
        
            
                
            
        

    





Diyar knew he would never find a woman of his own until one fell from the stars and landed at his feet. Even he can’t miss the hint.

 

Jadoree was compelled to seek out means to travel through the stars and to a new universe, but the moment she arrived, all compulsion went out the window. What now?

Diyar had always known his match waited for him in the stars, but when the pod carrying her landed a few feet away from him, he had to admit that fate was coming on strong.

Jade joins Diyar as her body begins to react to the brilliance of the world around her. No longer in the dim light of the darkest star, her body begins to develop skills and traits that not only let her thrive, they are designed to let her take over should she choose to. Decisions, decisions.
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Chapter One

Jadoree looked up at the sky and looked desperately for a point of light. As always, there was nothing to lighten her view.

“Jadoree Yix, what year did the first probe leave Haxos?”

She jerked as the professor called on her.

“Thirty-eight ninety-three was the year of the initial sending, but it was a pod not a probe. The first actual probe left Haxos six years later.” He blinked and nodded. “That is correct. Very good, Miss Yix. You are deceptively attentive.” She nodded tightly as he droned on, but she could have recited his lecture from memory. The craving for light had begun while she was a toddler, and it had never eased.

Jadoree sat through the whole lecture, waiting for the professor to dismiss the class.

He raised a hand. “Tonight is the anniversary of that first sending, if you have purchased a ticket to the Stellar Sciences Museum Gala, do attend. The stars will be in the same alignment they were all those years ago. It is not an event to be missed.” They waited quietly until he followed his statement with, “Class dismissed.” Jadoree gathered her screen and her stylus and got to her feet. The Stellar Science Academy was the best in secondary education, and while she was able to do plenty of research on her own there was nothing like the resources that she had at her disposal as a student at the academy.

She walked back to her quarters, going over the small details that the professor had covered in his lecture. She would work on her personal notes and check how they fit in.

Her family had been relieved when she took an interest in higher education. The Yixes were one of the prime families of Haxos, and they wanted her to make them proud. Her fixation on something that had happened thousands of years ago wasn’t appropriate in a socialite, but it was fine for a student. Now that she was a student, they told everyone her obsession was simple dedication to her studies.

Alone in her quarters, she looked around and nodded at the notes pinned to the walls, the diagrams of the original pod and framed pictures of bright stars in a dark sky. The images were sent back to them by the probe that followed the pod, moments before they lost contact. Researchers had examined the images for twenty centuries and still had no idea how to reach the stars that burned bright in the dark sky.

Jadoree knew how to reach those points of light, but knowing it and doing it were two very different things.

Her message centre was flashing and she played the messages from her parents, her cousin and the man her cousin wanted her to meet at the museum. Jadoree snorted and took a quick shower before wrapping herself in a robe and catching up on her correspondence.

If tonight turned out the way she planned, she would not have a chance to pay her bills again. It was best for herself and her family if she caught up on all the details of life before she went to the gala. Who knew if she would have the ability to do anything after?

Jadoree kept her wrap on her shoulders as she moved on a VIP tour with several of the largest donors to the Stellar Science Museum. A portion of her trust went to the museum every year and that rated a special tour of the most precious exhibits.

The guide in formal wear smiled and paused, “This is a replica of the original probe sent through to the system of bright stars. The original was sent at an approximation of the same setting that we are experiencing tonight.” Jadoree kept her cocktail in one hand as the select crowd milled around the probe, examining the details and staring at the recordings that few of the Haxos could access.

Jadoree took her turn looking at and touching the pod. “A miracle of more primitive sciences.” The guide smiled. “It is indeed. Now, the next exhibit is the second pod built by Dr. Hynadeer Follen. She disappeared in the first pod, but this one has survived. No one can activate it. Whatever technique Dr. Follen used is lost to us, but it stands as an amazing creation designed by a young woman at the forefront of her field.” Jadoree hung back, and as it became her turn to examine the smooth metal and enamel, she tipped her cocktail onto her wrap and backed away quickly. “Oh damn. I have to go clean this up.” The guide nodded, and the group continued as she slipped off to the nearest lav. When she was sure that the group had passed around the corner, she walked to the security monitor and flipped the wrap over it.

Jadoree wasn’t sure that she could activate the pod, but she had to try.

With a slow caress on the metal housing, she heard a whirring within. The pod opened to expose a seat and a cockpit filled with monitors and a few toggles.

The seat was her size. It was perfectly designed for her, and she took advantage of her moment, slipping into the chair that was silently calling her name.

She stroked the armrests of the seat and jumped slightly as the pod shifted around her. She settled her feet in the grooves that were set for them and jumped again as restraints tied her into the pod.

Her wrists, belly, ankles and neck were held tight while the pod shut.

She heard a cry from outside the unit but she was fixated on the whirring and the change in angle she was experiencing. The thing confining her was shifting, and it was preparing to do something.

Jadoree watched the small screen that showed her a crowd forming before they rapidly backed away. She was weightless for an instant, and then, the pod was jetting off Haxos with an unknown propellant launching it directly into the darkest star.

She watched the screen as she increased in speed until the star’s black heart was all that was visible in the small monitor.

One of the toggles lit and a chime rang repetitively, growing more urgent with every second. Jadoree extended her fingers, restricted by the band on her arms, and she flicked the switch.

The pod jolted, and a bright light expanded around her.

Her reality was ripped apart as she clenched her fingers on the arms of the seat. Whether it was a good thing or not, she had followed her instincts, now she could only hope to survive them. As her eyes were blinded by light streaming in from all around her, she really doubted her chances.



Chapter Two

Diyar was beyond frustrated. His injury had sent him back to his home world, and he wanted nothing more than to be back in action.

Battle Commander Diyar Velu knew he was lucky. The blast that had shattered the shelter he was guarding had embedded metal supports in his chest that had almost taken his life. It was two months later, and he had recovered much of his strength, but the medical officers were not clearing him for duty yet. Frustrating didn’t begin to cover it. He worked off his energy hiking across the landscape outside the range of the colony. It was the stellar anniversary of his ancestress coming to the Asku. It was said that the stars had lined up on the day she appeared, and tonight those stars were in the same alignment.

Diyar looked up at the foothills he was climbing and kept moving toward the valley where records first recorded her arrival. Part of him hoped that if he wasn’t cleared to return to action, he could at least find a mate like the rest of his brothers had.

He didn’t begrudge them their mates, but he had no idea where to look for the woman who was right for him. He looked up and noted that the stars were almost in the line he was waiting for.

Winded, he walked through the pass and looked at the stone that marked the impact of his ancestress. Diyar sat on a rock and looked up at the sky from the bowl of the valley.

The stars lined up as he watched, and a line of light sprang from one to the other. The observatory would be capturing images of this event, but there was nothing like seeing it with the naked eye.

Diyar watched the line of light fade, but out of it, a tiny star broke free. That star moved with a tail expanding and burning as it came to an unceremonious halt in the valley he was sitting in.

The glowing object hovered above the ground and slowly settled, burning into the dirt and rock beneath it.

Lights started to flare around the valley as the others who observed the impact came to investigate. Diyar got to the object before they did, and when he touched the exterior with a quick jab of his finger, he didn’t find the heat he was expecting.

The silver orb slid open and revealed a woman inside. She was breathing but unconscious. Bands of colour marked her body at her wrists, neck and belly. Her long skirt covered her ankles, but the minute bodice she was wearing didn’t conceal much.

The orb started to melt beneath her, so Diyar made a decision and lifted the woman from the dissolving means of transport.

He stood holding her as the investigative teams converged on them. Her body felt right in his arms, and the light scent coming off her skin was enthralling. A wave of midnight hair hung down nearly to the ground, and Diyar looked up for a moment and then back to the woman in his arms.

Apparently, his woman had been hiding in the stars.

She dragged in a shuddering breath and opened her eyes. The black on black with a pinpoint of light was all too familiar.

Diyar repeated the words that his ancestor had supposedly spoken. “Welcome to the hidden world of the Asku. Prepare to make it your home.”


* * * *


Jadoree saw the man above her and took in his dark eyes. “So, I am still at home?”

“Where is home?”

His voice was deep, and his neck and cheeks were marked with glyphs that were similar to the language of Haxos.

His words were understandable to her as well, so she was guessing she was still in her own system.

That guess ground to a halt the moment she looked past the male holding her, and she saw the bright stars behind him. “The stars. They burn white and pink.”

He chuckled and shifted her so she was more comfortable. “And blue and brown and green. The composition of the star causes the shift in the spectrum. Why are you so surprised? Have you been in confinement?”

She smiled. “I guess I have. Um, can you put me down?”

He paused before tilting her and setting her on her feet. “Stay close to me. They will want to examine you. Where do you come from?”

“Haxos, under the rays of the Velu. Where am I?”

“On the world of the Asku, far away from your dark star.”

She swayed in shock. “How do you know what the dark star is?”

“I am descended from the last woman to make it from your world to this.” She blinked and stared into his features as they blurred into a contrast of light and dark. “The last woman?”

“You are not the first one to fall from the darkest star.” He held her tightly as they were surrounded.

Jadoree looked around her and saw only the light of the men surrounding her. It was so much light that she clenched her eyes and turned her face to the chest of the man holding her.

The summons that had driven her her entire life had ceased to urge her onward. Being abandoned by her compulsion was almost as shocking as being surrounded by nothing but men. Jadoree curled against the man who held her and refused to look at the men holding a plethora of scanners and monitors.

What have I done? 

The thought echoed as she was taken to a transport and flown into an inhabited area then carried to a facility that had a medical tang.

She was an alien who had crashed on a foreign world. Jadoree had no idea what was going to happen next.

 

Jadoree waited while she was examined in a room with three physicians and a bot shaped like a woman made of polished steel. The man who had carried her was being forced to wait outside.

The physicians were polite and very diffident as they directed her to the scanners. She stood in the places she was directed to and waited as they ran her through one set of readings after another.

When they had run every kind of scan they could think of, she was handed off to the robot.

“Where is the man who found me?” The bot inclined its head, and it sounded amused. “You are going to be quartered in the women’s area for the Velu family. He is not allowed. My name is Riveh, by the way.”

“I am Jadoree Yix.” Jadoree could see the waves of tech and blended organic energy in Riveh. The bot may look synthetic, but somewhere, it had a beating heart.

“What do you do, Riveh?”

“I train the women of the Asku to understand the society they now find themselves in. I teach them what is expected and what will be demanded of them.”

“It sounds harsh.”

“It can be for some, but if your social structure allows physical expression in a mated situation without guilt, it is an easy transition.” Riveh’s feet clicked as she walked.

Jadoree started to laugh. “I am not even in the same universe that I started in. I think a transition from internal hysteria is the highest priority on my schedule.”

“Well, clear that schedule, because aside from the Asku wanting to know about you, you are going to learn about them.”

She chuckled. “Set me in front of a terminal and give me the history, then we will talk.” Learning had never been a problem for Jadoree.

Explaining what she was and how she had arrived was going to be the hardest task by far.



Chapter Three

One thing she knew was that she didn’t want to sleep until she knew where she was. With no frame of reference for the light universe, she wanted to get into their data streams and find out where she was and what was going on.

Riveh set her up in quarters decorated with pale lavender and deep purple. The learning station had a comfortable chair, so Jadoree propped her feet up on the desk, pulled the touch control to her lap and ran through two thousand years of Asku history in two hours.

“How did you do that?” Riveh was at her side as Jadoree got up to stretch.

“I was always good at studying. I think I will get some rest now, though. Is there something for me to wear as I sleep?”

“Asku brides sleep naked.” Riveh’s words were absolute as she helped removed Jadoree’s clothing.

“That is a lie. I read the histories. They bond but still travel to carry out their obligations. The women are left to their own devices while the men are gone as long as they uphold the community standard of behaviour.”

Riveh made a noise similar to a chuckle. “You caught me. We just don’t bother with them. Training the ladies to sleep in the raw speeds things tremendously.”

“Show me what clothing is available, and I will find something suitable.” Jadoree was suddenly tired. The adrenaline had worn off, and she really wanted to sleep.

Riveh showed her the wardrobe, and Jadoree pulled out a silky, long tunic that would do just fine. She climbed into bed and curled into a ball, waiting for sleep to claim her.

The lights dimmed, but she still saw the stars through the windows. She wanted to stare at them all night, but as she watched, the starry night was blurred out into waves of brightness.

Jadoree sat up and watched the light expand and fill the panel of glass. The glare blinded her as she continued to watch the rotation of the world she was on take her into the path of starlight of the highest magnitude.

Before she could stop herself, she was standing next to the window. Her hand pressed against the glass as she closed her eyes and absorbed the light.

Her skin tingled with energy as she bathed in the light.

Riveh clicked into her room and made a small noise. “Jadoree, what are you doing?”

“I am feeling something that is impossible in my own world.” She held out her hand and turned it in the pink-white light.

“I see. You need sleep.”

“I will still need sleep when the darkness comes again. How long does this light last?” She turned her hand slowly, enjoying not only the feel, but also the weight of the light on her skin.

“This time of year, sixteen hours of daylight.” Riveh tilted her head.

“Wonderful. I have dreamed of this all my life.” She turned to face the bot.

“Well, if you will not sleep, Lady Enari is eager to speak with you.”

“Where is she?”

“In her private rooms. When her husband is off world, she stays in the women’s quarters of the palace, which is where you are.” Jadoree looked down. “I think I need some pants then, possibly some undergarments.” Riveh returned to the wardrobe and pulled out the trousers that matched the tunic. She then pulled out two wisps of silk and handed them to Jadoree. “There you are. I will set up a breakfast in the main gardens. Out the door, to the right whenever you are ready.”

The bot left her alone, so Jadoree got dressed, found a brush and worked at her hair until it was a thick column of braid down her spine. She slipped on the underclothing with a bit of struggle, and when the trousers were in place with their drawstring tight, she crept out of her room and to the right.

The walls were made of a pale stone, and the scent of flowers assailed her nostrils. A hugely pregnant woman with a cascade of scarlet hair that rivalled the blooms nearby was sitting at a table while Riveh shuttled food and tea to her.

The woman smiled brightly. “Welcome, sister.”

“You are Lady Enari?”

The woman extended her hand. “I am. I would get up, but I save the effort for going places nowadays.”

“Please, remain seated. I have two sisters with children, and they weren’t nearly as pleasant as you are when they were this far along.” Jadoree inclined her head. “I am Jadoree Yix.” She took the hand Enari extended and bent over it before joining the woman at the table.

“So, you fell out of the sky?” Enari poured two cups of tea and handed Jadoree one of them.

“I did. Well, I believe that the dark star is a separate universe, a bubble that can only reach this plane when the stars align. Last night they did.”

The tea was a foreign scent but not unpleasant.

Jadoree sipped and casually sent her gaze across the table. Enari didn’t say a word but casually shoved two small pots toward her. One contained crystals and the other a white liquid. She took a spoon and poured some of each into the spoon in turn. She tasted the liquid and imagined it in the tea, and then, she tasted the crystal and smiled.

A little of each created a more mellow flavour than she had initially experienced.

“So, you simply jumped into a ship and flew here when the door opened?” Enari sipped at her tea and parked her cup and saucer on her belly when she was done.

“Something like that. I stepped into a museum piece, and it closed in around me, transporting me here in a surge of power that came from the pod itself. The original designer was Diyar’s ancestress as far as I can tell.”

“And therefore Drion’s and this little one’s. I have thought privately that their dark eyes were a genetic aberration, but looking into your features, I don’t think that they could be any other colour.” The cup and saucer began to rattle in sharp jolts.

“It’s very strong.” Jadoree inclined her head. It was a compliment on Haxos.

“It is trying to come out the hard way. I can’t believe I am supposed to have three weeks left. I feel huge. You said your sisters had children?”

“Yes, I have four nieces and three nephews.” She bit her lip and looked up at the bright sky. She was not going to see them grow up, and it suddenly caused a sharp ache in her chest.

“How did your sisters stand the last few weeks?” Enari groaned and put the dancing cup on the table before the baby kicked it away.

Jadoree smiled sadly. “I took them shopping.” Enari cocked her head and looked at Riveh.

“Riveh, is she going to have to go through the same training I did when I arrived?” Riveh shook her head. “No, Lady Enari. Jadoree is a very special case. Once the science teams question her, that status may change, but for now, she is a woman of an as-yet unknown species, compatible only with the Velu clan. Diyar has already requested her as his wife. She answered his prayers and fell from the stars.” Enari winked. “In that case, I think a trip to the city is just what she needs. Riveh, arrange transport and a guard.”

Jadoree sat up straight. “Are you serious?”

“Of course I am serious. My husband is off blowing up a series of bases on an alien world, I need you to entertain me, sister.”

“Why do you call me sister?”

Enari reached for a flat piece of pastry and started to eat. “Because some things go far beyond blood. You are going to join the family. I could tell the moment that Diyar woke me up on the com and pestered me to make friends with you.” Jadoree felt disappointment. “You had to be asked to be friendly to me?” Enari smiled. “You arrived after I was asleep for the night. I didn’t even know you were here until Diyar woke me up and started nagging. I swear that boy was acting like a child on their first day of school.”

“Boy?”

Enari laughed. “I am wed to the eldest, so everyone younger than my Drion is one of the little brothers, though they are all well into maturity.”

Jadoree smiled shyly and reached for one of the pastries waiting for her. She nibbled cautiously before taking a huge bite.

Breakfast tasted more familiar than the tea did.

She munched her way through learning more about the Lady Enari than she expected to.

Enari’s hand bore the tell-tale signs of a seamstress. She had spiking marks on her fingers and a peculiar nimbleness to her movements.

“That colour doesn’t suit you. You need something in metallics. I think your body would be set off by gold, silver, bronze and copper.” 

Enari cinched the conclusion that Jadoree had drawn.

“Fascinating. I don’t have any local currency. I came out of the pod, and all I have is my skin.”

“It will be my gift for you, a welcome to the world of the Asku. What style of clothing did you wear at home?”

Jadoree described the skirts and tops she wore at home. As a woman of the Haxos upper class, a premium had been put on appearance. Since she was a child, she had been acutely aware of how she looked at any given moment, trying frantically to blend in. Here, she had no choice. Her eyes ensured that she stood out, and she had no option in the matter.

Enari smiled as Riveh confirmed that transport and a guard had been arranged. “Come along, sister. It is time to meet the Asku at home. The fiercest warriors in the galaxy await.” Jadoree helped her to her feet and began the second adventure in as many days.



Chapter Four

She should have been more surprised that Diyar was the guard that Riveh had arranged for them. His presence and the brooding intensity of his gaze combined with the knowledge that he had already put in a proprietary claim had the effect of keeping Jadoree quiet.

Enari kept looking between them, and a slow smile spread across her lips as they flew into the city.

Jadoree looked over at her sister and fought the urge to smack the smug expression off her face.

The pilot flew the ship from the palace to the heart of the city, and Jadoree looked away from Enari to absorb the world around her in all its brightly coloured glory.

The colours of Haxos under the light of Velu were deep and muted by the means of lighting that her people had created. To see the bright light and vibrant clothing as it was meant to be seen was humbling. It was like dreaming a world and then walking into it.

She pushed her distraction about Diyar away and let her senses take in the bright confusion of the marketplace. The pilot settled them on a pad designed to support their style of vehicle, and Diyar helped Enari disembark. When he held his hand out to assist Jadoree, she hesitated but allowed him to take her hand to help her down.

The slide of his skin against hers energized her the same way the light did. She felt powerful and dizzy at the same time.

When he let her go and he moved to help his sister-in-law down the stairs, the heady feeling did not fade as she watched the care he offered to the dangerously pregnant woman.

She moved quickly so that she did not lose sight of them, but she didn’t need to worry. Enari waited for her at the base of the stairs. “Who would ever have thought that up was easier than down?”

“Anyone who ever had a baby. Now, where are we off to?” Jadoree linked arms with Enari for stability.

“Fabric for baby stuff, fabric for you, then lunch, then tea, then shoes, possibly jewellery.” Enari checked the list off on her fingers. “Maybe a snack between baby stuff and fabric, let’s see where my belly leads.”

Jadoree nodded. “I am in agreement with anything your belly has to say. Do you know if it is a boy or a girl?”

Enari snorted. “It has a ninety-nine percent chance of being male, so the Asku don’t even bother testing. I have slipped in a few girly pastels and embroideries, just in case.” Diyar shook his dark head and smiled, not commenting.

When they walked into the baby shop, the pilot waited near the door, and Diyar gamely carried any object that took Enari’s fancy.

Jadoree offered her opinion of the baskets that Enari was interested in. “Don’t you simply put the child into a pack and carry it against you?”

“Do you?”

“Sure. It keeps the baby happier according to my sisters.” Jadoree shrugged. She had babysat for her sisters’ children, and they had all enjoyed being carried around in packs, strapped to whichever adult had possession of them at the time. “Mind you, the children of my people may react differently.”

Enari shrugged. “It can’t hurt.” Jadoree sighed and winked at Diyar as he was spared carrying another basket. The shopkeeper was attentive and took them quickly to show them the variety of baby wraps and bundling devices.

Diyar grunted under the weight of the purchases, and Enari was immediately apologetic.

“I am sorry, brother. I forgot.” He smiled with the light of pain in his eyes.

“It’s fine, Enari. I am here to recover, and now, I understand why you consider a shopping trip to be a workout.”

The pilot stopped two Asku from entering the shop, but they waited outside as Enari concluded her purchasing of what seemed to be the entire shop. Apparently, her kind nested with a vengeance.

Jadoree took a bag to ease Diyar’s burden, but he removed the bag from her hands. “I won’t get better if everyone keeps trying to help me.”

“What happened that you need to get better from?” She simply asked the question, but everyone within earshot froze.

Enari offered her an arm again and announced, “I need a little snack. To the teashop.” Diyar handed the purchases to the pilot and spoke softly to the two men who had been waiting for them. He returned to the ladies and inclined his head. “My mother is waiting in a teashop around the corner.”

Enari let out a blast of air. “Good. She can help me with colours for Jadoree. I am thinking metallic, but in the harsh light of day, they might need some softening.”

Diyar snorted. “Drion told me to keep an eye on you, but he didn’t mention that you are obsessed with acquisition.”

“When you are growing a person inside you, then you can judge.” Enari gave him a feral smile that made him back up a step, and Jadoree stifled a laugh.

The two Asku who had come to invite them led the way to Enari’s mother-in-law.

The passersby on the street gave them a wide berth but looked fondly over at Enari’s abdomen.

“So, pregnancy here is a big deal?” Enari chuckled. “You could say that. I have already received enough gifts to outfit nine children, but I need to choose some specific things for myself, and anything I don’t use will be passed along to the next woman in the town or the family.”

They rounded the corner and an open courtyard with tables in it marked their destination.

A woman sat with a huge and bulky Asku next to her.

Diyar stiffened and then straightened into an alert posture.

Enari whispered, “Doron is Diyar’s father. Nishka is his mother. Doron is recently retired from the highest position the Asku have.” 

“So, that is Diyar’s mother? She doesn’t look old enough to have a child his age.” They had gotten close enough, and Nishka looked up at them. “Thank you, daughter. I can assure you that I feel every one of the years I have lived. Seven sons will do that to you.” Diyar rolled his eyes. “It wasn’t as bad as that, Mother.”

Nishka smiled. “I remember it differently.” Doron got to his feet and embraced Enari.

“Drion will be home soon. Hopefully, before you add to the family.”

Enari sighed and kissed Doron on both cheeks.

“I will hope the same. With each day this small person takes on the weight of a neutron star.” Doron helped her sit, and Nishka reached out to take Jadoree’s hand.

Jadoree looked down into the eyes that held a brightness that blinded her senses. A reflex she had never experienced flared out and dampened the light to a more bearable level.

Doron cleared his throat. “I see you are introducing yourself to the Radiance, Jadoree.”

“Radiance?”

“Nishka can blind with light or use it to lead men to their doom.” Doron sat next to his wife and lifted one of her hands to his lips. “Ask me how I know the last one?”

The group of them burst into laughter.

Jadoree sat next to Nishka and rubbed her eyes.

“I am getting used to so much light, but it does hurt at times.”

Nishka took her hand and squeezed it. “I apologize. I forgot you are of a different race. What did you do in return? I haven’t been sent back into my own head that fast in years.” Jadoree shrugged. “I don’t know. I have never had to deal with that sort of light before.” Doron poured the cups of tea, and with a gesture, a pitcher of iced water was brought, each one of them had a cup with the water and a cup of the tea.

Diyar smiled and took the seat next to her, his thigh pressed to her own. “How are you adapting to the light all around you?” She sipped at the tea and then doctored it as she had earlier. “It is coming slowly. I mean, I am sure that I am going to have a breakdown shortly when it strikes me that I cannot come back, but since I knew that going in, I have no idea when it is going to hit me.”

Enari smiled and sat back. “Tell us about your daily life under the dark star.” Jadoree blinked, but every face around the table was eager and interested. “I was born to a wealthy family, but I was always drawn to the tales of the one woman who had broken through the stars to find light on the other side. I wanted to see that light, so after collecting all the information that I could via family connection and supporting the museums, I finally had to enter higher education at the Stellar Science Academy to pursue my dreams.

“On a daily basis, I would get up, have breakfast, go to classes and then out for dinner with family or friends.” She smiled and sipped at her water.

Diyar smiled. “You are going to have to retell your story over and over again. The researchers were beginning to think that the Velu family are simply a genetic aberration that had no peculiar origin whatsoever.”

“Oh, good.” She sipped at her drink. “For two thousand years, my people have been worried about how your bloodlines were perceived. Whew! Glad I could clear that up for you.” Doron cracked up and Enari followed. Nishka and Diyar frowned before smiling ruefully.

Apparently, humour was as lightly sprinkled in the light as it was under Velu. Well, she learned something new every minute in her new home.



Chapter Five

The rest of the meal was a little tense for Jadoree. Nishka kept glaring at her, and Doron had to sooth his wife several times during their conversation.

Diyar, on the other hand, was leaning back with a grin as his mother and Jadoree faced off over childcare issues and light versus dark.

Jadoree couldn’t help it. The darkness was what she was used to. She defended it when it was described as the concealment of all evil deeds. She didn’t even know how the conversation had gotten to attacks in the night when she last remembered commenting on what time to get a baby to bed.

Enari finally called a halt to the bickering with the even phrase. “I think we need to get shopping. The clothing that Jadoree has doesn’t suit her, and I have three weeks of waiting to burn off. A project for her will be just what I need.” 

She levered herself out of her chair and smiled at Nishka and Doron. “It was nice having a little break. I will see you back at the palace.” Jadoree rose to her feet and inclined her head.

“Pleased to meet you both.”

When she shook the hand Nishka extended, dark and light fought visibly around their contact.

Jadoree released Nishka and rubbed her fingers. “That is going to take some getting used to.”

Nishka gave her a long look and smiled. “You couldn’t do this at home?”

“No. It… I feel the light and something in me is reacting.”

“I look forward to seeing what you will become then, daughter. Diyar, take care of her, she is a waking power and needs to be watched.” He looked from his mother to Jadoree, and his smile was slow. “I won’t let her out of my sight.” Jadoree must have made a face, because Enari was laughing her head off as she led the way back into the shopping area.

It took the better part of the afternoon for Enari to be satisfied with the fabric and clothing blanks for Jadoree. Halfway through the shopping, Jadoree heard her name being shortened to Jade and didn’t mind at all.

Diyar was, once again, holding all the purchases, but they didn’t take up as much space as the previous ones.

“So, Jade, what do you want to do tomorrow? I have the afternoon off, and I would love to get together again.” Enari was chipper, her cascade of crimson hair rippled down to her waist as she swayed with every step.

“Um, I don’t know what Riveh has planned or what the researchers will want to ask me or when.” Jade shrugged.

Diyar interjected, “Perhaps planning can be done on a day-by-day basis, Enari.” The pregnant woman huffed. “Fine. Don’t entertain me.”

“I have been entertaining today, have I not?” Jade put her arm around Enari’s shoulders.

Enari sighed. “Fine. You have. I will take one day of entertainment against three weeks of the ladies’ societies coming in for visits. They are lovely, but I have to be on my best behaviour. That is exceptionally tiring at the best of times.” Jade chuckled. “I am sorry for your strain, but I am sure that they mean well. All the women here have been taken from their home worlds. They crave comfort as much as you do, as you well know. I read the histories, including your arrival from Fennar.”

They walked back through the streets and were almost to the stairs leading up to the landing area when the screech of a malfunctioning engine reached their ears.

Jade looked up and took in the flight path a moment before she stretched out her hands in a defensive gesture. Shadow spilled out of her skin and blocked the descent of the vehicle, gently lowering it to the ground in a cradle of dark energy.

Diyar had Enari in his arms and safely around the corner when Jade cut the field and the skimmer thudded to the ground.

Two young Asku males tumbled out of the skimmer with their hands shaking and skins pale.

Diyar stepped between Jade and the oncoming males who were apologizing and grovelling with suitable sincerity.

Jade moved toward Enari and helped stabilize her as she walked up the stairs. When they reached the top and approached their transport, her pregnant friend asked, “Jade, how did you do that?”

Jade shrugged. “I have no idea, but there is so much power, so much energy here. It is no wonder that all this exposure to light is having some effect. I feel like it wants to come spilling out of me at every moment in the light. Apparently, I am filtering it somehow.”

Enari laughed. “You are making that up, aren’t you?”

Jade snickered. “You bet. I have no idea what is going on, but I can try and bluff a good game.” Diyar arrived in time to help boost his sister-in-law into the transport while Jade helped the pilot stow the parcels.

In minutes, they were on their way back to the palace with their collection of impulse purchases.

Enari was yawning, and as they arrived, Jade took over supporting her as they made their way back through the halls to the women’s quarters.

Riveh met them in the hall and helped them get Enari into her rooms, loosen her clothing and get her shoes off. Between one breath and the next, Enari slipped into sleep.

Smiling, Jade tiptoed out of Enari’s rooms and walked with Riveh toward her own.

As soon as they would not wake the sleeping woman, Riveh asked, “There are requests to speak to you as soon as you are able. The researchers are eager to investigate the means by which you appeared here.”

Jade smiled. “I can go now. I have had a trip and some exercise. I am ready to talk.” Riveh inclined her shiny head. “Good. Take a shower and change your clothing. I will tell them you will speak to them after dinner. You are looking rather pale.”

Knowing a good idea when she heard it, Jadoree explored the lav and worked out how to use the shower. The cascade of hot water was welcome, and it drove off the fatigue that she had been feeling after she caught the skimmer in whatever it was that was coming out of her.

She scrubbed and lathered herself over and over until her hands puckered. She shut off the water, biting her lip as she shut the hot off first, leaving a blast of cold to strike her skin. Shivering, she slammed off the last tap and wrapped herself in the drying cloth that was situated on a heated rack.

The warmth was welcome as she towelled her hair dry and wrapped another towel around her.

She walked into the wardrobe, flicking through the selections until she saw something that approximated the choli and skirt she wore every day back home.

It was a little more revealing than she was used to, but the deep violet was a becoming colour.

With a few looks in the mirror, she returned to the wardrobe and removed a long, wide, silky scarf in dark smoke with gold threads woven through it.

Jadoree wrapped it over one shoulder and tucked both sides over her left hip, leaving only one shoulder free.

Her image in the mirror was suitably decorous, and she looked around before she swished the skirt around her ankles. The sandals in the wardrobe would suffice until the purchases of the day were unloaded.

If she were at home, she would have painted her face with a dioramic mask to hide her features from the group of strangers. It just didn’t seem appropriate to do it here.

Riveh arrived and carried a tray that held the most enticing scents. “Your dinner, Jadoree. Would you care to listen to some music while you eat?”

That perked her up, and she nodded as she moved to intercept the food. She took over the tray while Riveh set the learning station for a selection of music.

Jadoree sat at the tiny table for one and took nibbles from all the offerings on the plate. Some of the music was stirring, some sent her pulse racing and others grated along her nerves, but she enjoyed them all in a perverse way. Her mind was trying to figure out what the instruments looked like that made those noises.

It was something about her new environment that she could easily research. Jadoree finished her meal, and Riveh said, “May I take you to the meeting hall now? Diyar is meeting us there.”

“Sure, before I fall asleep from the food and mild exertions of the day.” She chuckled and followed the bot out the door and down the hall.

In the obscured confines of the building, the light did not accumulate on her skin. She was able to relax. “So, my room faces the rising sun?”

“Yes, if that is too bright for you, we can transfer you to the other side of the hall.” Riveh inclined her head.

“No, no. It is fine. I like it. The light is very… stimulating.”

There were probably other words to describe it but that was the only one that sprang to mind when she thought of those first moments with the light on her skin.



Chapter Six

Riveh exited the women’s quarters with her and took Jadoree into the main palace with easy strides.

“Riveh, who built your body?”

“My people built it, centuries ago. I believe my body is still alive in stasis somewhere, but I don’t know. There is no way to contact my world, I don’t even know if my people survived the Asku. I was already transferred into my metal housing, and they took me as the ideal means to educate women without the interference of flesh.”

“Who were your people?”

Riveh paused and looked at her through unblinking mechanical eyes. “No one asks that anymore. The Delians. We were inventive, creative and an easy target for those who hired the Asku to fight their war. The battle lasted less than a day, and as I said, I don’t know if any of my kind survived.”

Knowing it was stupid, Jadoree put her hand on the bot’s arm. A jolt went through the armour, and Riveh’s features softened into something more resembling a female of surpassing beauty.

“Wow. You are lovely.”

Riveh blinked her metallic lids. “What just happened?”

“I have no idea, but I am giving off all kinds of peculiar energy today. This might be a simple side effect. Should I reverse it? I might be able to.”

“If you can, please. I have grown used to this appearance when I pass reflective surfaces. To see my own face again might be too much.” Jadoree put her hand back on Riveh’s arm and tried to recall the change.

Riveh’s metal body fought it but eventually warped back into the shape that Jadoree had first been introduced to.

Shaking and flexing her hand, they resumed their walk to the meeting room where a table of six stellar researchers and Diyar were waiting for them. Diyar sat next to her and poured her a glass of water and a cup of tea with cream and sweetener added. She grinned in delight as she realized that he had learned how she took her tea.

“Lady Jadoree, we would like to ask you a few questions as to your origins and the mechanism by which you arrived here.” The man asking the questions had black tattoos down either arm, across his cheeks and at least one was visible on his chest. His hair wore grey streaks and lines of age fought against the scars on his face.

“Certainly. I am here to help in any way I can. I do not know that much about the conveyance that brought me here. The pod was built by the same woman who came here all those centuries ago, Dr. Hynadeer Follen.”

The men looked to each other and the one speaking said, “Battle Commander Diyar, I thought her name was Velu.”

Jadoree snickered.

Diyar said, “That is the name our family took. Why we are named that has always been a guess. Our ancestors did not keep detailed diaries.”

“Lady, why did you laugh?”

“Velu is the name of our sun. Haxos is the name of our world. If I were someone who placed bets, I would guess that her first son was named Haxos Velu, and it went on from there.”

“What kind of records did Dr. Follen leave?”

“Only mentions of a calling and a doorway through the stars. Her research spurred a government impetus to create a scanning probe that would peep through the hole in space, but no one guessed she was building a pod to travel in herself. Well, two pods actually.” They looked surprised. “You travelled in a two-thousand-year-old piece of technology?” 

She shrugged. “I didn’t put too much thought into it. I felt a compulsion to get into the pod, and after that, it took over. It strapped me down, blew a hole through the ceiling of the museum, and the next thing I know, I was headed toward Velu, hoping that the pod wasn’t designed for a spectacular suicide.”

That made everyone in the room laugh.

Jadoree eased her breathing a little and sipped a cup of tea.

The ancestress of their commanders was left alone, and the panel asked her questions about the location of the stars at the exact moment of alignment. They provided her with a tablet and a stylus, so she drew the location of Velu and the five other stars in the alignment, watching as the dark spots were projected in the space between the tables, high in the air.

The one who was speaking gestured to the others and a matching map of stars was overlaid on her sketch. Light stars and dark stars were a perfect match.

Diyar looked at the pathway and smiled. “Well, that answers one question.”

Jadoree nodded. “It does indeed. Damn. If only there were a way of showing the folk at home this alignment, but I am guessing that I won’t live another two thousand years to pass along that message.”

The questions turned to the pod, and she answered what she could. Finally, she said, “It was not a pod of my design, and Dr. Follen didn’t leave any schematics behind. I have told you about what I know of the interior of the pod and the controls. They seemed to absorb energy through the skin of the pod to power the final jump.”

She closed her hand into a fist as she realized that it was precisely what she had been doing, absorbing light and letting it go in a rush of power.

Diyar put his hand over hers, and she let a trickle of energy flow into him while the panel continued their questions.

Finally, their speaker said, “Thank you for your time. May we compile more questions and ask you another day?”

She shrugged. “Of course. It isn’t like I am going anywhere.”

The laughter rang through the room again, and Jadoree got stiffly to her feet.

Diyar kept hold of her hand and led her out of the meeting room. “Come with me.” They walked quickly through the halls and into a wing of the palace that had the feel of family. He pulled her through a doorway and into a suite of rooms that looked out over the mountains.

While she stared at the lights in the sky appearing one by one, he moved beside her and removed his shirt. “How did you do this, Jade?” She turned, and his smooth, bare chest was exposed to her, a large, ugly scar running across both pecs and down his abdomen, disappearing into the top of his trousers, was slowly healing.

“I didn’t. Well, I don’t think I did. Whatever is happening to me is happening when I touch stuff, including you.” She reached out and stroked the scar. The crackle of energy followed the trail her fingers took.

The healing sped up, and he dragged in a shuddering breath. He placed his hand over hers.

“Don’t stop. Please.”

In her mind, she could feel the cracks in his bone, the tears in his flesh. He had been very near death before he was given medical attention. Her energy meshed seamlessly with his body, and it knit the flesh and dissolved the scars.

She continued to caress him slowly and tilted her head up to ask how it was feeling when he pressed a kiss to her lips that told her without words what was going through his mind.



Chapter Seven

Jade continued to stroke her hands over his scars as he slanted his mouth across hers, deepening the kiss with his tongue. She moaned, shivered and went up on her toes while she continued to stroke his chest.

Kissing wasn’t new to her, but having her soul light up when he pressed his hands to her waist was. When the trail of her fingers led her to the waistband of his trousers, she eased the barricade away, unfastening the tight fabric with shaking fingers.

The scar tapered into a thatch of dark hair, and she flattened her palm against him, letting her stored energy do what it wanted to do. She let her body do what it wanted as well and pressed her breasts against his chest as he cupped her chin with his rough palm.

Jadoree withdrew her hand from the opening of his trousers before she was tempted to delve deeper. She ran her palms up his chest and enjoyed the touch of the solid male beneath her.

He tugged at her wrap and stroked his palms along her exposed skin. Her small top fell away under his deliberate touches. She shivered when he palmed her breasts, stroking her nipples with his thumbs while cradling the rest in warm hands.

Jadoree gasped as he lifted her, walking swiftly into another room with a large bed central to the arrangement. He placed her in the centre of the bed, slipped off her sandals then went to work on her skirt. She was naked in seconds and a little embarrassed until he crawled over her and started a row of kisses that began at her neck and ended at her ankle with several startling moments in between.

When his lips caressed her inner thigh, she jumped and gasped. He seemed to take her reaction as encouragement, because he pressed kisses to the other thigh, working his way to the heated core of her.

Every gasp and moan urged him on, and as he draped her thighs over his shoulders and parted her sex with his fingers, she held her breath. The wet stroke of his tongue against her inner flesh sent a ripple of fire through her. The slide across her clit stole her breath again.

He licked again and set up a pattern of lapping at her that caused a coil of tension to draw tighter and tighter inside her. When he used his teeth carefully on her clit, the coil snapped.

Broken cries ripped the air, and starlight witnessed her first release.

Diyar backed away for a moment, and when he returned, his boots and trousers were gone, leaving him bathed in the same starlight that danced across her skin.

She noted his erection and winced at how close the original scar had come to unmanning him. All thoughts of his damage flew out of her mind as he moved over her, fitting himself to her sex and pressing into her with slow motions of his hips.

He rocked into her, and she felt the slight pop as her hymen gave way. She wrapped her legs around him and held tight as his thrusts grew faster and more intense.

They rocked together until sweat coated them both, and she cried out again a moment before he thrust to the hilt and let out a guttural, strangled cry.

He dropped onto her, his weight crushing her into the bedding.

She stroked his hair and found another round of scars hidden under his dark locks. “What happened to you, Diyar?” She pressed a kiss to his temple.

“I was on the wrong side of a projectile weapon the size of a skimmer. Large amounts of metal found themselves embedded in my chest, and I was taken to a medical facility and stabilized before they shipped me home. I have been recovering here, but the doctors were not optimistic as to my ability to return to the field.”

“I am guessing that you are going to run to the physicians in the morning and get them to re-examine you.” She stroked her fingers through his hair as the starlight gave her what she needed to help him.

He withdrew from her and pulled her tight to him, keeping one of her thighs over his hip. “I may wait a few days. Enari will need to work on your wardrobe before we get back onto a warship.”

“We?” She looked into his dark eyes, so familiar to her. She stroked his cheek.

“Yes, we. Tomorrow, I will get your name tattooed on me, and we will be mated in the Asku way.”

“Is that what the chest marks are?” He grinned and kissed her forehead, nose and lips. “Yes, that is what the chest marks are. Your name will go over my heart, any children we have will march down the other side.” She chuckled. “I am planning on a wave of little girls.”

He was serious. “I will try, I really, really will, but I can’t promise you daughters.”

She reached down between them and cupped his testicles, sending her will through the darkness and into his body.

As she withdrew her hand, she realized that she should have asked him first, but he was so busy rolling her to her back once again that the recrimination slipped her mind.

This time, he stroked her until she begged him to end it, and when he slid into her, her body bucked upward into his, a deep shiver beginning in her channel and proceeding out in waves stole her senses and resulted in her leaving deep claw marks on Diyar’s back.

She felt the jerk of his cock inside her as he shuddered in his own release. She laughed softly and held him tightly as her first true wave of sleep in this new universe washed over her.


* * * *


Diyar looked down at his bride and shook his head. She had done more to turn his world upside down in one day than any woman of any race had done with weeks at their disposal.

He cupped her back and rolled over, taking her with him. Stretching his arms, he pulled the coverlet over them both so she wouldn’t get cold.

Diyar stroked his hand down her spine, and he smiled into the darkness. He had his woman now, and he had been right, she did have to drop from the stars just for him.

His mother would have to get used to his choice of bride, because he wasn’t parting with her. The care she had taken while she touched his scars had almost moved him to tears. He had been expecting disgust, but her eager curiosity was a clean and fresh emotion that he had not anticipated.

He would be a good husband and attend to her every need. If they had made a little girl, he would be the most protective father he could. Warriors would tremble if they wanted to court his little treasure.

Diyar mentally shook his head as he planned out ways to frighten off unsuitable suitors. The odds of them having a daughter were one in a hundred, but he was willing to take that chance over and over again as long as Jadoree was his wife.



Chapter Eight

Dawn sent a surge of energy through her, and she shifted out of Diyar’s embrace to walk to the window wearing nothing but light.

“If this is what you do at dawn, I am suddenly in favour of becoming an early riser.” He grinned and put his hands behind his head, watching the view she presented him with.

“The light calls to me. It sings, and I want to answer it.” She lifted her hands and turned slowly, allowing the light full reign over her.

He got to his feet and came up to greet her, a light kiss that carried traces of the energy in its wake. “Good morning, wife.”

“Is it really so easy… husband?”

“There are registrations of planet of origin and blood samples but that is it. The Asku require no formal ceremony. When you have a species like ours that tends to steal its females, you really have to mate fast and lock it in.” He chuckled and gave her a hug.

“You are in good spirits today.”

“You have no idea. I feel like you gave me a new life last night. I can resume work for my people and my family with you at my side until you get pregnant.”

Jadoree froze in place. “And then what?”

“You return to the women’s quarters where Enari and my mother will pamper you and keep you busy until the child is born, I will try to be there for the birth, but I will not stand for you being in any danger during your pregnancy.” She lifted her hand and a black swirl of power shot up before dissipating in the dawn light. “I don’t think I will be in any danger.” He gave her another squeeze. “We don’t know what that is, so until we do, use it sparingly. I have a question for you. Have you ever seen a rainbow?”

Jade frowned. “A what?”

“Prism effect. If you haven’t seen one, I think I know what your plan for today is after you have breakfast with Enari.”

“Do you?”

“Dress for slightly cooler climates and wet weather.”

She blinked and looked down at her body.

“How? The warmest things I had, I wore yesterday. The women’s quarters are not kitted out for hiking.”

He chuckled. “Let Riveh know, and she will find something for you. She will be here in a moment. Now, I hear you are learning our language very easily. Can you spell your name in High Asku?”

Jadoree quirked her lips. “I can. I mean, I think I can. The knowledge is there, I just haven’t applied it yet.”

He walked to a desk and brought out a data pad and a stylus.

She thought about her name and swiftly made the glyphs that made up the pronunciation. “That can’t be right.”

He looked over her shoulder and laughed. “It is the correct pronunciation. Jah-doe-Rey-Yih-Ix, the summoned darkness.”

She leaned back against him and groaned. “Oh, your mother is just going to love that.” Diyar pressed soft kisses to her shoulder. “I do not care what she does and does not love, as long as you are with me, you are the only woman whose opinion matters.”

“Ah. Music to every woman’s ears. Well, you helped me undress last night, so now, I need you to help me find my clothes.” They went on a hunt and located her outerwear, but the underwear was nowhere to be found.

She scowled. “Did your floor eat them or something?”

He gave her a sheepish grin. “They might have been torn in the excitement. I promise to replace them.”

Jadoree punched him in the abdomen and then moved to put on what remained of her clothing.

Her inner thighs were sticky, but she didn’t want to remain in his quarters and take a shower.

She might never escape.

Diyar walked her back to the women’s quarters, and he must have sent a message to Riveh, because she was waiting for them.

Diyar kissed her goodbye, and he left her with a wink and a delicate touch on her cheek.

“See you in two hours, Jade.” She drew in a shaking breath, and Riveh escorted her back to her rooms, asking her details about what Diyar had requested for clothing.

While she showered, Riveh went wherever the clothing was stored and she returned just as Jadoree was towelling her hair dry. “That’s quick.”

“Once I don’t need to worry about colliding with you softies, I can move faster than the eye can see.” Riveh inclined her head.

The clothing that Riveh was holding was made of polished animal hide, including a pair of boots.

“I have to wear all of that?”

“Yes. It goes on in layers. I will help with that. Since you are breakfasting with Enari, we will begin with the base layers.” Riveh laid the clothing out neatly on the bed, one layer at a time.

Starting with underwear, Jadoree got dressed.

The leather trousers felt peculiar on her legs, but she liked the softly woven shirt with the long sleeves.

“Enari is in the garden again. You can join her at any time. I will leave the outer layers for you.” The layers she mentioned were a long vest that would reach past mid-thigh with a wide belt and a long cloak of the same soft fabric that Jadoree was already wearing.

The boots were snug but not tight, so after she had stomped around a little, she patted Riveh on the hand, thanked her and went off in search of Enari.

“Greetings of the day to you, sister.” Enari inclined her head.

Remembering the formal mention from one of the files, she replied. “May the sun shine brightly on your endeavours, sister.”

“You do learn quickly, don’t you?” Enari leaned forward and poured the tea. “So, I hear that Diyar is getting his mark this morning. Congratulations.”

“I don’t know if congratulations are in order. It simply feels right without hesitation or argument. Some things in life are like that.” She chuckled and added milk and sugar to her tea.

“I know. Being with an Asku takes some of the romance out of childhood fantasies, but they make up for it after the fact.” Enari smiled. “Nishka was adamant that if their culture would not allow them to slowly court the woman they wanted, they would court them every day of their life together after that.”

“I will enjoy seeing if her teachings extended to Diyar.” She smiled and handed Enari the morning pastries before taking one for herself.

They ate, chatted and Enari asked if she had figured out what the pulse of power had been yet.

Jade shrugged. “I have no idea, but it does happen as I absorb the light from your universe. The scientists last night were very excited when I showed them my constellation map. Our stars lined up, my dark stars and your bright ones. Once every two thousand years, they lock into alignment for a few minutes. That is when a pod or probe can pass between, though I wouldn’t recommend the trajectory to anyone.” She shuddered in remembrance.

“What do you mean?”

“To follow the line of the stars, you have to head toward your sun, the pod that the Velu’s ancestress designed absorbed the dark energy of our star and at the moment before overload, a release of that energy takes you from one universe to the next, following the line of the stars. I have no idea how it works, I only know I am lucky to have survived it.”

“And it brought you here. I, for one, am grateful. With Diyar being confined to the planet until his recovery, I have a sister to keep me company.” Enari reached over and took Jade’s hand.

Jadoree smiled and winked at Enari. She was going to have a talk with Diyar about when he would return for a medical exam. From what she remembered, the first few weeks of a new baby were very hard on the mother if the father or family was not there to help. If Drion was not back before the child arrived, Diyar was not going to take Jade anywhere.

If she had to use her dark tendrils to anchor her to the floor, she was not going to leave Enari until she was ready to take care of the new arrival.



Chapter Nine

Wrapped in the vest and cloak, Jade was delighted with the outer garments. The wind and rain were beating on the exterior of their shielded skimmer.

She was cuddled up next to him and watching as he flew them through the rainstorm. “Where are we going?”

“A little further until we reach the passing edge of the rainfall.” There was confined eagerness in his voice. Excitement at showing her something she hadn’t seen before.

He landed the skimmer on a hilltop, and they waited until the raindrops faded to a trickle. A moment later, he opened the canopy and helped her out of the skimmer.

“Close your eyes.” He placed his hands on her waist and walked her a few steps away from their transport.

She kept her eyes closed though she gripped his hands on her waist for support.

He brushed the hood of her cloak back and turned her to face light coming through the clouds. “Open your eyes.”

She blinked and welcomed the light that streamed out of the grey mist. A gasp followed as she saw bright colours painted across the sky.

“Oh, my.”

Diyar wrapped his arms around her and pressed his chin to the top of her head. “It is wonderful, isn’t it? No matter which world I am on, the sight of a rainbow always warms my heart.”

“It is light, isn’t it? Coloured light.” She watched, and to her shock, a second bow happened within the first.

“It is light. On icy days, you can see a phenomenon called sundogs, multiple visible suns due to an atmospheric effect. It is quite startling.” She turned to look up at him. “I look forward to it. What season is it now?”

“It is spring. We have four distinct seasons but none are very violent.”

Sighing, she returned to watching the rainbow.

“Can we stay here for a while until Enari is settled with her new arrival?”

“Of course. I don’t have to report to medical for another six weeks anyway. I just had a check before you arrived.” He gave her a squeeze. “I also look forward to meeting my new nephew.” 

She chuckled. “As do I.”

“Why the concern over being here?” Jadoree sighed, “When my eldest sister, Kara, had her first baby, she told everyone everything was fine. I went to visit her, and the house was a wreck, she hadn’t bathed in days or slept in a week. Her husband was off on business, and she couldn’t manage on her own. I called in my other sister, and we straightened the house and took care of the baby while Kara slept for two days almost straight. We only woke her to feed Lilieth. In a few days, she was in a routine, and we checked in less and less frequently, but those first few days were horrible.”

“We will stay.” He hugged her again.

She smiled and stayed staring at the colours of light until the effect faded. She turned in Diyar’s arms and went up on her toes to kiss him. “Thank you.”

He returned the kiss, his hand on her waist, holding her tightly to his body. “You are welcome.”

The light of the rainbow had a strange effect on her. Her thighs trembled and her body ached, the edge of release was just out of reach. The rainbow may have dissipated, but the effect on her body remained.

Jadoree wondered how long the ache in her body was going to continue, because if it didn’t wear off, she was going to go insane.

 

Back at the palace, in Diyar’s rooms, they took turns peeling the heavier clothing off each other.

She was wearing more layers than he was, so it took a while, all of a minute, but when she saw the mark of her name on him, she couldn’t resist touching it.

He shuddered at the contact and closed his eyes.

She leaned in and traced the marks with her tongue, and he groaned heavily. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled the last scraps of fabric free.

Diyar lifted her in his arms and pressed her against the wall between the windows. He rubbed his cock against her, and in a few small adjustments, he slid into her, inch by enthralling inch.

She reached out and held him close as he rocked into her with strong, punching thrusts.

Jade held on as her body bucked and wrapped around the pulsing length of his cock. The position caused intense pressure on her clit, and when her second wave of release struck, she screamed and clawed at his shoulders once again.

He shoved deep and held himself to her as she felt him jerk and jet inside her.

She slowly stroked her fingers over the raised marks she had left. He lifted his head from her shoulder and whispered, “Leave them.”

“But… I think I drew blood on a few spots.”

“I know. Leave them. I will feel them as I move around and think of you all the time.” Diyar chuckled.

“All the time? We have only been together for a day and a half.”

“With the future stretching before us, I look forward to thinking of you at every opportunity.” He pressed kisses against her neck and slowly started to move inside her again.

The slick advance and retreat brought her senses flaring out of control. He kissed her as her back pressed against the unyielding surface. She cupped his jaw and intensified the kiss, her tongue mimicking the pace she wanted him to use. After a few moments, he took the hint, and she rocked with his hard and fast motions.

Friction and heat mingled with pleasure and the fine edge of pain as they writhed together.

They cried out together, and the surge of energy brought them together, binding them with dark light.

Diyar staggered to the bed and fell on his back, bringing her with him, the binding of her energy keeping them together. He asked, “Do you know how long we will be locked together?” She shook her head. “This is as new to me as it is to you.”

“Good. I would hate to think you had ensnared others with dark light in the few moments you have been out of my sight.” He caressed her buttocks and the flare of her thighs.

Her light kept them wrapped together for close to an hour.

Diyar moved them occasionally so that she wouldn’t cramp up, and when they came free, they both sighed with relief.

“Thankfully that doesn’t happen every time.” She rubbed her thighs, massaging the tense muscles with both hands.

He took over and worked on her limbs. She was aching but mobile by the time he finished.

“What do you think caused that, Jade?” Diyar assisted her to her feet and bullied her into the shower for a hot pelting to loosen stiff muscles.

“I can make a guess, but let’s just let it go for now.” She patted his chest while the heat from the water relaxed her.

“Fine, but if it happens again, I want to know why.” He grumped a little, but she distracted him by offering to scrub his back.

If she were right about her supposition, the wrapping wouldn’t occur again for close to a year.

Jadoree crossed her fingers that she would get to see a little of the light universe before she was returned to the home world of the Asku.



Epilogue

Jade was eager to return to the palace, she hung over Diyar’s shoulder as they approached the home of the Velu family.

“I hope we made it in time for Rion’s birthday party.” Jade was almost hopping with eagerness.

“It isn’t sundown yet. We will be fine.” He was grinning.

A few more minutes across the city and they settled on the secure landing area. Jade dove into the packs of gifts and hauled them out with a light oof. “Easy, love. I will help you.” Diyar was laughing as he eased her aside, and he took the parcels from her with the grace of long practice.

Jade was full of energy, surprising in her advanced pregnancy. It always shocked her sisters-in-law to see her running around until the moment she went into labour, but the light powered her and even at night the light was everywhere.

The guards around the palace snapped to attention as they entered the archway that led into the interior of the private residence. A high-pitched laugh directed them toward the garden where a riot of children were chasing a bot with a fluffy tail attached.

The adults raised their hands in greeting as Jade and Diyar stepped into the garden.

Diyar only barely managed to put the presents on a nearby table when the treasure of the Asku swamped him. They hugged him first before carefully moving over to hug Jade.

“Jaxa, Hoxa, Vela, and Neema. Are you enjoying the party?” Jadoree looked down into the solid black eyes and black hair that were reflections of her own. Four small voices immediately chirped at her in the affirmative.

Every night while she travelled with Diyar, she contacted her little ones and caught up on their day. Her first daughter had been a surprise to the physician, the second an amazement, the third a miracle, and by the fourth, folks had been watching her belly with anticipation.

Daughters of the Asku were rare, and it had taken three years for Jade to realize that that was the whole purpose to her arrival. With the girls able to offer their spouses the chance to have girls, offers were already streaming in from Asku colonies, warships and outposts. Waiting decades was not out of the question when it came to a species that lived for a few hundred years.

The girls resumed their play, and Jade walked to sit with Enari, Nishka and Avvel. She huffed lightly as she sat, and Enari shook her head. “I have no idea how you do that.” Jade shrugged and watched the collection of children running amok on the lawn. Rion was the oldest at ten, and he tried to control his cousins, but they simply went around him in a shrieking wave.

“Be more specific.”

Enari snorted. “How you can still move when you are so far along. My doctors ordered me to bed rest for the last one. Noren is strong and healthy, but it was touch and go.” Jade sighed. “I have no idea how many more times I will be able to do this. I might even have complications with the next one. There is a reason I come home for the birthing, aside from having Riveh bring me breakfast in bed. Where is she?” Avvel said softly, “She is bringing the cake.” Riveh appeared as if summoned, her beautiful features once again apparent. Metallic gold waves of hair rippled down her spine. Her hands were occupied with a huge cake decorated with all the glyphs of Rion’s family.

Jade watched him cut the cake, and finally, it was time for presents. The blade that she had purchased in a nameless, grubby bazaar on the far side of the quadrant was unsheathed with a flourish.

Rion looked at it with amazement and bowed to thank her and his uncle Diyar.

“I believe that your aunt Avvel will be able to help you with learning how to use it. She is the blade master in the family, after all.” Diyar smiled at his nephew.

Jade had asked him once if he minded only having daughters. He had replied that there was nothing in the world he minded less. Having sons was the ordinary for the Asku. She had made him extraordinary.

As the light faded and the stars came out, Jade looked around at the family she had become part of and then up at the constellation that brought her here.

In two thousand years, would the Asku still survive, and if so, would another woman find a way through the darkest star to spur them to the next phase of their evolution?

“I know that face. That is a serious face.” Diyar crouched next to her chair.

She caressed his cheek and grinned. “I was just thinking about the future, way, way in the future, long after we are dead and dust.”

“Leave the future to those who have to live in it. Do the best for your children and leave the world brighter than when you entered it.” He kissed her hand.

“Those are very wise words.” He winked and helped her up to get a slice of cake and kiss the birthday boy. “They should be, you say them often enough.”

“I am wise as well as devastatingly attractive at all times.”

“And I am smart enough not to argue.” He kissed her mouth as she giggled, and their daughters surrounded them once again.



Author’s Note 


This concludes the Darkest Star Saga. It might eventually reform into the Treasures of the Asku, but for now, I will be concentrating on Shifting Crossroads. It is much more fun to write.

This book felt like I was writing broccoli. I don’t like broccoli. However, I have been reminded that my opinion is subjective. Perhaps I simply don’t like endings…

 

Zenina Masters
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