired him and his friends to transport me unknowingly in order to test both of us. Jarron and his friends helped me escape. After we hid for a few days we came here as soon as we could.” 
 
    The audience appeared very shocked at her brief story. 
 
    Father Lapella was the first to speak, “Why would they do this?” 
 
    Elyse replied, “Father Lapella it is because I have the Gift.”  
 
    “As does Ramona here and yet no one has kidnapped her.” He replied. 
 
    Elyse shrugged as she said, “True but she never leaves the church. I guess since I left very rarely they took the opportunity to kidnap me.” 
 
    “But why?” He asked, even more confused.  
 
    “Let me show you why.” 
 
    She stood and gestured for Jarron to stand as well. He immediately stood. As soon as he was up he was unable to move. Elyse pointed towards his duffel bag, which responded by rising into the air. She let it lift upwards and then slowly brought it back down. The pulsing sensation left Jarron and he was able to move again. 
 
    “What in the world was that?” One of the men behind them asked.  
 
    Elyse explained, “For some reason, whenever I’m close to Jarron here I’m able to perform insane things like lifting boulders and projecting force fields. We believe that the people who kidnapped me were searching not for me but for both of us. We think that they plan to somehow perform scientific experiments on us, although we don’t know what for.” 
 
    The room was quiet. Jarron thought that there was no doubt they were shocked by this revelation. 
 
    After a long pause Father Lapella was the first to speak, “Well it sounds all very unusual. I’m just happy that you are safe Elyse. Have you returned to us to stay?” 
 
    She shook her head as she stated, “It’s not safe for me to stay long. We found out from Hain’s cousin that there is a bounty to capture us. I just had to return and let you all know that I was alive.” 
 
    Father Lapella frowned. 
 
    “That is not good. You both could stay here with us and you would be perfectly safe within the grounds of the church.” He announced. 
 
    Jarron did not wish to stay indefinitely in this church. He was certain that they were nice people but he would go insane without being able fly the Keg and live his normal life. 
 
    In a very soft tone she said, “I understand Father Lapella and we appreciate the offer but I don’t think it is wise for us to stay, plus I doubt Jarron could handle the lifestyle here.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at her. 
 
    “Alright, but we will gladly provide you with a safe haven for however long you plan to stay.” 
 
    “Just a few days, once our friends return from a delivery we’ll be leaving with them.” Elyse responded. 
 
    Father Lapella stood up before declaring, “Very well my dear let us get your friend a room. Your room is still as you left it.” 
 
    Elyse stood up again, which Jarron followed and stood up as well. Father Lapella led them through one of the side hallways and stopped at a door.  
 
    “Jarron this is one of our guest rooms, you can stay here.” He announced.  
 
    Elyse took her bags from him and smiled before she stated, “I will come back in a few minutes and get you.” 
 
    He nodded and walked into the room. It was a very basic room. It had a small window that opened out into the front of the church. Against the wall beneath that window was a small bed. Jarron gave the mattress a test push with his hand, it was quite firm. The walls were unpainted and the floor barren. He was quite glad they would not be staying very long. There was a door that led into a restroom. Jarron took a peek in and saw only a shower, a toilet and a small sink with a tiny circular mirror. He set up his hygiene items and then dropped his duffel bag near the bed before sitting down on it, where he waited. After a brief wait the door opened and Elyse poked her head through. She smiled when their eyes met before opening the door fully and entering. Her friend Ramona was with her. 
 
    “Jarron I never did get to introduce you properly. This is my best friend Ramona.” Elyse said. 
 
    He stood and extended his hand. Ramona shook his hand. 
 
    “Hello it’s nice to meet you Ramona.” Jarron said. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you too Jarron.” She replied before turning to Elyse and asking, “You two are more than friends aren’t you?” 
 
    Elyse blushed at her question and then said shyly, “Yes.” 
 
    “It’s very obvious.” Ramona said. 
 
    Jarron chuckled. He did not mind that everyone knew of their relationship, although he suspected that Elyse might have planned to keep it a secret for whatever reason. 
 
    “Please don’t tell Father Lapella, I’d hate to offend him.” Elyse said. 
 
    Jarron was slightly confused so he asked, “Why would he be offended?” 
 
    Before Elyse could reply her friend said, “Because relationships like the one you two have is against the codes of the church.” 
 
    “The codes?” Jarron asked. 
 
    In a tone that seemed to be almost on auto-pilot Elyse answered, “Either you are single and alone, or you are married. That’s the code. It’s to remain pure in the eyes of the Maker.”  
 
    “The Maker?” Jarron asked. 
 
    He had never been exposed to religion beforehand. Actually religion had become very rare on many planets. Elyse nodded at him. 
 
    “The Maker is the one who brought everything into existence.” She answered. 
 
    Ramona spoke next, “If you two are serious about your relationship then you must get married, otherwise you’ll be living in sin and will not see the after world.” 
 
    Jarron was very unsure about the whole thing. Living in sin? The after world? They were all foreign concepts to him. 
 
    “Hush Ramona it isn’t like that.” Elyse replied. 
 
    Ramona laughed before saying, “It’s written all over your face Elyse and when you speak about Jarron affection is clearly in your voice. 
 
    He decided to sit back and just say nothing. Sometimes it was the wisest course of action. 
 
    Elyse blushed at her comment as she said in an almost defeated tone, “Alright I confess, it’s like that. We’re in love Ramona but neither of us is ready to leap right into marriage. I don’t believe that the Maker is really as harsh as the brothers lead us to believe. What kind of loving god would allow us these feelings and yet deny us the right to live life? I’m a good person and I believe that is more than good enough. Jarron and I love each other and if we’re ready later, then we might get married. It won’t be because someone else tells us we have to. It’ll be when we want to.” 
 
    Ramona nodded at her as she said, “Well I’d never judge you Elyse. I’m just so happy that you are safe. When you went missing I was very concerned. Some people said you ran away with some stranger but I knew you’d never leave on your own.” 
 
    “You are right, I love healing others. The Gift is something special from the Maker and we are blessed to have the ability to heal people.” 
 
    A loud bell rang out through the halls.  
 
    Ramona announced, “Time for dinner.” 
 
    She turned and left the small room. Elyse gestured for Jarron to follow her before turning and leaving. It was the first time since they had met that she left somewhere without trying to hold his hand or take his arm. He shrugged and followed them. They walked through a maze of hallways until the finally entered a large dining room. It had several dozen small tables with benches attached to them.  
 
    As soon as they entered Father Lapella called out, “Elyse, please bring your friend and come sit with me.” 
 
    She nodded at him and then walked over to the table he was sitting at. Jarron followed closely behind her. She took a seat on the bench across from Father Lapella. Jarron sat beside her, although he made sure not to sit too close since he did not want to make her uncomfortable. As soon as they were fully seated the meal was served. Jarron was shocked at the simplicity of the meal. Each person was served a large piece of some kind of roast and some boiled vegetables. He did not recognize any of the vegetables. It was going to be a rough next few days, he that knew for certain.  
 
    Before anyone started eating Father Lapella asked, “Elyse would you be so kind as to bless our meal before we eat?” 
 
    “Yes Father Lapella.” 
 
    Jarron watched as she folded her arms over her chest, which everyone around them did as well.  
 
    She closed her eyes and began to speak, “Dearest Maker, please bless this room and those who occupy it. Bless them that they receive your wisdom and love. Bless them that they are strengthened by your presence. Bless those within the town nearby and lastly please bless this food that it will provide the nourishment that our bodies need to continue to honor you. Amen.” 
 
    The entire room repeated the word ‘Amen’ and they all began to eat. It was yet another thing Jarron had never seen before. He picked up his fork and started eating. He was surprised about the meal as well. It was very plain tasting but more than edible. Elyse glanced over at him and gave him a brief smile, which he returned. 
 
    Father Lapella as the first to break the silence when he said, “So Jarron, please tell us about yourself. We are keenly interested in the man who saved Elyse from whatever cruel fate that was headed her way.”  
 
    Jarron was unsure at first how to answer but he decided that honesty was probably the best route. 
 
    “Sure. My name is Jarron Moynihan, I am 23 years old and I work as a pilot for a Kalan named Hain, who is a friend of mine. We run a delivery service. I was born and mostly raised on Terra.” 
 
    Father Lapella nodded solemnly before asking, “What do you know of our religion?” 
 
    “Honestly I know very little. On Terra we don’t really have religions and I move around so much as part of my job that there is little time for them.” Jarron replied. 
 
    He nodded again. Jarron could tell that he was taking measure of him, very much like a father would of any man who was dating his daughter. 
 
    “And what are your intentions with Elyse here?” He asked. 
 
    Jarron was taken aback. He was very unsure how to answer the man’s very direct question; especially since Elyse had made it clear she did not want him to know of the depth of their relationship. He glanced over at Elyse, who softly nodded at him. Jarron was left to believe that full honesty was the path that she wanted him to take. 
 
    “Father Lapella I love her.” He said. 
 
    She smiled widely as his response. Jarron had no doubt that she was pleased to hear him say it aloud. 
 
    “Ahh love, the foray of youth,” He replied, “Young man I can only hope that your love is met equally and that you plan to do the right thing. The Maker would never wish even those who do not believe in him to live in sin.” 
 
    “I don’t understand what you mean by living in sin.” Jarron replied. 
 
    Elyse interceded, “Father Lapella, I have to confess to you that his love is met more than equally and I’m afraid that he doesn’t know of the codes.” 
 
    Father Lapella nodded grimly before saying, “Well we would be glad to share the knowledge with him while you await the return of your friends.” 
 
    Jarron nodded. They had plenty of time so he would listen to them. He highly doubted that he could be converted to any sort of religion, especially since from what little he did know about religions. They tended to look down on the types of less than legal deliveries that Jarron and Hain would regularly acquire. The remainder of the meal was eaten in silence. Jarron was unsure how comfortable Elyse was returning here with him. He actually had thought that maybe they should have not come, or at least had the Keg stay behind so they could just visit and leave. Her return obviously unsettled the normal balance of this place, especially since she brought him with her. After dinner was finished they all rose from their seats.  
 
    “Jarron usually after the meal we have evening prayers and then those with the Gift will heal any people from the town who are in need. I’d understand if you don’t wish to join us.” Elyse said. 
 
    He shook his head. He would much rather be close to her than separated from her, even for a short period of time. He was unsure how he would even sleep tonight because he had already gotten used to her presence in the bed. In fact he was very unhappy about sleeping alone. She smiled at his response and gestured for him to follow the whole group. He walked beside her as they moved back through the church and into the meeting hall that they were in at first. He followed her to the same pew they sat in before and then took a seat beside her. The next hour was a barrage of lengthy and boring praying. Jarron sat patiently through it as they prayed about a wide variety of subjects, although many of them were around joy in Elyse’s return. Once they had finished Jarron again followed her through the church and into a large room that had many small beds lined against the walls. On the beds were a several injured people. Ramona was the first to walk up to one. She knelt beside the bed and placed her hand on the person lying there, who was a small girl. She was holding her arm tightly against her chest. Jarron could see that she must have broken it. Ramona softly touched her arm and then began to mutter a quiet prayer. After a few seconds Ramona passed out. She was caught by one of the elderly men, who softly rested her on the ground. The girl released her arm. It was clear to Jarron that it had been healed. Elyse walked to the next patient and knelt nearby. Jarron knew what was about to happen, an electrical pulse and the inability to move, followed by the injured man being healed. As soon as Elyse reached out and softly touched the man Jarron’s theory was proven correct. The only difference was the looks of shock from the elderly men who followed them into the room. They must have expected Elyse to pass out and when she did not they were very surprised. 
 
    “You have changed Elyse.” Father Lapella said. 
 
    “It’s the presence of Jarron that allows me to heal without passing out Father Lapella.” She stated. 
 
    He looked over at Jarron and asked, “What is so special about him?”  
 
    Giving a smile she answered, “Outside of him being a sweet and wonderful man, we don’t know. All we know is that when I’m near him I can perform miracles and when he isn’t nearby, I can’t.” 
 
    Jarron interjected, “We were hoping that you might have an idea about it.” 
 
    Father Lapella shook his head. Jarron was disappointed. Without knowing why they were like this they would have to continue to deal with being pursued. Elyse frowned at his response. 
 
    “Well let me heal these people.” She said. 
 
    Quickly she moved from patient to patient and healed every one of them within twenty minutes. She seemed perfectly fine however Jarron found himself to be very fatigued from the effort. It was as though she was draining energy from him in order to perform these tasks. He even had to sit down halfway through. As she finished Elyse turned to look at him. Concern was written on her face. 
 
    “Are you well?” She asked. 
 
    “I’m just a little tired. I think that when you’re using the Gift it actually fatigues me.” He answered. 
 
    She scratched her head before saying, “I’m sorry, I was so concerned about healing the wounded that I didn’t realize the toll it was taking on you.”  
 
    “No its fine, I think I’ll just need some rest is all.” He told her. 
 
    Father Lapella said, “Well, let us take this young man to his room so he get some rest.” 
 
    Jarron stood up slowly and evenly before saying, “That’s a good idea.” 
 
    He followed them as they again walked through the church. Jarron was certain that he would never be able to successfully navigate the maze that was this building. They stopped at one of the many nondescript doors and Elyse opened it for him. Jarron stepped into the room.  
 
    Elyse leaned a little closer and whispered to him, “After its dark I’ll come to visit you.”  
 
    Jarron gave her a nod before stepping into the room. The door closed behind him and he heard the footsteps of Elyse and Father Lapella as they walked away. He already found himself missing her. He slowly sprawled out on the small bed and closed his eyes. It was not long before fatigue guided him to sleep. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Jarron startled awake by a light tapping on his door. He did not know how long he had slept but it was dark outside the window of the small room.  
 
    “Yes?” He said. 
 
    The door slowly opened and Jarron could see a female figure enter. He could already tell that it was Elyse. 
 
    Her voice cut through the darkness, “It’s me.”  
 
    Even though it was dark and she could not see him he still grinned madly before stating, “I’m glad you came, I missed you.” 
 
    He could see her better once she made it close to the bed. He shifted his weight so she could fit next to him. Slowly she slipped onto the bed next to him. Her warmth radiated against him. 
 
    “I missed you too.” She said as she snuggled up against him. 
 
    He did not know why but as soon as she cuddled closely next to him, everything just felt better.  
 
    She said quietly, “I hope all this talk of religion and marriage hasn’t scared you away.” 
 
    “No, although if I’m honest with you I don’t think I’ll be joining any religion. I really like my lifestyle, although I’m hoping you’ll stay with me.” He told her. 
 
    “I understand and yes, I’ll be staying with you.”  
 
    She kissed him softly, which he returned. It was not long before passion began to overtake them. There was a sudden knock on the door.  
 
    “Yes?” Jarron said. 
 
    The door cracked open and a female voice said, “Is Elyse here? I can’t find her.” 
 
    Elyse sat up and said, “Yes Ramona I’m here talking with Jarron, please come in.” 
 
    The door fully opened and the light turned on. Jarron saw that Ramona was indeed standing at the door. 
 
    She blushed and said, “Sorry to disturb you both. I’d gone to Elyse’s room to talk and she wasn’t there.” 
 
    Jarron said, “Don’t worry about it. Come have a seat.” 
 
    He moved to a sitting position to allow room on the bed for Ramona to take a seat. She entered the room and sat down in the open spot on the bed. 
 
    “Elyse I’ve got a question for you.” She said. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “What’s it like out there? I’ve been in the orphanage and the church since as long as I can remember.”  
 
    Elyse smiled widely before answering, “It’s amazing. There’s so much out there, all so different than what we know here.” 
 
    After a long pause Ramona asked, “Can you take me with you? I want to see it all.” 
 
    Elyse turned to Jarron. He could clearly see that she was asking permission. Hain was not really one for taking a bunch of stragglers aboard the Keg. 
 
    He replied, “It’d be up to Hain. I’m not sure how many more people we could take though.” 
 
    Ramona quickly responded, “It would just be me. I promise not to get in the way. I’m just ready to leave this place. I might come back some day but I know there is a lot out there to see and I wanna see it.” 
 
    “Well Ramona,” Jarron said, “We can ask Hain, but I don’t think he’d be too happy to have an additional person. Our resources are a little on the thin side.” 
 
    She quickly replied, “I wasn’t planning to stay with you, I just needed a ride to the Lunar colony. I heard stories that they pay people with the Gift to heal. I could get a job doing that for some time and then strike out on my own.” 
 
    Jarron nodded. He was confident that Hain would not have an issue with that. 
 
    Elyse said, “Ramona I can’t imagine that will be a problem. We’ll ask Hain when they return.”  
 
    Ramona beamed Elyse a smile and said, “Thank you both.”  
 
    She hugged Elyse and then stood up. Turning back to them she waved and then closed the door, making sure to shut off the light behind her. 
 
    Elyse turned to him and said, “Now where were we?” 
 
    He laughed at her words and softly pulled her closer. They began to kiss. Almost as if someone were watching them, there was another knock on the door. Jarron could not help himself but to laugh. She moved slightly away from him. 
 
    “Yes?” He called out. 
 
    This time the door cracked open and the voice of Father Lapella spoke, “Is Elyse here?” 
 
    She said, “Yes Father Lapella, I’m here talking with Jarron.” 
 
    “May I enter?” He asked. 
 
    “Of course.” She said. 
 
    The door creaked open and the light again was turned on. He smiled at them. Jarron had no doubt that he was probably glad that they were dressed. 
 
    “I needed to talk to you both about something.” He said. 
 
    “Alright.” Elyse responded somewhat cautiously. 
 
    “I know it is not part of your beliefs Jarron and that Elyse is accommodating you due to love but I really think it is best for both of your souls to be married before you continue down the path that you are currently on.”  
 
    Jarron was completely unsure how to answer the man. 
 
    Elyse spoke up, “We understand your concern. I promise you that when we’re ready we’ll get married but we’ve only known each other for a short time.” 
 
    He nodded at her response before turning to Jarron and asking, “What about you young man? Are you in agreement with Elyse on the subject?” 
 
    Jarron had to admit that the subject of marriage had come up more times in the last day of his life than it ever had the twenty three years before. Of every woman that he had ever met though, he had to admit that she was the one he would pick. He knew that neither of them was ready for such a commitment so quickly. 
 
    He replied firmly, “I’m in agreement with Elyse. 
 
    She grinned at his response. Father Lapella nodded. 
 
    “Very well, but can I request less late night meetings in dark places for the two of you. We do need to maintain a level of decorum in the church.” He said. 
 
    “Of course Father Lapella.” Elyse said as her face shifted to a light red hue. 
 
    Jarron could tell that she was deeply embarrassed. 
 
    “I also have something I need to discuss with you. It is of a personal nature, would you prefer to discuss it privately or here?” 
 
    Elyse replied immediately, “Anything you want to say to me, you can say in front of Jarron.” 
 
    Giving a nod Father Lapella said, “About a year after you were kidnapped we received an unusual visitor.”  
 
    She looked very curious, which Jarron had to admit to being as well.  
 
    “It was an Eal’tain and he came looking for you.” Father Lapella said. 
 
    Jarron was very surprised. He looked at Elyse and could see that she was shocked. 
 
    “What for?” She asked cautiously. 
 
    “He said that he was your father. He stated that he had not known of your existence and when he found out about you, he had started to search for you. When I told him that you disappeared he seemed quite upset.”  
 
    “My father?” She asked her voice seemed to pitch slightly higher. 
 
    “Yes, he said he was your father. He asked that if you return that I relay some information to you. He said his name was Iaeth and he told me that if you wanted to contact him, you could do so by going to the Deep Space Station Whitmire 5 where they have a small embassy for the Eal’tain there. All you would need to do is simply say his name, who you were and they would arrange contact with him for you.” 
 
    Elyse looked in complete shock of the revelation. Jarron had no doubt that she must have spent many nights of her youth wondering about her father, maybe she might have even given up on ever meeting the man only to have him reach out to her. 
 
    She thoughtfully nodded and said, “Thank you Father Lapella.” 
 
    Father Lapella told her, “I am going to sleep, I suggest you both do the same. Tomorrow we have the church cleaning scheduled and it is hard work.” 
 
    He turned and closed the door as he left, leaving the light on as he left. Jarron turned to look at her. He could tell immediately that she was still stunned by the news. Reaching a hand out, he tenderly stroked her cheek. 
 
    “My father.” She said softly. 
 
    Jarron said, “We should go to that space station and find out about him.” 
 
    She replied, “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She sighed heavily and after a slight pause almost said in a panicked tone, “How do I know he is who he claims to be? If he is, how come it took him so long to find me? I spent so many nights dreaming about him and had finally given up on him some time ago, and now he suddenly wants to know me. I’m just very hesitant.” 
 
    Jarron wished he could understand but he had always had his parents, well at least until his father kicked him out. He softly ran his fingers along the side of her head. 
 
    There was little doubt it was important to her and he felt that it was important that she see him so he said, “I think you should give him a chance. I’ll be with you the whole time if you want me there.” 
 
    She sat quietly for a moment and then announced, “Alright, I’ll go meet him for you.” 
 
    Jarron shook his head before saying, “Don’t do it for me... Do it for yourself. You deserve to at least meet him and have your questions answered.” 
 
    “I think you’re right.” She said with a thoughtful look on her face. 
 
    Jarron stood up and turned off the light in the room.  
 
    As he sat down on the bed next to her he said, “Now I believe we were in the middle of something before the constant interruptions.” 
 
    Elyse laughed at his words and pulled him close for a kiss. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jarron awoke the next morning to find that he was alone. Elyse must have slipped out at night after he fell asleep. He was disappointed since he found himself missing her once again. There was a gentle rap on the door. 
 
    He recognized the voice of Father Lapella as he said, “Young man it is almost time for breakfast. I’ll send Elyse to escort you in a bit.” 
 
    “Thank you.” He called out. 
 
    Standing up, he went into the bathroom to clean up. After he was done he came out of the bathroom and dug through his duffel bag for a change of clothing. Once dressed he poked his head out the door and saw Elyse approaching. He laughed at her timing. When she caught sight of his head she smiled and waved at him. 
 
    As soon as she got close she said quietly, “I’m sorry for leaving you, I didn’t want anyone to know what we did.” 
 
    He chuckled. She was definitely not acting normal around the people here. 
 
     “Let’s go get some breakfast, I already told Father Lapella that we won’t be cleaning with them. I think we should go down into the town and maybe help the people there.” She stated as she waved at him to follow her. 
 
    He quickly caught up with her and walked beside her. 
 
    “Alright, what will we be doing to help?” He asked.  
 
    “Well maybe some healing, repairing fences, or just whatever we come across.” She told him. 
 
    “Is this normally what you did before you were kidnapped?” He asked her. 
 
    She shook her head as she answered, “Actually they rarely let me out of the church. We only have four people on the whole planet that have the Gift. They’re all sent here to serve as healers. Since they were so rare Father Lapella felt that keeping them together was best for their safety.” 
 
    “And they’ll let Ramona just leave?” 
 
    She replied, “Yes because the church believes in free will, they’d never stop anyone from doing anything unless it actually caused harm to others.” 
 
    “That seems fair enough.” 
 
    She nodded. They finished walking through the church and entered the dining area. Father Lapella again waved them to join him once he spotted them. As they sat down he offered the morning prayer for food. It was only slightly different than the one Elyse gave the night before. Jarron could see the casual appeal of their lifestyle but he was itching to leave. He found himself missing simple things like his musiphone and the Keg. He really missed his friends but he shrugged it off and starting eating. This time the meal was just some type of thick paste that was slightly flavored with a brown sugar and a large mug of juice. Jarron suspected that the people here probably never had a proper steak in their lives. It made him appreciate what he had that much more. After breakfast Elyse stood and gestured for Jarron to follow her. She guided him through the building and out the door that they came through the day before when they first arrived. Almost as soon as they were down the hill and out of sight she took his hand. 
 
    Laughing she said, “I missed something as simple as just holding your hand.” 
 
    He grinned at her. 
 
    “Seriously, I considered taking up Father Lapella’s advice to just marry you so I could hold your hand and be with you without the looks.”  
 
    “Is it that bad? I haven’t even noticed any looks.” 
 
    She nodded at him before saying, “Of course not because they don’t expect you to follow their rules. I lived with them for so long that they expect it of me. The thing is, I’ve changed so much since I was kidnapped. I can see with more clarity and I honestly do believe there is a Maker but I don’t believe he’d give us this wonderful life and emotions and yet deny us access to them. I think if I live a good life as a good person that should be more than enough for him.” 
 
    Jarron could see her point. He had put no thought into the idea of some almighty being that created them. His concerns have almost revolved around his own day to day survival. He simply nodded at her. 
 
    “Do you agree?” She asked. 
 
    He replied to her, “I can see the logic in what you’re saying but if I’m honest with you I have to admit that I’ve put no real thought into the subject.” 
 
    She smiled softly as she said, “I understand since we’ve led very different lives. My life had for a long time revolved around the issue but my life has changed and so have my priorities.”
“What are your priorities now” He asked. 
 
    “Firstly to resolved our issue with this mad man and then figuring out what our life will be like together.” She replied. 
 
    “I have to agree with that. I wish we could just talk to the man, maybe if we knew what he wanted we could come to some sort of agreement.”  
 
    He had always felt it was the smuggler’s way to either negotiate or run, both of which he and Hain had always been good at. Hain could fight as well as anyone but Jarron usually preferred to fight only when he had to. He was not much of a fighter at all, he was the pilot. Elyse smiled widely as his reply. He found that he was enamored with her; it was simple things like the graceful curves of her face, which were slightly different than humans that drew him in. She stopped walking and gave him a deep kiss. After kissing him she turned and continued to walk down the pathway. They walked together all the way down the pathway until they made it into the town. She led him to what must have been the small town’s market square. He followed her as they went from person to person asking if they needed help. She healed that minor wounds and injuries of several people. Jarron helped an elderly man repair his fence. One family fed them lunch after Jarron helped the man clear out a large pile of rubbish. After a long day wandering through the town helping people they headed back to the church. Jarron felt exhausted. He had not worked this hard physically his whole life. After the long trek back to the church Jarron and Elyse were met by Father Lapella at the door of the church. He laughed once he caught sight of them. 
 
    “I can see that you have been working hard performing good deeds in the town below. I hope you both found it spiritually enlightening.” He said. 
 
    Elyse smiled happily. Jarron could not say that he found any spiritual enlightenment but he knew that she deeply enjoyed the time out helping others. He was just tired. 
 
    “Yes Father Lapella, it was wonderful to help others. We helped Tomas rebuild his fence and aided the Brunnar family in cleaning out the excess items in their back yard.” She replied. 
 
    Father Lapella chuckled. 
 
    His face suddenly shifted to a serious demeanor before he said, “That is wonderful Elyse. I needed to talk to the both of you about something.” 
 
    Elyse saw his facial expression change and she frowned immediately. 
 
    “What is it?” She asked. 
 
    “We have received news of an accident in Tromrel village. We were wondering if you could both go there. With your abilities you might be able to help them greatly.” He stated.  
 
    Jarron could hear the concern in the man’s voice. Elyse’s face immediately shifted to concern. 
 
    “We’ll leave immediately.” She declared. 
 
    Jarron was exhausted but he knew that she was right. They needed to leave immediately and help if they could. Elyse took him by the hand and slowly guided him back down the pathway.  
 
    As they made it halfway down the path Jarron asked, “How far is the village?” 
 
    Elyse replied, “It is about a two hour walk from here. Can you make it?” 
 
    He laughed at her inquiry because while he was tired, he certainly was not dying so he told her, “Of course.” 
 
    “Good because we won’t be walking.” She confidently stated. 
 
    “We won’t?” 
 
    “Once we are out of sight I am going to fly us there. It should only take a few minutes to get there.” 
 
    He forgot that she had the ability to literally lift them into the air. All he could do in response to her declaration was to simply chuckle. As soon as they got off the pathway she lifted them into the air and brought them to the village. She set them down just outside of the village so they would not alarm the people there. Oddly enough, he did not feel much fatigue from her using him to set them into the air. They walked the rest of the way. It had turned out that somehow a boulder had come rolling off of a nearby mountainside and crashed through several homes. The villagers worked as hard as they could to attempt to remove the wreckage and save as many as they could. Elyse moved quickly to aid them in removing the wreckage. With her abilities she was able to free many people who would have died waiting for aid. She healed many more but even with their efforts ten villagers had died. Jarron was totally exhausted after a day of physical labor and then the constant drain physical drain from her powers. Elyse was able to convince the villagers to loan them a room, although he doubted with her efforts that they would have ever said no to her. The room that they were given had a larger bed than the one in the church so he was happy since it meant that they could easily share the bed. Elyse softly rubbed his shoulders as he rested against her on the bed. 
 
    As she continued to work on his shoulders she said sincerely, “I’m sorry you are so exhausted. It seems as though you are like a power source for my abilities. The more I use them, the more it drains you.”  
 
    He nodded in response. There was no doubt that he was a giant battery for her abilities because he was physically and mentally drained. Once she finished rubbing his shoulders she slowly removed his shirt and softly began kissing his shoulders and neck. 
 
    Giving out a loud laugh he asked, “Even exhausted my work is not done is it?”  
 
    She slowly brought her lips to his ear and said, “Nope.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Jarron woke the next morning to find that he was, oddly enough, completely refreshed. He doubted that it was the sleep since he did not really sleep as well as he could have because they made love twice. Yet he found himself strong as ever. Glancing over at Elyse he saw that she was still soundly sleeping. He stood up and went to the restroom real quick. When he returned he found Elyse had woke up. 
 
    “Good morning.” She said with a wide smile. 
 
    He said with a grin, “And you as well.” 
 
    “Did you sleep well?” She asked him. 
 
    “Nope, someone kept me from sleeping most of the night.” He said with a roguish grin on his face. 
 
    Giving out a loud laugh she asked, “Sorry. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Actually I feel wonderful.” 
 
    She smiled evilly and asked, “How wonderful?” 
 
    He climbed back on the bed and slowly made his way to her before answering, “I am feeling that wonderful.” 
 
    Right as he moved to kiss her there was a gentle tapping on the door, which elicited a laugh from Elyse. 
 
    “I think we need to find our own home or something where we can take our time together uninterrupted.” She stated. 
 
    A voice called out through the door, “Breakfast is ready when you are.”
He recognized the voice as the elderly woman who took them in. The room that they slept in was once her son’s room. When he moved out as an adult she left the room for guests. 
 
    Elyse announced loudly, “Give us a little bit and we’ll be right out.” 
 
    She turned back to Jarron and declared, “Alright let’s get going, we have to head back to the church.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at her and then pulled himself off the bed. He helped Elyse stand and then quickly got dressed. She went to the small restroom and then closed the door behind her. After she was done they left the room. Unlike the church, which had very basic foods, the woman here provided them with a much more filling meal that consisted of strips of fried meat, some sort of pastry and a juice. Jarron enjoyed it much more than the gooey paste that he had the morning before. The woman hugged Elyse and thanked her for helping the village yesterday. Almost as soon as they exited the small home of the woman they were swarmed by the people of the village. Hugs and offers of gifts overwhelmed them. Elyse made sure to let them know that they would not be accepting gifts. After finally making their way through the village and towards the church they slowly walked down the pathway. Once they made it far enough not to be noticed Elyse again lifted them into the air and back near the town by the church. Jarron followed her back up the pathway and slowly opened the door of the church. They were immediately greeted by one of the brothers.  
 
    “Brother Paul.” Elyse said with a half-smile. 
 
    This man was another older man. Jarron guessed that he was in his mid-forties. He wore the same robe of those in the church. He had short blonde hair and light blue eyes. Pockmarks covered his cheeks, giving his face a rough appearance. He nodded at her and then gave Jarron an unusual look. Jarron was left with the sense that the man was unhappy to see him. The man briskly walked away from them. 
 
    “That was unusual.” Jarron commented. 
 
    “He’s jealous.” She replied curtly. 
 
    Jarron could immediately tell that she did not like the man. 
 
    “What for?” He asked. 
 
    “Before I was taken he had tried many times to gain my affection. It was quite creepy. It only stopped when I complained to Father Lapella. I found out later that Father Lapella threatened to kick him out of the church if he so much as looked at me wrong.” She explained. 
 
    Jarron nodded. He could understand why the man would have been attracted to her. She was uniquely beautiful, even with the constantly plain way that she dressed and complete lack of any lipstick, foundation and all of the other things women tended to apply to their face. That was one thing about Elyse that he really loved, her skin seemed virtually flawless. He only noted a few scars on her skin, which were from probably playing around as a youth. He figured that it must have been because of her Eal’tain heritage. The one Eal’tain that he had met before had perfect skin, or at least that he could remember. He did not exactly examine the man since Jarron only saw him from a short distance away. They walked through the church and to the meeting hall. Father Lapella was kneeling with his head bowed near the front of the first pew. Elyse stopped and stood quietly, which Jarron mimicked. After some time he rose to stand up and turned. Once he saw them he smiled widely. 
 
    “Elyse and Jarron, it is wonderful to see the two of you. Last night we received word of your efforts and to say it was nothing short of a miracle would be accurate. Elyse your powers are impressive. I was told you lifted a massive boulder with just a gesture and then saved almost sixty people.”  
 
    Giving a frown Elyse said in a somber tone, “Yes, but ten people died.” 
 
    Jarron reached out a hand and softly rubbed her shoulder. He had known that she was upset about the loss of life, he was as well, but they saved many that would have died without her help. Father Lapella walked over to her and embraced her in a tight hug. 
 
    “Elyse my beautiful girl. It is unfortunate when the Maker calls some back to him but you saved so many people that you should never feel bad. Your efforts and heart were in the right place and I have no doubt that the Maker will reward you with many blessings.” He stated softly. 
 
    She hugged him tightly and smiled, Jarron could see some tears welling in her eyes. He was glad that Father Lapella had spoken to her because he felt very unsure what to say to make her feel better about the deaths of those people. Father Lapella released the hug and turned to him. 
 
    “And to you Jarron, our unsung hero, I know that Elyse will receive much of the credit for yesterday but I wish to let you know that we appreciate you as much as her. We all know that she would not have been able to assist without you.”  
 
    Giving his best cheeky grin Jarron stated, “Thanks, although all I do is stand around.” 
 
    Elyse laughed as she retorted, “But you stand around so well!” 
 
    Reaching out quickly Jarron attempted to give her a quick poke, she evaded his maneuver easily. Jarron was impressed with her speed. She laughed at his failed effort. 
 
    “Too fast.” She said cockily, which caused him to chuckle. 
 
    Jarron now knew that he would have to go forward with his plans for a practical joke at her expense. He would have to think on it for some time to find the perfect one. 
 
    “Father Lapella I think I need to take a shower.” Jarron declared. 
 
    “I’ll take him to his room.” Elyse said. 
 
    Father Lapella nodded and then told them, “Lunch will be served in about an hour.” 
 
    “Alright.” Elyse responded. 
 
    She gestured for Jarron to follow her, which he did. They walked through the building and finally made it the door in front of his room. Elyse reached for the handle of the door and turned to look from side to side. 
 
    “Do you need help?” She whispered. 
 
    Very confused by what she meant he asked, “Help?”  
 
    She nodded and answered with a shy grin, “With your shower, I heard they can be tricky.” 
 
    He laughed heartily as he responded, “Actually I really could use some help. I have this spot, right here,” He turned and slowly tapped near the middle of his back before continuing, “I just can’t ever seem to reach. I would love some help reaching it.” 
 
    Elyse giggled in response and then walked into his room. He followed behind her. Once she closed the door, she gently took his hand and guided him to the small restroom. She turned on the shower as high as the heat would go and then slowly helped him unbutton his shirt. Jarron was becoming more and more confident that her Eal’tain heritage was the cause of her voracious desires, he had never met a woman that so aggressively pursued lovemaking, although Hain’s cousin tried. Once they were undressed she stepped into the shower. She shivered as though it were cold. 
 
    “I always hated taking cold showers.” She said. 
 
    Jarron could see the steam of the shower building rapidly. He reached his hand out and touched the water. It was quite hot. 
 
    “This isn’t cold, it’s actually too hot for me. Could we turn it down a little?” He told her.  
 
    She gave him a pout and then turned the knob for cold a little. Once the shower temperature was a bit more reasonable for him, Jarron entered. He quite enjoyed taking a shower with her. She grabbed the small bar of soap and slowly began to rub it across his chest and back.  
 
    “This is fun.” She stated. 
 
    Sarcastically Jarron asked, “Even with the cold water?” 
 
    Giving out a brief laugh she answered, “Well I think because I’m half Eal’tain that I’ve got a higher resistance to heat than humans.” 
 
    “I noticed. The shower at Dalain’s place you must have had on scalding hot, it would have burned my skin.” 
 
    “Sissy.” She said laughing. 
 
    He chuckled at her before saying, “That’s just it Elyse, I’ve noticed quite a few things are different about you.” 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “Well you are obviously much leaner and more athletic than a human woman. You always seem hot to the touch, your skin is virtually perfect and your facial features are slightly more exotic.” He explained. 
 
    She looked up at him and asked, “And you like all of these things about me?” 
 
    “Immensely.” 
 
    In a sudden motion she jumped into him and wrapped her legs tightly around his waist. He was stunned by her strength, to be able to leap and pull herself up so easily was impressive. 
 
    She said, “I’m also faster and stronger than any other woman my age.”  
 
    He nodded and said, “I noticed.”  
 
    She grinned and then kissed him. After they finished the shower, dried off, and got dressed they headed out to the dining area. Elyse had finally given up on the show and now hooked her arm with his which he was quite happy about since there was no reason to hide their feelings. He felt that as long as they showed a level of decorum in public everything should be fine. Again Father Lapella waved them to sit with him. This time it was Ramona who said the prayer for the meal. 
 
    After the prayer was finished Father Lapella said, “I am impressed with your abilities Elyse, what will you do with them once you leave Cantua?” 
 
    Jarron turned to look at her, she looked contemplative. 
 
    “Father Lapella I suspect that once we resolve the issues with my kidnapper that I’ll just go with Jarron and our friends. Most likely we’ll help people as we go.” 
 
    He responded, “That seems reasonable. It is always important to help others when you can.” 
 
    After they finished eating she stood and announced, “I think I want to go for a walk, Jarron would you care to join me?”  
 
    He nodded at her because he felt that some fresh air would be good. That had been one of the few real nice things about this planet. The air was much fresher than any he had ever smelled. They slowly walked out the church and down the pathway. Instead of entering the village, they walked through a nearby wooded area. Jarron had to admit that it was beautiful. She leaned her head softly against his shoulder as they walked. 
 
    Elyse said, “I’ve always loved this area. It’s so peaceful and quiet. Sadly I didn’t get to come here very often. They always insisted that it was for our safety. Before it was discovered that I had the Gift, one of the others was walking through town and got hurt. I don’t know what happened to her but since then they had always watched those with the Gift very closely.”  
 
    Jarron just nodded. Her explanation made some sense, after all those with the Gift were rare and they needed to be protected, otherwise they could be lost or hurt. They continued to walk for a while before Elyse slowly guided them back through the wooded area and towards the church. Once they got back on the pathway Jarron stopped walking. Elyse stopped and a curious look crossed her face. 
 
    “Is something wrong?” She asked. 
 
    Jarron shook his head and said, “No, I just wanted to see something.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    In a quick motion Jarron jabbed finger out and poked her side. 
 
    “Ouch!” She yelled out. 
 
    “I just wanted to make sure I could getcha.” 
 
    Giving out a short chuckle she stated, “Next time I’ll make sure to move.” 
 
    Jarron took a step back and lifted both hands, prepared to poke again. Elyse took a defensive stance. 
 
    She smiled wickedly as she saucily declared, “Come and try again.” 
 
    Moving to one side to provide a feint with his right hand, Jarron quickly stabbed out with his left finger. Her response was initially to move to avoid the feint but she was still successful in her reaction to dodge the second strike. 
 
    “Ha! Too fast for you!” She exclaimed. 
 
    “You are quick,” Jarron said, “But I am quicker.” 
 
    This time he moved to fake a feint on his right hand. As he moved to pretend the left hand striking he snaked his right hand back in and successfully poked her side. 
 
    “Wow you are quick!” She said, “When we played tag as a child no one ever could get me.” 
 
    “You have an unfair advantage, I heard that the Eal’tain were the fastest moving people in the galaxy.” 
 
    “And yet you still can manage to get your hands on me.” 
 
    Jarron guffawed and said, “Usually you are the one with hands all over me, not the other way.” 
 
    His joke made her laugh.  
 
    “Alright, my turn.” She declared. 
 
    He nodded and shifted to prepare to dodge. Her quick and hard pokes moved in and out too fast for him to dodge. She must have successfully struck him every single time. 
 
    Once it was clear that he could not evade her pokes she declared, “I guess it’s just your hands that are fast.”  
 
    “Well I am a pilot. My hands need to be fast.” He explained. 
 
    “At least I know you can’t escape me. Let’s race to the door of the church.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at her. She took off without warning. He jumped and then immediately ran after her. The pathway up to the church was still a good distance away and the hill was steep. Even though she was much more nimble than him, he was confident he could win a footrace. He pushed hard to catch her, which he was slowly doing. Even with her athletic form, the hill seemed to take its toll on her ability to run. As they closed to the final last few meters he overtook her and the finished the last flat part of the race. He had won, barely. Once he reached the spot by the door he was panting from effort. She caught up and for some reason did not seem to be even that tired.  
 
    “I guess you won.” She said sadly. 
 
    He grinned at her and between deep breaths said, “Yep, but you don’t seem to be tired.” 
 
    “I have a lot of endurance.” 
 
    Evilly he commented, “I noticed.” 
 
    His words caused her to laugh again. The door of the church opened to Brother Renard’s happy face. 
 
    “It is good to see the both of you so happy. I am however impressed that the young man actually beat you in a footrace Elyse. I do not remember you losing before.” He stated. 
 
    “I know Brother Renard. Could we not tell anyone? I’d hate for my reputation to be sullied by some hot shot pretty boy pilot.” She responded mischievously. 
 
    “Pretty boy?” Jarron asked. 
 
    Brother Renard and Elyse both laughed at his question. Brother Renard took a step next to Jarron and softly patted him on the shoulder.  
 
    “It is okay young man.” His words were cut off by a pair of loud popping noises.  
 
    Both he and Elyse crumpled to the ground. Jarron recognized an attack when he saw it and immediately dove through the door of the church. Several thumps from what Jarron believed to be a dart hit the wall near the door. He shifted backwards and then rolled to allow him to look through the door as he rolled sideways. He could see several armored men, all wielding a strange looking dart gun. Clearly they were prepared for this. They slowly moved closer and closer. It was obvious to Jarron that they were preparing for his return. He examined the distance between himself and Elyse, it was too far for him to reach her and he became desperate. He could not run and leave her alone but he had no weapon to fend off the attackers. It was now that he wished he had brought his pistol. The men continued to approach the door. Very soon they would be close enough to see him peeking through. Jarron jumped to his feet and ran hurriedly towards the meeting area. If he could find Father Lapella maybe they could overwhelm the men with numbers. As soon as he entered he saw Father Lapella talking with another man. They both turned to look at Jarron. Father Lapella had a smile on his face however as soon as he saw the look of desperation on Jarron’s face he frowned. 
 
    Jarron spoke rapidly, “Strangers attacked us at the door of the church.”  
 
    He panted heavily from running. 
 
    “What?” Father Lapella said his voice thick with concern. 
 
    Jarron continued to breathe heavily and once he caught his breath enough he explained, “Some men with dart guns of some kind shot Elyse and Brother Renard at the front door. I think they were aiming for me but hit poor Brother Renard when he was talking to me.”  
 
    Father Lapella turned to the man he was with and ordered, “Call the others to the front door. Even with these weapons we can overwhelm them in numbers.”  
 
    He turned to Jarron and said, “Let’s go.” 
 
    Jarron jogged quickly with Father Lapella back to the door. He peeked out and saw that the men had left. Brother Renard was still lying on the ground by the door but Elyse was gone. He was heartbroken.  
 
    “Stay here.” Father Lapella instructed. 
 
    He stepped out the door and casually looked around. Jarron lost sight of him as he moved down the pathway some.  
 
    His voice yelled out, “Jarron come here.” 
 
    Jarron ran out and to his side. 
 
    “Down there.” Father Lapella said while pointing down the hill. 
 
    He looked and he saw about seven men moving quickly towards the landing pad. Two of them were carrying something that was large enough to have been Elyse. Frustration welled within him. Jarron could not catch up with them before they would have made it to the ship that he suspected was probably waiting them. Without the Keg he would be trapped on this planet until they returned. Who knew where these people would take Elyse. He sighed heavily. 
 
    “What is your plan?” Father Lapella asked. 
 
    Jarron watched intently as the men disappeared. He kept his eye on the spot where he knew the landing pad was. Eventually a ship that was slightly larger than the Keg lifted off. Jarron continued to watch it intently as it left the planet. 
 
    “I have to wait for my friends. Once I get aboard we will track these bastards down and save her.” Jarron said firmly. 
 
    “But it could be days before your friends come.” Father Lapella said. 
 
    “I know, but I have no other choice.”  
 
    “Actually you do.” 
 
    Jarron looked at him and stated, “Well I’ll do anything to save her so please share.” 
 
    Father Lapella looked quite embarrassed. 
 
    “I have a confession to make to you young man,” He said, “In my youth I was quite the pilot myself.” 
 
    Jarron said, “Really?” 
 
    He nodded before explaining, “In fact I still have a small ship. I don’t know if she’ll fly though, even with the tests and maintenance I had snuck out to do every few months.” 
 
    Jarron’s heart leaped in excitement. If he could get space bound he could track these men and save her. 
 
    “Show me it.” He instructed Father Lapella. 
 
    Father Lapella turned back into the church and ran. Jogging behind him Jarron kept up easily. They ran through several turns and twists within the church. Finally after a few more minutes of running they ended up going through an old door and into a small hidden hangar. Jarron was impressed by the small ship. It appeared to be some kind of starfighter, both small and nimble. He imagined that he could make it do some insane things. 
 
    “This is my old fighter from when I was a member of the GDF. After the Grokmal War I grew tired of fighting so I just flew off with it. I came here because it was far away from anything and just started the order here. That was well over thirty years ago.” Father Lapella told him. 
 
    Jarron nodded sullenly and then slowly walked to the ship. He activated the ship’s entry system, which reacted by having the shell over the cockpit open. 
 
    “Can you fly it?” Father Lapella asked. 
 
    “I have been flying anything since I was 12 years old Father Lapella.”  
 
    “Really? Who taught you?” He asked. 
 
    “No one, I just got in and could fly it. I have always been able to fly anything.” 
 
    “Anything?” Father Lapella asked incredulously.  
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    He walked up to Jarron and engulfed him in a hug before saying, “Go save Elyse.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at him and then climbed into the cockpit. He flipped the cockpit toggle, which caused the shell to close quickly. It only took him a few seconds to identify where everything was within the small ship to control it. He activated the warm up, which went quickly since it was a small ship. Jarron watched as Father Lapella opened the small hangar door before giving him a wave. Jarron slowly worked the controls and brought the ship out of the hangar. He was quite happy to see that the small ship seemed to be working just fine. 
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    Jarron was surprised once he left orbit to see that no one was waiting for him. Either they were certain that no ships were on the planet or they just did not care. He knew that they had already made their fold so he started the sensors immediately. Folding always left behind a residual trail that never lasted long but in this case there was still a few minutes before it would have dissipated. Once the trail is found the nav computer could calculate a few options of possible locations. Jarron would just have to guess from that point. The nav computer beeped quickly and several options appeared on the screen. Jarron smiled immediately. He recognized one of the planets on the list, Savilus Prime. 
 
    “Bastard.” He mumbled to himself. 
 
    He stole Elyse and Jarron would be damned if he would let it stand. Moving as quickly as he could, he punched the commands in the nav computer to calculate their path through the fold. Since he had a minute or so he decided to give the little ship a few test movements and fire up the weapons just to see what she could do. He spun the ship to the left and right wildly. It responded efficiently to his commands, Jarron had little doubt that this ship was extremely more mobile than any cargo ship he had flown before. He squeezed the triggers on the control sticks, which the ship responded by launching several laser shots forward. Jarron smiled evilly. This ship would be able to easily handle several fighters, especially with him at the controls. The nav computer beeped to let him know it was time to start his fold. He pulled the lever and the ship lurched forward. This folding would take several hours. Several hours that Jarron found he would have to sit bored and very concerned about Elyse. He knew that she had worked her way deeply into his heart, he just never realized how much until she was no longer there by his side. Now he found that he would do anything to find her and he fully planned to do whatever it took. As soon as he went into the fold he formulated a plan of attack, he would fly to one of the outlying moons of Savilus Prime and then scout at a way to approach the planet. After he found a route through any defenses he would land close enough to the base that was mentioned before and then he would sneak in, save Elyse and then escape with her. Once she was conscious and with him they would be unstoppable. Jarron leaned his head back into the seat of the small ship and closed his eyes. He still had some time so he figured a little nap might have been in order. He sat there for a few minutes but he realized that he unable to sleep.  
 
    “Just great.” He said to himself as thoughts of Elyse hammered through his head. 
 
    For some reason he found himself deeply compelled to find her, like a rat to cheese. He spent the rest of his time in the fold fidgeting uncomfortably. It was an experience that he did not like, especially since he was stuck sitting in the pilot’s chair with nothing but his own thoughts to entertain him, his own very unpleasant thoughts...  
 
    The nav computer beeped to let him know that he was approaching the destination. It was the longest time in the fold of his life. Jarron shifted in his seat and got ready, he had found that he was always able to react faster than anyone else in space. The ship rocked slightly and dropped back into normal space. Jarron ran his sensors, which told him that five Grokmal fighters were in orbit. Jarron found it odd that every time he had dealt with the man who kidnapped Elyse there was always Grokmal nearby. It made him believe that the man must have hired them. Jarron knew that a bunch of clumsy Grokmal fighter pilots were no match for him, especially now that he was so mad. Jarron decided to eliminate these ships here and now so it would not be an issue during his escape. They had not spotted him because of the distance of the moon he was orbiting. Jarron decided to make a bold attack. He would fold space directly on the way point besides the outlying fighters and then hit them hard. Heck, he could probably take out two of them before they would even respond. An evil grin crossed his face as he came up with his plan. He tapped the commands into the nav computer, which responded quickly since the way point was so close. Steeling himself for the upcoming fight he pulled the lever to activate the fold engine. His small ship jumped forward and almost instantly stopped. Jarron immediately twisted the controls and began firing rapidly at the nearest ship, which responded immediately by exploding in a ball of flame. 
 
    “One bastard down.” He said to himself. 
 
    Jarron spun the controls wildly and began to target the next ship. The Grokmal slowly responded to his presence and the explosion of one of their ships. Before they could move very far Jarron targeted and brought down the second ship. It slowly trailed in a smoky ruin towards the planet below. Jarron began to spin the ship towards the next fighter. The Grokmal did not even try to fly in some sort of protective formation; they just headed straight at him. This would prove to be too easy. Jarron whipped by the first wave attack they attempted, making sure to swerve wildly in circular manner to prevent from being hit. Immediately he cut his main thrusters, which sent him drifting. Once the drift began he had the movement thrusters on his left kick hard and fast, which sent him into a sudden sideways spin. As the spin quickly turned him to face the rears of the Grokmal ships, which were beginning a very slow arcing turn, Jarron cut on the right side thrusters and then the main engines. This sent him rocketing towards his opponents ships. With rapid trigger fire Jarron eliminated another Grokmal. It was then that the remaining Grokmal must have realized that they were seriously outmatched. The last two stopped their slow arcing turns and began to flee. Anger welled in Jarron. These bastards would not live to see another day. He bore down on one of them and executed the ship with brutal laser fire. Turning quickly he hunted down the last fleeing ship and sent it exploding in a ball of flame. Jarron grinned at his efficiency. At one time he had seriously considered joining the Galactic Defense Force. He decided against it when he got a hold of their rule-book. The amount of regulations and rules that they would hold over any member was just too much for him. He just hated being told what to do, which undoubtedly was why he was kicked out of his father’s home.  
 
    “I’m coming Elyse.” He stated grimly. 
 
    Jarron scanned the planet and found the singular base. It was heavily fortified against any sort of air strike and no doubt they knew what he had just done. Jarron was certain that it was not fortified for a single person infiltration so that plan was still his main goal. After some more scanning Jarron found a clearing that was about a third of a day walk through a forest and next to the base. He decided to enter the atmosphere far enough away that he could skim the surface of the planet undetected and leave anyone tracking him with no knowledge where he was. In fact, he went with the opposite side of the planet. He entered the atmosphere quickly and skimmed along with ease. It was not very long until he was at the clearing. Instead of landing right in the center of the clearing Jarron nestled the ship as close to the wooded area as he could. As he landed he searched the small ship for anything he could use, all he found was a small repair kit and a heavy jacket. The repair kit had all of the tools that he would need for either repair or sabotage. He slipped on the jacket and slung the small toolkit bag over his shoulder. Jarron ran to the nearest dozen shrubs and dragged as many as he could to provide the ship with some limited camouflage. The ship would not be easily spotted unless someone was intensely searching for it.  
 
    “Time to go.” He told himself.  
 
    For some reason he felt no doubt about his plan or his overall goal. Nothing but completing his objective and reuniting with Elyse crossed his mind. Once he was ready he turned towards the direction of the base and began walking. He moved at a brisk pace, almost driven by some unseen force that made him feel unrelenting and untiring as he went. At his pace he found himself within visible view of the base quite quickly. It was a lot more complex than the scanners had indicated. It was a massive building that had a long run of fencing around the entire thing. There was only one entry point that led out to a large landing pad. Jarron noted that on the landing pad was the same ship that he was pursing from Cantua. He was right, Elyse was here. Jarron slowly circled the outside of the fenced base from a far enough distance to see if he could find an access point. He saw dozens of guards, all wearing that same dark brown robe as their leader. Each was armed with some kind of laser rifle. Jarron knew he would have to wait until dark to make his move. He worked his way to the closest part of the forest that was near the entrance. He sat and watched patiently as the men who captured Elyse exited the base and headed to their ship. Jarron wanted nothing more than to gain a measure of revenge against them but he knew he had to rescue Elyse. Everything else was unimportant. Finally the sun began to set.  
 
    Once the sun had set Jarron watched carefully for his opportunity to strike. He just needed to get one of the guards alone to get the information that he needed and gain access into the base. His opportunity came when one of the guards split off from the group and slowly began a walk along the side of the base and directly towards him. The pace he was walking and lack of attention he was paying led Jarron to think the man was running off for a quick restroom break. Letting out a wicked grin he pulled out the heavy wrench from the toolkit and clenched it tightly. Sliding behind a tree he waited until the man had stopped and started doing his business. Jarron crept slowly along until he was within striking distant. Right as the man finished what he was doing and pulled his robe back on Jarron struck. He cocked his arm back with the wrench and when the man turned to look at the noise Jarron made he struck the man alongside the head. The man dropped like a rock. 
 
    Speaking to no one in particular he said, “Now to find my way in.”  
 
    Jarron rolled the man over to his side and stripped off his robe, which he would use as a disguise. He searched the man and found a swipe badge of some kind. It looked to him like it would be an access card. Jarron picked up the man’s rifle and leveled it towards him. After a few minutes the man groggily awoke. Fear immediately crossed his face as he saw his own weapon pointing at him.  
 
    Menacingly Jarron said, “Don’t so much as say a word or I’ll kill you. I need information from you. If you tell me what I want to know you’ll live. If you don’t tell me what I want to know, you’ll die. Do you understand?” 
 
    The man nodded slowly. 
 
    “Good. Now first, did you see a woman brought in by those bounty hunters?” 
 
    The man nodded again. 
 
    “Do you know where they took her?” 
 
    He nodded again. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    The man replied, “There is a storage containment area. She was placed in a stasis box and secured there. The area is located within the rear area if the building.” 
 
    “Is it hard to navigate the building?” Jarron asked. 
 
    The man shook his head as he answered, “It’s simply designed and there is a map of the building as you enter.” 
 
    Jarron grinned. He was happy to hear that he would be able to find her if he got into the building.  
 
    “Will your swipe card open everything?” 
 
    The man shook his head. 
 
    “What else will I need?” 
 
    The man replied, “Only one of squad leaders has a card that could get into the containment area. Mine will not.” 
 
    Jarron nodded and asked, “How will I identify one?” 
 
    “They won’t have rifles, just pistols.” 
 
    Not wanting the man to alert anyone Jarron set the rifle to stun and fired at the man. The man immediately slumped unconscious. He dragged the man around the tree and out of sight. Slipping on the robe Jarron headed directly towards the building. Jarron pulled the hood of the robe over his head to try and obstruct anyone from identifying him. He glanced around as he approached the entryway. There was dozens of cameras. Jarron doubted they would be overly effective in the dark with the hood over his head. As he passed through the gate he swiped the card, which responded with a green light and a beep. Jarron slowly walked from the gate and towards the entryway of the building. Normally he would have been very uncomfortable in this type of situation but he was driven and felt nothing but steeled resolve. He walked as confidently as he could to the entrance of the building and slowly swiped his card through the scanner there. It lit green and beeped, just as the gate had. The door slid open to allow him entrance, which he responded to by briskly walking through. The inside of the building was very basic and sterile looking. It reminded Jarron of one of the hospitals he had visited as a young man. It was deadly quiet and only the sounds of his boots tapping against the plain brown floor could be heard. The walls were the same color and there seemed to be absolutely no decor. Jarron was intensely curious about the purpose of this place. Why would someone go through so much trouble over Elyse? He found the map that the man had mentioned. He was right about the design of the building. It was very straightforward. The building consisted of more than half of it being living quarters for what must have been a massive number of guards. There was a huge dining area, dozens of restrooms, and assorted storage rooms. Jarron noticed that the whole second level of the building seemed to be unmarked. He found the storage area that he wanted so now it was just a matter of finding one of these leaders and getting a badge. 
 
    “Where the heck can find one?” He asked himself aloud. 
 
    Jarron thought about it for a moment and decided that possibly the dining area or the living quarters might be a good place to wander until he could find a leader in order to find a badge. He referred to the map and immediately began walking towards the living quarters. It appeared the dining hall was on the way so he could probably look quickly there before exploring the living area for a leader. As he walked through the halls he occasionally passed a random guard or two, none wore pistols. They seemed oblivious to him, which left him to believe that it was due to the large number of guards employed here. Jarron found his way to the dining area. He slowly walked up to the machine that dispensed food and had it dispense him a meal. It did not care what the food was, he just wanted to blend in while he looked for a leader. After he got his tray he slowly walked through the dining area examining the guards as he walked. It took him several minutes of pretending to find a place to sit before he finally found a leader. The man was slightly smaller than Jarron and wore the same robe as everyone else here did. He looked to be in his mid-thirties with cropped sandy blonde hair and green eyes. He was engaged in an intense conversation with those at his table. Jarron carefully selected a nearby table that was unoccupied. Setting down his tray he sat so he could watch the man. Once the man was going to leave Jarron would follow him and then strike. He sat there slowly working at his plate, pretending to be lost in thought, as he kept a close eye on his target. After what seemed like forever, the man stood and waved to the people who he was sitting with. Jarron watched him slowly walk away from the table and towards the exit. Jarron stood and slowly followed the man as he left the dining hall. He took an immediate right turn and down the hall, which Jarron mimicked. The man was oblivious that someone was following him. Jarron continued to pace him for a bit longer to try and time his attack when no others would be around. As they came down a barren hallway the man stopped and turned to a door. He opened the door and entered. Jarron knew it had to be his quarters since they were deep in the area that the map labeled as quarters. Jarron paused for a moment. Steeling himself for what was about to come he walked up to the door and knocked firmly. Lifting his rifle he took aim so he would strike as soon as the door opened.  
 
    The door opened and the man’s voice said, “What.” 
 
    As soon as he came into sight Jarron pulled the trigger, which sent the man barreling backwards. The door flung open and he saw two other men stand from a small nearby table. It appeared to him that they were playing cards. Before either man could react, Jarron fired his rifle repeatedly, which cut down the other two men. He stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. He moved to the man who was his target and searched him. He did not have the card on his person. Jarron slowly worked his way through the man’s quarters until he found it sitting on a small stool by the table. He snatched the card up and headed towards the door.  
 
    “That wasn’t too bad.” He confidently said before he walked towards the door. 
 
    Usually the stun would keep a man unconscious alone for a good hour or two, which would be more than enough time for Jarron to find and wake Elyse. He rejoiced because he was well on his way to freeing her. It would be a very easy escape for them once she was awake. He opened the door and exited the small quarters, making sure to close the door firmly behind him. Confidently he strolled down the hallways through the living quarters and back out to the main hallway. From here he just needed to walk through a series of hallways and to the back pathway where the storage area Elyse was being held. He was glad as he entered the last few hallways near the storage area. It appeared to be quite empty since he suspected they would not expect unwanted visitors making it this deep into their base. Jarron had thought to worry about discovery of any of the guards that he took out but he knew if he made it to Elyse it would not matter. He made his way to the final hallway. The lights were dimmed significantly here. Jarron made his way to the final door. It was labeled ‘Subject Storage and Containment Area’. It sounded like a ghastly name for basically a stasis prison for innocent people. Jarron could only imagine the kinds of tests that bastard was performing on these people. He wished he could release them all but he had to focus on Elyse. He quietly swiped the leader’s card through the nearby scanner, which lit up green and then beeped. Jarron pulled on the handle and slowly walked into the room. He was completely stunned by what he saw. The rectangular shaped room went on from left to right the full length of the building. Searching this room was going to take Jarron quite some time. He sighed and immediately began his search. Turning to the left he went to the first box. Each one was labeled in a manner that could help, the first one said ‘Kalan 38 years’. It brought him a little hope. If the man who labeled this knew Elyse was not just human Jarron might be able to find her. Jarron walked briskly down the left side reading each sign. He was appalled just how many people the bastard had kidnapped. There must have been over three hundred people contained in the boxes. He saw several potentials that were labeled ‘human 22 years’. Oddly enough he even found several Eal’tain and Grokmal labels. None of the Eal’tain was close to Elyse’s age so he knew that they were not her. It was not until he reached the back row on the right side that he found the one that had to be hers. It was labeled ‘Race unknown 22 years’. Jarron moved to the side of the box and slowly began tinkering with the main terminal. He was unsure how to open it and he knew that he had to be careful so not to harm Elyse. He played with the controls and finally the seals began to pop. Jarron stopped. He realized that something was very wrong because he should have sensed her presence but he did not. Slowly he backed away from the box.  
 
    “This is bad.” He angrily said. 
 
    A loud alarm rang out on the speakers which let him know that he had been discovered. Giving a deep frown over the fact that he had not yet found her he continued to walk briskly down the path hoping that she would be in a later box. No others came close to her. 
 
    A gruff voice behind Jarron and near the door called out, “Stranger you are trapped. Surrender now and we won’t kill you outright.” 
 
    Jarron hefted his weapon because he could not allow himself to be captured. Taking cover he slowly snuck towards the voice. 
 
    The loudspeaker of the building clicked in, “Close him in. We’ll gas him.” 
 
    Jarron recognized the voice as the man who had hired them. It made him quite angry to hear his voice. Jarron heard the single door close and lock. He was trapped. A smoky haze began to fill the room, which caused Jarron to panic. He would not even be able to fight his way out. He ran to the door and tried to open it. The door was locked and the foggy haze was getting thicker. Jarron kicked madly at the door and then finally leveled his weapon at the handle. He pulled the trigger and the blast hit the handle but did not destroy it. Jarron fired two more times. Blackness started to swirl in his head. He moved to fire again but his arms would not respond. Finally everything went black and he felt his shoulder collide violently with the ground. 
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    Jarron did not know how long he was out but when he groggily awoke, he found that his shoulder was in pain. His blurred vision started to clear up and he could tell immediately that he was facing the ceiling of some sort of containment cell. Slowly he sat up and knew that it was indeed a containment cell. He was sitting on a simple padded mattress that was resting on a small metal block. There was a toilet and a sink against the back wall. The entry point appeared to be a glimmering energy shield. Jarron had never been imprisoned but he had heard that energy shields were impossible to penetrate.  
 
    As soon as he stood he could hear a voice, which he recognized as the man who had hired them, “Excellent, you are awake.” 
 
    He moved into sight on the other side of the energy shield.  
 
    “I am glad to see you have recovered since we have a lot of work ahead of us.” He continued. 
 
    Jarron frowned. The way the man spoke led him to believe that he was about to be tortured or experimented on.  
 
    The man must have read his face because he quickly said, “You need not worry because you are too precious to ever hurt. What is your name pilot?”  
 
    Jarron knew that lying would not do him much good. The man could easily scan his vitals on the public database to find out his name. 
 
    “It’s Jarron Moynihan.” Jarron curtly replied. 
 
    “Excellent Jarron, my name is Tiberius.”  
 
    “Tiberius James.” 
 
    The man shook his head and said, “Close. That is a false name that I fed for the purposes of my hidden agenda.” 
 
    “And what would that be?” 
 
    The man clucked his tongue before saying, “I wager you would wish to know. I think instead that we should get to work first, maybe I will tell you later.” 
 
    Jarron sighed heavily. He had no idea what the man meant by saying that he was too precious to hurt. After all, he was just one of many human smugglers throughout the galaxy. He was however, very desperate to see Elyse again. 
 
    “What did you do with Elyse?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “The half breed girl?” He asked. 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “She is close by since she will be part of the later phases of our work. I had her captured just to draw you back here. My spies had told me that you two were very affectionate with each other so I knew that if I captured either of you, I would eventually get both.” He stated with an evil grin. 
 
    Jarron wanted nothing more than to beat the man senseless. However he was quite unable to do much of anything in his current position. His whole being cried out for Elyse and it was maddening for him to be so helpless. The man approached the energy shield. 
 
    “Alright here is the deal Jarron. I am going to be performing many medical tests on you in order to find out what makes you so special, nothing more harmful than drawing blood. I have about twenty armed men ready to beat you down and get me the blood and my scans the hard way. I would prefer to simply have my assistant walk into your cell and perform the tests. Do not waste your time trying to harm her because she is expendable and if you try I will just send in my men to beat you down no matter her condition. So basically you have two choices, cooperate and remain unharmed or do not cooperate and get beaten senseless before I get what I want. Which option would you prefer?” 
 
    Jarron sighed. The man had a very serious look on his face and Jarron know he had many more than twenty men available. He had no choice but to cooperate until either he could find an escape or the man finished whatever he had planned for him. Jarron had no idea what made him special. 
 
    “Since I have no options then I agree to the first option but I don’t understand why you think I’m anything more than a normal smuggler.” Jarron told him. 
 
    The man laughed, which he did for some time before he finally spoke, “You really do not know? Did you not sense something between you and the girl?” 
 
    Jarron nodded. The man laughed again, this time even heartier. 
 
    After he calmed down he spoke, “Of course you did and I bet you both mistook it for mere attraction.” 
 
    Jarron was very confused. He knew it was much more than mere attraction since he could feel that there was something very significant about the bond between them. He just did not know what it was. 
 
    “Of course you did, a handsome young man and a very attractive young woman. I bet the sparks flew like two teenaged lovers.” He said with a chuckle. 
 
    He waved off to someone on his right and then ordered, “Take a seat.” 
 
    Jarron complied by sitting on the bed. The man reached out and disabled the energy shield. A woman approached with a small tray. She was human and looked to be in her late twenties. She had brown hair, which was tied into a bun, and dark brown eyes. Her outfit looked like a typical medical personnel’s with a simple white smock and white trousers. She cautiously entered and set the tray on the bed next to Jarron. He could see the tray had several scanning devices, a half dozen vials for holding blood and a needle with a catheter.  
 
    She said. “Please sit still and we can complete this quickly.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at her, it was not like he had another choice in the matter. She picked up one of the scanning devices and attached it to the skin along his right temple. It whirred slightly as she clicked a button on it. 
 
    “What is that?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “It is a neural scanner. It will allow us to scan and interpret your neural patterns.” 
 
    She picked up a needle and catheter before saying, “Roll up your sleeve.” 
 
    Jarron complied and she slowly pushed the needle through his skin. She used it to extract blood to fill each vial. She removed the catheter and applied bandage over the spot.  
 
    She then said, “Please remove your jacket and shirt.” 
 
    He sighed heavily and then slowly removed his jacket and then his shirt. She attached another sensor on his chest directly over his heart. She collected the tray with the blood samples and then left. The energy shield flickered on behind her. The man reappeared. 
 
    “See that was harmless,” He said, “Now our first test will be to expose you to a woman who has the Gift.” 
 
    “Elyse?” Jarron said hopefully.  
 
    The man laughed before saying, “Maybe later, right now I just want to see your neural reaction when exposed to any other one. The reaction you had when we exposed you to the half breed was very enlightening, although very unexpected because you are the only one I have found so I had no idea what to expect.” 
 
    “One what?” Jarron asked. 
 
    The man waved his hand as if to slap Jarron’s question away. He motioned to his left. Two men slowly wheeled one of those stasis boxes. The man picked up a small hand held computer and watched it intently. Jarron felt nothing different. The man frowned. 
 
    “It seems as though nothing is different,” He said, “Let us open it and see if anything happens then.” 
 
    He moved to the main terminal and began punching in some commands. The seals of the box popped as it opened. Jarron still felt no different, unlike the time that the man had opened the box that held Elyse. The man turned back to his computer and watched it intently. After some more intense watching he frowned yet again. He turned to the box and fully opened the lid. Jarron could see an elderly Kalan woman lying in it. Her eyes were closed. She had long red hair that was loosely lying flat. All she wore was a white robe like the one Elyse wore when they freed her. The man began pushing the buttons of the terminal. Her eyes fluttered open and she groggily awoke. 
 
    “Who are you and where am I?” She said in a confused tone. 
 
    Jarron again still felt nothing. The man was watching his computer intensely and he seemed very disappointed. 
 
    “Why is nothing happening, do you feel anything Jarron?” He asked. 
 
    Jarron shook his head. The man frowned again and then worked the terminal of the box. The Kalan woman flopped sideways as he worked the terminal. The man nodded at one of the men who brought her in. He shifted the Kalan woman’s body so she was lying flat in the box and then closed the lid. 
 
    “Seal it and lock her back in stasis.” The man ordered. 
 
    Jarron could read disappointment in his face. Jarron was very unsure of what the man wanted even, all of these tests seemed pointless to him. 
 
    The woman who took his blood approached, “Sir his neural scan has finished. It has some very interesting results.”  
 
    The man turned to her and said, “Which are?” 
 
    She replied, “It would seem that the neural pathways in his brain function differently than a normal person’s. He also seems to have almost four times the pathways of a normal human. From what the computer can tell it allows him supernatural abilities in certain ways, although the computer could not postulate how.” 
 
    The man laughed and said, “If you saw him fly a spaceship you’d know. He defeated five elite Grokmal combat fighters in space as though he was swatting away gnats.” 
 
    He turned to Jarron and stated, “That was quite impressive by the way, I doubt there is a pilot in the whole galaxy who could match your skill.” 
 
    Jarron shrugged at him. 
 
    He continued speaking, “I bet you did not even need anyone to teach you. You probably climbed into a spaceship as a child and had a deep desire to fly it so you just knew how. It is part of what makes you so special,” He turned to the woman and said, “Continue your report.” 
 
    She nodded and said, “Well according to the computer it would be impossible to clone him because of his neural functions.” 
 
    The man nodded before saying, “That was to be expected. Our pilot friend here is truly special, just as the Eal’tain told me he would be. There is only a handful of his kind in the whole galaxy. Make sure he is brought breakfast soon, I want him well cared for.” 
 
    The man turned and walked away. Jarron sighed heavily. He had no idea what the man was rambling on about. It made sense but did not at the same time. His neural pathways were different, but how would being able to fly a spaceship be of much use. Elyse was the one with the Gift. After a brief wait the woman returned with another tray, this one had food. She deactivated the shield and placed the tray down next to Jarron. She removed both sensors from him. 
 
    “You can put your shirt back on.” She said and then left, making sure to reactivate the shield behind her. 
 
    Jarron stiffly put his shirt on. He noticed his shoulder was slightly bruised where he landed on it. He then picked up the tray of food. It was a simple breakfast consisting of ham, eggs and some juice. He quietly ate his meal and then set the tray down on the floor by the small bed. After flopping backwards onto the bed he closed his eyes. He had not realized how tired he was because as he rested his head against the pillow he faded off to sleep. 
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    His mind wandered to flying aboard the Keg, only to have the dream end suddenly and Jarron then find himself again trapped in the same box from the dream before. He knew it was Elyse, except this time the dream not only had a feeling of dread but also despair. Jarron knew that she had given up hope of escape. He fought with every fiber in his being to try and escape the box but his body in the dream would not budge. Jarron could feel the sweat on his body as he struggled. A soft hand pushed against him, which caused him to lurch forward and awake from his dream. Jarron looked up and saw the woman who was the man’s assistant next to him. She had a look of concern on her face. 
 
    “Are you well?” She asked.  
 
    “Yes, I just had a nightmare.” 
 
    The voice of the man came from outside the cell, “What was it about?” 
 
    Jarron was damned if he was going to give the man any more than he was forced to. He sat quietly without responding. 
 
    “You will not tell me?” The man said, “Well we have ways to get you to talk.”  
 
    He signaled to someone off on the man’s right. After a brief wait another of the stasis boxes appeared. Jarron knew immediately that Elyse was within it, he could feel it. 
 
    “You know that the half breed is in here,” The man said evilly, “Well if you keep anything from me, I can kill her with only a few keystrokes, so you will tell me everything.” 
 
    Jarron frowned. He had no choice but to cooperate, he could not let the man kill her. 
 
    “At times I can sense her emotions and at other times while dreaming she can project those emotions in my dreams.” He said begrudgingly. 
 
    The man rubbed his chin and said, “Interesting, the Eal’tain made no mention of this. What was this dream about?” 
 
    Jarron responded, “I was trapped in one of those boxes, fully awake but trapped and unable to move in it.” 
 
    The man looked contemplative as he said, “I was told that people within stasis could not sense anything.” 
 
    “Whoever told you that was wrong.” Jarron said. 
 
    The man shrugged. He signaled to the same man, who wheeled Elyse away. Jarron became saddened as she was moved away from him. He knew that he must find a way to escape this cell and be with her. 
 
    Jarron stood and said, “What is the end goal of all of this? What would keep you from killing me or Elyse? Why should I continue to cooperate if I’ve got no way of knowing you haven’t planned something foul for either of us?” 
 
    The man grinned as he said, “A pragmatic series of questions. I have to be honest when I say that I do not care what the end result for your half breed friend is, she is but one of many with the Gift. You my friend are too valuable to harm permanently.” 
 
    Jarron shook his head and then sat back down. 
 
    “I’ll not continue to help in any way if I don’t believe that both Elyse and I will be free to leave at some point. Otherwise you might as well call your goons in here because they’ll have to fight me every step of the way, threats or not.” He said firmly. 
 
    “Ahhh, so then it has become love between the two of you. Very well I might as well tell you my goals with you so that you can receive your assurances.” The man replied. 
 
    “Which are?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “I need to know what makes you so special so I can replicate it. My intent is to gain control over the same powers that your half breed friend showed when you made your escape.” He answered. 
 
    “And what if these tests you perform do not give you the results you want, what would stop you from simply chopping me into tiny pieces to get your way?” Jarron asked. 
 
    The man laughed vigorously at Jarron’s question. 
 
    After some time he finally spoke, “You really have no idea just how special you are, do you?” 
 
    “I guess not.” Jarron replied curtly. 
 
    “Well how many humans, Kalan, Brumkin, Magial, Eal’tain, and Grokmal do you think currently exist in the galaxy?” He asked Jarron. 
 
    Jarron shrugged as he answered, “Several trillion I guess.” 
 
    The man chuckled before saying, “Over twelve trillion spread out over dozens of planets, now of those twelve trillion how many do you think have the Gift?” 
 
    Jarron had no idea. 
 
    The man said, “I will take your response as not knowing. The answer is about five thousand, give or take a couple of hundred. Now my next question, how many of those with the Gift have the ability to toss around boulders and rip trees from the ground?”  
 
    “Just Elyse.” 
 
    “That you know of, but for our purpose that is a sufficient answer, now what does your half breed friend possess that no others with the Gift have?” 
 
    Jarron did not know the answer to this question either. 
 
    The man pointed at Jarron and said, “She has you, you are the missing component that others with the Gift do not have. Your half breed friend is no more special than any other person with the Gift. It is you that is special.” 
 
    Jarron was shocked by his words. How was he special? He had no idea. 
 
    “Well when I say you are special, I am talking about your kind.” He said. 
 
    “My kind? I’m just a human.” 
 
    The man shook his head again before saying, “Well your race is human, but what makes you special is the number of people like you. For every five thousand people with the Gift, whom are all women, there are even less of you. My Eal’tain friend stated that there is approximately only about twenty of you in the whole galaxy. Twenty of twelve trillion people are like you, special.” 
 
    Jarron still did not understand what he was saying so he asked, “I still don’t understand what’s so special about me.” 
 
    The man laughed and said, “Think of yourself as a supercharged battery. When someone with the Gift is near you they can tap you for extraordinary powers. Each person with the Gift is a super powerful weapon that did not include the battery.” 
 
    The man pointed at Jarron and said, “Someone just needs to find a battery and they could have untapped potential available to them. The Eal’tain call people like you focal points.” 
 
    The man paused to let his words sink in before continuing, “So you see Jarron Moynihan, pilot extraordinaire from Terra, you are special because you are a super rare living battery. You are the rarest thing in the entire galaxy so causing you permanent damage that might affect your ability to be that rare living battery would be the dumbest thing that I could ever do. I could not ‘chop you into tiny pieces’ as it would be idiotic since I could not with one hundred percent certainty know that the end result would work. Even if the percentage was ninety nine point nine nine percent I could not risk it, you are rarer than the rarest element in the entire galaxy. However, your half breed friend that you care so much about is much more replaceable to me. I know you know this because you saw my storage area filled with people whom have the Gift. So I can guarantee that I won’t hurt you but I cannot make such a guarantee about your half breed friend. It is in your best interest to cooperate in order to ensure her safety.”  
 
    “And if you harm her, I can guarantee that you won’t receive any cooperation from me.” Jarron said flatly. 
 
    “Of course but once I get what I want I will gladly release the both of you.” The man said. 
 
    “How do I know you’re not lying to me?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “You do not but what other purpose would I need you for once I have what I need?” 
 
    “None, which means I’ll be just as expendable as you say Elyse is.” 
 
    “Fair enough, I guess you will just have to take my word that I will release you both once I have what I want.” The man stated. 
 
    “Or, you could release Elyse and I’ll fully cooperate with you.” Jarron said.  
 
    The man laughed before saying, “I think we shall keep things as they are now and then go from there.”  
 
    Jarron frowned.  
 
    “Alright, how about this then,” Jarron said, looking to negotiate, “Her abilities to tap me as a battery only work at certain distances. If you take her out of that horrible stasis box and place her in a normal cell at least half a ship’s length away from me then she wouldn’t be any more danger than any other person with the Gift.” 
 
    The man said, “And then you will fully cooperate in every way I ask? Answer any question?” 
 
    Jarron nodded and firmly said, “Any question.” 
 
    “Very well, I agree but I wish to ask one question before I release her.” He responded. 
 
    “Ask away.” Jarron said. 
 
    “Did you have sex with her?” 
 
    Jarron nodded as he answered, “Yes.” 
 
    He frowned before saying, “That might explain why the Kalan did not cause a reaction. Oh well, I am a man of my word.”  
 
    Jarron pointed to the cell that was across from his cell but more than far enough away for her to use her powers as he said, “Put her in there, I must see her to assure you are keeping your half of the deal. It’s more than far enough away.” 
 
    “Fair enough, but I have a man ready to dispense the same gas that knocked you out if you are lying, and if you are lying I will kill her outright afterwards.” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    The man signaled to someone on the right again and the box that Jarron knew held her was wheeled back. They brought the box to the cell that he indicated and the man walked up to it. He slowly worked the controls. The box opened and they removed Elyse from the box. She was still unconscious. Jarron could not feel her presence due to the distance but at least he could see her and knew that she was safe. Two of the guards carried her into the cell and set her on the bunk. She slowly stirred as she awoke. The men hurriedly walked out of the cell and activated the shield. Jarron watched her intently as she slowly rose from lying down to a sitting position. Her face read openly with confusion. Finally she recovered her senses and as she looked around she finally caught sight of him. 
 
    “Jarron!” She said excitedly. 
 
    “Everything is okay Elyse.” Jarron told her. 
 
    “What happened?” She asked with a confused look on her face. 
 
    The man interceded, “You are my prisoner, along with your friend Jarron. He has agreed to fully cooperate with me in exchange with having you placed in that cell. Can you use your powers?”  
 
    She sullenly shook her head. Jarron knew she could not but he was just relieved to see her safe and aware, especially out of that nightmarish box. 
 
    “Very well,” The man said, “Now we have work to do so if you could sit there quietly while Jarron and I try to discover why he is so special.” 
 
    The man waved to his left, which brought back the woman with her tray. 
 
    He announced, “She is going to place more sensors on you and we shall again bring more out with the Gift to see what happens.”  
 
    Jarron nodded and immediately removed his shirt. He was so relieved to see Elyse that he would cooperate as he said he would. 
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    After a long day of constant testing and scans the man and his assistant left. Jarron stood and moved as close to the energy shield as he could. He looked over at Elyse and saw that she was sitting on the bed in her cell, looking right at him. 
 
    “Hey there.” He said to her. 
 
    Her face was downcast as she asked, “What happened? The last thing I remember is barely losing a footrace to you up to the church doors and then being in that horrible box.” 
 
    He answered, “Some bounty hunters attacked us. They hit poor Brother Renard instead of me. Since I had no weapon to fight them I ran to Father Lapella. They left with you.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry.” She said sullenly. 
 
    “What for?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “If I’d let you bring your pistol, we might not be here.”  
 
    He firmly stated, “I doubt that Elyse because I’m not even that good with it. There were seven of them that attacked us. Once they hit you with a dart we were doomed, no matter what weapon I had.” 
 
    He doubted that his words cheered her up but he knew that he was right. Even with his weapon he would not have been able to stop them. 
 
    “How’d you get here?” She asked. 
 
    “Well it turns out that Father Lapella used to be a fighter pilot for the GDF. He had his ship hidden in the church. He let me take it and I hunted you down. I got all the way into the building we’re in before I was overcome.” Jarron explained. 
 
    “Why didn’t they kill you and why are they testing you?”  
 
    “It turns out that I’m the one that they wanted the whole time.” 
 
    She looked very confused about his answer. 
 
    “Why?” She asked. 
 
    Jarron explained everything to her that the man said. He initially had a hard time believing it but everything that he had been through with Elyse confirmed what the man had said to him. She took in his words evenly and then nodded. 
 
    “Everything he said fits our experiences.” 
 
    He nodded at her. 
 
    “What all has he asked you?” She asked. 
 
    “He wanted to know about my dreams and oddly enough, if we had sex.” Jarron replied. 
 
    “And you told him?” She said in an almost panicked tone. 
 
    “I had to in order to get you out of that box.” 
 
    She nodded sullenly before asking, “What is he going to do with us once he’s done with his tests?”  
 
    “He claimed that once he got what he wanted he would have no need for us and would release us.” 
 
    “Do you think he really will?” She asked hopefully. 
 
    “I don’t know but right now what choice do we have?” 
 
    She nodded and after a long pause said, “I love you.” 
 
    He grinned at her as he replied, “I love you too. Just hang in there, I’ll cooperate fully with him and maybe he’ll be a man of his word and release us once he gets what he is after.” 
 
    She nodded at him. They sat there looking at each other for some time, this time he was not looking out of compulsion but because he did indeed love her. She was far enough away that the spell of their bond was not in effect. He longed despairingly to hold her close to him but this was still a vast improvement from before. The woman returned, this time she had two trays of food. She had two large goons give Elyse one tray and she brought the other tray to Jarron. It was a basic dinner meal but it was filling enough. The woman left again. 
 
    Elyse spoke, “Jarron.” 
 
    “Yes?”  
 
    “Can we get married if we get out of this?”  
 
    “Yes.” He replied. 
 
    She smiled at him softly. Jarron could read the despair on her face; it was the same that he felt. Suddenly something on his left wrist buzzed lightly. Jarron glanced at his wrist and saw the bracelet Hain had given him. He grinned wickedly before taking at look at Elyse and saw that she was looking at her wrist. She glanced back at him and their eyes met. She cracked a huge grin as well.  
 
    Jarron then laughed heartily before declaring, “Dang it you got me now, did you have anyone you were going to invite?” 
 
    Giggling at his response she asked, “Can we have Father Lapella do it at the church? I want Ramona to be my maid of honor.” 
 
    “Alright, Hain is gonna have to be my best man.” 
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    Jarron could see that she was as happy as he was. Hain had tracked them and Jarron had no doubt that within a day or two he would be knocking on the door of this building to save them. 
 
    “Let’s get some sleep Elyse, tomorrow we have a very busy day.” 
 
    She nodded and then laid down on the bed. Jarron moved back to his own bed and settled as comfortable as he could on the bed there. He was feeling greatly relieved. He never considered himself the marrying type but he now was excited about the prospect. He closed his eyes and eventually sleep finally found him. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Jarron woke early the next morning to a soft touch against his chest. He stirred awake to see that he was still in his cell but it was dark which was very confusing. Once his eyes adjusted he realized that the person touching his chest was the assistant of the man holding them prisoner. 
 
    She whispered, “You’re a handsome man; surely you know that Tiberius will not ever release you.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at her since he had highly suspected as much. 
 
    “Since you know this then instead of planning a wedding with a woman who will soon be dead you should be focusing on the here and now.” She said quietly. 
 
    “What are you saying to me?” 
 
    “Perhaps you should be seeking what little pleasures you can find while you still can find them.”  
 
    She slowly ran her hand over his chest softly. Jarron was shocked when he realized that she was trying to seduce him. He thought that maybe he should take advantage of the situation but he decided to just wait on Hain, especially since he had no desire or interest in this woman. His heart was completely committed to Elyse. 
 
    “I think I’ll pass on your offer.” He said resolutely. 
 
    The woman stood and stated, “Your loss, I have no doubt that your girlfriend will be dead soon enough and you will spend the rest of your life as Tiberius’ test subject.” 
 
    “Fiancée.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    In a confident tone he told her, “She is my fiancée and once we escape this place we’ll be married. As for your employer, his time of reckoning will come and you best pray that you’re not there when it happens.” 
 
    The woman mumbled and then left the cell. Jarron shifted on his bed and listened as the woman’s shoes tapped slowly away from him.  
 
    Once it was clear that she had left the area he heard Elyse’s voice say, “I love you so much. You passed an opportunity to escape just out of loyalty to me.” 
 
    “My love isn’t so easily purchased away from you.”  
 
    He could not see her face but her voice was filled with joy when she said, “And neither is mine. Let’s go back to sleep since you have another long day of being a pin cushion.”  
 
    She giggled at her own words. Jarron was glad to hear joy returning to her. Soon his friends would arrive and they would be escaping this foul place. Jarron settled down on his bed and fell back to sleep. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
     He woke the next morning to the same woman returning again, this time she brought a tray of food and left. The unhappy look on her face let him know that he made the right choice. He suspected her interest in him was either a manipulation of Tiberius or fascination over Jarron’s uniqueness. He really did not care what she had thought because he just had no interest in her, even though he had to admit that she was attractive and before he met Elyse, he would have readily agreed. But things had changed, especially him. He ate the simple meal in silence and then took off his shirt on command. Again sensors were attached to him and Tiberius returned. 
 
    “Jarron, I am curious as to why there seems to be no reaction when you are exposed to women who have the Gift.”  
 
    Jarron shrugged at him before asking, “Maybe I’m not so special after all?” 
 
    The man laughed heartily. 
 
    He then declared, “Oh no, you are definitely what I said you are. We are going to do something a little different.” 
 
    The man turned to the left and again waved for his assistant. She approached with two large men. She was holding another metal tray, which Jarron could not see what was on it. 
 
    Tiberius said, “We are going to test some things with your half breed friend now. I hope you can convince her to cooperate because it would be unfortunate for anything unbecoming to happen to our sweet lovers. Will you cooperate?” 
 
    He asked the last part to Elyse. She nodded without a word. The woman approached her with the two men, both of which simply stood behind the woman as she approached. They blocked Jarron’s view. After a few minutes the men moved to let the woman exit. Jarron could now see Elyse. She was unconscious and laying on her bed. 
 
    “What’d you do to her?” He asked nervously. 
 
    The man answered, “Do not worry, she is just unconscious. We cannot have her throwing around our lab equipment when we expose you to her. She will be perfectly fine. I just want to see how your physiology reacts to being exposed to her. You do not seem to respond to others with the Gift.” 
 
    Jarron felt quite a bit of relief. It would have been hard to escape without her. Jarron watched as the goons of the man lifted Elyse and set her on a cart. One of them slowly wheeled the cart to the energy shield. Tiberius picked up his computer. As soon as Elyse got closer Jarron could sense her. The man laughed. 
 
    He said excitedly, “There! A reaction.” 
 
    Jarron looked curiously at him. 
 
    The man explained, “Your neural pathways have begun to react with quite a bit of movement as soon as she got closer to you. I suspect that some of it might be the excitement of having your lover so close but not this much. This will greatly speed up our work. I need to understand how you work if I want to somehow emulate it.” 
 
    “Can I touch her? She is unconscious and can’t hurt you.” Jarron requested. 
 
    “I had planned on it as I want to see how your pathways react to her at every distance.” 
 
    The man tapped the energy shield, which responded by deactivating. He nodded at one of his goons. They slowly brought her closer. Jarron could tell that they were very hesitant to be around her. He could not blame them. If she were awake she would be able to tear the whole room apart. Jarron stood up and slowly walked to her side. She looked peaceful to him as he reached out and softly touched her cheek. He felt great relief just having her nearby, even unconscious. 
 
    “Tell me Jarron, what do you feel?” Tiberius said. 
 
    “Relief.” Jarron replied. 
 
    “Why? Outside of your personal emotions, what causes relief?” He asked. 
 
    “For some reason whenever she’s not nearby I constantly feel an urge to be near her. And it’s not normal attraction as you had stated. There’s something between the two of us that draws us to each other.”  
 
    “The Eal’tain made no mention of this but it must have been the sex.” Tiberius rubbed his chin thoughtfully before continuing, “Maybe it has bonded you and keeps others with the Gift from using you.” 
 
    Jarron laughed. The man looked curiously at him. 
 
    “What is so funny?” 
 
    “I guess Elyse is more important than you thought?” Jarron said sarcastically. 
 
    “Now she is but it doesn’t matter to me who can or cannot use your abilities. I just need to see them active so I can figure out how they work. I just wish I could see your neural pathways when she uses you.” 
 
    Jarron smiled evilly and said, “Such a shame for you. I suspect if Elyse could use them it wouldn’t turn out so well for you.” 
 
    The man nodded and said, “Indeed, but I believe we should be just fine. I have a few ideas of ways we can test it with her awake. We’ll find out the range of her powers and then go from there.” 
 
    The man continued to play with his computer. 
 
    After some time he said, “Bring her back to her cell.” 
 
    “One second.” Jarron said. 
 
    He softly kissed her on the lips and then said, “Alright.” 
 
    The two goons rolled her away and brought her back to her cell. Jarron took a seat back on his bed. Tiberius nodded at the woman and she walked into Elyse’s cell. Jarron watched as the she attached two sensors to Elyse, one on her head and the other on her chest, both in the same location as his. The goons brought her back out of the cell and in front of his cell. Jarron could again sense her as she got close. 
 
    “Interesting, her neural pathways are on fire as well.” Tiberius declared. 
 
    He stared intently at his computer terminal for a while. After some time he waved to his goons, who wheeled Elyse away and back to her cell. This time they placed her back on the bed and then left her. 
 
    “How long will she be unconscious?” Jarron asked. 
 
    “She should awake very soon. After we feed you lunch I wish to perform an experiment with her awake, hopefully you both will cooperate.” He announced. 
 
    “You know you might not have had to worry about us if you had chosen a different way to find me.” 
 
    Giving another one of his annoying laughs Tiberius asked, “So if I had simply approached you before you met the half breed you would have believed everything that I had told you and then let me run a bunch of tests and draw blood?” 
 
    “Alright you have a point, I guess I would’ve thought you a crazy man. Hain probably would have shot you on sight.” 
 
    “Exactly, I do not know if you know this but it was random luck that you even met the half breed. She was one of many that I used to test on other subjects to find you. I knew you were who you are as soon as I had you brought down from the cockpit of your ship. Your reaction to her presence was written clearly in your body language. It could have been any of the others. In retrospect it was bad luck that it happened to be her because now I can only use her as a test subject.” 
 
    Jarron looked again at her. It might have been random luck but he was glad it was her. Gift or not he knew that his emotions for her were real. She stirred and slowly sat back up. She looked a little groggy but she appeared unharmed. 
 
    “Ahhh, she has awakened. Attach the device to him.” Tiberius said. 
 
    His assistant deactivated the shield to Jarron’s cell and entered. She had an unusual looking sensor, which she attached to the center of his chest. She turned and left, reactivating the shield once out of his cell. 
 
    “Now please listen carefully, the both of you. I have attached to Jarron’s chest an explosive device.” He announced and stopped to let his words sink in. 
 
    Jarron glanced down at the device in horror. 
 
    Continuing to speak Tiberius said, “Now I want our half breed friend to stand outside of your cell and use her powers, maybe to lift a chair or something. I wish to see how both of your neural pathways react to the use of her powers. Keep in mind that all I need to do is push a button to cause Jarron here to explode into tiny little pieces. I would hate to do it but if we cannot continue with her awake then you both become useless to me.” 
 
    He turned to Elyse and said, “Half breed do you understand?” 
 
    She nodded at him. Jarron had grown tired of the man’s disrespectful tone when he said half breed. 
 
    “Her name is Elyse, stop calling her half breed and use her name.” He said angrily.  
 
    Tiberius nodded and said, “Alright… Elyse please come and do as instructed.” 
 
    He signaled for his assistant who responded by shutting down the energy shield. Jarron smiled widely as he watched the woman and the goons all retreat in fear. Elyse slowly walked towards Jarron. Once she got near his cell Jarron could feel her presence again. Their eyes locked and they smiled at each other.  
 
    Jarron flinched as Tiberius said, “Begin at any point.”  
 
    He had been staring at her again and his stare was broken when Tiberius spoke. Jarron saw Elyse flinch as well. She looked to her right at a nearby chair. Jarron immediately felt the electrical pulsing increase and then his inability to move as the chair rose.  
 
    Jarron could not move or speak, he only could see Elyse but he heard Tiberius behind her say excitedly, “Yes, this is amazing! The neural pathways for both of you are off the charts. Jarron what does it feel like?” 
 
    He paused for a moment to await Jarron’s response but Jarron could say nothing. 
 
    “Jarron?” He stated, “Tell me.” 
 
    “He can’t.” Elyse said. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Whenever I use the Gift around him he can’t move or speak at all.” 
 
    “Interesting, set down the chair and go back to your cell.” He commanded. 
 
    The chair dropped harshly and Jarron could move again. Elyse frowned as she turned away from him and went back to her cell. He saw the man’s assistant quickly reactivate the energy shield. 
 
    “That was simply amazing Jarron, tell me what it felt like.”  
 
    Jarron sighed. He was ready for Hain and Feligrin to rescue them from this place. 
 
    “Whenever she uses the Gift nearby I feel a pulsing sensation, it almost feels like electricity, and I’m completely unable to move. My heart continues to beat and I keep breathing but everything else stops moving. I can see, think, and sense things, but I’m unable to do anything else.” 
 
    “Have you tried to move?” 
 
    Sarcastically Jarron answered, “No I love to be unable to move so I just stand there and let it happen.” 
 
    Jarron’s words made Elyse snicker. 
 
    “Sarcasm is the last refuge of the weak mind.” The man said chidingly. 
 
    His comment made Elyse break out in laughter. 
 
    “What is so humorous?” He asked her. 
 
    “You’re trying to quote Dostoevsky and you did it wrong.”  
 
    “And what would you know of Dostoevsky?” He asked bitterly. 
 
    “Reading is all we’ve got to do at the church. I’ve read many of his works. Also the quote is ‘Sarcasm: the last refuge of modest and chaste-souled people when the privacy of their soul is coarsely and intrusively invaded.’“ She replied knowingly. 
 
    Jarron was impressed. She had never given him the impression that she was well read. He certainly was not, it was piloting and smuggling exclusively for him. 
 
    “I am impressed Elyse, I just assumed an orphan of some random church would be uneducated, perhaps I might have to keep my word with Jarron once we have completed our research. It would be a shame to waste intelligence.” He stated. 
 
    He returned to his computer and began working at something on it. Jarron wondered what the man’s overall goal was. Why was he so desperate to have the powers that Elyse had?  
 
    Jarron decided to ask, “Why are you going through all of this trouble?” 
 
    Tiberius set his computer down and looked at Jarron. 
 
    “Obviously you know the depth of the abilities that you have provided to Elyse here. What do you think I would do with such power?” He asked. 
 
    “Take over the galaxy?” 
 
    Elyse called out, “Don’t give him any ideas!” 
 
    He laughed loudly before saying, “Elyse my dear I had already thought of that one. While I may not be as well read as you, I am still more than able to hold my own. Nothing Jarron here could think up would be something that had not already crossed my mind. To answer your initial question, I will say that I have significant motivations but I think it is best that you concentrate on survival and let my aims not concern you.” 
 
    Tiberius went back to his computer for a bit longer. Jarron glanced away from him and looked at Elyse. She was looking right at him. He smiled at her, which she weakly returned. Even unhappy she still appeared to be absolutely beautiful to him.  
 
    Tiberius set his computer down and asked, “Jarron are you really going to marry her?” 
 
    Jarron turned to him and answered, “Yes.” 
 
    “It’s quite a change from your past lifestyle is it not?” He asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Tiberius shrugged before declaring, “Well it is your imprisonment. Marriage is a trap as you will lose the ability to be with any woman you desire and only have one. Then it will be children and a lifetime of servitude spent keeping your family afloat.” 
 
    Jarron thought it weird that Tiberius would even care about his plans. Most likely it was all a game, like the woman coming into his cell last night. 
 
    Jarron responded, “Well that might be your interpretation, perhaps marriage is a special bond between two people who love each other dearly and have no need for others. Of course I believe you have already tried to test my loyalty to her.” 
 
    Tiberius nodded and said, “Indeed, I was impressed with your loyalty. Surely you could have at least let her seduce you long enough to try and escape.” 
 
    “As though you would let one of your goons be so clumsy to let me escape that easily.” Jarron coolly replied. 
 
    He rubbed his chin and asked, “Maybe I am underestimating your intellect?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “Fair enough, let us do some more tests. This time if Elyse would not mind, I would like her to lift several items.” He said. 
 
    They spent the remainder of the day bouncing back and forth between Elyse lifting and moving things to sitting in silence while Tiberius worked on his computer. Lunch was brought in between and after more testing and dinner they left Jarron and Elyse alone. The lights were cut off, leaving them in the dark. 
 
    Elyse started to speak, “Jarron how long until...” 
 
    Jarron cut her off by saying, “Just hang in there, you’re doing great.” 
 
    “Alright, are you tired from all of the use of my powers?” 
 
    “Actually I’m not. I think the more you use me as your personal battery the stronger I grow and the more I can take. At first the times you tried to lift heavy things would be quite tiring but now it seems to be less and less.”  
 
    She said, “That’s good.” 
 
    “Yes it is I think we should get some sleep. I love you.” 
 
    “Alright, I love you too.” 
 
    Jarron laid down on his bed and rested his head on the pillow. He was hoping that Hain would show up very soon. Jarron had doubted that it would take Tiberius very long to actually figure out what he wanted to know and then Jarron was certain he would not need him or Elyse anymore. He had little faith that the man would hold true to his word. Jarron closed his eyes and slowly drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jarron awoke again in the middle of the night, this time however it was a much different person.  
 
    A soft familiar voice whispered, “Jarron wake up.” 
 
    It was Feligrin! He was there in the building with them. 
 
    Jarron whispered quietly, “Feligrin is that you?” 
 
    “Yes, we’re here to free you, how do I let you out?” 
 
    More than a little too eagerly Jarron instructed him, “Go let Elyse out. If she can get close to me we’ll be able to escape easily.”  
 
    “How will I do it?” 
 
    Jarron whispered back, “There should be a panel on the left if you face towards cell. It has a button there that you can push. Once you push it, the shield will deactivate.” 
 
    “Alright, gimme a bit.”  
 
    Jarron listened intently and he could not hear Feligrin moving. He had not realized just how stealthy Feligrin could be and Jarron was very impressed. He sat patiently with his nerves rapidly building. Suddenly a loud alarm sounded, which caused Jarron’s heart to drop. They must have discovered Feligrin’s presence! After a half minute or so of the alarm sounding Jarron heard the violent sound of an explosion, either Feligrin had set some traps or there was a firefight going on outside. Jarron watched intently towards Elyse’s cell when he saw the telltale sign of the energy shield flicker.  
 
    He then heard Elyse’s voice say quietly, “Feligrin.”  
 
    Jarron could not hear Feligrin respond but he suddenly felt Elyse’s presence. He smiled. The lights of the room kicked on and Jarron immediately saw Elyse standing right next to his cell. She had a very wicked grin on her face, one that Jarron returned immediately. 
 
    A rough voice called out, “Get away from him.” 
 
    Elyse turned to the voice and Jarron suddenly felt the pulsing surge from her drawing power course through his body. Jarron could not see what she did but he heard a loud scream and a thunderous crash. Whatever it was that she did, it was very effective. He continued to be unable to move as she turned towards him and pushed the button on his cell’s shield, which deactivated immediately. She walked through the entryway and flung herself on him, kissing him madly. Jarron was able to move and he responded to her kiss with passion. 
 
    Feligrin’s nervous voice behind them said, “Could we leave guys? You can kiss later.” 
 
    Elyse pulled herself away from him and stood up. Jarron got up after she did. 
 
    “Alright,” Jarron asked, “What is the escape plan Feligrin?” 
 
    Feligrin replied, “Once we get out of the building we’re to signal Hain with this flare gun. He’ll stop his attack on the front of the building and come get us.” 
 
    Jarron said, “It’s gonna be messy to fight our way through this building.” 
 
    Giving out a chortling laugh Elyse asked, “Maybe if we just go through the back door?” 
 
    “There is no back door.” Feligrin said. 
 
    Jarron was suddenly unable to move again as she used her powers. The back wall of his cell immediately ripped away and left a large hole that led to the back fence of the building. 
 
    Shifting to look at him she asked, “You guys didn’t see this door here?” 
 
    They all laughed at her joke. Blaster fire from behind them struck the nearby wall. Elyse turned around and clucked her tongue at them. 
 
    “Didn’t anyone ever teach you boys that it’s rude to try and hit a lady?” She asked loudly. 
 
    She lifted a hand and again Jarron was hit with her use of the Gift. This time a portion of the wall by her old cell tore away and blocked the view of the men who fired at them. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here.” Feligrin stated firmly.  
 
    Elyse nodded at him and then lifted the three of them through the hole and out into the open area. They rose up over the wall and were carried some distance to a nearby clearing. She set them on the ground and released Jarron from the grasp of her powers. 
 
    “Signal your flare.” She told Feligrin. 
 
    Feligrin raised his gun skyward and fired it. A wild purple flare lifted into the night’s sky.  
 
    She looked at Jarron and declared, “I’m going to put a shield over us until we can get aboard, alright Jarron?”  
 
    Feeling that it was best that they be ready for anything he gave her a nod. He immediately lost the ability to move. They sat there patiently for a little longer until Jarron could hear the familiar hum of the Keg’s engines. His heart rejoiced at the sound of it. After a slight wait the Keg lowered down to the ground in front of them. Feligrin dashed quickly to the Keg and activated the entry door. Elyse lifted Jarron in the air with her powers and then had him float behind her as she walked to the ship. Once she brought him aboard Feligrin closed the door and she released him.  
 
    “Jarron get to the cockpit!” Feligrin said hurriedly. 
 
    He nodded and ran through the ship, both Elyse and Feligrin followed closely behind him. As soon as he entered he saw Hain manning the weapons and Father Lapella piloting the ship. They both rose from their seats.  
 
    Jarron joyfully declared, “I have never been happier to see you Hain.” 
 
    “Aye lad, now get us outta here.” Hain replied to him. 
 
    Jarron nodded and sat down in his chair. Feligrin left to find an open seat while everyone else took a seat and buckled themselves in. Jarron quickly guided the Keg off the ground and into the air. He pushed her hard and fast to make as quick of an escape as he could.  
 
    As soon as the Keg broke the atmosphere a voice that Jarron recognized as Tiberius’ broke through the comm, “Jarron come back, I am not finished working with you.” 
 
    Jarron pushed the comm button and said, “Like hell I’ll be coming back. You just better not cross my path again.” 
 
    The sensors beeped as it kicked out a warning. Jarron took a glance down and saw that at least ten Grokmal fighters and three heavy cruisers were in orbit. 
 
    “Holy heck, where did those come from?” Hain said. 
 
    Jarron shrugged and said, “Set the way point for Cantua.” 
 
    Hain nodded and got right to work. 
 
    The comm crackled again, “Very well. I will not risk my ships attacking you, you are still too valuable. I will finish my research, maybe not now, but soon. Also one more thing, enjoy the wedding. I will give you a week before I send people to look for you, think of it as my gift for the event.” 
 
    That confused Jarron, why would he wait? It was as if he actually somewhat cared about Jarron on some level. He shrugged it off. The nav computer beeped, which he responded to by pulling the lever to activate the fold engine. 
 
    “Lad what was he babbling ‘bout a weddin’ for?” Hain said. 
 
    Elyse laughed. 
 
    “I’ve got a wedding to attend to Hain.” 
 
    “Who’s weddin’ you goin’ to lad?” Hain asked. 
 
    “Mine.” Jarron said with a chuckle. 
 
    Everyone in the cockpit laughed in response.  
 
    Father Lapella stood up and clapped Jarron on the shoulder before saying, “I rejoice in the news. I am confident that Elyse will make a wonderful wife, although I have to admit that I did not think that she would ever marry until she showed up with you on her arm.” 
 
    Hain grunted and said, “Well at least that’ll open up my guest quarters again.” 
 
    Jarron laughed at his comment. Elyse stood up and walked over to him. She sat down on his lap in the pilot’s chair. Both Father Lapella and Hain immediately turned and left the cockpit. 
 
    “I’d lost hope when I realized that I was in that horrible box again.” She said solemnly. 
 
    He reached out and softly touched her cheek.  
 
    Shaking his head he told her, “There was no way that I’d had left you to stay in that box. I’d have done anything to free you.”  
 
    Tears flowed freely down her face. Jarron gently smudged several of them away and softly kissed her. She returned his kiss and then hugged him tightly. 
 
    As he held her she whispered, “I love you, my hot shot pretty boy pilot.” 
 
    He laughed at her joke before replying, “I love you too.” 
 
    Feligrin scurried into the cockpit and exclaimed, “Hain said you’re getting married!” 
 
    Jarron turned to look at him and then stated, “Once we get to Cantua Elyse and I are going to be married.” 
 
    Feligrin beamed a smile and said, “Congratulations!” 
 
    Elyse replied happily, “Thank you Feligrin.” 
 
    Feligrin then said with a frown on his face, “I suppose that Hain is gonna be the best man eh?” 
 
    “Sorry bud.” 
 
    “Will there be cake?” Feligrin asked inquisitively. 
 
    With a laugh Jarron said, “Well if it makes you feel better then yes, there will be cake.” 
 
    “Oh yes it will, I love cake. I used to crash weddings back on Brumbar just to get a piece of the wedding cake.” 
 
    Both Jarron and Elyse laughed at him. 
 
    Feligrin then said, “I think you both should go rest before the big day. I’ll stay here and watch the ship.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at him. Elyse pulled herself out of his lap and then extended a hand to help him stand. Once they were both standing they left the cockpit and headed to their shared quarters. As soon as they entered Elyse locked the door and flung herself into his arms. She cried heavily. Jarron wrapped his arms around her and softly stroked her hair with his right hand. She clung to him tightly. Jarron had to admit that having her so close felt absolutely wonderful. He spent the entire time in that cell longing to be near her. 
 
    “Let’s get some sleep Elyse, tomorrow is going to be a big day for us.” He told her. 
 
    She nodded and released him. Jarron slowly slipped off his shirt and headed towards his bed. He had not realized how tired he was until he laid down. As soon as he got comfortable Elyse climbed on the bed and pulled herself as close to him as she could. He wrapped his right arm around her and held her tightly. They both fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Jarron awoke some time later, he had no idea how long he slept. Elyse was still sleeping. He softly ran his fingers through her hair, making sure to stop and stroke her ear as he went. He found himself greatly relieved to not only be back in his quarters but to also have her with him. He could not feel the hum of the Keg’s engines, which led him to believe that they must have already landed on Cantua. He laid there for some time before Elyse finally woke up. She smiled happily at him. 
 
    “It’s wonderful to be back in your arms again.” She said. 
 
    “Where you belong.”  
 
    She nodded at him and slowly began to move her lips close to his. Right as she was about to kiss him, there was a knock on the door.  
 
    Hain’s voice came through the door, “Lad if’n ya’all don’t get up soon, ya’ll will miss your own weddin’“ 
 
    As he sat up he told her, “I guess we should get up then, I’d hate to be late for my own wedding.” 
 
    She giggled at his comment.  
 
    Her face suddenly shifted sadly before she said, “I don’t even have a white dress.”  
 
    “We’ll figure something out.” Jarron told her evenly. 
 
    They both climbed off of the bed and stood. 
 
    Elyse gave him a quick kiss before saying, “I’m going to go to my quarters and change into something a lot more comfortable than this horrible robe.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at her before she turned and left his quarters. Again he found himself missing her immediately. He moved to the restroom and took a quick sonic shower, which felt great after that ordeal. It took him some time rummaging through his clothing but he finally found something that would look at least somewhat respectable. The braid that Elyse had made for him had long since frazzled to disrepair so Jarron undid it and quickly brushed his hair before putting it into his normal ponytail. He trimmed his goatee and then used a laser-shaver to trim his stubble away. Taking one last look in the mirror he was happy because he looked pretty good. He turned and exited his quarters. First he went to Elyse’s quarters, only to find that she was no longer there. It was slightly confusing because he doubted that she could have gotten ready so quickly. He walked throughout the ship and could find no one. After his search he decided that they must have gone to the church so he exited the Keg, making sure to activate its security system. Jarron took a deep breath of the fresh air. Elyse was right about the air, it was a wonderful feeling to breathe it in. 
 
    “Well, time to get going.” He said to himself. 
 
    Jarron slowly walked from the Keg towards the church. He was met with many smiles from the people of the town. Jarron waved, smiled, and greeted each person as he went. They all seemed quite happy to see him, which he had no doubt had been due to his bringing back Elyse. His time in that horrible cell had been both enlightening and scary at the same time because he found a lot about her powers. Reflecting on what she could do he was quite happy that no other person using the Gift could use him like she did. He confidently walked through the town and up the pathway to the church. As soon as he approached the door he was approached by Brother Renard. 
 
    “Brother Renard, I’m very happy to see that you’re well.” Jarron said sincerely to him. 
 
    He smiled widely at Jarron’s kind words before saying, “Yes thank you young man. It was quite a surprise to awake on the floor to find both you and Elyse were gone.” 
 
    “I bet.”  
 
    “Anyways young man, I am here to guide you to the meeting hall. We have a wedding to attend to.”  
 
    “Lead the way.”  
 
    Brother Renard motioned to the door and then led Jarron through the church. Once they entered the meeting hall he was shocked at the sight of the hall packed full of people. It seemed as though the entire town below had sent as many people as the room would allow. He smiled as everyone in the room as they turned to look at him. Hands stabbed out to pat his shoulder as he walked down the main pathway between the benches in the room. Hain was standing next to the podium, with Feligrin beside him. 
 
    With a chuckle Hain said, “Welcome to your single life’s funeral lad.” 
 
    Jarron laughed at him before saying, “Thanks Hain. So what exactly am I supposed to do? I’ve never even been to a wedding.” 
 
    Father Renard, who was standing nearby said, “Just stand there. When Father Lapella asks you a question, just answer it by saying ‘I do’. Then when he asks for the ring, turn to your short friend here,” He motioned at Feligrin, “and he will give you a ring to place on her left ring finger. After just kiss her when Father Lapella says to. It’s that easy.” 
 
    Hain laughed before saying, “Human weddin’s sure are simple. When a Kalan gets married it takes a week o’ feastin’ an celebration, then the bride an groom duel bare fisted. Usually the bride’s family helps the bride an the grooms family sit backs an laughs at him as he gets a beatin’. Once that’s done, the bride has the groom hauled off to their private quarters. I’ve only heard o’ one groom that actually won the fight. He got to keep his freedom.” 
 
    Jarron could not help but laugh. He was very glad he ended things with Hain’s cousin because he knew that he could not have beaten her in a fistfight, least yet her whole family. Although reflecting on it Jarron was certain she just wanted to bed him once and probably would have went on her merry way afterward. Loud soft music began to play. It took Jarron a second to recognize the music from the holo-serials he used to watch when living with his family. It was the wedding march from Terra’s past. This meant that Elyse was about to enter the room, Jarron found himself suddenly very nervous and holding his breath in anticipation.  
 
    Brother Renard declared, “Its time.” 
 
    The doors opened and standing there was Elyse, holding the arm of Father Lapella. She was radiant looking. Jarron did not know how she managed to get a white dress but she wore one. It was pure white with full length white sleeves. The dress fell all the way to the floor. Her hair was heavily curled and pinned loosely against the back of her head. Most of her hair flowed from that point downwards and then gently rested on her shoulders. She had a tiara made of small white flowers resting atop of her head. The dress scooped slightly over her chest to allow a small pendant to rest on her skin. As she slowly walked closer, with a small bouquet of white flowers in her hand, Jarron could tell that the dress was some sort of silky type material. Elyse bore the broadest smile that he had ever seen on her in his time knowing her. As she approached Jarron noticed that for the first time she appeared to have a light pinkish lipstick and some mascara. She was a vision of beauty to him. 
 
    Hain whispered over to him, “Lad your lass sure is a lookin’ lovely.” 
 
    Jarron could only nod his head. Father Lapella escorted her up the one step and onto the podium. He released her as she reached out and took Jarron’s left hand. She turned towards him, which he felt was a hint so he turned to face her. Their eyes met and Jarron was absorbed deeply into her hazel eyes immediately. Father Lapella started to speak and Jarron could not hear what he was saying, he was drawn too far into her eyes. After a few moments of staring at her Jarron was startled when Hain lightly nudged him. 
 
    “Yes?” Jarron asked him. 
 
    “Lad ya need to answer the question.” He replied. 
 
    Sullenly Jarron asked, “What question.” 
 
    His words caused the entire audience to laugh. 
 
    Father Lapella then said, “Do you take this woman to be your wife?” 
 
    Jarron blushed heavily. He was so entranced by Elyse that he had forgotten what he was doing. 
 
    He took a moment to remember what Brother Renard said before responding, “I do.” 
 
    Father Lapella turned to Elyse and asked, “Do you take this man to be your husband.” 
 
    “I do.” She answered with a beaming smile. 
 
    Father Lapella announced loudly, “Is there any man or woman who objects to this union?” 
 
    The room was silent for several moments before Father Lapella instructed while looking at Feligrin, “The rings please.” 
 
    Jarron remembered this part so he turned to Feligrin who extended his hand which he had sitting in his palm was a small open box. In the box was a thin golden ring. Jarron took the ring from the box and then turned back towards Elyse. He saw that she had a ring of her own.  
 
    “The groom will now place a ring on the finger of the bride. The ring signifies their eternal bond.” Father Lapella stated evenly. 
 
    Jarron reached out with his hand holding the ring and softly slid it on Elyse’s left finger as he was instructed. She looked down at the ring and then back at him. 
 
    Father Lapella continued, “The bride will now place a ring on the finger of the groom. This signifies that same bond as well.” 
 
    Elyse reached her hands out and took Jarron’s left hand. She slid her ring on his ring finger and then squeezed his hand tightly. 
 
    Father Lapella then declared loudly, “I know pronounce you husband and wife, you may kiss the bride.”  
 
    Jarron pulled Elyse close and then kissed her on the lips. The audience all reacted loudly with heavy cheering, hoots, and howls. He stopped kissing her and they both turned towards the audience. 
 
    “There will be a reception in the church’s dining hall. All are invited and thanks to the best man we have cake.” Father Lapella announced to everyone in the room. 
 
    The rest of the evening was a blur to Jarron with plenty of food and loud celebration. It was not until the event had finally come to an end in the late evening that Father Lapella escorted them to a private area of the church. 
 
    “For the rest of the time that you are here visiting us you can stay in this room. It is meant for the head of our order, if he ever came to our planet. No one will disturb you for the rest of the evening.” He announced.  
 
    Elyse hugged him tightly and said, “Thank you Father.” 
 
    He opened the door for them and then left. Jarron looked into the room. It was probably the only decently designed room in the whole building. It had a massive bed, a small table with some chairs, a large dress, a cabinet, and a door that Jarron theorized went into a private bathroom. All of the furniture was a reddish brown color and appeared to be some sort of wood. There was a thick brown rug on the floor of the room and the walls were the stone of the church. He turned to look back at Elyse, who was looking at him. She grinned widely and then jumped into his arms in a rapid motion. Her physical abilities still impressed him greatly. Even in the dress she was wearing she had managed to get herself into his arms with one of his arms supporting her back and the other underneath her legs. She was quite light to carry. Jarron slowly walked through the door and then used his foot to kick it shut. She laughed as he brought her to the bed and gently set her down.  
 
    “So what do we do now?” Jarron asked. 
 
    With a giggle she pulled his shirt roughly to drag him onto the bed with her. Jarron laughed at her and then kissed her passionately. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jarron woke the next morning to find Elyse tangled around his body. They made love as long as they could until they fell asleep from exhaustion, although his body gave out much sooner than hers did. He did not know why but whenever he made love to her he always awoke the next morning fully refreshed. It did not matter that he only slept a few hours. He slowly extracted himself from her and slipped off to the restroom. Just like the bedroom, the restroom was much larger than any other in the church. Jarron knew it was not as opulent as some of the most basic hotel room ones but it more than worked for his purposes. After he finished his restroom break he walked out to find Elyse awake. She was resting her head against a pile of large pillows. 
 
    “Good morning.” She said. 
 
    “Good morning to you as well.” 
 
    Jarron climbed back on the bed and pulled himself closer to her. 
 
    “So what’s next?” Jarron asked her. 
 
    “A honeymoon of course.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at her. 
 
    “Let me go to the restroom and then we should get dressed. I want to go eat because I’m famished.” She announced. 
 
    “Alright.” 
 
    She climbed off the bed and headed to the restroom. Jarron climbed off the bed and then slipped his clothing on. He only had his outfit from yesterday available, everything else was back aboard the Keg. As he reached out to grab his jacket he saw gold glint off his left hand. It was the new wedding ring. He was amazed how easily it seemed to fit perfectly on him. 
 
    Elyse said from behind him, “Still shocked to suddenly be married?” 
 
    He realized that he was examining the ring closely when she returned. 
 
    “Not shocked actually. Happy, although if you told me a month ago that I was going to be married I’d have laughed right in your face. I wasn’t really the marrying type.” 
 
    She chuckled at him before stating, “Me too, although a month ago for me was about three years ago for you.” 
 
    He nodded sullenly at her comment. She walked over to the cabinet and opened it. Jarron saw some of her clothing hanging inside. He wished someone had prepared him as well as she seemed to be. She pulled out a dark purple dress. Jarron recognized it as one of the many that she bought awhile back. He never really examined it very thoroughly. As she slipped it on he was impressed by it. It fit tightly against her lithe frame in a rich dark purple color with a subtle secondary lighter purple color that spun randomly through the dress in a narrow swirling pattern. The sleeves were short and the dress ended just above her knees. The neckline dipped slightly, but not enough to expose too much of her chest. It looked wonderful on her, especially since it contrasted so strongly with her pale skin. 
 
    “What do you think?” She asked as she slowly rotated to display the dress. 
 
    “It’s lovely.”  
 
    She packed all of her remaining clothing into one bag, which Jarron immediately picked up. 
 
    “Alright let’s go eat.” Elyse said as she reached a hand out for him to hold.  
 
     He took hold of her hand and they slowly worked their way through the church before finally making it back into the dining hall. Jarron guessed from the amount of light in coming through the windows that they awoke well after breakfast was normally served. As they entered the hall Brother Renard called out to them to come to him. Elyse guided them to the table he was sitting at. She released Jarron’s hand and took a seat. 
 
    “It is good to see you both awake, Father Lapella had some food from the morning meal held for you.” He announced.  
 
    He waved over to another man who immediately exited and then returned with two large plates. Jarron was surprised to see the morning meal was pancakes, ham and eggs. He was expecting another bowl of paste. 
 
    As they ate Brother Renard announced, “Your Kalan friend asked me to tell you to meet him aboard your ship when you were ready to leave.” 
 
    Jarron nodded at him and began to eat. He saw Elyse eating as well. After they finished they both stood. Elyse hugged Brother Renard and wished him well. Jarron followed her as she went through the main areas of the church hugging and wishing well to everyone she could see. The goodbyes between her and Father Lapella was especially emotional. Finally they made their way through the church and down the pathway. He took her hand as they walked. After walking through the town again, where they were enthusiastically greeted by the people, they made it to the Keg. Jarron entered first and walked through the Keg to the cockpit. Hain was sitting in the chair for the weapons panel and Feligrin was in one of the passenger chairs. Jarron set her bag in the corner behind one of the chairs. 
 
    “Hey lad, ya both ready to go?” 
 
    “Yes Hain, I believe that we’re supposed to go on a honeymoon.” 
 
    “Aye lad, where am I droppin’ ya off at? The pleasure planet Parnal Three? Maybe to Terra?” 
 
    “Nope,” Jarron said, “I’ve got the perfect location though.” 
 
    “Well lad no sense in stretchin’ it out, where ya goin’?” Hain asked. 
 
    “Deep Space Station Whitmire 5.” 
 
    Feligrin exclaimed, “Why the heck would you wanna go there? That place is horrid!” 
 
    Elyse smiled widely at Jarron’s suggestion and hugged him tightly as she announced, “Because it’s where the contact for me to meet my father is going to be at.” 
 
    “Oh, that makes sense.” Feligrin said after a moment’s pause. 
 
    Elyse nodded and took a seat in the chair behind the pilot’s chair. Just then Ramona walked into the cockpit.  
 
    “Hey Elyse.” She said. 
 
    Elyse stood back up and hugged her tightly.  
 
    “I guess Hain agreed to fly you to the Lunar colony?” She asked. 
 
    Ramona nodded. 
 
    Hain announced, “I’m gonna go down to the engine room an strap in for lift off.” 
 
    “Alright Hain.” Jarron said. 
 
    “So you’re going to meet your father?” Ramona asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Elyse said, “Jarron convinced me I should at least try.” 
 
    “That’s nice of him.” Ramona said. 
 
    “Alright everyone take their seats,” Jarron said, “Elyse take the pilot’s chair and lift us off.” 
 
    She beamed a smile before sitting in the pilot’s chair. Jarron sat in the weapon’s chair and Ramona took the last chair. Elyse warmed up the ship and then slowly brought the Keg up off of the planet and into space. Jarron was happy to see clear space. He had no idea if Tiberius was a man of his word but it seemed as though maybe he was. Working quickly on the nav computer he set up the calculation for the route. He knew it was going to be a long trip, even going through the fold. The nav computer beeped and as Jarron had Elyse pull the lever he saw that the trip was going to be ten hours. 
 
    Jarron rose from his chair and said, “I think I need to help my new wife move her things into our quarters.” 
 
    “Please, although I don’t have much so it shouldn’t be too hard for us to handle quickly.” Elyse said with a chuckle. 
 
    Jarron nodded at her and took her hand. They walked through the ship and to the quest quarters. Jarron saw one small bag that he did not recognize which he assumed that it was probably Ramona’s things. He helped Elyse collect all of her clothing that they had bought and then they moved everything into his quarters. Almost immediately he realized that things were about to become severely cramped in there. He did not own a lot of things but the small room was designed for one person. Elyse tapped her toe on the floor as she started to assess their now shared room.  
 
    She announced with a mock serious tone, “Alright I’m going to have to seriously reorganize this mess if we are going to live together.” 
 
    He chuckled at her words. 
 
    “Seriously though, is it alright if I move some things and organize a bit?” 
 
    “Whatever you want to do.” 
 
    She set her bags next to the bed and then moved from cabinet to cabinet extracting everything from them as she went. The bed filled quickly with his things. She emptied every drawer and neatly placed all of his clothing in various piles on the bed. It was clear that she had planned something very specific. 
 
    She removed his guitar case from the closet that held his jackets and asked, “What is this?” 
 
    “It’s the case for my guitar.” 
 
    “Oh good, once I finish with this I’ll need to rest and some entertainment.” She replied with a grin on her face. 
 
    Jarron was impressed with her efficiency and planning. She seemed to plan how she was going to organize the room on the fly and yet maintained order as she went. Once everything was out of the cabinets she slowly began folding and replacing things. He was once again impressed by how she was able to merge all of his things neatly into half the amount of space that he had used. She used the other half for her own items. Everything was neatly split into half, with her receiving some cabinets and him getting the rest. The drawers were evenly divided to allow for items that did not hang. She moved into the restroom and after a few minutes returned. In her hand was a rag, which she used to wipe down the shelves and every other surface that needed cleaning. Jarron had to admit that he did not clean his quarters in a very long time. He was certain that she would have said something but she did not say a word about it. After she finished cleaning she went back into the restroom and he could hear her working in there. Half an hour later she returned with a smile on her face.  
 
    “Much better.” She said happily before grabbing him by the collar and playfully ordering, “Don’t mess it up mister.” 
 
    Giving a chuckle he replied, “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    She pointed to the corner of the bed that was against the wall, with his collar still in hand, and commanded, “Sit over there and play for me.” 
 
    He gave her a crisp salute before snarkily saying to her, “Yes ma’am!” 
 
    Elyse laughed at him. He climbed onto the bed and then moved to the spot that she pointed to. He removed his guitar from the case and rested it on his lap. She then climbed on the bed and sat next to him.  
 
    She said, “I hope you don’t mind me reorganizing.” 
 
    “It probably needed it.” 
 
    With a chuckle she stated, “Badly, I suspect that we’re going to have to work on your husband skills a bit.” 
 
    He laughed loudly before replying, “Since they don’t exist I guess so.” 
 
    “Alright let’s hear this thing.” 
 
    “Lemme tune it first. I haven’t gotten to play it for anyone in some time.” 
 
    She nodded and leaned her head against his shoulder. Jarron slowly worked each string of his acoustic guitar, turning the tuning knobs as he went. It took him several minutes before he was ready.  
 
    Jarron announced, “Alright after I warm up a tiny bit and then we’ll be ready.”  
 
    She nodded. Jarron slowly plucked a little tune just to warm up. 
 
    Once he was ready he said, “I’m gonna start with a little classical piece.” 
 
    Working rapidly through the song Jarron strummed his favorite tune to play on the guitar. He glanced at her and could see that she was enjoying his effort much more than either Hain or Feligrin ever did. Once he finished she clapped. 
 
    “What is it called?” She asked. 
 
    “It is called ‘Enter Sandman’. The original version is much more rock than the acoustic version that I just played, also the words are pretty dark but if you heard it played you would be impressed. It is my favorite song to play due to the complexity. Unfortunately much of the musical history of Terra was lost from the asteroid strike, especially the music for the late 20th century, which is my favorite.” 
 
    “Can you sing it?” She asked. 
 
    With a chuckled Jarron replied, “Oh no, I wouldn’t do that. You’d probably want to leave me right then and there, my voice is horrid.”  
 
    She laughed at him.  
 
    Suddenly a serious look crossed her face as she commented, “You know, we got married and honestly we don’t even know a lot about each other.” 
 
    “I know, I was surprised when you corrected Tiberius on that quote.” 
 
    Elyse giggled as she declared, “It was so much fun to put that arrogant man in his place. He talked down to us like he was so much better than we are and to be able to correct him was almost worth everything we went through.” 
 
    Jarron nodded solemnly before asking, “Still, how many books have you read?” 
 
    She answered cheekily, “More than should ever be considered proper.” 
 
    Jarron laughed heartily at her reply because she was picking on him. He quickly reached his hand out and tickled her side, which she responded to by laughing and then jerking away quickly. 
 
    “Ooooh, somebody in this marriage appears to be ticklish.” He said eagerly. 
 
    She scurried off the bed and away from him as she emphatically said, “Don’t you do it!”  
 
    He set his guitar down and slowly slid off the bed.  
 
    “I don’t think that I’ve got a choice. Wives who make sneaky comments about their husbands usually need a good tickling.” He replied coyly. 
 
    She pleaded, “Please, I am super ticklish. I even peed myself one time when Ramona tricked me and pinned me down.” 
 
    Jarron laughed loudly. 
 
    With an wicked grin he declared, “Alright, I’ll relent... for now. But be warned my beautiful wife, I reserve the right to come back to this issue later.”  
 
    He slid back to his spot on the bed, which she cautiously followed behind him and then snuggled against him. 
 
    “What else would you like to know about me?” He asked. 
 
    “Well I know you have a father and mother back on Terra. Do you have any brothers or sisters?” 
 
    “Yes. I have an older brother named Jacob, who is named after my father, and a fraternal twin sister named Jasmine.”  
 
    Excitedly Elyse said, “A twin! Is she anything like you?” 
 
    Jarron laughed as he answered, “Heck no, she is nothing like me. She is smart, talented and most of all highly successful. I haven’t spoke to her in a few months but she had become one of the top Galactic Union scientists in the field of neurosurgery. My father is as proud of her as he is disappointed in me.” 
 
    “What was the last time you spoke to your father?” 
 
    “Not since he kicked me out.” Jarron replied uncomfortably.  
 
    The subject of his father was probably the only subject in his life that was a touchy one for him. He still felt the sting of being kicked out and made homeless by his own father. Elyse frowned. Jarron realized that his response had let her know immediately how he felt about the subject. 
 
    She asked, “Would you be willing to go see him?” 
 
    Jarron frowned at the idea. He knew how his father felt about him and had a hard time imagining any reason to see him. He shook his head. 
 
    “Even if I asked you to?” She asked. 
 
    He knew in his heart that he could not say no to Elyse, even if it meant swallowing his own pride and going to see his father. 
 
    “For you I’d go.” He said solemnly. 
 
    “I think it’s as important that you patch things up with your father as you said it was for me to see mine.” She said softly. 
 
    He realized that she was right and he suspected that his mother would love to meet Elyse. 
 
    Begrudgingly he surrendered by saying, “Alright, for you I’ll go see him but only if you will come too. I couldn’t face him without something positive in my life and you’re the most positive thing I’ve ever had.” 
 
    She beamed a smile as she said, “Of course I’ll come. I want to meet your family badly. Jarron, I have a serious question for you about our future.” 
 
    He shifted to look directly at her and then asked, “Which is?” 
 
    “How long did you plan to do the smuggler thing before you’d be ready to settle down with me somewhere? I’d love to have children, not right now but in the future.” 
 
    Jarron had known that she would wonder about this subject sooner or later. It was a more than valid point. Living the life of a smuggler was probably not the best lifestyle for a family, not by a long shot. 
 
    He answered, “Well I was thinking once we resolved the issue with Tiberius that we could look into finding a place to settle. I love to fly, it’s the only thing I’m really good at and I was thinking that I could probably find a more stable transport job with some company or another on either Terra or with the Lunar colony. With my flight experience and skills it shouldn’t be an issue.” 
 
    “That seems fair enough. We definitely need to find some sort of resolution with that man. Also I was wondering if you think that I could go to a university. I’m well-read and know quite a bit but I don’t have a degree or an employable skill.” 
 
    “Of course, my mother works for the University of Terra. They tried to get me to go there but that didn’t work out so well. My mother is very sweet and I know as soon as she meets you she’ll immediately want to help us. I don’t know about my father but the rest of my family had offered many times to help me. No doubt they would all pitch in to help us settle.” 
 
    Elyse hugged him tightly. He applied a soft kiss on her forehead. The first thought that crossed his mind was the hope that his father would not interfere. His mother could easily get Elyse into university and with her intellect he had no doubt she would excel at whatever she would want to do. 
 
    He was curious what she would study so he asked, “What would you study?” 
 
    “Medicine, I can heal with the Gift but I want to do so much more than broken bones and deep cuts.” 
 
    He nodded at her. It made sense that she would be interested in medicine. She seemed to greatly enjoy healing others, especially when Jarron was there to make healing much easier. 
 
    “That reminds me, it’s probably best that we don’t let too many know your abilities. People with the Gift tend to draw a crowd.” He told her. 
 
    “Especially with you around, people would come from all over the galaxy to see us. It would make living normal lives impossible for us and our children. No doubt there are many more men like that man who kidnapped us.” 
 
    “No doubt. Wasn’t it funny how he said he wouldn’t send someone after us for a week as our wedding gift?” 
 
    She nodded at him. 
 
    As she started to speak the comm buzzed and Feligrin’s voice came through, “We are approaching our destination.”  
 
    “Guess we better get to the cockpit.” Jarron said. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jarron entered the cockpit and took the pilot’s seat. He was impressed with himself since he actually spent several hours with Elyse just talking. Of course she used most of the time to clean and organize but it was a break from their usual sexual escapades when alone. She was very pleasant to be around, which only aided in his belief that marrying her was the right choice. Although he knew for certain that he had no choice in the matter, his whole being begged to be around her for some reason. The only issue that caused him concern was employment and settling down. He was unsure what kind of jobs he could get that would allow him to be around her enough for his liking. He said that he would get a job piloting but the prospect of being away from her for long periods of time was even more unappealing than not flying a spaceship. It was causing him significant conflict but he did not tell her since he did not want to upset her. Whatever he decided to do, he knew that it would not involve groveling back to his father for help. The ship lurched as it came out of the fold. Jarron was glad to see a Galactic Union fleet was birthed there. He had become tired of having half of their stops be swarmed by Grokmal.  
 
    The comm crackled and a voice said, “Attention unknown cargo ship, please identify yourself.” 
 
    Pushing the comm button he declared, “This is the cargo ship, the Keg. We wish to make birth with the station for refueling.” 
 
    “Confirmed, please lock with port Alpha-three.” 
 
    Jarron slowly guided the ship to the port that the man stated and then guided the Keg safely. Once they connected with the station Jarron could hear the airlocks pop as they fully docked onto the space station. They all stood up and headed towards the exit of the ship that was connected to the station. Because of the wide variety of stations and planets they would visit Hain had multiple airlocks and exit points added to the Keg. As soon as they opened the hatch of the airlock Jarron was hit with the stale air of the spaceport. He glanced at Elyse and saw her cute nose crinkle at the smell. 
 
    Ramona announced huffily, “This place stinks.” 
 
    Hain chuckled, which both Jarron and Feligrin laughed in response to. The three of them had been used to the wide variety of smells from space stations, colonies and different planets. It was all part of their employment. Hain stomped out the airlock first, which brought the remaining members of their group behind them. Jarron exited last and made sure to secure the ship. 
 
    Hain announced, “Lad, I’m gonna take Feligrin an Ramona here to find a job to do while ya an the lass here go an talk to those damned Eal’tain. I’ve got my comm unit if ya need me.”  
 
    Jarron nodded at Hain. The three of them immediately left. He had not noticed initially but Ramona was wearing some of the clothing that he had bought for Elyse. It made sense since poor orphans at a church on an isolated far flung planet probably did not own much of their own things. Jarron extended his hand to Elyse, who took it, and then escorted her through the station. He had not been at this station since they met Feligrin. When Father Lapella mentioned that there was an embassy here Jarron was confused because he did not remember even seeing an Eal’tain embassy when he had been there. Finding it should make for a challenge since he had been there plenty of times without ever even hearing about it. They walked throughout the station stopping and asking everyone that they could find. It was not until they found a security guard and asked him that they were able to find out where it was. He was told that the Eal’tain had bought out the entire top domed layer of the station and converted it into a massive garden of some kind. The guard also said that visitors were not allowed past the elevator entryway of the level. Jarron figured if what Father Lapella had told them was accurate then they might be allowed to enter. No doubt having someone who was half Eal’tain with them could only help. He slowly guided Elyse to the elevator and they pushed the button to take them to the level it was on. Once they made it to the top level they were met by a large metal door. Jarron was surprised to see such a huge door because it had to be as wide as about three normal doors. He walked with Elyse to the small slit that he spotted on the right side of the door. Knocking on the slit he took a step back. The slit opened and Jarron could see a pair of eyes peer through. They were obviously the eyes of an Eal’tain. 
 
    A voice spoke through the slit, “We do not take visitors here so go away.” 
 
    Jarron replied, “We were sent here to find a man named Iaeth.” 
 
    “What business do you have with him?” The voice replied through the slit. 
 
    Jarron gestured to Elyse and said, “She is his daughter and he had instructed her to come here in order to arrange a meeting with him.” 
 
    “She does not look like an Eal’tain, more like one of you humans.” 
 
    Elyse spoke, “I am half. My mother was human and I was told my father is Iaeth.” 
 
    Jarron could see the eyes through the slit slowly examine her. 
 
    After a moment’s pause the voice stated, “Very well. I must send a communique to him. I will not receive a response until tomorrow. How may I contact you once I receive instructions? Also are you be willing to travel?” 
 
    She shook her head and said, “I’m willing to travel but I won’t do so without my husband.” 
 
    “Very well I shall include that information in the communique.” The voice replied, “How will I contact you?” 
 
    Jarron replied, “We’ll be aboard the cargo ship the Keg, located at port Alpha-three.” 
 
    The voice replied, “Very well, I shall contact you then. Good bye.” 
 
    The slit closed quickly behind him. Jarron turned to Elyse and shrugged. 
 
    “I guess we wait now?” She asked. 
 
    “We might as well explore the station.” 
 
    She grinned at him. He took her hand and guided her back to the elevator. Jarron had forgotten just how boring and ugly the station was. Originally designed as a science station for deep space research, Deep Space Station Whitmire 5 now served as a way point for any explorers going out into the outer edges of the arm of the Milky Way that they were on. Jarron was amazed how little of their own galaxy had been explored and yet scientists wanted to look outward past the galaxy. It had befuddled him at times to think about the lack of forethought that they had in many ways. If there were more races like the Magial and the Grokmal then they could end up in serious trouble down the road. Jarron shrugged it off. For now he just was trying to survive day to day.  
 
    “This place is very different.” Elyse stated. 
 
    “It used to be a science station. 
 
    She seemed to enjoy the flat grays and basic steel of the station, although Jarron suspected it was more about experiencing something new than the station itself. Like all Deep Space Stations, this one was built with ten levels. The top level of the station usually was where the scientists would work, although this one had been taken over by some Eal’tain. The next two levels were storage and laboratories, from what Jarron heard they had been turned into a barracks for the permanently stationed GDF personnel here. After that was housing for the regular inhabitants, one level was the marketplace area and the last few rings served as docking and engineering. Jarron had thought little to actually explore the whole thing but Elyse had insisted so he took her to every level they could go to. They received very odd looks by the GDF people as they walked through the barracks level. After a long day of exploring they finally returned to the Keg. Jarron’s poor feet were letting him know that he needed to sit. He found it odd that Elyse seemed just fine. Maybe she spent much more time on her feet, or it was her unique heritage? As they entered the small dining area of the Keg they were greeted by Hain, Feligrin and Ramona. 
 
    “What’s the news lass?” Hain asked Elyse. 
 
    Giving him a kind smile she answered, “We went to the embassy and they said they’d pass the message. We won’t know until tomorrow.” 
 
    Feligrin grumbled. Jarron chuckled to himself because he knew that Feligrin hated the station. 
 
    Hain announced, “Well we have a shipment to deliver. We’ll be leavin’ tomorrow so once we find out what they’ve got to say then we’ll go from there.” 
 
    Jarron told him, “Well I think they’re planning to have Elyse travel to visit them. I would guess that they plan for her to go to an Eal’tain planet.” 
 
    Hain grunted. Jarron knew immediately that Hain would not be coming along. He hated the Eal’tain much more than Jarron had ever realized, although Jarron had to admit that he could not blame him for it. Dalain said thousands died because of the Eal’tain. 
 
    “Lad you’re gonna have to find some other way to go, I willna be goin’ to an Eal’tain planet.”  
 
    He was not surprised by the announcement so Jarron nodded. The way the Eal’tain man had spoken left Jarron to believe that they would be the ones doing the transporting. 
 
    “Although I’m very uncomfortable to lose half my crew for who knows how long.” Hain said rubbing his beard. 
 
    “We’ll be fine Hain I don’t think Elyse’s father would go through the trouble to hunt her down just to hurt her. Plus, I think it would make for an exciting adventure to see something few have. I also doubt that Tiberius will be able to get to us while we are on an Eal’tain planet.” 
 
    Hain nodded before standing and declaring, “Well let’s go back to the bar where we got Feligrin an get somethin’ to eat. I feel like a real cooked meal for supper.” 
 
    Jarron had not realized how hungry he was. They stopped for a snack while exploring the marketplace but he was starving. Everyone stood up and walked back through the station to the pub. As soon as they entered Feligrin looked very uncomfortable. Jarron doubted he had many positive memories here. As soon as they sat down they were approached by a waitress, who immediately ignored them and went right to Feligrin. 
 
    “Feli!” She almost screamed.  
 
    She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him tightly. Jarron chuckled when he saw that Feligrin was blushing. The woman kissed Feligrin’s cheeks many times before he was able to slip out of her grasp. 
 
    “Where have you been?” The woman asked. 
 
    In an almost embarrassed tone Feligrin answered, “I joined the crew of a cargo ship and we’ve been working since then.” 
 
    Jarron could tell that he was very uncomfortable around the woman. Looking over at her Jarron examined her. She looked to be in her mid-thirties and was a bit overweight with ruddy brown hair that she had pinned into a bun on her head. Her face was round and she had dark brown eyes. She wore a tan shirt that was about a size too small for her, a loose red skirt and a wide leather belt. Jarron considered her to be slightly unattractive but he found it quite amusing that she was very interested in Feligrin it seemed though. 
 
    After she recovered from her shock of seeing Feligrin she said, “Well let’s take your order. I’ll come back after I put it in and you can tell me all about it.”  
 
    It was obvious that she was talking almost exclusively to Feligrin. She took everyone’s orders. Jarron ordered a nice steak and some potatoes, which Elyse copied.  
 
    As the woman was about to leave Hain called out, “An bring an ale for everyone at our table lass.” 
 
    She nodded at him and then left. 
 
    Elyse said, “Hain, Ramona and I don’t drink.” 
 
    Chuckling Hain said, “If’n you’re on my ship, ya drink.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled. Hain had even less experience with human religions than Jarron did. No doubt the reason she said something was because of the many rules religions seemed to want to apply to its applicants. 
 
    Jarron leaned over to her and whispered, “Just pretend to drink it, when Hain isn’t looking pour a bit into his mug. He won’t even notice.” 
 
    She giggled at his words. Although Jarron wondered how much fun she would be if he applied some ale to her. She was already voracious in bed, perhaps she would be too much for him to handle. He decided to trick her into drinking a little of the ale, most likely it would not take much to get her a little tipsy. After a brief wait, the food and ales showed up. Jarron chuckled as he saw Ramona disdainfully push the mug of ale away from her. Elyse leaned over to her and whispered something, which caused her to giggle and then bring the mug back. Elyse then turned back to Jarron and winked at him. That little trick with the ale was how Jarron had kept himself from getting too drunk in the past when Hain drug him to the many bars and pubs that they had visited in their time together. Jarron had to admit that Hain was without a doubt one of the best drinkers in the galaxy. No matter how much he put down Jarron had never seen him incapacitated. Jarron slowly cut into his steak. It was not of the highest quality but it was still more than edible.  
 
    After Elyse took a bite of her steak she turned to him and smiled before saying, “It’s pretty good.” 
 
    “So you’ve never drank any alcohol at all?” Jarron asked her. 
 
    She shook her head as she continued to eat. 
 
    “I think you should at least try it.” He said between bites. 
 
    She frowned. Jarron had no doubt that the church she had grown up in had repeated the mantra of how bad it was for so long that it was deep in her mind. 
 
    Hain stated, “Lass I donna understand what the fuss is about. The entire Kalan religion is based around drinkin’.” 
 
    Ramona spoke evenly, “The Maker has declared the loss of your faculties as sinful.” 
 
    Jarron interjected, “Unless you drink too much, you wouldn’t lose your faculties.” 
 
    His words caused both Feligrin and Hain to laugh. A look of grim determination crossed Elyse’s face. 
 
    “If you’re willing to go see your father then I should at least try it.” She said. 
 
    Jarron grinned. He thought that it was nice to see that she was as willing to do things for him as he was for her. She lifted her mug and took a sip. Her face immediately shifted to distaste. Ale was a drink that took some getting used to. Hain and Jarron both laughed at her response. 
 
    “It’s very bitter.” She announced. 
 
    “It takes some time to get used to the bitterness but drink about half of it and you’ll start to appreciate its finer qualities.” Jarron said to her. 
 
    “Alright I’ll give it a chance.” She said before gingerly bringing it to her lips to drink. 
 
    Craftily Jarron reached out and tilted her mug to help her drink much more than the sip she tried the first time. He made sure not to push so hard as to make her choke but helped her get a nice big gulp. She gagged at the bitterness, which only caused Jarron, Hain and Feligrin to laugh. Ramona even giggled at her reaction. 
 
    “Lad just don’t make her drink too much. She’s prolly soft an you’ll be the one carryin’ her back to the ship.” Hain commented with a twinkle in his eyes. 
 
    His words must have struck a nerve with Elyse. Her eyes steeled and she lifted the mug to her lips and took a deep gulp. She then continued to drink until the entire mug was consumed. 
 
    She slammed the mug on the table and in a harsh voice declared, “I’m not soft.” 
 
    Jarron was impressed although he was certain she would be feeling the effects of the ale very soon. He could hardly wait to see her reaction to it. Even Hain looked mildly impressed. 
 
    “Alright lass, maybe ya aren’t as soft as I thought.” He replied.  
 
    Jarron knew he was trying to goad her into a drinking contest. He had tried many times with Jarron and the one time that he succeeded Jarron was suffering for two days afterwards. 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘as you thought’?” Elyse asked. 
 
    “Well lass, its one thing to drink just one ale, even your soft husband can do that but lemme see how confident you’ll feel after five or six of em.” He replied mockingly. 
 
    Jarron knew that he would have to intercede on her behalf. Even with her Eal’tain bloodlines that gave her stronger stamina, she had never drunk before and would probably find herself under the table real fast, especially against Hain. 
 
    “Hain she’s definitely not soft but let’s let her get used to it first.” Jarron said. 
 
    “No, I’ll be fine. It’s going to take a lo...” Elyse fell sideways towards Jarron, who caught her. 
 
    Hain laughed uproariously. Jarron could feel her breathing as he slowly helped her back to her chair. He looked at her face and she looked very embarrassed. 
 
    “I seemed to have slipped from my chair.” She said.  
 
    Her speech was already beginning to slur a little. Jarron felt bad for her, although she was not so bad that she would get too bad of a headache tomorrow.  
 
    “I think I’ll take her back to the Keg.” Jarron announced. 
 
    Hain nodded at him and said, “Prolly wise lad.” 
 
    Jarron stood and then slowly helped Elyse to her feet. He wrapped one of his arms around her waist and held one of her hands with the other. It was a bit of a surprise with how quickly the alcohol took effect. Perhaps it was another effect of her heritage? No human, even one who had never drank before, would have been affected so quickly. She stumbled slightly as he slowly guided her out of the pub and to the elevator. 
 
    As soon as they entered the elevator she looked up to him and said, “Hey handsome, where you taking me?” 
 
    “Back to our quarters.” 
 
    She got a coy look on her face and stated, “I like where this is headed.” 
 
    Jarron could only chuckle. He had wanted her just a little drunk and now he was either going to have a very good night, or need a sonic shower. Almost as soon as they got to their quarters she attacked him passionately. Her hands moved quickly to remove his shirt. Jarron was shocked at her aggressiveness. As she pulled on his pants she laughed uproariously.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” He asked her. 
 
    Giggling she said, “I faked it.” 
 
    “Faked what?” 
 
    “I’m not drunk I just wanted to have sex with you.” She replied cunningly. 
 
    Giving out a laugh he asked, “Why didn’t you just say so?” 
 
    She continued to pull on his pants before answering, “This is more fun.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Jarron awoke the next morning to a loud banging on his door. He sat up, which awoke Elyse.  
 
    Hain’s voice echoed through the door, “Lad there’s a freakin’ Eal’tain outside our ship lookin’ for the lass. Come an see him cause he ain’t comin’ on my ship.” 
 
    They jumped out of bed quickly to get dressed. Jarron forgot for one moment that she had reorganized his room and started towards one of the cabinets that were now hers. After he opened it he remembered and went to find something to wear. He quickly got dressed and turned to Elyse. She looked lovely in the clothing she was wearing which was a sleeveless light pink top that had some kind of flower pattern and a matching plain light pink skirt. On her feet was a pair of light pink shoes.  
 
    “Alright let’s go.” Jarron said. 
 
    She nodded and took his hand. They walked through the Keg and as soon as Jarron opened the airlock door he could see their guest. He was a tall lean Eal’tain man. He had long brown hair that was neatly braided on the sides of his temple and then pulled back to hold his hair in place. His eyes were the same hazel color as Elyse’s. Just like her, his facial features were angular and lean. Jarron noted that the man was slightly shorter than he was and much leaner. He wore a flowing loose fitting light green tunic and a pair of pants that seemed more like a very loose fitting skirt than pants. Around his waist was a wide cloth sash. He had a pair of leather boots on his feet. Jarron thought that he seemed very out of place on the space station. 
 
    “Are you the people looking for Iaeth?” He asked. 
 
    Elyse nodded at him and said, “Yes, I’m his daughter.” 
 
    “He has made arrangements for you to leave this station and be transported to Sethinalor. Are you ready to leave now?” 
 
    “What about my husband?” She asked. 
 
    “We are very hesitant to bring a human to one of our planets.” He responded.  
 
    “Well either he comes or neither of us comes.” She replied firmly. 
 
    “Very well.”  
 
    “Good, please give us a few minutes to pack a bag for the trip.”  
 
    He nodded at her. Jarron guided her back through the ship to their quarters and they quickly packed a bag each. Jarron made sure to fill his favorite duffel bag. 
 
    “Bring your guitar.” Elyse said. 
 
    “Why?” Jarron asked quizzically. 
 
    “I don’t like this guy’s attitude so I think we should have a little fun tormenting him.” She said with a cackle. 
 
    Jarron laughed and immediately picked up his guitar case. Once they finished packing they went to the cockpit to find Hain, Feligrin and Ramona. 
 
    “So ya leavin’ lad?” Hain said. 
 
    “Yes Hain,” Jarron said with a nod, “But we’ll have them bring us back here once we’re done alright?” 
 
    “Aye, send me a message once you’re ready lad.” Hain replied.  
 
    Elyse bent down and hugged Feligrin, then Hain and finally Ramona.  
 
    She said, “We’ll see you guys later.” 
 
    After a few more goodbyes they turned and left. Once they exited the ship the Eal’tain waved for them to follow and then began walking. They followed him as he went through the airlock level and to another airlock on the opposite side of the Keg. He stopped and activated the switch to open the airlock door. 
 
    “Enter here and take a seat, the pilot will fly you to Sethinalor.” He said firmly. 
 
    They both nodded at him and then entered as directed. Jarron was surprised by the opulence of the ship. It seemed that the Eal’tain went through a lot of effort for comfort. The chairs they sat in were soft and covered in some kind of fur. The walls were decorated with some type of lacquered red colored wood. Jarron felt the engines of the ship warming up and then the movement of the ship as it left the station and then leaped into the fold. Sadly there were no windows in the area they sat, which he suspected might have been on purpose. He heard that Eal’tain tended to be very secretive. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They sat in their seats for several hours, only standing for restroom breaks as they needed them. Jarron was quite uncomfortable with the design since it seemed like this ship was meant to keep people from moving around. There was only one accessible door that they could enter and it was for the restroom. Eventually he felt the ship shift as it left the fold and then began to move normally. He suspected that they were heading towards a planet, which was confirmed when the ship rocked slightly as it moved through the atmosphere. Finally it thumped and came to a stop as it landed. The flight was very smooth, which let him know that the ship was probably smaller and much sleeker than most transport ships. He stood up, which Elyse responded to by standing as well. The door they had boarded the ship from opened. As soon as it opened Jarron was hit by the bright sunlight of the planet and the thick air. This planet was going to be one of those very humid ones. Jarron hated humidity, it made him sweat a lot more than he liked. 
 
    “Whoa, the air here is different.” Elyse stated. 
 
    Jarron nodded at her and walked towards the door, grabbing her hand as he went. As soon as he stepped out of the door he was surprised by what he saw. The landing pad was resting atop a tree! He had never seen such a thing in his life. From what Jarron could see the entire planet around them was one massive forest. Of course he was certain it had oceans and such but he could only see trees. He took a step down and Elyse looked out. 
 
    “Wow!” She said loudly, “It’s beautiful!” 
 
    Jarron spotted an Eal’tain man standing at the end of the steps. He had long flowing blonde hair that he let blow wildly through the breeze. His eyes were crystal green and his perfect smooth pale skin made Elyse’s seem in poor condition. He wore a tunic and a pair of pants very similar in style to the man back at the space station. The tunic was light blue, the pants were dark blue, and wrapped around his waist was a white sash. Jarron found himself admiring the style as it looked very comfortable to wear. 
 
    An Eal’tain man standing at the bottom of the steps of the exit door then said, “Thank you. Sethinalor is one of our proudest places. My name is Laquil and I am the senior assistant for the Speaker.” 
 
    Jarron asked curiously, “The Speaker?” 
 
    Laquil replied with a nod, “Indeed. The Speaker is the title of the man whom you have come seeking, Iaeth. If you both would follow me I shall take you to see him. “ 
 
    Elyse nodded at him, which he responded by turning towards a very rickety looking wooden elevator. Jarron was very hesitant to board it but since the man and Elyse boarded, he was left with little choice. The man pushed a lever and the elevator responded by slowly lowering them down to the surface of the planet. All Jarron could see through the dark forest was an occasional beacon light to guide them. The man followed the lights with Elyse and Jarron following behind him. After a long walk they finally made it to a clearing. He was surprised that the clearing was there since he did not see it from above or even from a distance as they approached it. Of course with so many trees around them it would have been hard to spot it from anywhere but directly above. All of the buildings in the clearing were a design unlike anything he ever seen before. They were almost a bell shape that twisted slightly as the sides moved upwards. It appeared that the sides of the building had some sort of funnel system. The buildings were made of a light silvery metal that shimmered as the sun struck them. Wandering through area were dozens of Eal’tain, many of which stopped to look at them as they entered the clearing. Jarron suspected that they never received guests who were not Eal’tain. He could clearly see the difference between Elyse and the people here. She was stockier and taller, even her face was not as angular as theirs. All of the men wore the same style of clothing as the man who brought them here. The women wore a variety of different colored dresses that fell loosely with a light sash around their waist. They were very similar in design as the tunics the men wore. 
 
    “I like the dresses that they are wearing.” Elyse declared. 
 
    The man turned back and said, “We can get you one if you would like.”  
 
    She nodded eagerly as she replied, “I would.” 
 
    “Do you have a color preference?” He asked. 
 
    Jarron interrupted, “She’d look wonderful in a dark blue.” 
 
    “My husband has spoken, dark blue for me.” 
 
    The man nodded at her and then gestured for them to follow. He walked them through the clearing and to a large building in the center. Jarron could tell immediately that it was the main building of whatever this village was. The man opened the door and then guided them in.  
 
    He pointed at some nearby chairs as he instructed, “Please sit here, I will check on the Speaker and then return.” 
 
    After he walked away Elyse said, “I’m so nervous, I’d spent so many nights dreaming about my father and now finally I’m about to meet him.” 
 
    Jarron reached an arm out and gently pulled her close for a hug before saying, “I’m here for you.” 
 
    “Honestly without you I wouldn’t have had the courage to come and see him.” 
 
    She leaned close and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. They sat there quietly for a few minutes before the man returned. Jarron was shocked by the man with him. He looked like almost a carbon copy of Elyse! He had the same light hair and hazel eyes. His skin was the same color and his facial structure was very similar. It was very obvious to Jarron that he was indeed her father. Jarron looked at her and could see the surprise on her face. She must have as immediately recognized him. The man smiled at her as soon as he caught sight of her. 
 
    “It is her.” He stated happily. 
 
    As Elyse stood up Jarron rose to his feet. She did not say a word as her eyes started to well with tears. He felt joy emanating from her about finally meeting her father. She ran to hug the man. The man initially seemed unsure how to react but then finally wrapped his arms around her in a hug. Jarron could hear her sobbing as she held him. Her father smiled widely as he softly ran his hand over her head to try and comfort her. She hugged him tightly for some time before finally releasing him. Since she had no handkerchief to wipe her face Jarron gently used his sleeve to wipe away her tears. Her face was written clearly with joy. 
 
    “It is a pleasure to finally meet the daughter that I never knew I had.” Her father said. 
 
    Jarron noticed how calm and even the man spoke, it was evident that the emotion of the moment did not affect him in the same way it had Elyse. She nodded at him.  
 
    They stood there awkwardly for some time before Elyse finally spoke, “How did you discover me?” 
 
    Her father gestured to her and said, “If you and your friend,” 
 
    She interrupted him by saying, “My husband.” 
 
    “Husband… could follow me.” The man continued with a brief nod.  
 
    He turned away and they both followed him as he walked through the building. He opened a pair of double doors that led into what Jarron assumed was an office. It had multiple chairs that surrounded a small wooden table. The window behind them was massive and faced directly towards the forest. The walls of the room were the same red lacquered wood that seemed to be popular with the Eal’tain. This room however had several odd tapestries. Jarron had to admit that he was fascinated by the design of the Eal’tain rooms and buildings. Her father gestured for them to seat, which they did immediately. 
 
    He spoke, “I apologize for you having to live so long without knowing me. I am afraid that your existence is due to a youthful indiscretion and I did not know of you for until recently.” 
 
    Cheerfully Elyse replied, “I’m just happy to have found you, I spent many nights wondering about you. I want to know all about you father. What do you do for a living? Are you married now? Do I have any siblings?” 
 
    He grinned at her eagerness before replying, “All excellent questions, I will start by telling you about myself. As you know my name is Iaeth and I am the Speaker of Sethinalor.” 
 
    She interrupted, “What’s a Speaker?” 
 
    He smoothly replied, “I am the leader of the entire planet. My job is to coordinate and organize everything that the Eal’tain do here.” 
 
    She nodded at his answer. Jarron was impressed as it seemed that Elyse was related to a powerful man. 
 
    “And to answer your question about marriage, I have to ask how much you know about the Eal’tain.” 
 
    “Almost nothing.”  
 
    “That makes sense since you have probably not interacted with our kind. For our kind we do not form martial bonds in the same way that others do. Instead of some sort of legal or binding agreement we simply choose a partner and live together. Either party may break the arrangement at any point but that rarely is done.” 
 
    Elyse nodded at his words. Jarron knew immediately that she would not want a marriage like that. He had to agree because he was quite happy with the arrangement that they now had. 
 
    “And as for siblings, indeed you have many. We Eal’tain had an issue many centuries ago where over half of our kind left and became the Magial. Since then all families are obligated to reach at least four children. We have found ourselves barely back to the numbers of Eal’tain when the Magial left. You have seven siblings.” 
 
    Elyse’s jaw almost hit the floor. Jarron had to admit that it was a significant number of children as humans rarely had more than three children. 
 
    “Wow that’s a lot of siblings.” She stated. 
 
    Her father chuckled before replying, “I would guess that going from none to seven would be a shock.” 
 
    “Could I meet them?” She asked curiously. 
 
    “Of course you can, although you are much older than any of them. My oldest child, other than you, is only sixteen years old. They all live here with me, along with my mate.” 
 
    “Will I be an issue for your mate?” 
 
    He shook his head and replied, “It is quite common for children from outside the current mating to be there. In fact my first three children are from another mate.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled, which caught the attention of both Elyse and her father. 
 
    He took their looks a cue to speak, “It seems to me that having so many children and mates could be both confusing and expensive.” 
 
    “Indeed, but we Eal’tain live a very different lifestyle. The only money we acquire and use is for dealings with others outside our culture. We gladly barter with each other freely and no one is left without a home and food.” Her father stated evenly. 
 
    Jarron thought it sounded like a wonderful system but he also pondered how it could ensure that people were honest and did not take advantage of the system. 
 
    Her father continued speaking, “On that note I am curious what happened to you. I had spent a significant amount of effort tracking you to that far away church only to discover that you had gone missing.” 
 
    Elyse sighed before saying, “I was kidnapped.” 
 
    Her father looked confused. Jarron could not blame him. Kidnappings usually only happened to those with excessive wealth. 
 
    “Why would someone kidnap an orphan on a faraway planet?” Her father asked. 
 
    “Because I have the Gift.” 
 
    “I had heard and I was honored when I heard that one of my children had the Gift. In our culture those with the Gift are highly revered but I wonder why having the Gift would cause you to be kidnapped. Are people with the Gift so rare on your planets?” 
 
    He directed the last question at Jarron. 
 
    “No the motivations of her kidnappers are much more sinister.” Jarron replied. 
 
    “How so?” Her father asked. 
 
    Elyse answered, “Because the man who kidnapped me was using me as a test subject.” 
 
    Her father looked aghast at her words. 
 
    Horror was on his voice as he asked, “A test subject?” 
 
    “Yes, the man who kidnapped me was looking for Jarron.” 
 
    Her father looked at Jarron and said, “Interesting, although I am confused. Did you know each other before then? The man I spoke to at your church seemed to indicate that you were living with them the whole time.” 
 
    Elyse shook her head before answered, “It was not until he exposed us to each other that we ever met.” 
 
    “So what is the reasoning behind his action?” 
 
    Jarron was very unsure if it was a wise idea to expose Tiberius’ motivations. He did not know how the Eal’tain would react.  
 
    Elyse looked into his eyes and asked, “Should we tell him?” 
 
    Jarron answered, “It’s up to you.” 
 
    In a very curious tone her father asked, “Tell me what?” 
 
    Elyse looked away from Jarron and at one of the nearby empty chairs. The electrical pulsing began to wave through Jarron again. He could not move. The chair slowly rose into the air.  
 
    Her father stood and with his face thick with shock he exclaimed, “He is a focal point!” 
 
    Elyse lowered the chair and said, “Yes.” 
 
    Jarron could move again. 
 
    “This is not good.” Her father said. 
 
    “Why?” Elyse asked with a frown. 
 
    “Focal points need to be protected and kept away from those with the Gift for long periods of time.”  
 
    “Why?” She asked yet again. 
 
    Her father sighed and then answered, “Because if they are not kept apart they will bond to each other and then that will be one of only a small number of focal points lost forever. Only that person will be able to use them, ever. Nothing can break that bond, even death.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled. He had suspected their bond was quite strong.  
 
    He father then asked urgently, “Have you had sex?” 
 
    Jarron was slightly shocked he would ask the question, as it seemed as though their sex life seemed a popular subject with strangers. This time however Jarron would not answer, he simply turned to Elyse. She was blushing at the question. 
 
    She nodded bashfully as she answered, “He is my husband.” 
 
    “Then the bond is set,” Her father said, “Which is most unfortunate, we have so few focal points of our own.” 
 
    He rubbed his chin and after a moment of thinking he spoke, “Well I must contact the Green Council, they must know of you. I wish to invite you both to stay with me until they respond. I will have Laquil take you to my residence. He will introduce you to my mate and she will help settle you in our guest quarters. I must speak to the Green Council and then afterwards I will meet you there. Is this acceptable?” 
 
    Jarron turned to look at Elyse, who looked back at him. He nodded at her and then she turned to her father and agreed. 
 
    “Very well,” He said, “Please follow me.” 
 
    Her father stood up and guided them back out to the entryway where Laquil was waiting. 
 
    Her father instructed him, “Please take them to my residence and introduce them to Uaera. Let her know to set them up in my guest quarters. Also, please ask her to introduce my daughter and her husband to all of our children. They might all find the experience pleasant.”  
 
    Laquil nodded and then gestured for them to follow him. Elyse gave her father another hug, which he returned softly, before turning and following Laquil. She reached out and took Jarron by his hand. They walked through the clearing and towards one of the large buildings along the outer end of the clearing. He was certain that this building was her father’s residence. Laquil stopped at the door and knocked. After a few moments it opened and an Eal’tain woman opened the door. Jarron was surprised by how lovely she was. It had seemed to him that beauty was a common trait in all of the Eal’tain. This woman had soft long brown hair, which she wore loosely in a ponytail. She wore the same dress of her people, except this one was a light orange color. Her light complexion was similar to all of their people. She spoke in a language that Jarron did not understand. Laquil replied to her in the same language.  
 
    After they had a lengthy conversation she turned to Elyse and said, “Hello, my name is Uaera. I am the mate of your father, please enter.”  
 
    She gestured for them to enter. Elyse stepped through the door, releasing Jarron’s hand as she stepped in. Jarron followed behind her into the building. Uaera guided them through the residence and to a circular large open area in what Jarron believed was the center of the building. It looked like some type of meeting place that had a large low lying table and no chairs.  
 
    Uaera indicated the floor next to the table and said, “Please have a seat.” 
 
    Elyse immediately set next to the table on the floor. He slid down on the floor next to her. He was pleasantly surprised by how comfortable the padded floor was. Uaera then loudly spoke again in the language that Jarron was sure was Eal’tain. After a few moments several Eal’tain children of varying ages began to come into the room. Many of them looked very much like Elyse and her father. It was clear that they were stunned since they all stopped when they initially saw her and Jarron. After another moment they all slowly took seats around the small table. Uaera was the last to sit. 
 
    In a clear voice Uaera spoke, “Everyone this is Elyse and her mate,” She paused and then continued, “I am sorry, your name is?” 
 
    He answered, “Jarron.” 
 
    She then turned again to the children around her and said, “Jarron. Elyse is your oldest sibling.” 
 
    One of the youngest ones said loudly, “How come she does not look right and why is she mated with a human?” 
 
    Jarron chuckled. He had heard somewhere that small children would say whatever popped into their little minds and this one just proved it. 
 
    Elyse then said softly to the child, “Because I’m half Eal’tain and half human. I’m with Jarron because I love him.” 
 
    The child spoke again, this time with a look of disdain, “Ewww human? I thought that humans were big, clumsy and slow witted?” 
 
    Jarron was appalled that this is what the Eal’tain had thought of his kind. It was no wonder that the Eal’tain did not wish to associate much with the Galactic Union if they felt this way. It reminded Jarron of something that Hain had said, the Eal’tain were arrogant and selfish. 
 
    Elyse just chuckled at the small child’s comment and then said with a giggle, “Well I do agree with you that humans are big and clumsy but I can tell you they aren’t slow witted.” 
 
    Uaera said, “Elyse I apologize, sometimes small children to say the most interesting things.” 
 
    “It’s fine.” Elyse replied. 
 
    Jarron grunted and stated grumpily, “Easy for you to say Elyse, you’re not the one who was just called big, clumsy and slow witted.” 
 
    Elyse reached out and gently rubbed his shoulder before saying, “Well I disagree with the slow witted, but even you have to admit that humans are bigger and much clumsier than the Eal’tain?” 
 
    Jarron grunted again before saying, “I bet I could fly circles around any Eal’tain you bring forward. Wouldn’t be calling me clumsy then I bet.” 
 
    Elyse laughed before she replied, “Alright my dear, I’ll concede that point. I do remember you attempting to evade my pokes and failing horribly though. 
 
    He begrudgingly admitted, “I guess you have a point there.” 
 
    She nodded at him. 
 
    Uaera then said, “Elyse please let me have your brothers and sisters introduce themselves.” 
 
    The one who Jarron could tell was the oldest stood. He guessed that she was around the sixteen years that her father said she was. 
 
    “My name is Yeavi.”  
 
    The next one stood, a boy, and he said, “Maelu.” 
 
    Then another boy stood, “Olori.” 
 
    A girl, “Riena.” 
 
    Another girl, “Beune.” 
 
    A boy who made the comment about humans, “Peilu.”  
 
    And finally the youngest, who Jarron guessed was around five years old announced, “I am Kikae.” 
 
    Jarron knew there would be no way he could keep track of them all.  
 
    “It’s so wonderful to meet each of you. Until today I had no father, no siblings and no family of my own,” Elyse said and then after a short pause continued, “Outside of my wonderful husband.” 
 
    She looked over to Jarron and gave him her softest smile. He returned her smile with a big grin. 
 
    “Elyse I have a question for you.” Uaera said. 
 
    “Go ahead.”  
 
    “Is it true that you have the Gift?” 
 
    Elyse nodded at her. 
 
    Uaera beamed a smile as she declared, “Well then this family is truly blessed. There has been no member of Ierth’s line to ever have the Gift. It is considered a very significant thing. The news of his eldest daughter having the Gift could actually push him to join the Green Council.” 
 
    Jarron was curious so he asked, “Is it really considered that important?” 
 
    “The only more significant thing would be to have a child who is a focal point.” She replied with a nod and then continued speaking, “But to even meet someone who is a focal point is next to impossible. There are only six in all of known Eal’tain space and they are kept away from the public.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled at her comment. Elyse looked over at him and grinned. 
 
    She said with a giggle, “I actually believe there are now seven in Eal’tain space.” 
 
    Jarron laughed at her words. Uaera looked confused at the comment.  
 
    He raised his hand up as he announced, “I’m a focal point.” 
 
    Uaera quickly rose from her seated position and said with a look of her shock on her face, “You are?”  
 
    Jarron nodded. 
 
    “But I do not understand. How is it that you are even here, and that you are mated to someone with the Gift? It is against the rules.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled before saying, “I’ve never been one for rules. I always just do what I want.” 
 
    Elyse grinned at his comment. She reached out and softly held his hand. Jarron was a little put off by the reactions of the Eal’tain children. They almost all frowned at the moment she held his hand.  
 
    Uaera must have seen their reaction because she said, “I apologize again for the children. In our culture we do not usually see much physical contact between others.” 
 
    Jarron chuckled. He could only imagine the reaction that her father must have felt when Elyse hugged him. She started to pull her hand away from him but he clenched his hand tightly to keep her hand there. 
 
    He declared in a confident manner, “We humans love physical contact, it’s how we show affection to each other. Also we believe that we shouldn’t hide who we are because others may not like it.”  
 
    Elyse stopped trying to pull her hand away and squeezed his hand tightly. Right at that moment her father walked into the room. 
 
    “I see you are all getting acquainted.” He said. 
 
    Uaera spoke up first, “Iaeth it seems as though our guests are quite special.” 
 
    Her father paused for a moment before saying, “They told you, did they?” 
 
    Uaera nodded before declaring, “This is a wonderful find, imagine how the Green Council will react knowing you have found a focal point.” 
 
    Iaeth shook his head and replied, “They were actually quite unhappy with the news. They feel as though having focal points of other races could sway the balance of the galaxy in an unfavorable way. Imagine a Grokmal with the power to use the Gift in the way a focal point allows.”  
 
    Jarron could see the logic behind their point. The Grokmal are violent warriors who cared only for domination and war, at least he thought that until he discovered Tiberius was hiring them. Even still they would be even more dangerous if they had the same abilities as Elyse. 
 
    Iaeth continued, “However they insisted that I bring both my daughter and her husband to them. Would that be fine with the two of you to meet our leaders?” 
 
    Jarron glanced over at Elyse, who nodded in response.  
 
    He looked back at Iaeth and replied, “Sure, we’re on our honeymoon so we should go to exotic locations and meet new people.” 
 
    Uaera asked, “What is a honeymoon?” 
 
    Jarron laughed at the question and after a light chuckle Elyse responded, “When humans get married they go on a vacation to someplace special together just to see new things and places.” 
 
    “Married?” Uaera asked. 
 
    Iaeth said something in their language, which Uaera responded to in the same language. 
 
    Uaera then said, “I understand. Let us eat and then I will show you both to the guest quarters. Tomorrow you leave for Alathia.” 
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you! 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’d like to thank the many people who helped to make this book happen. First and foremost I’d like to thank God. Without the inspiration of our maker I could never write so frequently. As always my wife Parneeta keeps me going even without agents willing to give me a chance. My three little ones, Shawn II, Spencer, and Astir who are the center of my universe. I would like to thank Fajri Muhammad who did the cover art. I would like to thank social media for being so horrible that I had no choice to leave it, along with how much happier I am without it. I would recommend it to anyone to leave. Lastly, but most importantly, you the reader. I wrote this one for you guys and hope you enjoy it! Thank you. 
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