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Part 1

“Will the defendant please rise?” 

I stood along with my lawyer and faced the bald, bespectacled Judge Green. I could hear Mom and my sister Dawn, barely stifling their crying behind me. A few minutes before, the jury foreman announced their verdict of guilty on two of the five charges of assault. 

I made a quick glance over at the twelve worthless weasels on the jury. I didn’t know any of them, of course. But now their faces were indelibly etched into my memory. If I saw them on the street, would I be able to refrain from telling them exactly what I thought of them? 

“William Monroe, you have been found guilty by a jury of your peers on two counts of assault. These are very serious charges, and since you are eighteen, this conviction will remain part of your permanent record.” The judge looked over his glasses at the sprinkling of people in the courtroom and continued, “While some people may find your actions justifiable, this community simply cannot allow people to take the law into their own hands.” 

The judge paused a moment, removed his glasses long enough to scan some papers before him. He clasped his hands and looked at me as he said, “Due to the nature of the circumstances during which you committed said assault, and it being your first offense, I am allowed some discretion in sentencing.” 

I thought briefly back to that afternoon four months before, when I arrived home early after having exceeded my allotted hours on my job at the book store. I didn’t think anything of the beat up old truck parked in the driveway. The old pickup belonged to Jack Henderson. He had posted a want ad for handy man work and after checking out some of his references, Dad had hired him a few weeks ago to do yard work and various maintenance jobs around the house. The garage door was open and my sister’s Neon was parked inside. 

I entered the house through the garage and didn’t see anyone in the living room or kitchen. I guessed Dawn was back in her room. I knew that Mom and Dad wouldn’t be home yet. I looked out into the back yard, and besides the dog, it was empty as well. Jack had spent yesterday repairing our fence. 

I heard a muffled cry coming from down the hall. I headed down the hall towards Dawn’s room, thinking she might have stubbed her toe or something. 

My eyes went wide as I looked through the open door of my sister’s bedroom. Dawn was lying on her bed, kicking and squirming trying to wriggle free from the grasp of some large man bent over her, his pants down around his ankles. Dawn was stripped down to her underwear, her clothes ripped from her. 

It was then I realized the man was Jack Henderson! I watched in horror as Henderson’s palm came down hard across Dawn’s face. He snarled, “Quit movin’ around, bitch!” He tried to pull her bra down, but with her now free hand, Dawn raked her nails across his face. Henderson, face bleeding roughly forced my sister on her stomach as he grabbed a roll of duct tape that he had apparently left on the bed. 

“That’s enough of that, bitch!” he yelled as he started to bind her wrists together with the duct tape. 

I stood there frozen. I didn’t know what I should do. Henderson is a big guy. Even though I played football in high school, I wasn’t sure if I could take him. I needed an equalizer. Dad’s gun cabinet, I thought. I ran for Mom and Dad’s room and quickly, but quietly opened the closet door. There was the gun cabinet. Damn! It was locked and Dad had the key. The same judge that was sentencing me had given a gun owner a tougher sentence than the criminal who used the stolen gun to commit a crime. All because the gun hadn’t been locked up. Since then, Dad had taken to locking the cabinet and keeping the key on him. 


Seconds ticked by as my mind raced and Dawn’s muffled cries grew more panicked. I rushed into my room looking for something — anything — I could use as a weapon. Then I saw it. Propped against the wall was my aluminum baseball bat. I grabbed it and hurried back to Dawn’s room. 

As I entered the room, Henderson was pulling down Dawn’s panties and was starting to press towards her. Adrenalin flushed through me as I raised the bat. Consumed with a rage I’ve never felt before, I swung the bat at Henderson’s head, hoping to splatter it like a melon. But my anger caused me to misjudge the distance and just the tip of the bat struck the side of Henderson’s head, sending him reeling across the room. 

Staggering against the wall, blood oozing from one ear, Henderson bellowed, “Fuckin’ little shit!” He started to lunge towards me. I swung the bat low and caught him in the crotch. As he doubled over in pain, I lifted the bat up and cracked it against the back of his skull and he dropped to the floor. 

Henderson started to stir, so I kicked him a couple of times in the face, and then kicked him a few times in the groin for good measure. I tossed the bat to the floor. I noticed Henderson was still breathing. I didn’t want him taking me by surprise, so I grabbed the duct tape and quickly bound his hands and feet. Then I turned to Dawn, who was crying and shaking on the bed. 

There was one of Henderson’s socks stuffed into her mouth. After removing the sock, I gently and quickly removed the duct tape that bound her arms and legs. I pulled the sheet up so she could cover herself. I hugged her close as she cried. Dawn grabbed my arm and held on so tight her nails were digging into my skin. She tried to say something, but was too incoherent. She cried so hard, she started gasping for air. 

And then as the adrenalin drained from my system, I also began to shake. 

I managed to disengage my arm and called the police. Two police officers arrived along with an ambulance. 

Officer Wilson tried to ask Dawn what happened, but she wouldn’t talk to him. She just curled up into a little ball, shook and cried. The paramedics that arrived recommended that they take Dawn to the hospital for observation. I sat on the bed and held her as they called for a second ambulance to pick her up. They’d already placed Henderson on a gurney and was wheeling him down the hall. 

While we were waiting, Officer Wilson started questioning me, “Mr. Monroe, can you tell me what you saw here?” 

At first, everything was a blur in my mind, “I… I uh came home from work early and saw Jack Henderson’s truck in the driveway.” I went on to describe what I saw and what actions I tried to take. 

The second officer, Bentley asked, “You hit him with this baseball bat?” 

I nodded. “Yes sir.” 

Officer Bentley frowned at me, “You know, the law in this state clearly says that if you should encounter an intruder in your home, you are to leave the house and call the police.” 


My mouth fell open in shock, “You’re kidding, right? My sister was about to be raped. I had to stop Henderson somehow!” 

Officer Wilson suddenly grabbed me gruffly by the arm and slapped a handcuff on one wrist. Officer Bentley sternly said, “I’m sorry, son. But the law says in cases involving an unarmed intruder, you must seek safety, and then call the authorities. Using this bat constitutes assault with a deadly weapon.” 

Stunned beyond belief, my bat was confiscated and I was tossed into the backseat of the police car and carted down to the station where I was formally charged and jailed. Dad came down to the station and posted bail and almost got into trouble himself when he told the police what he thought of them. 

It turned out that Henderson had a prior arrest for rape, but no conviction. He then filed charges against me claiming I had violated his rights and that I had permanently damaged his hearing, and that he also suffered from double-vision along with a laundry list of other charges. His lawyer argued that Henderson was actually trying to help Dawn with something when I just ‘went off the deep end’ and attacked Henderson for no reason. His lawyer suggested Dawn is lying about the rape to try to protect me. 

The jury didn’t believe that Dawn lied about the rape and sentenced Henderson to two years in prison and a five hundred dollar fine. 

“And so, Mr. Monroe,” said the judge, “I hereby sentence you to five years probation, five thousand dollar fine, two hundred and fifty hours of community service and a mandatory anger management course.” 

*          *          * 

We lost the appeal, with the appeals judge suggesting that next time I let the police handle it and that he wasn’t going to allow vigilante justice in our state. If I’d left it to the police, my sister would likely be dead. If I had to do it again I’d just kill the son of a bitch. At least then he couldn’t sue me. 

Because of the conviction, I lost my job, so Dad helped me out with the fine. Even though most people I talked to thought I did the right thing, having a record made it harder to get a job which made it harder to pay back Dad. The anger management course just made me mad. 

*         *         * 

“That’s right. You got it!” I exclaimed to the student I was helping with his Calculus. A tutoring session is held each school day on the third floor of the college library. It certainly was an easy way to knock out some community service hours. I was afraid I was going to have to read books to little old ladies at the nursing home. 

“Thanks, Bill,” said the student with a grin. “You’re a genius.” 

I laughed, “No. I just took the time to study.” I watched as the skinny dork I was helping worked his problem. The four-eyed dweeb with the unkempt hair was probably beaten up regularly by his sister; I’d be willing to bet money that he’d kill you in a heartbeat on-line in a death match though. 

I looked around the room at the other tutors and their students. I had to get the dweeb. Kruger got to tutor the cutest girl in the room, a blonde bombshell with ice blue eyes. My luck, as usual, just wasn’t very good. 

I helped Geek-wad with a few more problems when Mr. Sanderson, the instructor overseeing the tutor program, came up to me, “Bill, you got a minute?” 

“Sure, Mr. Sanderson. I think Cecil here is finally getting the hang of Calculus.” I got up and followed Mr. Sanderson back to his desk. 

Mr. Sanderson pointed to a nearby chair in front of his desk as he took his seat behind the desk. “Bill, how would you like to burn off about ten hours of community service at once?” 

I smiled, “That would be great, Mr. Sanderson, but what exactly would I have to do?” 

“It’s actually a good cause,” he said. “The hospital is providing a picnic in the park for handicapped and terminally ill children this Saturday. They need a lot of warm bodies to volunteer.” 

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” I said, “and I’d use up ten hours?” 

“At least,” nodded Mr. Sanderson. 

“Sure. I’ll do it.” 

“Great.” Mr. Sanderson handed me a card. “Just give Ms. Blount a call before Friday saying you want to volunteer for the picnic. Just make damn sure you show up.” 

“You can always count on me.” 

*         *         * 

The volunteers were asked to show up around eight in the morning to start setting up the tables and getting things ready. There was going to be about forty kids and there were only fifteen of us. We were going to be kept pretty busy. 


At first, I thought this was something I could feel good about. After all, we were helping kids who have little to laugh about have a good time. As it turned out, I had mixed feelings about the event. The depression I felt seeing all these kids that were suffering from birth defects, or maimed by fire and accidents or ravaged by cancer and disease wasn’t off-set by seeing these same kids smiling and laughing the best they could. 

In spite of all that though, the event was going well and the kids had a big time having their picnic lunch at a couple of long tables set out under some trees. I was helping to pick up some of the mess and headed for a trash barrel when I heard a voice call out from behind me. 

“Hey Bill!” called a female voice. I turned around and saw Jackie Blount, one of the organizers of the event. She was pushing a teenage boy in a wheelchair. “Would you mind doing me a big favor?” 

I finished dumping a load of paper plates into a trash barrel. “Sure, Ms. Blount. What would you like me to do?” 

Pointing at the boy slouched in the wheelchair Jackie said, “Bill, I’d like you to meet Jimmy Daniels. Jimmy would really like to go watch that baseball game going on at the other end of the park. I thought that would be more up your alley than mine.” 

“Sure thing, Ms. Blount,” I nodded. “That’d be cool.” 

“Thanks, Bill.” Jackie then motioned me to one side. When we were out of earshot of Jimmy, she continued in a low voice, “Just to let you know, Jimmy’s in the last stages of Muscular Dystrophy. He’ll be seventeen in September. The max the docs are giving him is maybe three more years, if that. I’m telling you this because it’s easy to think that his mind is in the same shape as his body. He’s aware and he’s smart. Talk to him just like you’d talk to one of your friends.” 


“Will do, Ms. Blount. Don’t worry about me.” With a small wave to her, I walked back towards Jimmy. 

As I started rolling the wheelchair across the grass toward the path that led to the other side of the park, I said, “Okay, Jimmy. Let’s go watch some baseball.” 

*         *        * 

Jimmy really enjoyed watching the game. I should have known better, but I thought I was going to have to explain the game to him, but he knew more about baseball than I did. 

I had a little bit of hard time understanding him at first, but finally I could make out what he was saying. And even though it seemed to tire him out, he liked to chat – a lot. I started to feel pretty sorry for the kid. I learned that he lived with his mother and that his dad had been killed two years ago in a car accident. He admitted he doesn’t get to go outside much and he loved being able to come to the picnic and he thanked me for taking him to the game. 

The game ended and I started pushing his wheelchair back across the park. It was getting to be late afternoon, and I could see that the picnic had wound down quite a bit. 

We had been walking quietly for several minutes on our way back to the picnic, when out of the blue, Jimmy asked, “Bill. Do you think there’s life on other planets?” 


I didn’t answer at first because I wasn’t expecting him to ask me anything. Even though he couldn’t see it, I shrugged. “I don’t know. I mean, I guess so. There’re so many stars and planets out there that there’d almost have to be.” I had talked about this quite a bit with my parents with Mom not believing that anything was out there and Dad held a secret desire to flash the Vulcan greeting at the first sight of a space alien. 

“I know there is,” Jimmy said matter-of-factly. 

I laughed and asked, “Oh really? How do you know for sure?” 

“My uncle Julian told me,” he grinned. “He’s been to another planet.” 

I stopped pushing the wheelchair and looked at Jimmy incredulously. “Your uncle told you what?” 

“He’s been to another planet.” 

“He was pulling your leg,” I suggested. “My uncle tells me a lot of crap too.” 

“I knew you wouldn’t believe me. That’s okay. Uncle Julian’s done it, and I’m going to do it too.” He folded his arms. 

“Does your uncle have a space ship?” I asked. 

“My uncle’s dead,” Jimmy said without emotion. “He had a heart attack. And no, he didn’t use a space ship. He used his mind.” 

“Well, good luck,” I laughed. I don’t blame the kid for seeking some way out of his dying body. But still, I thought it was a little weird, so we continued on in silence. 


*         *         * 

Apparently Jimmy enjoyed my company and had asked Jackie if it would be possible for me to take him to other games, movies, etc. Since I still had quite a few hours to burn on the community service, I agreed. I liked Jimmy and as time went by we grew fairly close. I kept taking him places after I was no longer legally obliged to do community service. 

Jimmy wasn’t completely immobile. He used a motorized wheelchair to get around his house. Also he had a wireless keyboard so he could use his computer to surf the web, play simple games, use email and even make phone calls when wearing his headset. 

During visits, we’d talk about everything under the sun. He had the same basic interests most guys in their mid-teens have. He liked watching pretty girls, but got annoyed because he felt that he’ll never have a girlfriend. He had a varied selection of music, and his movie collection was mostly comedies. 

However, it was his collection of books that dropped off into the bizarre. He seemed to be obsessed with the occult, although when I asked him about that, Jimmy insisted that he really didn’t believe in magic and ghosts and all the rest. What intrigued him was the power of the mind. He really believed that if you could just reach the right state of mind and the correct level of concentration, you could do most anything, including travel through space and time. Hey, everybody needs a hobby. 

I hadn’t heard from him in about a week when one Saturday afternoon, the phone rang. When I answered, Jimmy was on the other end. He was excited about something, but he wouldn’t tell me over the phone. He insisted I come over there. 

When I arrived, his mom, as usual, decided to take advantage of someone else being there to watch Jimmy and left to go to the store and just get out of the house. 

When I entered Jimmy’s room, he was sitting in his wheelchair, grinning from ear to ear. “I did it, Bill! I actually did it!” 

Pulling a chair up next to him and with a puzzled expression I asked, “Did what, Jimmy?” 

“I went to the planet Uncle Julian did! I really did it!” 

“Jimmy, you just dreamed it. You can’t really go across the street with your mind, much less to another planet.” 

“No, Bill. You’re wrong,” Jimmy said adamantly. “I did go. It wasn’t a dream. It’s a real planet with real people. I had a different body where I was strong, and I could walk and run! The people there greeted me like they somehow expected me. My uncle had done great things while he was there. He helped them win a war. I helped them too.” Jimmy’s eyes were glowing with a fierceness of life I’d never seen in him before. 

“It was just a dream, Jimmy,” I said. “Dreams can seem pretty real sometimes.” 

“It wasn’t a dream!” He almost shouted. “I was there! Honest to God I was there!” 

“Then how?” I asked. “How did you do it?” I didn’t believe him, but I wasn’t going to be able to talk him out of it. 

He took a deep breath and said, “I finally got Uncle Julian’s instructions to work. There’s a chant you have to repeat over and over while you close your eyes and imagine a blue star. You concentrate on the star. That’s all you think about while you chant. Suddenly, you feel like you’re floating in space, then whammo! You hit the ground. 

“It’s an amazing place. Bill, you wouldn’t believe the kind of world it is. Here I can barely move, but there, I led an army into battle! Don’t look at me that way! It’s the truth! The place is low-tech though.” Jimmy paused for a breath, then continued, “There’s no electricity and the most advanced weapon there is the crossbow. 

“And you’ll like this! There are beautiful girls everywhere, at your every beck and call.” Jimmy stopped to think a second. “You know, it’s puzzling though. There’re people there, but the whole time I was there, I didn’t see anything resembling primates. There doesn’t seem to be any large predators either, which is good. Just a few smaller ones.” 

“How did you get back? Say the chant in reverse?” I asked. 

“No, that doesn’t work,” admitted Jimmy. “I tried everything and thought I was stuck there forever. Then I found out they had built a monument to my uncle. There was a vault inside it and his journals were there. Uncle Julian discovered how to return and in his journals he wrote how to come back if you wanted to. ” 

He looked thoughtful for a moment. “You know my uncle died in the ER of the hospital? In his journal, he’d written that he knew he was dying. He willed himself to that planet one last time. He lived there for at least another sixty years. He died here, about an hour after arriving at the ER.” 

Humoring him I asked, “Well, how long were you there?” 

“Almost two years… their years, which are a little bit longer than ours.” 

“Jimmy, I visited with you like almost a week ago!” 

Jimmy’s eyes lit up, “That’s just it! Time has no relationship between our world and theirs.” 


He looked wistful for a moment, and then said, “Let me show it to you!” 

“What? How do you propose to show it to me? Did you take a camera with you?” 

Looking frustrated, Jimmy said, “No!” He handed me a sheet of paper. “If you say these lines over and over, close your eyes and concentrate and if we hold hands, I think I can take you with me.” 

That’s all I needed… Jimmy’s mom walking in with me holding his hand, eyes closed and chanting. “Nothing doing, Jimmy. I’m not holding your hand!” 

“Nobody’s going to see you! Please Bill? Please?” Jimmy pleaded. 

I didn’t want to do something so obviously foolish. But maybe failing to go to this planet would finally get him to forget this crazy idea. I said, “Okay, okay. You win. Let me see your chant.” 

Jimmy’s eyes were bright as I looked over the words on the paper. They looked like complete non-sense words. I guessed it was a phonetic spelling of some other language. 

Jimmy said, “Okay. Say the words with me. Close your eyes and visualize a blue star and think of nothing else. Take my hands. It takes a while so just keep doing it until I stop.” He then closed his eyes and began to repeat the words. 

Feeling stupid, I took his hands in mine and began to chant with him. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine a blue star. 

I don’t know how long we sat there chanting away. It seemed like a long time. The chant blurred into a monotonous monotone. It wasn’t easy staying focused on something like a blue star. I started to feel numb, like my whole body was “going to sleep”. And then everything went black and silent and I felt like I was floating... 


*         *         * 

“What the hell?” I thought as I seemed to wake up, feeling like I just fell out of bed. I couldn’t focus on anything or feel anything, but I seemed to be lying face down in some sand. There were no piles of sand in Jimmy’s room. I took a breath and sucked in some dust and coughed. My voice sounded very odd. 

I heard a deep, resonant voice, sounding far away call, “Bill! Bill! Where are you?” 

I tried to answer but couldn’t talk. I tried to move and managed to roll over. Something didn’t feel right at all. I heard footsteps near me and I could vaguely make out a shape against a pale copperish color. 

“Oh my God!” cried the voice next to me. Whoever it was started laughing. “I certainly didn’t expect that to happen! Bill, you should see yourself!” 

I finally managed to say, “Jimmy? Is that you?” My voice didn’t sound right at all. As my eyes began to focus, the shape in front of me started to sharpen. It was a man, naked, tall, with rippling muscles, longish black hair and chiseled facial features. I tried not to look there, but I couldn’t help but notice that he was… well… very well endowed in his privates. 

The man laughed and said, “Yeah. It’s me -- Jimmy. This is how I look on the planet Q’tahra. I’m not sick here. But you…” The person who claimed to be Jimmy laughed again. “But you… came out a lot different.” 

I squinted up at the very large man and said, “You can’t possibly be Jimmy. Even if he was healthy, he’d be a little guy. Where’s Jimmy and what the hell is going on here?” 

The guy claiming to be Jimmy stared at me in an unsettling way and laughed. “Oh, I’m Jimmy all right. How else would I know you are Bill? We were in my bedroom just before arriving here.” 

Still feeling slightly dizzy, I said, “Look, I don’t know who you are or what is going on around here, but I intend to find out.” 

I started to stand. I felt so weak. I felt a weight shift on my chest that threw me off balance, and I started to fall over. Jimmy caught me and helped me regain my feet. Light brown hair fell across my eyes. I reached up and felt my head. I had a lot of hair. I could feel it sliding down my back. 

When I brought my hand down, I touched something else. It was a breast. I felt it and it was attached to me! A sudden bolt of panic rushed through me as a sudden fear flashed through my mind. I reached down between my legs and felt… nothing! My fingers investigated a bit further and found… and found… 

“Oh my God! What’s happened to me!?” I screamed as I collapsed to my knees. My voice sounded shrill and feminine. 

Kneeling there – shaking – I stared wild-eyed at the man, who smiled at me, “There’s a pond over here a bit. Come with me and you can look at your reflection in the pond.” He extended his hand, but I refused it. I just remained as I was and shaking. 

“Chill, dude! I wasn’t expecting this kind of change for you. I thought you’d be just like me! Come over to the pond and look at your reflection.” He started walking away from me. After a moment, I got up and followed. 

We didn’t go far. Maybe about a five minute walk, before we reached the pond. The swaying of the breasts (I couldn’t come to call them ‘my breasts’) as I walked was unsettling. Fearing what I was going to see, I slowly walked up to the edge of the large pool of water ringed with tall grass with a couple of odd looking trees. 

Watching me walk, the man (could it really be Jimmy?) said, “It must come with the body. You move with a gracefulness you never had before. I bet you’re fully functional. It’s amazing! I just don’t understand how we come to exist here, as natural as if we were born here!” 

“Yeah, uh huh…” was all I said as I ventured near the water’s edge. Finally I bent over and looked. 

It was a total shock! Instead of me, I saw an absolutely beautiful young girl, around fifteen or sixteen or so, with perfect lips, perfect nose and piercing blue eyes and a mane of golden brown hair that cascaded about her shoulders. 

“Oh my God!” I wailed again. “I’m a girl! I’m a fucking girl! This just ain’t possible!” 

I turned and pointed to Jimmy and shouted, “You! You did this to me! How? Why? I mean, why did you do this to me?!” I sank down to my knees in the tall grass at the water’s edge and began to cry. I couldn’t control my emotions at all. “What did you do to me? Look at me! I’ve got tits! And… and… and…” 

Jimmy knelt beside me and took my hand. His hand dwarfed mine. He spoke soothingly, “I’m really sorry. Honest! How would I know this would happen? This is how I looked before. Uncle Julian also came here as a mighty warrior.” His voice trailed away as I just sat there and sobbed. I tried, but I couldn’t stop crying. 

After a moment, Jimmy stood. Looking around he said, “I know this place. There’s a village a few miles down the path. We’re safely in the kingdom of Q’fahr. We can get something to eat there and hopefully some clothes. At least what passes for clothes on this planet.” 

He extended his hand to me again, to help me stand up. I just stared at it for a moment, and then I let him lift me up. He was so strong that he almost lifted me off the ground. 

As he started to walk, Jimmy offered his hand to me, but I just folded my arms across my chest. It felt weird to cradle breasts when I folded my arms. He looked a little dejected as he turned and started walking away. I watched him walk away, and then started to follow. 

I looked around as we walked. We could be somewhere in the southwest United States from the way the desert terrain looked. But when I looked close, the plants looked weird. The trees didn’t look right. It was hard to put my finger on, and that’s when I looked up and really noticed the sky. 

I hadn’t really paid attention before, but the sky was a pale copper color. A few pinkish clouds dotted the sky. I squinted at the sun and it seemed smaller, but somehow brighter than it should be. I looked around and there, hanging above the horizon was a smaller and paler sun! Either we were having a shared hallucination or we really were on an alien planet. This definitely wasn’t Earth. 

As we walked along the sandy path, I moved up closer to Jimmy. With all the strange rustling sounds I could hear coming from the bushes and plants that lined the path, I somehow felt safer being near him. 

I finally broke our silence. “Okay, Jimmy. I believe we’re no longer on Earth. I don’t know how or why we got here. But I can’t deny we’re here. What is this place?” 

Jimmy smiled at me and said, “Welcome to the kingdom of Q’fahr, located on the planet Q’tahra.” 

It turns out, Q’fahr is basically a city-state made up of one walled central city and a smattering of outlying villages. There are five other such city-states sharing a small continent about the size of Texas. A sea surrounded the continent. 

Other than some nearby islands, no one on the continent knows what the rest of the planet looks like. Apparently the ocean that surrounds the continent starts to get very rough in open sea. Every ship that has tried to navigate it has disappeared. A few weeks later, wreckage washes up on the shores. No one tries it any more. 

The continent is semi-arid. A mountain range roughly divides the continent down the middle. There’s a wide variety of plants and animals. The rain falls mostly in the mountains and snow only falls on the highest peaks… if at all. 

We sat down under one of the strange trees to rest. Jimmy reached up into one of the trees and pulled a furry looking ball-shaped something out of it. He picked up a rock and knocked one end of the furry ball off. He handed it to me. 

“Here, you can get a drink from this. There’s nothing really edible about the shell, but inside there’s a juice.” I hesitated to drink it after smelling an odd odor coming from it. Jimmy said, “It takes some getting used to.” 

I took a drink and it had quite a tang to it. I really didn’t want to swallow it, but I was thirsty. 


After relaxing a moment, I said, “Okay, I don’t get it. You say that you never saw anything resembling primates on this world, a few large mammal types, a few predators, birds and the like. Why are there human beings here and not some race of giant squids or something?” 

Jimmy looked thoughtful for a moment. Looking off at the distant hills, he said, “Well, my uncle had a theory that people arrived here the same way we did. He thinks that maybe a whole tribe got into this and somehow they managed to teleport or whatever you want to call it, most of them to this planet. They either couldn’t figure out how or didn’t want to go back. To be honest, I’ve always been too busy trying to fix things to get too deep in their history and lore.” 

“Jeez, Jimmy!” I scolded. “That would be one of the first things I’d ask!” 

Frowning, he replied, “I guess I always got too caught up in being able to do things. Bill, I haven’t been able to walk or run since I was five years old. Think of the escape this place means to me.” 

I fondled my own breasts for a moment, “Well, it’s not much of an escape for me. These are nice and all, but I really don’t want them on me.” I examined my slender arms and delicate hands. “Just look at me, Jimmy. If you were expecting me to go on an adventure with you, I think you have to give up that idea. Look at you. Even your muscles have muscles! I don’t have anything!” 

Jimmy started to rise, slapping the dust off his body. “Actually, it’s worse than you think.” 

“Oh? How’s that?” 


Jimmy extended his hand again to help me stand up before answering. As I dusted myself off, he continued. "You’re not going to like it.” 

“I already don’t like it. What’s the deal?” 

Smirking, Jimmy said, “Well, here women are pretty much property. They have no rights, they don’t do battle, they are bought and sold and traded. A man can have as many wives as he can feed. And of course, a woman can’t have more than one husband. The women are the care givers and they raise the children, make clothes and cook the meals. It’s a rather harsh life for women here.” 

“Isn’t that just lovely,” I sneered. “Why didn’t you or your uncle fix that while you were fixing other things?” 

Jimmy laughed. “That’s funny. I’d be willing to bet money that you’d be saying something like ‘Wow! Cool!’ if you had arrived here as a male.” 

“Maybe. I’ve got another question, that’ll be important when we reach the village,” I said as I stretched out in the shade under the strange tree. 

“Ask away,” Jimmy said. 

“How do we communicate? Are you going to translate everything for me?” 

Jimmy smiled and said, “You’re speaking the local language right now.” 

“Bull Jimmy!” I said defiantly. “We’re speaking English right now.” 

Shaking his head, Jimmy said, “No, we’re not. Try to really pay attention to what we’re saying. Yes, you understand it, but it’s not English. Trust me. And no, I have no idea why this is so.” 


I was silent for a moment, shaking my head. Finally, I said, “You know, maybe it’s because I’m suddenly a girl, or because I’m naked, or maybe because I’m on an alien planet and a naked girl that I’m scared Jimmy. I don’t know what to expect. No kidding, Jimmy. I’m totally freaked out here.” 

Jimmy shrugged and said, “I was too, Bill. It just took time. You’ll get used to it. Once we hit civilization, you’ll start to feel more comfortable.” 

“Possibly. But I …” A sudden noise on the path below us cut me off. Jimmy was instantly alert. 

“Riders! There must be about three or four of them.” With his hand he cautioned me to stay back as he looked over the sandy ridge at the path below us. 

He turned back towards me with a smile. “I know two of them. We should be okay.” 

“Jimmy,” I said nervously. “There’s three or four guys riding up here and you say we’re okay? We’re naked!” I’m not sure why, but the thought of being seen naked, by a bunch of men terrified me. 

“Yeah, so?” 

“So?!” I exclaimed. “I’m a girl! Naked! Naked girl here!” I ran and hid in some low bushes. I regretted it immediately as the bushes had rough bark and thorns. 

At that moment, three men rode up the sandy embankment. They weren’t riding horses, but something that looked like a cross between a wooly mammoth and a camel. It had floppy ears and a long snout, but also a long neck with bristly hair. The body was covered with long, shaggy hair. They smelled absolutely awful. The fourth animal seemed to be a pack animal of some kind. 

“Great K’tahr’s beard!” exclaimed one of the riders, a big burly guy, black shaggy hair and an equally shaggy beard. In fact, the guy was kind of shaggy all over. “Prince K’tahnah, is that you?” Did that fuzz ball with legs just call Jimmy a ‘prince’? 

“K’nahth, my old friend! It’s good to see you again!” called Jimmy as he waved to the approaching men. I learned later these were soldiers who had been out a few days checking the northern border. 

I soon found out that virtually all the names on this worthless speck of dust were mostly unpronounceable guttural grunts, including female names. All male names started with a K, and all female names, including cities, countries and the planet itself started with a Q and animals with N. 

K’nahth dismounted his strange beast. The other two men did the same. They were not as hairy as the first guy, but they were all scruffy, dirty, bearded and dressed in a tan tunic held together with a leather harness affair. Across the chest and back were leather armor and a funky looking leather helmet. They could just as easily be dismounting Harleys. Grinning, they all grunted joy at seeing Jimmy and in turn slapped him on his back. 

With what teeth he had left, K’nahth grinned a toothy grin and said, “Prince K’tahnah, it’s great to have you back. I’m afraid, my old friend, that you arrived at a bad time. But your return could be a good omen.” 

Jimmy shook his head, but continued to smile. He said, “Seems like there’s always some kind of trouble brewing here. What is it this time?” 


K’nahth said, “Let’s not discuss it here. I’m sure you’re tired and need food and drink. Let’s return to the village.” 

Suddenly, one of the other men pointed in my direction and shouted, “Sir! What is that over there?” 

Oh, God they saw me. I guess it would have been inevitable anyway. Jimmy said to them, “That is my woman, uh, Princess ah, Q’ahrentine. Like any girl, she turned and ran at the presence of danger.” To me he shouted in a gruff voice, “Girl! Come here and stand next to me.” 

I hesitated a moment. I still didn’t trust these guys. And why did Jimmy say my name was ‘Princess Quarantine’? What kind of a name was that? And how did I suddenly get to be a princess? What is he doing? 

The first guy, K’nahth took a few steps toward me and shouted savagely, “Girl! Obey your lord and master! Now!” That made me feel oh so much more comfortable. 

Jimmy took hold of the man’s arm to restrain him. He said, “She’s new here and you guys would be a frightening sight just about anywhere. She’ll obey me. She’s just scared. Oh, and spread the word. No one may strike this girl except for me. Anyone who does must answer to me.” 

K’nahth relaxed, but looked irritated. He said, “Your word is law, Master. But you must put her in the Convent immediately so she may learn our ways. If she does not, then not even you will be able to save her.” 

“Understood, old friend,” said Jimmy with a smile. “Like all women, she will learn her proper place.” He turned to me. I was still hiding in the bushes and with his hand gave me the universal come here gesture. “Come little one. It’s okay.” I couldn’t believe what he just said to me. Why I oughta… 


I stood up slowly, trying to cover myself the best I could. I’ve never felt so humiliated and scared in my life as I approached Jimmy under the watchful stare of the three other men. 

A broad smile split K’nahth’s face. “You have chosen well, K’tahnah! She is clearly the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Her hair! I’ve never seen hair that color before! Maybe you should consider selling her? She should fetch a good price!” 

Jimmy laughed heartily and said, “I might do just that if she gives me too much grief! But let’s stop standing here! I could use a good strong drink and a good meal.” 

“We’re not far from the village,” said K’nahth. “You take my N’eerah, and I’ll double up with K’reth.” 

I looked at Jimmy while still trying to keep my arm across my breasts and my other hand in front of my nether regions as I asked, “Is there any one on this planet just named ‘Bob’ or ‘Sam’, or…” The stern look on Jimmy’s face cut me short. 

“No one has spoken to you, girl. You will stay silent until spoken to,” he snarled. I started to call him an asshole, but he flashed me a wink. I guess he has a role to play. I bit my lip instead. 

Jimmy mounted his N’eerah and I started to climb up behind him. He slapped my hands back and said, “What do you think you’re doing? You ride on the pack animal!” 

I looked at the strange beast of burden with its odd stubby legs, beady eyes and bear-like face. It stank worse than the three men or even the N’eerahs. I walked up to it and hesitated. I had no idea how to get on. And to be honest, I really didn’t want to. 


K’nahth grunted as he slid off his N’eerah and approached me. He didn’t say a word as he grabbed me roughly and unceremoniously tossed me on top of the bundles on the back of the odd pack animal. The animal smelled even worse up close. 

The four animals started moving, with K’nahth in the lead. The animal I was on had such a swaying motion, that I had to clutch lumps of the nasty fur to keep from being thrown off. 

“I don’t like this, Jimmy!” I shouted. “After all the nice things I’ve done for you, you bring me to Planet Hell! What’s up with that? God, these things smell! Why can’t I ride with you? I want to go home, Jimmy! Take me home…” 

K’nahth turned in saddle to face Jimmy and even though he didn’t have to shout in order for Jimmy to hear him, he shouted back, “Please, Master K’tahnah. Give me permission to beat the woman.” 

Jimmy shouted back, “If she doesn’t shut up, I’m going to beat her myself!” 

*         *         * 

I kept my mouth shut the rest of the ride. It was one of the most uncomfortable, dusty, stinky rides I’ve ever been on. Fortunately, it was only about an hour or so before we reached the village. 

I was expecting a couple of mud huts, but it was actually a fair sized town with permanent stone buildings. There were street vendors, kids playing in the streets and what appeared to be shops and cafés, and people busy walking here and there. And the people weren’t real big into clothes, either. 

We followed a cobblestone path to a walled-in section of town. My guess this was a fall back point should the town get invaded. Our procession stopped in front of some massive iron gates. K’nahth signaled someone at the top of the gates and they finally started opening. As the soon as the gates parted, we proceeded through the entrance. 

We rode up to a building that vaguely resembled stables. Several boys about ten years old or so came running out of the stables and held onto the reins as the men dismounted. The boys looked at me funny as I slid from the pack animal to the ground. 

Jimmy and the other three guys started walking towards a large doorway with guards on either side of the door. I ran to catch up. I could tell his three companions didn’t care too much for that. I didn’t care. 

“Jimmy, what is this place? Where are we going?” I asked as I caught my breath from the short sprint. 

“Will you please stop talking!” he hissed. “You’re going to get us in trouble!” He looked over at me and quickly added, “Walk a few paces behind me.” 

At first I wasn’t going to, and then thought better of it. As we got closer to the door, Jimmy said, “This is where the Viceroy lives. It’s also… well, for want of a better word, the county seat. We can get cleaned up here, get some clothes and hopefully get something to eat. I need to visit with the Viceroy, and we can’t see him like this.” 

As Jimmy approached the guards, they snapped to smart attention and raised their arms level with their chest in salute. Jimmy returned the salute. As we passed them, they eyed me suspiciously but they didn’t say anything. 

When we entered the building, a young man in a blue tunic, who apparently had just ran to greet us as he was breathing heavy, stood in front of Jimmy and saluted. I guessed he was some kind of officer. 

After gulping some air, he said, “Prince K’tahnah! The Viceroy extends his welcome to Q’fahr’s most distinguished citizen!” He looked past Jimmy at the three men escorting us and said, “K’nahth, the Viceroy thanks you for safely escorting Prince K’tahnah here. You and your men are dismissed. The Viceroy will expect your border report within the next kleck.” A kleck is a unit of time and is roughly the same as an hour. 

“Prince K’tahnah, if you will follow me to the officer’s quarters, you may get cleaned up and select a uniform befitting your rank. Food and drink will be in the Officer’s Hall.” 

Jimmy nodded and we started to follow the young officer. He turned to me and asked harshly, “And where do you think you’re going, girl?” 

“To get cleaned up and something to eat?” I suggested. 

The officer frowned and said, “The servants’ quarters are down that hall.” He pointed in the opposite direction down a long hallway with a closed door at the end. “Just tell the first servant you see that Lt. K’alagh said to attend to you.” He looked thoughtful for a moment, and then asked Jimmy, “Master, may I inquire her status?” 

Jimmy looked at me and grinned. “She is to be my first wife, but we have not yet wed.” 

I glared at him, but remained silent. I didn’t know what would happen to me if I called him a name right then. Lt. K’alagh turned to me and said, “After you have been cleaned and given something to eat, be sure to ask a guard for an escort to your master’s quarters so you may attend to him after his audience with the Viceroy.” He turned on his heel as he led Jimmy away and left me standing there alone. 

Disgusted with this whole stupid planet, I walked slowly down the hall. The floor of the hall was bare, polished stone, but the walls were decorated with paintings and cloth hangings. Chandeliers with large candles lit the hallway. I looked at each painting as I proceeded down the hall. They depicted great battles and heroes performing some great deed. 

One painting located midway down the hall caught my eye. It was lit on either side by candles to throw more light on to it. It was a large painting with a central figure, leading a charge with a sword held high. I looked closer and saw the figure was Jimmy! I was suitably impressed and I held new respect for the person I still mentally pictured as a withered boy in a wheelchair. 

*         *         * 

The servants’ quarters were actually pretty nice. Instead of gray brick, the walls were painted with white, blue and pink, with colorful wall hangings. There was a central pool where several females were frolicking. 

An elderly woman, Q’tarah, was in charge of the facility. She looked to be in her fifties and was best described as ‘handsome’ rather than ‘attractive’. She commanded a great deal of respect and authority from the other females. I’d suspect she wouldn’t have any trouble intimidating some men either. 

There were armed guards, but I discovered they were women, priestesses to be more precise. They wore robes and a cloth to cover their faces. And they carried swords. Apparently Jimmy was wrong when he told me that women never did combat. Men were never allowed in the servants’ quarters, and the priestesses enforced it. 

The women here were wearing nothing or next to nothing. It was all just us girls. The warm pool felt so good. My guess is it’s fed by a hot spring. Lying there, I took advantage of the situation and watched all the women in their various states of undress. A nagging at the back of my mind told me that it probably wouldn’t be too much longer before looking at naked women won’t be as fascinating. 

The room was all abuzz with the news of Jimmy’s return. When the women there found out that I was Jimmy’s woman, they all started fussing over me. They scrubbed me down, washed my hair, gave me a massage and brought me food. Jimmy can go fight his little wars; I’ll just stay right here. 

After things had settled down a bit, several of the younger girls gathered ‘round me and asked me questions about ‘Prince K’tahnah’. Things like, is he as good in the sack as they’ve been told? I told them I wouldn’t know. 

Besides, Jimmy had better not be having sex with fifteen year old girls. Then it dawned on me that girls a lot younger than me probably have sex on this stupid planet. 

When I said I didn’t know how good of a lover Jimmy was, the girls’ eyes all got wide and one said in surprise, “You mean you’re a… a… virgin?! And you’re Prince K’tahnah’s woman? You’re lying!” 

The girls all looked at me as if I’d grown a second head. I said, “I’m not lying! I can guarantee you that I have never slept with a man!” 

Q’tarah walked across the room and knelt beside me. She said, “Well, this seems like as good as time as any to perform the inspection. Every new girl here, even if their stay is temporary must be checked for general health.” She then looked through my hair, checked my teeth, checked the firmness of my breasts and then she checked between my legs. 

As she got up, she said simply, “She’s not lying,” and walked away. 

The girls all turned to me with a look of sadness, which confused me even more. The girl that had spoken before said, “Don’t let anyone know. Not even your man if he doesn’t already know.” 

“Why?” I asked. “Isn’t being a virgin a good thing?” 

“Yes and no,” said another girl. “Virgins are worth more. You might be sold or traded, or worse, stolen.” 

I smiled and said, “I don’t think I have to worry about that with Jim… Master K’tahnah around.” 

*         *         * 

“Attend to me, woman!” 

“Fuck you,” I growled from my bare wooden chair in the corner of Jimmy’s suite. Jimmy was sitting in a thickly padded chair in the center of the room. A large bed took up one side of the room. A huge fireplace took up one of the other walls. One wall was a huge window. There was no glass, but there were lockable shutters. 

Frowning, Jimmy said, “I could have you beaten for that.” 

“I’d like to see you try, Jimmy,” I said as I stood up and walked towards him. “At least it’d be something to do.” The flowing silken dress I was wearing showed a lot of cleavage, but at least I wasn’t naked any more. 

Pointing, he said, “There’s a whole wall full of books over there.” He chuckled to himself. 


I folded my arms which only enhanced my ample breasts and frowned, “Yeah, right. I can’t read, remember?” 

Looking sheepish, Jimmy said, “Girls aren’t sent to schools here, either.” 

“Even if I was still a guy, I think this world would offend me,” I said as I drifted over to the large window. The windows were just open to the outside. There was no glass. The night sky was filled with stars, none of them familiar. I looked out over the little town lit with lamps and torches. 

Jimmy appeared at the window next to me. “It’s a beautiful sky, isn’t it? You should see it when the second sun is high at night. It doesn’t give much warmth, but it’s much brighter than the moon on Earth. The primary sun here is a young blue star. The secondary sun is a small white dwarf. It orbits the primary about where an eighth planet would be. We’re the fifth planet out.” 

I frowned and said, “That’s really terrific Jimmy. Be sure to put that on the travel brochures.” 

He looked wistful as he said, “I know it’s far from perfect, but you know, there’s no starvation here. Little disease. Surprisingly little crime.” 

“You just have wars,” I said sarcastically. Still looking out the window, I said, “Tell me about that painting downstairs; the one with you leading the charge up San Juan Hill or whatever it was. And why did you name yourself after a motorcycle, and why did you give me the name ‘Quarantine’?” 

Jimmy laughed. “Your name was just the first word that came into my head. I’m sorry. I probably should have asked you to come up with your own name. My name is from the Samurai sword, not the motorcycle.” He then took on a modest look as he said, “And the painting, well, yes, it’s showing me leading the final assault in the war with Q’latar, the country north of us.” 


Jimmy went on to explain how after he had first arrived, Q’latar had attacked Q’fahr, wanting to expand their kingdom. Jimmy’s uncle had introduced several new styles of warfare to the soldiers of Q’fahr. He also introduced the military ranks and the responsibilities of each, to create a chain of command. 

Because of the limits of the technology, he had brought them the military tactics of ancient Rome. Making better use of archers, using formations, and pike men and more effective use of shields, the military of Q’fahr easily pushed their enemies back. 

Jimmy, not fully believing the situation was real, took on a very cavalier attitude and probably took greater risks than he should have and led his forces on a successful assault of the walled city of Q’latar. Jimmy’s big contribution was introducing them to the siege tower that let his men breach the walls of the unprepared defenders. 

Jimmy also introduced another new concept: compassion. At one time, there were over a dozen such city-states on the large island. Wars tended to end with the loser’s city being reduced to rubble and all the citizens killed. Jimmy convinced the king of Q’fahr that it was in their interest to leave the city intact, not kill the citizens, place a garrison along with a governor in the fallen city and let Q’latar continue under a new king. He then created trade agreements between the two countries that linked the economies of both to each other. 

“That’s pretty impressive, Jimmy. You’re a bona fide hero,” I said, studying my friend with a new respect. 


He shook his head, “No. I just had knowledge they didn’t possess at the time.” 

Jimmy then explained the new problem they were facing. It seems the current king of Q’latar was ill and growing weak. His second in command was a ruthless man by the name of K’latus who had risen quickly through the ranks. The king of Q’fahr was concerned that K’latus would try to destabilize the region to take back some of the land that was taken in the war. An even greater concern was that while K’latus kept our military distracted and engaged with a battle with Q’latar, that the kingdom to the east, Q’tarl would then launch an invasion to topple Q’fahr. Why can’t we all just get along? 

“That’s pretty confusing, Jimmy,” I said, rubbing my head. “And next time you take me to a planet, can you please pick one where they use normal names?” 

There were several minutes of silence. I turned around to face the Spartan room. “Still, this place is so primitive. No lights, no phones, no motorcars. Not a single luxury.” 

Jimmy laughed. “It is that!” He then looked serious as he said, “There are some things you’re going to have to get past though. I’m sorry you arrived here as a girl, but you’re going to have to do some things that you will find personally offensive. If you don’t, even I can’t save you from punishment.” 

Feeling a little alarmed, I asked, “What kind of things am I supposed to do? What kind of punishment?” 

“You’re supposed to attend to me. That means bathing me, dressing and undressing me, preparing meals for me, sex whenever I want it. And that’s just for starters. If there’s a perception that you are failing to do these things, you can be sentenced to the state run prostitution, or public beatings or both.” 

“You wouldn’t rat me out, would you?” I asked worried. 

“I don’t have to be the one to report your derelictions.” 

“Can I go home now?” 

Shaking his head, Jimmy said, “Not this soon after arriving. I tried it before. It just doesn’t work until you’ve been here a while.” 

“Well, unless you need attending to, I’d better head back to the servants’ quarters to get some sleep. I’m supposed to go to the convent tomorrow.” 

*         *         * 

“I’ll escort you to the convent,” said Jimmy as we left his room. “I have time before the war counsel begins.” 

“War counsel? Has the first shot been fired?” I asked as we exited the main building at the Viceroy’s compound. 

“They don’t have gun powder here. My uncle could have given them gun powder, but since military secrets are the most fleeting, he felt they had too much war here already.” 

As we continued across the compound, a guard at the gate called, “Riders approaching bearing the Q’latar standards!” 

Lt. K’alagh came running out of the building. As he approached us, he said to Jimmy, “They are probably here to negotiate the release of their prisoners that we caught deep inside our borders.” He then hurried on to the gate. 

“Let’s see what this is about,” said Jimmy as he picked up the pace behind Lt. K’alagh. 

As we neared the gate, I could hear Lt K’alagh bark, “Color Sergeant! I need thirty men forming a rank of fifteen on either side of the gate, on the double.”  The man returned a smart salute and rushed off to bring the men. It was a bit comical to see the somewhat barbaric looking men wearing uniforms and snapping to attention. 


The men assembled by the gate just as three men rode up along with three beasts with no mounts and a pack animal. 

“Open the gates!” shouted Lt. K’alagh. The three rode in through the open gates. 

Jimmy tried to conceal his surprise as he looked at the men riding up to greet us. I noticed the difference between these soldiers and ‘ours’ immediately as the sun glinted off their chain mail armor. While heavy, the chain mail armor would be a definite advantage over the leather armor the armies of Q’fahr wore. 

“Greetings and salutations!” said the man in the lead. He had a dark beard and long black hair pushed down by his iron helmet. He smiled, but when his eyes fell on me, I felt a chill rush through my soul. He dismounted and walked up to us. 

He addressed all of us, but he walked up to Lt. K’alagh and said, “I am Lord K’latus. My king has sent me to personally present the Viceroy with tribute for release of our wayward brothers.” He motioned for the pack animal to be brought forward. “I’m sure you will find these offerings more than sufficient.” 

As Lt. K’alagh started opening the saddle bags and going through their contents. K’latus turns his eyes to Jimmy and me. 

“Prince K’tahnah! This is indeed an honor sir! I had heard rumor of your return. And who might this desert flower be?” He turned his gaze towards me and all I wanted to do was run away. 


“She belongs to me and doesn’t concern you. Please tell me of your king. I’ve heard he’s ill,” said Jimmy causing K’latus’ gaze to move away from me. 

K’latus shook his head slowly and said, “I’m sad to report that the king is gravely ill and might not live to see the end of the klatar.” A klatar is eight days and is their week. 

Before Jimmy could say anything else, Lt. K’alagh said, “The Viceroy has authorized me to accept your tribute to secure the release of your men.” He spun smartly on his heel and said crisply, “Color Sergeant! Take five men from each rank and escort the prisoners here.” 

After waiting a few minutes, the guard returned, escorting the three prisoners. The three of them lined up before K’latus, who examined them up and down. Looking at all three, K’latus said, “I trust you all have been well treated?” 

Two of the men looked at the third. The third man said, “Yes Lord. We have been well treated.” 

“Good… Good,” said K’latus. He suddenly stepped right into the third man’s face and shouted, “You were careless!” 

“Y… yes, Lord,” he said. “It won’t happen again.” 

“You’re right,” K’latus said quietly and before anyone could react, he’d drawn his sword, swung it hard towards the man standing before him. His lifeless body crumpled immediately to the ground, blood spurting everywhere as his head, eyes wide, rolled towards me. 

Without thinking, I let out a scream and took a step backwards. The guardsmen all drew their swords and stood ready. Holding his hand up in the air, Lt. K’alagh’s eyes flashed as he said with disgust, “What is the meaning of this!” 


K’latus didn’t reply directly. He said, “I apologize for the mess. You may feed his body to the N’gads.” N’gads are kind of like dogs. 

To the two remaining men, K’latus shouted, “Get on those N’eerahs now! I want to cross the border before dark.” 

K’latus started to mount his N’eerah, paused while looking at me. He mounted his ride, and then called to Jimmy, “Would you be interested in selling this girl? I’ve never seen such hair before and such beauty. I would trade you ten N’eerahs for her.” 

Jimmy shook his head and said, “She’s not for sale. I suggest you go. Now.” 

Smiling, K’latus said, “Twenty then! No? As you wish. Let me know if you change your mind.” He then turned his N’eerah around and they all rode back out through the gates. 

I looked at the head lying on the ground near my feet and could barely keep from throwing up. Jimmy shouted, “Lt. K’alagh! Get this… this body out of here!” 

Lt. K’alagh pointed to five guards and said, “Remove this body and bury it.” 

Jimmy put his arm around me partially shielding my eyes as he said, “Just don’t look at it, Bill. Let’s get out of here.” 

As we passed through the gates, I said, “Nice little planet you have here, Jimmy.” 

“Honestly, when there’re no wars or killings going on, it’s a great place,” said Jimmy with a shrug. 


“As long as you’re a guy.” 

“True. It’s sucks to be female here,” Jimmy admitted. “You know, you’re lucky he didn’t offer me thirty N’eerahs for you.” 

“Very funny…” 

*         *         * 

Jimmy explained to the nuns or whatever they were in the outer offices of the convent that I was a newcomer like himself and that I needed training on how I should act. He then told me he had important ‘man’ stuff to attend to and that he’d be back later in the day to pick me up. 

After Jimmy had left, the young woman seated at the table said, “Please sit. My name is Q’enn. We have a few things to go over before you are admitted to the sanctuary.” 

I looked around this outer office and I felt a little depressed. The walls were a bare brown with no decorations at all. The floor was dirt and there seemed to be little ventilation. A few women walked from room to room, but I couldn’t really tell what they were doing. 

“It’s very unusual for a woman your age to come to the convent for the first time,” said the woman at the table. “Since your master will be leaving in a few days to see the king, we won’t have time to cover everything you need to know about your station in society. We’ll try to hit the main points. I’m going to assume that, being a woman, you already know how to prepare meals and keep a dwelling orderly.” 

I shrugged and said, “Uh, yeah. Sure.” 

“After you get to your new home, seek out the convent there and request school lessons,” said the woman at the desk. 


“I thought women weren’t taught how to read,” I said, remembering what Jimmy had told me. 

Q’enn laughed and said, “Who do you think teaches the boys in school how to read? Girls are taught, hidden away in the sanctuary. We know a lot more than the men think we do, and they wouldn’t believe you if you told them. Sometimes that works to our advantage!” 

Q’enn then turned to a shelf behind her and handed me a bundle of small rags. “You could probably use some of these,” she said. 

“What are these for?” I asked. 

She looked at me like I was from another planet and said, “You don’t know what they’re for?” 

I thought for a minute and then it dawned on me. I’m a woman and this place doesn’t have tampons. Oh, geez… I had that to look forward to. I said, “Oh, yes. Thanks. I probably will need these.” 

Q’enn then led me into the convent and down into what they called sanctuary, where the girls’ school was as well as a similar pool area as in the servants’ quarters at the Viceroy’s compound. This place also carried the taboo against males entering. The rooms in the interior had polished marble floors and painted walls and flowers and plants for decoration. It was actually very pleasant to stay there. 

I had my first indoctrination session… I mean lesson in keeping my man happy. I didn’t like what I heard at all. I’m supposed to be completely subservient to Jimmy (or whoever my lord and master is at the time), keep the house clean, prepare meals, and have sex whenever he desires, even if I had just washed my hair or had a headache. 

I’m also not supposed to be jealous of any other women Jimmy decides to do the wild thing with. There definitely wasn’t going to be a problem there! Jimmy could have his way with all the women he wanted as long as he stayed clear of me. 

I’d had sex with a girl… once… on prom night. Fortunately, she didn’t get pregnant. And while I’ll admit that having tits right there in front of me is fun and convenient, the last thought in my head would be ‘Oh goody! Now I get to see what sex is like from the other side!’ Nope, that’s one thing that just ain’t gonna happen. 

I also learned a little bit more about the culture on this FUBAR planet. There seems to be only one religion with a few variations in different regions. Oddly, the convent is mostly non-religious. 

The religion here is close to Buddhism at least from what I understand of it. The religion bears the name of the founder, K’tahr. I’d be willing to bet K’tahr would be offended that he had been deified and is now prayed to. K’tahr preached against gods and goddesses and found spiritualism in searching his inner self. The religion uses odd chants and concentration to achieve a trance-like state. 

The convent was less a religious center than it was girls’ indoctrination center. And as the name sanctuary suggested, it also served as a safe place for females. 

*         *         * 

That evening, I surprised Jimmy with a home cooked meal. With help from some of the girls from the servants’ quarters, I’d cooked up a really funky looking bird known as a N’ood. Actually, I was quite proud of myself on how it came out. 

Taking another bite of the N’ood, and trying to talk with his mouth full, Jimmy gushed, “This is excellent! No joke, Bill. There may be hope for you yet.” 

In accordance to my training, I stood on one side of the table, facing Jimmy, ready to take any command he might give me. I’m sure Jimmy wouldn’t care if I didn’t perform this formality while we were alone, but I thought I’d better practice this since he’s sure to have guests over once we arrive in Q’fahr. 

“I’m glad you like it, Jimmy,” I said. “Except for a hot dog or a hamburger, this is the first time I’ve ever cooked anything.” 

Jimmy patted his stomach. “Well, if this is what you can do as a beginner, I can’t wait to see what kind of meals you do when you’re more experienced!” 

Jimmy seemed genuinely pleased with the meal. Deep down inside, that made me happy and raised a red flag in my mind. Why was I getting so much pleasure from making Jimmy happy? Maybe there’s something in the water. 

Jimmy had finished eating and now I could finally eat. 

“Sit down and enjoy your meal,” said Jimmy. “While you’re eating, let me tell you briefly about what we feel we’re up against.” 

“Ah, yeah… the never ending war you have on this peace-loving planet,” I said sarcastically. 

Jimmy ignored my comment, “The king is afraid that Q’latar to the north is forming an alliance with Q’tarl to the east. They seemed to have created a trading partnership that bypasses us completely. Their armies have even trained together. We think Q’latar will do something to provoke us to attack. While a large segment of our forces are occupied, Q’tarl could boldly launch a full-scale attack against us on our eastern flank.” 

I took a bite of the N’ood and found that it was indeed very delicious.  I took another bite and looked at Jimmy, “And… you have a plan, right?” 

Jimmy shook his head, “Nothing more than just shoring up our defenses and enlisting the mountain villages to help us.” 

I laughed, “You mean that’s the best plan that you, the Great K’tahnah, warrior extraordinaire could come up with?” I grinned at Jimmy. 

Jimmy’s face darkened and he stood there silently for a moment.  “You are dismissed, girl. Return before dawn to make my breakfast.  Understood?” 

I slowly stood up, taken aback by Jimmy’s sudden coldness, “Sure Jimmy. No problem. No need to bite my head off…” 

“Oh. Be sure to call me master,” Jimmy frowned and started to turn. “I’d hate to have you beaten.” 

*         *         * 

The next day at the convent was much like the first one. It was definitely indoctrination as it was mostly a rehash of what my place in society was and I had to be obedient to men. The spa in the sanctuary was always a nice place to visit. When I wasn’t being trained I was there relaxing. 

And even though it was supposed to be kept mostly quiet, every girl there knew I was a virgin. It was like I was a celebrity. No one, and apparently I mean no one, reaches the age of fifteen on this dirtball and remains a virgin. Males were considered a man at sixteen and expected to serve in the military. Very few men were over forty-five. 

I could feel myself slipping another cog or two towards being a totally submissive female. I kept reminding myself of who I was and where I was from. I was surprised at just how much pleasure you could have just by keeping your man happy. I wondered if there wasn’t some kind of drug being put in the water or the food served at convent. 

That evening I served my man another delicious meal. Afterwards I gave him a massage that he really enjoyed. I couldn’t believe how happy it made me to see him so happy. 

It bothered me to see him frown when I was done. 

K’tahnah said, “I was afraid this was going to happen. I didn’t think it would happen this soon though.” 

“What my lord? Did I not please you?” I asked, worried. 

He then asked a really silly question, “Can you tell me your name?” 

I laughed and said, “My lord, you know my name is Q’ahrentine!” 

He looked sad and asked, “And what is my name?” 

I laughed again and said, “Everyone knows who the great K’tahnah is!” 

He stood up and asked, “Do the names Jimmy or Bill mean anything to you? Ever heard of the planet Earth?” 

I felt confused. I could tell I had offended my man, but I didn’t understand how. The names he said were somehow familiar, but I couldn’t remember why. 

Whack! My face stung by the sudden slap across my face. 

“Jimmy! What the hell was that for?” I cried as I staggered back a step. 


Jimmy sighed, “Tomorrow you’re staying with me. You’re not going to the convent! I don’t know what they’re doing to you there, but it ain’t good. We need to get ready to travel to Q’fahr anyway.” 

I rubbed my cheek, “Did you have to hit me so hard? I was just trying to make you happy.” 

“I don’t want you going native on me! I was half afraid trying to slap you back into reality wouldn’t work. What’s my name again?” 

“Asshole,” I said as I rubbed my still stinging cheek. 

Jimmy laughed, “Good, you’re back to normal!” 

* * * 

I awoke to a hand closing gruffly over my mouth as some other hands quickly jerked my hands behind me and started binding them with something that felt like rope. I squirmed, trying to get free, but the hands that held me were very strong. I couldn’t see any faces of the men (they had to be men, right?) who were tying me up. 

One of them rolled me to my side. I still couldn’t see anyone behind me, but on the floor were three of the priestesses laying with their heads at odd angles, necks apparently snapped. I was lifted with a jerk that made my own head snap downward. One of the priestesses stared at me sightlessly from the floor. I wanted to scream, but the hand held my mouth too tightly. 

The creeps carrying me made no noise as they rushed me towards an open door. There was a perp standing guard by the door, but it was too dark to see anything distinguishing about him. He raised his hand to signal a wait. He looked through the doorway, and then motioned whoever was carrying me to come forward. I saw on the ground, the bodies of two guardsmen lying in pools of their own blood; their throats slit. 

The hand was pulled away from my mouth, but before I could react, a cloth gag was thrust into it. A moment later, I was blindfolded. I could then feel myself being tied down onto something, probably a pack animal from the smell, although that could be the perps as well. Suddenly, I was bouncing around as the beast took off at full gallop. 

What the hell was going on? Why had someone kidnapped me? Why would anyone do that? My mind raced as I tried to figure a way out of this mess. Next time I saw Jimmy, I was going to kick his sorry little ass for bringing me here! 

*         *         * 


Part 2

I don’t know how long I spent bouncing along on the back of a N’eerat, the pack animal I was lashed to, as we hurried along at near gallop. We went across a varied amount of terrain. From the sounds of the animal’s feet I could tell when we were crossing sand or rock. Even though I was blind folded, I could see a little bit of light where the blindfold didn’t fit snug. And I could also feel the warmth of the sun on me to tell me that it was daylight. I felt a sheet draped across me. I guessed it was to protect me from the brutal sun and it’s little brother. 

One of the men tried to talk a few times, but was ordered to silence by someone else. From their breathing, I could tell the animals were being ridden pretty hard. Someone finally barked a command and we all stopped. I was pulled from the pack animal and dumped to the ground. The blindfold was removed and I blinked several times trying to get my eyes adjusted to the bright sunlight. My hands and feet were still bound and I still had a gag in my mouth. 

I looked around at where I was and to examine my kidnappers. There were three of them, all big, burly guys with brutish faces. They were dressed in leather armor. I looked around and all I saw were rocks and sand and some hills in the distance. No trees or blades of grass. The small, blue-ish sun blazed high in the sky. Looking more like a featureless moon, the smaller white sun was just coming up over the horizon. 

One of the men tossed a bag towards the man nearest me and said, “Give the girl some water. If she dies, we’re as good as dead ourselves.” 

The gag was removed. It felt so good to have that thing out of my mouth. The man then poured a couple of gulps down my throat. 


I looked up and squinted at the man standing over me, “Who are you guys? What are you going to do with me? What…” Whack! 

The side of my face stung from the hard slap. The man bellowed, “Who gave you permission to speak, girl?” He raised his hand again, “I’ll teach y… Oof!” The big guy suddenly lurched backwards and crunched on to the ground. 

The guy who seemed to be in charge was suddenly standing between me and the guy lying on the ground who was now massaging his jaw. The guy in charge barked, “Are you trying to get us all killed? If we damage the girl, K’latus will have our heads!” 

The guy in charge turned and looked at me and shook his head, “You are a rare find, and I can see why Lord K’latus would want you. But you are, still, just a woman. And by K’tahr’s ghost, I don’t see how any woman is worth this much trouble!” He bent down and shoved the gag back into my mouth, replaced the blindfold and tossed me back onto the N’eerat, lashed me down and covered me again with a sheet. 

*         *         * 

I had thought in the back of my mind that K’latus was somehow involved in this, considering the interest he showed earlier. I felt sick knowing that several people died just so these thugs could sneak me out of town.  I could still see that one priestess, lying on the floor, her neck bent at an odd angle. 

We continued to ride all day, stopping infrequently for water and rest. Every time we stopped, the terrain looked a bit different. We seemed to be climbing in altitude a little bit. We stopped at dusk to eat and for a couple of hours of sleep before moving on. There was very little talk between the men, and we were no longer travelling hell bent for leather. 

After eating, they left the gag out of my mouth if I promised to keep my mouth shut. I was pretty sure if I said anything, the gag would immediately be replaced. They untied my arms and legs so I could stretch a little to get the blood circulating again. I could probably hobble away if I wanted to try, but I knew I wouldn’t get far and I had no idea where I’d go anyway.  I looked for what landmarks I had learned, but couldn’t see anything familiar. 

I was sure we were heading for Q’latar since that’s where K’latus would be. I never would have thought it would be so far away. Of course, even two hundred miles over this rough terrain and riding these animals, would be a long trip. 

I stretched out my legs in the sand and leaned back against a rock. We had no campfire since that would be like a homing beacon, so there was very little to obscure my view of the sky. It’s an amazing sky. It’s so bright and crammed full of stars when both suns are down. I couldn’t recognize any constellations, and if I had to guess, I think we’re closer to the galactic core than Earth. I wondered if we’re even in the same galaxy at all. 

The starlight was bright enough to light up the camp. I took a look around. Two of my ‘companions’ were asleep. The third was standing watch. I thought briefly of locating a suitable rock to crush some skulls with and make my get-a-way. But I just sighed instead. Even if I could get one of them, I would never take all three. And, like I said, if I did manage an escape, I had no idea where to go. 

I wondered what Jimmy was doing. Did he guess that K’latus was at the bottom of me being kidnapped? Was he going to round up a posse and come riding in to my rescue? The thought both amused and disturbed me and for the same reason. It hadn’t dawned on me until now that I was your typical ‘damsel in distress’. I’m sure Jimmy was upset about this, not only because I’m his ‘girl’… and his ‘property’, but since he was the one that brought me here, I was his responsibility as well. 


Jimmy’s not dumb. I’d bet he has a good idea where I’m heading. I’m sure his dilemma is the level of his response. Would he come alone or with an army? Or maybe something in between? In this society, how many men would be willing to risk their lives just to retrieve a girl? Would Q’fahr go to war with Q’latar over me, and would I even want them to? The thought of more people dying because of me made me sick. 

Tears suddenly welled up as the gravity of my situation completely sunk in. I just wanted to get off this shit hole and go back home. What kind of fate awaited me with K’latus? And I sure as hell didn’t want to be female, not here or back home. Although, I think I could handle being female back home compared to this place. Crying softly in my self-pity, I drifted off to sleep. 

*         *         * 

I awoke to nearly choking as the gag was stuffed back into my mouth, and I was roughly seized and unceremoniously tossed onto the N’eerat. It was still night and I doubted I had gotten more than two hours sleep. 

They didn’t bother to blindfold me or cover me with a cloth this time. While it was nice to be able to watch what scenery I could see in the dark, it was a lot dustier trying to breath. The jostling around I was getting while we ran at full gallop had long since gone beyond being annoying. I was almost looking forward to arriving in Q’latar just so we could stop. 

We rode for hours in the darkness. I kept expecting to see the cavalry charging over a hill with Jimmy leading the troops. But of course, they never came. 

The blue sun was just a few minutes from piercing the horizon when we crested a small hill, and the leader commanded everyone to stop. I was facing towards the rear, but I struggled to see why we stopped. I finally managed to maneuver myself around just enough to look forward. What I saw took my breath away. 

Below the hill and about a half mile or so across a flat plain from us stood a magnificent walled city, partly up against sheer cliffs. Gold crested spires rose from the walls within. Battlements jutted from the walls with watch towers at each corner of the wall. There appeared to be a large dome shaped building near the center rear of the city. It was the city of Q’latar. 

What surprised me the most about Q’latar was not the towers and grand scale of the city, but the fact that it had a seaport. Jimmy had told me that attempts to sail very far from land always failed. 

In the center of the forward wall, was a large, gated entrance. The gates must have been opened as a steady stream of people, beasts, and carts freely entered and exited the great city. 

I also noticed that in a ring around the wall, about two hundred yards or so out from the wall, were what appeared to be tank traps. Stone blocks, about two feet high dotted the plain in a staggered pattern. As far as I knew, all the capital cities are festooned by such an array, but it sure looked out of place on this planet. 

“Okay, we’ll take it slow into the city,” barked the leader. “K’oeth, put that cover back over our ‘cargo’. I’m sure Q’fahr has spies inside the city. Let’s don’t make this too easy for them.” 


A sheet was suddenly tossed over me and my view of Q’latar vanished. “Onward to Q’latar!” shouted the leader. The animal I was riding lurched forward, but walked at a much gentler gait than before. 

After about thirty minutes or so of riding across the soft, flat, grassy plain, I could tell we had arrived at the entrance of the city as we suddenly entered shadow and the voices of many people echoed from nearby walls. 

A moment later, we had passed through the gateway and were in the city itself. I could hear all kinds of activities surrounding us, from kids playing to street vendors peddling their wares. 

The sounds of the city suddenly became muted as we apparently turned down a side street or an alley. I had assumed we were headed for the palace, but that didn’t seem to be the case. I heard a creaky wooden door open, and we rode inside a building. Wherever we were, it stank to high heaven. 

“K’oeth,” barked the leader, “unload the girl and dump her there. Leave the gag in.” 

Seconds later, the sheet was removed, and I was untied from the animal. I looked around and it looked like we were in a stable of sorts. K’oeth dropped me in a stall onto something resembling hay. 

“Tie her to that post. We’ve been instructed to leave her here. I’m sure K’latus’ agents observed us as we entered the city, so he knows we’re here. Let’s go!” 

I watched as my abductors remounted their N’eerahs and left me alone in the stables. 


I sat there alone tied to a stall, sitting in the dry grass wondering just what the hell was going to happen next. I looked around the stable I was in. Besides me, the small building was empty. There was plenty of light coming in from several high windows. Nowhere did I see a hint of something within arm’s reach that I could use to escape. The smell made me want to hurl. 

I jerked on the ropes a few times. The rope was strong and expertly tied. My hands and feet were still bound. I couldn’t move if my life depended on it. Which, in a way, it did. 

I was beginning to grow concerned that I was just going to be abandoned and left here to rot, when there was a jiggling at the door. Momentarily the jiggling stopped. Then the door slowly swung open. 

Two men, obviously soldiers, entered moving quickly to either side of the door and casting furtive glances around the room. A third soldier entered at a slow easy walk and came directly towards me. A quick look at me and a quick look around the stables, he grunted with satisfaction and returned to the doorway. He said something through the door, then re-entered the room and stood to one side. 

A fourth man swaggered inside, face hidden in shadow. His highly decorated breast plate, ornate helmet and leather harnesses bespoke of high rank. He walked halfway towards me and stopped and stared intently at me. Some stray light lit his face and I could plainly see it was K’latus. 

“Well, well, little one,” said K’latus, “I see you made it here in one piece.” He took a few steps closer and stopped at my feet. Looking down at me, he wrinkled up his nose and said, “Phew, girl. You stink. It’s probably because of riding on one of those damned N’eerats. First order of business is to get you to the royal bathhouse.” 

He bent down and pulled the gag out of my mouth. God! That felt wonderful to have that out of my mouth! I asked, “Why am I here? What are you going to do with me? What’s the meaning of this? I demand to know what’s going on!” 

Whaaaap! K’latus whacked me across the face with the back of his hand. “Insolent girl! Who gave you permission to speak?” He bent down again and shoved the gag back in. The gag had apparently picked some dirt from the floor and it tasted terrible. One of these days, maybe I’ll learn to keep my mouth shut. 

Looking wistful, K’latus said, “In a way though, it’s too bad the conditioning will take most of that fire out of you.” Turning and motioning to the two soldiers, he snapped, “Untie her and escort her to the coach.” He turned smartly on his heel and exited the stables. 

The soldiers untied my hands and feet. That felt really good too. I tried to stand, and almost stumbled because I’d been in a cramped sitting position for quite a while. Neither soldier even tried to stop me from falling. I rubbed my wrists as the soldiers walked me to the doorway prodding me with swords. I wrapped myself in the sheet that had covered me on the trip here. I left the gag in my mouth, just in case. 

I was surprised to see an actual coach, even though it was mostly a glorified wagon, waiting outside. It was mainly a wooden box on wooden wagon wheels. The coach part was covered in stretched leather and decorated in gold. The windows had curtains that could be drawn but otherwise open. Inside were rich leather seats that had been dyed red. Also inside sat K’latus. 

I just stood there a moment, but no one made a move to open the coach’s door. The guards circled me, brandishing swords. As much as I didn’t want to, I opened the door myself and climbed up inside and sat opposite of K’latus. One of the soldiers closed the door behind me. A moment later, the coach lurched forward. 

I pulled myself up into a ball in one corner of the coach, opposite K’latus, and glowered at him. I felt pretty lost and alone without Jimmy around. I pulled the sheet tighter around me. We rode in silence for ten or fifteen minutes. 

K’latus looked amused. “Please, relax little one. You are in no danger. I won’t harm you.” He pulled the gag out of my mouth. 

My voice tinged with anger I said, “You kidnapped me! You stole me from my man, and you murdered five people while kidnapping me!” 

With a grunt and a dismissive wave of his hand, K’latus said, “They were of no consequence. Don’t concern yourself over them.” 

I shivered. “You animal! Those were five human beings!” 

Looking annoyed and shaking his head, K’latus said, “Insects. Mere insects. If any of them were in the same situation as you, trust me, they wouldn’t be concerning themselves about anyone else. Ordinarily, I’d doubt your wonderful K’tahnah would care anything about you aside from having his property stolen. But you, of course, are a special case.” 

Frowning, I asked, “What do you mean by that?” 

Leaning back with a sly grin, K’latus said, “I’m sure your master feels some responsibility for your situation, since he brought you here.” 


“Why would you think that?” 

Looking impatient, K’latus said, “It’s no secret that you two are ‘newcomers’ here.” Stretching, he continued, “Newcomers, while rare, still do pop in from time to time and are pretty easy to spot.” 

I sat up straighter and asked, “You mean K’tahnah and I aren’t the only non-natives here?” 

The carriage abruptly stopped as we arrived at the palace. 

Laughing, K’latus said, “Oh, no little one. There are others. They all seem to come from Earth – including me.” 

*         *         * 

I walked up the steps to the palace in silence behind K’latus, having been slapped rather hard for daring to speak after he had exited the carriage. He pulled the sheet from my grasp and tossed it inside the carriage leaving me naked. I hate this damned place. 

I was shocked that K’latus was from Earth. I was aware that people did pop in every once in a while; I really didn’t think there were any others besides Jimmy and me at the moment. I also couldn’t believe that someone from Earth could be so callous towards women. Well, I didn’t know where on Earth he was from. There are still places on Earth that consider women beneath farm animals. 

As we proceeded, various official looking people lined our path to stop and bow to K’latus. It didn’t help my already stressed and frayed nerves to see these people smiling nervously and cowering before him. From the manner in which I was kidnapped, I already knew the man was ruthless. I was growing worried about just how ruthless he really was. 

We finally entered the palace itself. It was a place of incredible beauty. With the exception of Sanctuary, just about everywhere I’ve been on this world has been rather Spartan. The foyer had high vaulted ceilings with intricate paintings depicting feats of derring-do. Massive columns held up the massive ceiling. Wall hangings covered most of the wall space with breathtaking images woven into the fabric. And even though I was filled with fear and anxiety, I couldn’t help but stare with mouth-open awe at the splendor surrounding me. 

We finally made it to K’latus’ inner chambers. I was surprised when he dismissed the guards and we were left alone. I just stood there naked, afraid to so much as blink. 

K’latus gestured with one hand towards a plush seat. “Please, make yourself at home. We’re all Earth people here.” He laughed humorlessly. “Besides, tomorrow you’ll go back to the Convent and in a few days, you’ll be little more than a mindless servant girl.” 

“Gee thanks,” I said sarcastically as I plopped down into the chair. The chair felt wonderful and it was the first time in days I’d been able to relax. 

K’latus walked over to what appeared to be a bar and picked up a bottle of something and poured some into a cup, while saying, “But at least you’ll be a princess. You’ll have better quarters, better clothes, eat better food than the other girls in the whole country! You won’t even have to prepare any meals!” Oh, bonus! 

He took a slow drink of whatever he had poured into his cup. He walked back towards me and continued saying, “And, after you become queen, you’ll have even more privileges.” 


I stood up quickly, bumping K’latus’ arm, spilling some of his drink. “Excuse me?! Did you just say ‘queen’? Just what the hell is that supposed to mean?” 

K’latus calmly brushed some of the drink from his sleeve and without bothering to even look at me he said, “Well, it is customary for the woman who marries a king to become a queen isn’t it?” He walked towards a doorway, slid it open revealing a closet full of clothes. 

The thought of marrying some guy, king or not, made me extremely ill. “I don’t want to marry some wrinkly, old sick dude.” 

K’latus held up his hand and examined it. “I don’t think I’m all that wrinkly and I’ve never been healthier.” 

Scowling, I said, “I’m not talking about you. I’m talking about your king.” 

K’latus smiled and walked towards me. He said, “I… am the king. The previous king died in his sleep while you were on your way here. Most tragic.” 

Outraged, I said, “Well, I’m not marrying you, either! And, why aren’t you in some kind of national mourning instead of kidnapping girls?” 

K’latus walked over to a window and peered out over the city. “Oh, we don’t concern ourselves much with the dead here, Little One.” His voice trailed off for a moment as he stared out the window. He then slowly turned back towards me and smiled. That smile made me ill.  “And, you will marry me. Like I said, in a few days, you’ll be just another vacuous girl, happy to do whatever your master asks of you.” 

I knew I wouldn’t have the chance later, so I verbally lashed out at him. I shouted, “Why? Why do you do this to your women? Why would you want a brainless slave?” K’latus didn’t respond so I continued, “You have no idea what it’s like to be a woman on this shit hole planet!” 

K’latus looked thoughtful for a moment while he swirled what remained of his drink around in his cup. Then he quickly knocked back the last swallow and then fingered the cup. “No. No, I don’t know what it’s like to be a woman here. But, I know exactly what it’s like to be a woman back on Earth.” 

My eyes widened. “Are you saying that…” 

Before I could finish my question, K’latus said, “Yes. Back on Earth I was a woman.” 

*         *         * 

I sat down on one of the thickly padded chairs and exclaimed, “You were what?!” 

K’latus laughed and said, “You heard me. Back on Earth, I was a woman.” 

I was shocked and said, “I don’t get it. How can you treat women this way, then?” 

He shrugged, “Because I’m not a woman here. I just go with the flow. Other than bringing children into the world, women have no value in this society. Don’t look at me that way. I didn’t set things up.” 

“But you have the power to change it. You’re the king.” 

K’latus’ expression changed to suggest I just said something insane. He said, “There’s no way I’m touching that. It’s too deeply rooted in this society. The men like it, of course, and actually, the women enjoy the social life they have inside the Convent and Sanctuary. Your boyfriend did nothing to change the lot of women the last time he was here, either.” 


I bristled and said, “He’s not my ‘boyfriend’. He’s just a friend.” I hesitated a second, wondering if I should say this or not, then decided it wouldn’t make a difference anyway. “On Earth, I was a guy.” 

K’latus sat down in a chair opposite me and laughed richly. “I bet you hate that! You could have had all the women you could have afforded and all would have been loyal to you. But instead, you come here as a guy’s play-thing. That’s funny!” 

I felt my face redden as I said, “No, it’s definitely not! And, I would have still have found this society offensive as a guy.” 

Looking down his nose at me, K’latus said, “Oh, would you really? Be honest. And, whether you want to believe it or not, K’tahnah is your boyfriend. Or rather he used to be. Since he tagged you as a princess, it’s obvious he intended to marry you if he had taken you with him to Q’fahr.” 

Horrified at the idea, I sputtered, “No way! I wouldn’t marry him!” 

K’latus nodded and said, “I’m sure that was his plan the moment he saw you arrived here as a girl. In his mind, I’m sure he saw it as a way to protect you, since wives do hold a special status over women who are just merely owned. But, no matter. Like I said, you’re marrying me now.” 

“I don’t want to marry you, or anyone else! I just want off this fucking planet!” I shouted. 

“There must be a way, since K’tahnah has done so. But I certainly don’t know how,” he said honestly. “But I need a queen, and I can’t think of a better one than a girl as beautiful as you and a virgin to boot.” 


I just sat there and stewed a minute. I felt like I was going to throw up. Despair welled up inside me as the utter hopelessness of my situation became apparent. I didn’t want to be a wife, either K’latus’ or Jimmy’s. 

K’latus let out a short laugh. Staring out the window, but eyes unfocused, he said, “You know, when I first arrived here, I hated it too. I arrived as a thirteen year old boy. Imagine my shock! Just moments before, I was a forty-four year old woman. At first, since I still had my female point of view, I was appalled by this place and was desperate to return. 

“But return was impossible as far as I knew and so I adapted to survive. This society over all is so backward and simple that it became obvious that anyone with a brain could move up fairly quickly. It didn’t take long to be thankful I was male. 

“Back on Earth, I was a chemical engineer, unmarried, and something of a feminist. Hm… how attitudes change, eh? Anyway, I was pretty pissed that I made less money than my male co-workers with less seniority. The Vietnam War was raging and it bothered me that I worked in the Industrial-Military Complex.” 

I interrupted saying, “Did you say Vietnam? That was longer ago than you’ve been here!” 

Annoyed at having his reminiscing interrupted, K’latus said, “There doesn’t seem to be any relationship between time on Earth and time here. Anyway, as I was saying, to help me find myself, I turned toward a lot of whacked-out religions. That’s when I discovered a chant I thought was supposed to bring inner peace. It brought me here instead.” 

I walked up to K’latus and with contempt in my voice said, “Well, I truly wish it hadn’t.” 

K’latus just smiled. Amused he said, “No doubt.” 

“You are truly despicable. Look at the lives you are ruining and the misery you are causing. K’tahnah fears you are trying to start a war with us. Why? Doesn’t life here suck enough as it is? You could use your power to make people’s lives better. Why do you have to be such a dumb-fuck asshole!?” 

All amusement left his face as he suddenly clasped his large hand around my throat and began to squeeze. “Such insolence! You’re lucky I’m in a good mood and feel a kinship with another person from Earth. I could easily crush your scrawny neck in a heartbeat little girl.” 

His face was almost against mine. I couldn’t breathe and I was scared out of my mind. 

Relaxing his grip on my neck slightly, K’latus continued, “To be honest, Little One, it wouldn’t matter who took the throne after the other king died. He was weak and stupid. The commoners loved him because he was kind and benevolent. The military hated him because he was soft. The next king would rise from the military. If not me, then someone else. 

“War is inevitable. Q’fahr is too rich, too powerful and too big. It must be brought down before it devours the rest of us. Q’tarl in the East fears Q’fahr because they think Q’fahr wants their superior natural resources. And us? We hate Q’fahr because they have humiliated us twice. When they took this city, they should have killed us to the last man. Instead, your K’tahnah let us live. In shame!” 

Even though I was still having trouble breathing, I managed to gasp, “You’re pissed at K’tahnah because he showed you compassion?” 


K’latus’ grip tightened around my neck again. I’ve got to learn to keep my mouth shut around here. “It is not compassion to let a warrior live when you defeat him in battle! It is humiliation!” He searched deep into my eyes, then released my neck and shook his head. “I don’t expect a woman to understand.” 

Coughing and rubbing my neck I quickly put some distance between K’latus and myself. I said, “You really know how to charm the ladies.” 

He sniffed the air a few times and said, “I don’t need charm. But, Little One, you definitely need a bath. 

*         *         * 

I awoke to the loud sound of the door to my room slamming against the wall. K’latus was locking me up at night instead of letting me sleep with the rest of his little harem. I guess he was afraid I’d push a knife through his ribs while he slept. And he’d be right. 

“Good morning, Little One,” boomed K’latus’ voice from the open doorway. “Before you are escorted to the Convent, I wanted to show you around.” I couldn’t tell what it was, but he had something in his hand. 

“Gee, that’s very kind of you,” I said sarcastically. 

“Despite what you may think, Q’latar is really an excellent city.” 

“I’ve heard this speech before,” I said as I walked out of my cell… I mean room. “If you have to keep telling people that despite appearances, our little city or planet is really a great place, then it probably isn’t.” 

K’latus frowned. The guard standing next to him asked, “Would you like me to beat the woman, my lord?” 

“No,” said K’latus. “That pleasure is reserved only for me. I am the only one who is to touch this woman, understood?” To me he said, “Well, in a week or so it won’t matter to you anymore.” 

Directing with his sword, the guard indicated that I walk down a stone hallway, and then up a circular stairwell. As soon as we reached the top, the guard opened a doorway and sunlight spilled into the room. 

K’latus said, “I usually take a morning walk to check on things. I ultimately wanted to show you why your boyfriend is going to die when he comes to rescue you. Of course, when he does die, you’re not going to care anymore anyway.” 

“A morning walk? Makes things easy for an assassin doesn’t it?” I asked. 

“I vary my route every day,” said K’latus. “And, only the military is allowed weapons here and the military loves me.” 

I turned to exit the room. As soon as my back was to him, something was brought over my head and I was halted by something coming around my neck. I reached up and felt and found that I now had a leather collar around my neck! “What the Hell…?” I said aloud. 

“Until the conditioning sets in,” said K’latus. “This is a little insurance you won’t try to run off into the crowd.” 

“You’re going to pull me around on a leash?” I asked, incredulous. 

“Of course!” K’latus said brightly. “One can’t be too careful, you know.” 


“I promise that I won’t try to run away.” 

K’latus jerked on the leash. “Nice try, but no.” 

It was humiliating, being led around with a leash. At least it really wasn’t much of a walk. We walked across the palace grounds to his coach. From there we rode through the streets with an armed, mounted escort. The streets were already full of activity and it took us almost half an hour to reach our first destination. 

I watched the people milling about in the streets, and none of the women I could see had collars. 

K’latus sat up when the coach started to slow to a stop as it passed through a gated archway. “Ah, here’s the marina, Little One. We’ll get out here for a short while.” 

“I have a name, you know,” I said as he jerked my leash. 

K’latus placed his face right up close to mine and whispered harshly, “My dear, I’d really hate to put a muzzle on that beautiful face of yours, but I will if you don’t keep your mouth closed.” 

After he exited the coach, before I could get out the door, K’latus jerked on the leash causing me to almost tumble out on to the ground. 

It really wasn’t much of a marina. There were four piers, mostly empty. A few tall ships resembling the sailing vessels of old Earth were tied up at each pier. A couple of dozen smaller boats were tied up as well. 

The small seaport had obviously been added after the main city wall had been built. An extension to the wall had been added to completely surround the port with the wall extending a short distance into the water. 


Despite the warnings, I asked, “Do you actually have anyone to do any trading with these ships?” 

K’latus didn’t seem to mind me asking questions when it gave him a chance to brag. “Of course! There are a few small islands west of here that we have small colonies on. The sea is relatively calm to the islands, and then navigation becomes impossible because of the perpetual storms and rough seas. Several small towns both in and outside of this country north of us have small ports and one of the major northern cities has a port. 

“As you can see, we have a distinct advantage over most potential invaders,” boasted K’latus. “Especially an invading army from Q’fahr. It’s not much, I admit, but we have two warships, equipped with large crossbows. Our port is protected from an army laying siege against us. We can launch our ships under cover of darkness, sail a league or two up the coast and land soldiers behind enemy lines. We can bring in supplies during a siege.” 

I wondered if Jimmy realized this. I’m sure he had spies here. But would they really know what they were looking at? 

K’latus continued the tour of the city. I had to admit that I was impressed. Q’latar was definitely loaded for bear. There were huge underground cisterns of fresh water. The outside walls were double walled with passageways inside with storage rooms for grain and to allow men and supplies to move easily the full length of the walls. 

What I wasn’t ready for was what K’latus showed me before he took me to the Convent. 


The coach stopped near what appeared to be a long, narrow court yard that was walled off from the rest of the city. As we exited the coach, an officer came hurrying through the gate of the courtyard. 

“My lord! You are just in time to witness another test. We’re confident of being more successful this time.” The young officer didn’t look confident at all. 

“Come, Little One,” K’latus said as he jerked my leash. My neck was getting raw from the chafing of the collar. “Here we are working on the means of your boyfriend’s destruction. We’re working out the bugs, but this is my contribution to this world.” 

Immediately after walking through the small gate, I stopped suddenly, dismayed at what I saw. K’latus didn’t stop and jerked the leash hard. I stumbled closer to what for all the world looked like a crude cannon! Along one of the walls were stacked what must have been previous efforts. Warped and bent pieces of metal, tubes with exploded ends or cracked sides were strewn along the wall. Along the other wall, an outside wall, there was what appeared to be a large blacksmith shop. 

Next to the cannon was a stack of metal balls. At the end of the courtyard was a wooden target. The target was unblemished. 

“Carry on,” K’latus said to the officer. The young man nodded and scurried away to the cannon where he barked a few commands to the gun crew. 

K’latus jerked on my leash and said, “Let’s step back behind this low wall, just in case.” 

As we knelt behind the low wall, the gun crew packed the cannon’s muzzle with powder, wadding and rolled one of the balls into it. K’latus said to me, “I know K’tahnah’s famous uncle had the knowledge to bring gunpowder to this world but refused to do so. I think it’s too much of a good tool not to use. And with my knowledge of chemistry, I think we can get a pretty good wallop out of these cannons.” 


The officer touched a torch to the fuse on the cannon. The gun crew ran off in different directions. The officer merely stepped back a couple of paces and off to one side. 

The fuse took a long time to burn and after it disappeared inside the hole on the top of the cannon, I thought for sure it had gone out. Then suddenly, there was a loud explosion, and the recoil sent the cannon rolling backwards several feet before one of the crude wooden wheels fell off. The cannon ball only flew out about twenty feet. When it landed it sputtered sparks and smoke which caused it to slowly roll around. The officer dived to the ground. K’latus ducked down too and pulled my head down below the edge of the short wall. 

Another explosion sent a rooster tail of dirt into the air and shards of flying metal smashed into the wall in front of us as well as behind us. There was a brief scream as one of the gun crew took some shrapnel through his skull. I took one look and felt I was going to throw up. I sat back down behind the wall, covered my eyes and began to cry. 

“Good test today,” said K’latus. “I think the balls are just a bit too small for the bore. It’s not building enough pressure. But, I think we’re very close. Carry on.” K’latus turned and tugged on the leash to indicate I should stand. I just sat there and glared at him. 

“You monster!” I said. “This planet has never seen artillery. Even if you have to resort to catapults to launch your bombs instead of your cannons, you’re going to just butcher Q’fahr’s army.” 


I felt my neck pop as he jerked hard on my leash. I staggered to my feet. He said, “That’s the idea. And, thanks for the idea of using a catapult for delivering these cannon balls. Sometimes I suffer from tunnel vision. My cannons should be perfected by the time they arrive though.” 

Before we left, I took a quick mental note of the courtyard. There was a cloth covering part of the storage area inside the outer wall, but I could see dozens of barrels. A couple had spilled over, showing black powder. I don’t know how, but I had to find some way to warn Jimmy about this threat. 

There was a stairway leading to the top of the wall. K’latus lead me up the stairs. From the top of the wall, you could see well past the low hills we crossed on our way here. 

“I can put six thousand archers anywhere along this wall. Sixty thousand men to defend the walls and gates. With our seaport, we can defend against a siege indefinitely of an army of almost any size.” I could tell that K’latus wanted war just for the hell of it. It had nothing to do with getting even for past humiliations, etc. That was just a handy excuse to fire up the people. 

“I’m curious,” I said. “Just what are those things that look like tank traps that surround the city?” 

K’latus smiled. “Those, Little One, are there to foil the use of the siege tower, which your boyfriend introduced in the last war. They are just inside the range of our archers, but because of elevation, their archers are outside of their range. If they try to dig up a barrier, we’ll take them out with our archers.” 

Lovely! Now I found myself hoping that Jimmy doesn’t try to rescue me. He’ll just get himself and a lot of others killed. 

K’latus then handed my leash to one of the nearby guards. “Take this girl to the Convent. Make sure she gets inside, and then you may return to your duties.” 

I said nothing to K’latus. I just turned and followed the guard as he left the area. I was completely depressed. K’latus was using me to try to lead Jimmy to his death. And the deaths of who knows how many others. 

I thought briefly of attacking the guard and giving him an excuse to kill me. But then Jimmy would just continue his attack to avenge me. There was no winning here. I felt utterly alone. 

*         *         * 


Part 3

I followed the guard in silence as he led me back towards the center of Q’latar, the city. Even though it was morning, it was already starting to get hot as the brutal blue sun rose higher into the sky. The smaller sun was already past its zenith. The guard was apparently in no hurry as we walked slowly through the mostly empty streets. I guess we were not in a popular section of the city. 

I took the time to look around my environment. Most of the buildings were stone structures with most covered in mud or something and then painted with various colors and designs. Major streets were paved with stones while side streets tended to be dirt or gravel. 

There was a sudden jerk on my leash. The guard frowned at me and said, “Didn’t you hear me, girl? I said stop.” I stopped in my tracks. He tugged again on the leash and said, “No. Over here in the shade.” The guard arched his back in a stretch and it was obvious he was just taking a break now that we were out of view. 

I stepped next to a wall that was shielded from the suns and leaned against it. The guard just stood there a moment, looking me up and down and smiling. I took a moment to look at him as well. He seemed slightly taller than average on this planet, with the typical black hair. He was easy to look at with his chiseled masculine features. He didn’t have a beard, which is a little unusual here, but he did have about a five day growth. 

He said, “I can see why Lord K’latus, or I guess I need to start saying The King, wanted to possess you so much even to the point of starting a war. You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. The color of your hair, your eyes… magnificent!” I looked down at my feet, feeling terribly embarrassed. 

He studied me again, briefly, before saying, “You’re a newcomer.” He said it as a statement, rather than a question. 

Not knowing how much to say, I just looked at him and said, “Yes, I am.” 

The guard smiled and said, “Don’t be nervous, little one. I was just curious. We’re told almost nothing about newcomers. Newcomers are told not to talk to anyone about their previous lives. They’re here now; their old lives are unimportant. So, all we hear are rumors and bits of fanciful stories like weapons that can lay waste to entire cities and machines that can fly.” He smiled and continued, “Nonsense like that.” 

Not anxious to get to the Convent, I said, “Would you like to hear about my world?” 

His eyes brightened as he said, “I would indeed. But I can’t now. I need to get you to the Convent before the King has my head.” His face suddenly darkened. Shrugging he said, “Which means I’ll never get to hear of your world as you will soon forget it from the conditioning.” 

“I hope not. I never want to forget my home. I hope I can return there one day.” 

The guard laughed without humor. “You’re never going back, little one. You’re here until K’tahr summons you back to the Mother.” 

He started to tug on the leash, but then paused. He looked at me a moment before asking, “Girl, you won’t run away if I remove your collar will you?” 

The collar was chaffing and I really wanted it off. I shrugged and answered honestly, “Where would I go?” 


He grinned and brought his hand to my neck and unfastened the collar. His hands touched my skin and a sudden thrill shot down my spine. Oh God no. I did not just get turned on by this guy. Stupid female body… 

As he coiled the leash, he said, “I like you. I almost wish more women were like you. Girl, don’t look at me that way. Not all of us want our women to be like slaves. Occasionally, we catch girls from the mountain villages. They’re more like you.” 

I looked him square in the eye and said, “I like you too. Aside from Jim.. I mean Prince K’tahnah, you’re the first decent man I’ve met on this planet.” 

Still smiling, and pointing indicating I should start walking, he said, “Should we ever meet again and we’re alone, you may call me by my name, K’alven.” From what I knew of this world, calling a man by his name was reserved for the women a man owned and not a casual acquaintance. 

“Thank you, K’alven. That is a privilege that I am not worthy of. You may call me Q’uarentine.” I flashed him a smile. 

The smile faded as he looked irritated and pointed again, “I’ll call you girl. You need to get moving.” 

*         *         * 

K’alven stood in the doorway of the Convent and watched until I had at least disappeared from view. I wondered if that was going to be the last time I saw him? And why did that bother me? 

Fingers snapped right in front of my eyes. An irritated woman’s voice barked, “Girl! Pay attention. I asked you for your name and who owns you?” Her face was wrinkled and folded with age. 

Before I could answer, a young girl sitting with the woman who spoke at what I could only call a check-in desk, said under her breath, “It’s Q’uarentine!” Several girls who had been milling around outside the large, locked door that led to the Sanctuary turned to look at me with surprise on their faces. “Our Mother, she is to be our queen.” 

The older woman squinted at me, “My eyes are not so good any more. Yes, girl; I was told to expect you this morning. Come, child. Your class has already started.” 

I followed what I took to be the Convent’s High Priestess into the bowels of the Convent to the Sanctuary. Like the servant’s quarters I had been kidnapped from, this one was beautifully designed and colorfully decorated with brightly painted designs and hanging plants. 

We entered a class room and she directed me towards an empty seat and then she left hastily. I looked around and saw dull, sullen faced girls staring straight ahead. The instructor was explaining how we should always obey our man and how we derive pleasure only through giving our man pleasure. I shook my head vigorously to try to clear my mind as my thoughts drifted back to K’alven. 

*         *         * 

I was relaxing in an ultra comfy reclining chair near a decorative cascading waterfall feeding into the large pool in the Sanctuary when I heard a voice off to my side whisper, “Princess! Princess Q’uarentine.” 

I sat up slightly and turned my head to see sitting next to me on a plush carpet a very pretty girl with long, cascading black hair, which actually describes about eighty percent of the females in the Sanctuary. Motioning with her hand, she whispered, “Please, Princess. Lay back down. I bring you news from your master, Prince K’tahnah.” 

I sat up quickly and stared at the girl with my mouth hanging open. “You what? How? I mean…” I was in shock for a moment, and then my eyes narrowed at her and scowling, I said, “You’re lying! This is some kind of trick!” 

Smiling, the girl said, “Prince K’tahnah hoped you would still be suspicious. I was given a message to give to you to prove I was his emissary. The message is, ‘Sorry Bill. I hope you don’t regret taking me to the baseball game.’ I hope you know what that means.” 

I lay back down on the chair and said to the girl, “Who are you? How could you contact Jim… my master? Tell me of him! How is he?” 

The girl looked down at the carpet and said in hushed tones, “Sorry Princess. I didn’t talk to him directly. The message was in a small bottle inside a N’krit I bought at the market. I had to, well, wait for it to come out.” A N’krit is like a goat. The message was delivered when the N’krit took a dump. 

Continuing she said, “Prince K’tahnah said to tell you he knows that K’latus stole you and that he will soon mount a rescue.” 

My eyes wide, I said, “How? How can he rescue me? Tell him he must not try! K’latus is using me to lure him in! Tell him to stay away!” 

“They would never tell me that information, Princess. I have one more thing to give you and then I need to leave.” She pulled a small bag from a pocket in her tunic. After taking a quick look around to make sure no one was watching, she handed me the bag. 

“What is this?” I asked. I looked inside the bag. It was filled with small blue pills. 

“It will counter-act the effects of the conditioning, Princess. There is a mineral in the water. It occurs naturally. In males, it enhances aggression. In females, it makes us more submissive. The pill can’t stop the conditioning. You will still find happiness in bringing pleasure to your man. However, the pill will let you, with a little will power, pull yourself out. Guard those pills well, Princess. You must take one every day or you may then forget why you’re taking them and then you will be lost. Now I must go. We’ll talk again, Princess.” 

“Wait!” I said. “I don’t know your name.” 

She smiled at me and said, “My name is Q’ala. I have been told to keep an eye on you, so we’ll talk again.” She looked around quickly and said, “I fear I have been here too long already. Be careful, Princess.” And then she quickly got up and hurried away. 

I fondled the bag in my hand for a few moments. To myself I said, “Jimmy, you crazy bastard. Please don’t come after me! You’ll just get yourself killed.” 

*          *         * 

I sat on a rug on the floor near K’latus’ chair and watched him eat. I again wore a leather collar, which had me chained to the floor. The chain was too short for me to get within arm’s reach of him. I nibbled on whatever it was that was in the pan that was set next to me. It looked like rice and chopped up N’ood. 

We sat in silence as I had attempted to say something when I was first brought in and chained to the floor and K’latus had slapped me hard across the face as he told me I did not have permission to speak. Before him had been set a meal that would have fed a family of four. He was a sloppy eater and a lot of his meal fell onto the floor, but out of my reach. The rice-like stuff was dry and tasteless. 

Finally, he looked over at me and said, “So, little one. How was your day?” He kept eating and turned away from me. 

I hesitated, and then said, “I had a wonderful day, my lord. I learned new ways to please you, my lord.” 

He looked down at me and said, “Good. Good. Just looking at such a beautiful creature chained to my floor… pleases me.” He laughed slightly at some private joke. Grinning, he continued, “I have some news for you my little princess.” 

I looked up at him with disinterest. I really didn’t care what this turd had to say, and it made me ill to think that in a few days, I’ll be slobbering all over myself to try to please him. 

He noticed my expression and shrugged. He said, “You’re not interested in hearing about your previous owner? Well, I’ll tell you anyway.” He paused as he stuffed his mouth again with food. After he swallowed, he continued, “An army from Q’fahr is marching towards us. Well, by now, I’m sure they have set up camp for the night. My scouts say they will be here within three days. And of course, your boy friend is leading them.” He drank a swig from his mug and belched. 

“And here’s the best part, little one.” He leaned over close to me and said, “Two ships will be leaving our port tomorrow. One, a small fast ship carrying mostly emissaries, will sail around the southern shores of the continent to tell our partners to the east of Q’fahr that it is time for them to attack. The other ship, a ship of war, will sail to a beach between us and Q’fahr. Once K’tahnah’s army has passed that point, my army will unload from the ship and come up from behind them, blocking their retreat. Q’fahr will come under siege, K’tahnah will be unable to return to defend, and my forces will crush him in a pincer like attack. I rather like it. How about you, little one?” 

Holy crap, I thought. I tried not to show any emotion to K’latus’ words. I shrugged and tried to look casual as I said, “My master is a brilliant tactician. He’ll dispatch your shipload of soldiers with ease and then destroy this city.” I wish I believed what I was saying. 

Whack! 

The side of my face stung as K’latus struck me with the back of his hand. He jerked the chain on my collar and put me in an awkward position as the chain wasn’t long enough to allow me to fully stand. His face was next to mine and his breath stank from the highly spiced food he had been eating. 

“I am your master, girl!” K’latus bellowed as his spittle struck my face. He grabbed my collar, making it difficult to breathe. “Whoever has owned you in the past can make no claim to you now. You are to erase their memory from your mind. You are forbidden to ever utter their names again!” He jerked hard on the collar, the chain snapping taut and I gagged. He pushed me hard to the floor. 

His face red and his features twisted in anger as he shouted, “Who owns you, girl?” 

I lay on the floor for a few moments, dazed and scared out of my mind. I must have waited too long as K’latus grabbed me by the collar again and jerked me to a sitting position. Again he shoved his face close to mine, his anger pushing him to the brink of hysteria. He screamed into my face, “Who owns you, girl?” 

I struggled to breathe. Finally, I managed to gasp, “You… you own me, my master. My king.” 


He held me by my collar for a few moments, breathing heavily into my face. With a sneer he said, “I’m so going to enjoy deflowering you on our wedding day.” 

Finally, he released the collar and I slid to the floor, rubbing my neck under the leather collar. I watched him with fear in my eyes. 

He just stood there a moment with his back to me. Then suddenly, with an angry shout, with his arm, he brushed the dishes and uneaten food from the table, scattering it all over the room. A large chunk of N’ood fell on the floor next to me. I started to reach for it. 

Without turning around, he said sternly, “If you eat any of that, I’ll cut off your hands.” He pulled a longer chain from a peg on the wall and returned to me. He fastened one end onto the eye hook on the floor and unhooked the short chain that was hooked to my collar. He then removed the short chain from my collar and attached the longer one. 

“I want this room cleaned by morning. It stinks. If I see so much as one bread crumb when I return, you will be beaten. You will learn your place, girl.” He turned and left the area, heading to his bed chamber. Along the way, he knocked things onto the floor. 

I picked up part of the chain. It was longer, but heavier. It would only slow me down. I looked at the mess he’d created and sighed. It was going to be a long night. 

*         *         * 

I awoke with a start. I felt a hand on my shoulder. I looked up and saw a young girl, one of the cleaning staff, standing over me. She looked at me earnestly as she rocked my shoulders again. “You must get up. There’s a guard here.” K’latus had issued orders that no man but him should touch me. Unless I was a bad girl, of course. 


I sat up and looked bleary-eyed at the guard standing next to the bed. In an attempt at modesty, I pulled the bed covers around me. I looked over at the girl who just stood there silently. I then looked out the window and noticed the angle of the light. 

I rubbed my eyes, “It’s not time to go to the convent. What’s going on?” Being questioned by a woman put the guard off balance for a moment. 

After a slight hesitation, “The king has ordered that you be brought to him at the main gate.” Gesturing with his hand he continued, “This girl will assist you in getting ready. I will be just outside this door. Do not delay.” He spun around and exited the room. 

As I stood up, the girl started going through my clothing chest to find something suitable for me to wear in the presence of the king. Never mind that he sees me naked every day and that he beat me two days ago after I spent all night cleaning because I had failed to wipe the dust from a decorative shield hanging from the wall. 

“Do you know why the king wants me at the main gate?” I queried the girl. 

She shook her head and said, “No. But there is great excitement in the city. Soldiers are running everywhere and people flocking to the streets.” 

When I was ready, I exited the room to find three guards standing in the hall. The one that had spoken to me said curtly, “Follow me.” He turned on his heel and began to walk away, arrogantly assuming that I would just naturally obey. I looked at the two stern faced guards behind me. They clearly were not happy to be given the duty of escorting a mere woman. Flashing them a smirk, I quietly fell in line behind the first guard. 


The palace was as far from the main gate as possible. I guess that made sense, but it also made for a very long walk, under a brutal sun. Naturally, I wouldn’t be allowed to ride anything. Citizens and soldiers mobbing the streets didn’t help our progress any, either. 

It took almost an hour to wind our way through the twisting streets and milling crowds. Something was definitely up and I picked up words like “siege” and “invading army”. By the time we climbed the steps to the rampart over the main gate, I had a good idea that I’d see Jimmy’s army on the other side of the wall. 

I surprised myself at the neutral feeling I had when I thought of K’tahnah. Even the name Jimmy seemed strange and foreign. I had already dismissed him as my owner as K’latus was my true master. I found myself smiling at the thought of my master and how pleased he was the day before with the progress I was making at the convent. I had given him a bath last night and he was so pleased he let me eat the table scraps. 

As we topped the rampart, I still couldn’t see over the far edge. K’latus, my master was standing by the rampart wall, pointing to things and a general next to him nodding and making comments. There was an awning above the gate’s rampart and the city’s flags danced in the wind on either side of the gate. As the guards and I approached him, K’latus looked over at us and with a wave of his hand dismissed the guards and beckoned me to approach him. 

“I wanted you to see something, my little flower.” K’latus said, smiling. He led me to the rampart wall so I could see over it. 

Even though I was sure it was K’tahnah’s army that was causing all the ruckus that morning, I was totally unprepared to view the spectacle before me. Camped fairly close, but well outside crossbow range was the army of Q’fahr. Smoke from dozens of cookfires rose into the air. Drum cadences echoed across the flat plain between the city walls and the foothills where the army of Q’fahr was camped. I could see hundreds — thousands of warriors forming a line across the width of the small valley. Many were busy setting up perimeter defenses. The muted sound of axes felling trees and several breach towers were already being constructed. 

In the large tent in the center, I knew would be K’tahnah, planning his next move with his generals. Emotion welled up and the power of the blue pill cleared some of the fog away but it only made my heart sink as I knew that Jimmy brought his army here to take me back. Men would die because of me. The depression faded, replaced by anger that K’tahnah wished to take me from my master! 

“That’s quite a view, isn’t it little one?” K’latus outstretched his arm to indicate the camped forces on the other side of the valley. I stepped next to him to get a better view and he put his arm around me. I felt a warmth wash over me at my master’s touch. 

“Yes, my king,” I said. “What do they intend to do? They can’t blockade us because we have ships. They will be cut down by our archers if they cross the valley. The blocks the king has so wisely placed in the valley will keep them from using their siege towers. The walls of the city are thick. The gate is heavy. They might as well go home!” I laughed as I said the last sentence. 

“You are right, my little princess. They will never get close to the walls. And my cannons are almost perfected. The shells will be able to reach their tents! When General K’ootah has readied his forces behind K’tahnah, we will bombard them with shells from our cannons, and then we will attack them from both fronts. We will show no mercy.” 

I laughed a sparkling, girlish laugh as I snuggled closer against my master. I felt warm and protected. The touch of my master was sending thrills down my spine. The fact that in a few hours would begin a campaign that would brutally end the lives of thousands of men was completely lost on me. 

K’latus reached behind my neck and removed the leather collar. “I don’t think we need this anymore,” he said as he handed the collar to a nearby lieutenant. He smiled at me warmly — a smile that a few days ago would have made me sick to my stomach. 

“Why would I ever want to leave the side of my king?” I cooed. I started to kiss him. 

“Right.” said K’latus as he turned suddenly leaving me standing foolishly with my lips poised for a kiss. He pointed to a soldier standing by the wall. “You! Come here.” 

I felt my heart leap as I saw that it was K’alven who my master had called over. I tried to hide my pleasure at seeing him. 

“Escort this girl to the Convent. She is not to leave the Convent without your escort. Any time she is outside the palace, you are responsible for her protection.” K’latus said to K’alven. “I have too much on my mind with this siege to waste any time keeping up with a mere woman, valuable though she may be.” 

K’alven snapped to and answered sharply, “Yes my king!” He turned to me and said, “Girl, come with me.” 


I turned around to my master to bid him farewell, but he had already turned his back to me and began conferring with his general again. I paused for a moment and looked to my king, telling myself that he’s very busy. I looked back to K’alven, gave him a smile I didn’t feel and fell in behind him. 

*          *          * 

K’alven laughed with great amusement. “You must tell me more!” We were standing on the roof of one of the tall buildings of the city that was also inside the palace walls. It was beyond dusk and the light was fading fast. In the distance were the camp fires of K’tahnah’s army. Light from oil lamps flickered in windows across the city. 

“You should return me to the palace, K’alven.” I said. “The king will soon be retiring for the night, and he will want me to feed and bathe him. I don’t want you to get in trouble either.” 

K’alven glanced toward the main gate, which was only visible by the torch lights along its ramparts. He nodded, “You are right. We should go now. But you will need to tell me more stories of your world. Either it is an amazing place or you’re an amazing liar.” His eyes shone in the fading light. 

I laughed. “Well, I’m not a liar.” I took another look around at the view and said, “We should go.” I started to head towards the steps that led downward. 

K’alven touched my arm. “Wait,” he said softly. Loosely holding my arm, he drew me near him. He ran his fingers through my hair and gently touched my face. “You are incredibly beautiful. A prize worth going to war over.” 

His touch sent a tingle through me. My body began to react. I tried to pull away, but he held me. He bent his head towards me and I started to pull away, but I stopped and without thinking, parted my lips and closed my eyes in anticipation. Then his lips touched mine and I found myself pressing into him more, sliding my arm around his neck. I couldn’t fight any longer that I was a woman and the pent up desires I had been hiding from myself suddenly washed through me in waves. 


We stood in the darkness of the tower roof, kissing passionately, K’alven massaging my breasts and kissing them. He started to unfasten my top when a crier from somewhere on the palace walls shouted the time. 

“The king will be returning! He might even now be within the palace walls. We must hurry!” K’alven nearly shouted. He grabbed my arm and pulled me along with him. 

We rushed down the stairs of the tower and spilled out onto the dusty street. As soon as I cleared the doorway, my arm was grabbed roughly and I was jerked painfully to one side. Two men rushed in and grabbed K’alven by each arm and held him fast. Stepping from the shadows stood K’latus. 

He just stood there a moment, burning eyes staring at K’alven. “If it isn’t the warrior I assigned to protect his future queen.” K’latus said slowly. He slapped a stinging blow against K’alven’s face. Viciously, K’latus shouted, “Did you not think that, from my vantage point high over the gates of the city I couldn’t see the shapes of two people atop this tower?” 

Striking the other direction, this time raking his knuckles across K’alven’s face, splitting his lip, K’latus screamed “Did you defile this girl with your unworthy seed?” 

Shaking his head, his eyes wild, K’alven said, “No, my king. I swear!” 


Putting his face almost against K’alven’s face, K’latus shouted as loud as he could, “You were one of my most promising officers! Now, you’re only food for the rats!” 

I tugged against the strong hand that held my arm and shouted in a pleading voice, “Please my king! Don’t harm him! He’s the only decent man on this God-forsaken planet!” 

K’latus turned towards me with a scowl and snarled, “Take this… girl and lock her in her quarters!” 

“No!” I shouted as I was dragged, kicking and twisting. I saw K’latus strike K’alven one more time before I was pulled inside a doorway. After I was tossed in my quarters, hearing the heavy lock clank into place, I hid my face in my hands and cried. 

*         *         * 

I didn’t sleep any that night. As I lay there, watching the sky lighten, I thought about my actions the previous night. Why did I act the way I did with K’alven? Why didn’t I reject his advances? Instead, I desired his kisses, his embrace. Every inch of me desired him, wanted him, craved him. It was insane! I’m still Bill, dammit! 

I was still lying there, unable to sleep, random thoughts bouncing through my head as I heard some scuffling outside my door. A sense of dread flooded over me as the bolt of the lock slid back and the heavy door swung open. Framed in the doorway stood K’latus and he did not look happy. Behind him, I could see two other soldiers. 

I stood, shaking and took a timid step forward. “My king…” 

Whack! The palm of K’latus’ hand cuffed me across my face. I turned from him, one hand on my face while not successfully fighting back tears of fear and pain. 


“Down on your knees, girl!” K’latus bellowed. “How dare you seduce one of my officers!” He grabbed me by the hair and forced me to my knees. “What were you thinking you little bitch? What? The king isn’t good enough for you?” Again he struck me. 

Scared out of my mind, I threw myself at his boots and cried, “My master, my King! Please forgive me! I beg you!” 

Looking at me with disgust, K’latus shouted angrily, “Are you a princess, worthy to serve beside me as my queen, or a worthless whore?” He kicked me to ground and spat on me. 

My body wracked with sobs, I lowered myself to the floor and cried. Not knowing what I should say, through the sobbing I said, “I’m am so sorry, my King! I am still a virgin my King! Please! I beg for your mercy!” 

K’latus’ expression of disgust changed to contempt as he sneered, “Women have no honor!” He started to back towards the door. “Get up whore and clean my chambers. I expect them to be spotless when I return.” 

I crawled quickly to him and kissed his boot. “Thank you my King! Your chambers will be the cleanest possible.” 

Without thinking, I blurted out as K’latus was turning to leave, “What of the young officer, my King?” 

His face went scarlet as he slapped me to the floor. “You will not ever allow yourself to think of him again. I don’t have time to deal with him now as your old boyfriend is laying siege against us. For now he rots in the dungeon.” 

As I was pulling myself back up from the floor, I heard more scuffling of feet in the hall outside my room and someone breathing hard as if they had just ran all the way. I looked up and saw a very worried soldier, holding a cloth sack. 


His eyes wide, “My King, I bring bad news.” He then fell silent and fearfully stared at K’latus. 

K’latus scowled, “You know I don’t like bad news. Well, what is it, man?” 

The soldier lifted the bag and held it in an obvious gesture that the bag was the bad news. 

Frowning, K’latus asked, “What’s in the bag, soldier?” 

Looking from face to face, including mine, the fearful soldier changed his position and held the bag from the bottom. He slowly pulled the top of the bag down, revealing a reddish, bluish, pulpy mass. 

Knitting his brow, K’latus asked gruffly, “What is that?” 

The soldier swallowed hard, “It’s a head, my King. The head of Captain K’ootah, of the marine force that landed behind K’tahnah’s forces. One man survived and he was sent through the valley from K’tahnah’s camp. Somehow K’tahnah’s men were ready for them and ambushed them.” 

K’latus, in a furious rage grabbed the messenger by his throat, cutting off his air and shook him violently as he shouted, “What? How could this be? We must have spies in our ranks! Find them! And bring them to me!” He tossed the soldier to the hard floor and left him gasping for breath. With a furious huff, K’latus headed back down the hall. 

I stepped through the now unlocked door to my chambers and shouted to K’latus’ back as he rounded the corner down the hallway, I shouted in English, “I want off this shit-hole fucking planet!” 

The only reply was laughter. 

*         *         * 

I spent the next two days mostly in the Convent, learning how to prepare more complex meals and how to achieve great joys in performing even the smallest of tasks for my master. I have to admit that I was content and happy and not at all bothered by the army camped across the valley from us. 

I was allowed to join my master on the wall a few times. I watched with mild interest as men in little armored boxes on wheels were systematically removing the barriers, the tank traps I’d called them once, though now I don’t remember why. K’latus was greatly annoyed that his archers could do nothing to stop them. His cannons could have easily destroyed them, but he didn’t want to tip his hand too soon. My master was clever and patient. He would wait. 

The morning classes over and having finished a lunch of fruit and vegetables, I found myself dozing in one of the comfortable couches. 

As I lay there daydreaming about my master, a soft voice came from behind me, “Princess! Princess! I need a word with you!” I looked down and saw Q’ala, the liaison to K’tahnah. The blue pills that I took religiously worked their magic and I was instantly alert. 

Q’ala inched closer as she looked around to make sure we were not being observed. “My Princess! K’tahnah sends you his love and a warning. Try not to be obvious about it, Princess, but seek shelter tonight around midnight. This is when your one true master will release the dogs of war upon this city.” 

I looked at her, confusion furrowing my forehead. “Are you sure? From everything I’ve heard, this planet won’t do night combat.” 


Q’ala smiled, “That is what your master is counting on. No one here will expect it.” 

I lightly took her arm and asked, “Is there any way to get word back to K’tahnah? K’latus has perfected a weapon the likes of which has never been seen on this planet before!” 

Q’ala shook her head, “No, Princess. Since the siege began, our normal couriers have been cut off. And since it’s night, we can’t use the signal mirrors.” 

“Damn! I wish I could think this clearly all the time!” I pounded the arm of my chair which caused some other girls to look our way for a moment. 

Q’ala furrowed her brow. “I’m sorry Princess. I wish there was something I could do.” 

I sighed, “Well, there’s just not much we as women can do.” 

*         *         * 

I couldn’t sleep, knowing what was coming. My King had gone to bed early in anticipation of getting up before dawn when he expected the army of Q’fahr to attack. I paced back and forth in front of the windows facing towards the main gate and the valley beyond. 

Suddenly, I began to hear distant shouts coming from the walls. Bugle calls began to blare. Within minutes, the sounds of scuffling feet, and shouts rose from within the palace. Confusion seemed to reign everywhere. From the direction of the walls was an occasional crunching sound of massive stones smacking each other. 

My king stormed half-dressed from his room, his face the picture of rage. “By Great K’tahr’s Ghost, what is going on?” he bellowed. A naked, young girl, rubbing sleep from her eyes walked timidly and silently behind him. I suddenly hated her. I had to remain a virgin for my wedding while my master could have all the girls he wanted. 


Officers just arriving as K’latus ran out of his room, shouted, “My King! We are under attack! Siege towers are being directed through the opened paths in the valley, and their catapults are striking the gate and the walls with uncanny accuracy!” 

I allowed myself a smile as I thought of good old Jimmy. He probably spent days observing and calculating distances and angles so his catapult crews could still hit their targets while blind-folded. 

K’latus saw me smiling but he said nothing. Grabbing the naked girl he’d slept with roughly, he practically threw her at a lower ranked officer. “Make sure she’s out of the way at the Convent or toss her over the wall, whichever is quickest.” Pointing at me, he said, “Make sure she doesn’t leave the palace unless I send for her.” He then added to the other officers, “Just a moment.” He then returned to his room. 

A few moments passed and a fully dressed K’latus emerged, a scowl of rage frozen on his face. Looking over the waiting officers, he said through his teeth, “Come, gentlemen. We have a war to win.” 

Through the windows of my quarters, I could see nothing of what was happening beyond the walls. I looked down and saw K’latus and his officers walk across the palace grounds towards the wall. My heart swelled with pride at the sight of my king. I tingled all over at the thought that he had chosen me. I couldn’t wait for our enemies to be vanquished so he could make me his queen. 

*         *         * 

Armed escorts led me through the city streets, my white silk dress, in stark contrast to what was going on around me, flowed in light breeze. Though still dark, the city was alive with the sights and sounds of war, soldiers in their armor and weapons clanking by, wagons bearing weapons, water and various supplies, pulled by tired N’eerats and messengers scurrying about. What were missing were the sounds of the market place, laughing children being chased by scolding mothers. 

To one side, I saw three men beheaded by soldiers at an officer’s command. I’m sure they were accused of any number of crimes invented at the start of the siege. I turned away quickly. 

Finally, I was brought to the steps that lead up to the battlement where my King would be directing the battle. When I reached the top, K’latus smiled broadly and with a quick gesture, dismissed the escort and motioned me to him. 

“Hello, my little one,” he said smiling, looking like a kid who has the keys to the candy store. “From their trumpet signals, I know Q’fahr’s forces are getting ready to launch their first full assault. Come forward.” It seems the first battle earlier in the night had been a quick attempt to get a few men on the inside of the wall so the gates could be opened, pretty much ending the war. 

He led me to the ramparts and out-stretched his arms wide. “Behold! The spectacle of war!” 

My eyes widened as I peered over the side of the wall at the barbaric splendor below lit by the cold light of the smaller sun. Frightened, I clutched hold of my King as I stared across at the colorful rows of tents and banners dancing in the wind. Just outside our walls, several breach towers lay crumpled on the ground. Across the valley, men with pikes were lining up to form a front rank. A dozen siege towers were being moved up to follow the paths that had been cleared of the stone barriers. Thousands of men on N’eerats lined up behind the pike men. Archers moved out to just outside of our archers’ range so they could rush in, launch their arrows and then retreat to safety. A dozen or so catapults, some loaded with heavy rocks, others with something burning were being rolled to the front. 

“Listen!” K’latus said to me in a hushed, almost reverent tone. “They begin!” Then, louder to his officers and men he shouted, “Prepare to repel their attack! Let them get in close.” 

Suddenly, I saw the catapults release their loads and watched in detached awe as the stones and fiery debris hurtled towards our walls. The thudding sounds of the catapults came moments later just before their loads struck. 

Some of the stones fell harmlessly off the front of the strong, thick walls of the city. Others sailed over the walls to crash into buildings, smashing them down. Other stones hit their marks, scraping men from the ramparts, sending them to their deaths below. 

As soon as the catapults had fired, their archers sent a volley of arrows flying through the sky. Soldiers covered themselves with their shields while others fell to the stones, the lethal shafts protruding from their bodies. The infantry then rushed forward, dragging ladders behind them as the siege towers moved forward. The cavalry remained behind. 

Our enemy’s infantry were cut down mercilessly by our archers. From a signal from their buglers, the infantry retreated, but the siege towers continued forward. 

My King put his arm gently around my shoulder and said, “Little one, can you pull that lever over there?” He pointed to a long, metal handle set in the stones. 


I walked over to it and though I expected it to be hard to pull, it actually took little effort. It came all the way back with a satisfying click sound from below. I returned to my King’s side. He was smiling broadly. 

“I want you to have a hand in our enemy’s defeat my little Princess. You have released oil to flow in a trench at a line where the siege towers must stop. K’tahnah will know that his former property helped to bring him a crushing defeat!” I smiled happily to my King and hugged him. 

Our enemy’s archers began to fire in ranks, launching salvo after salvo of arrows across our ramparts. Our own archers were unable to release their arrows as Q’fahr’s infantry again crossed the valley dragging ladders with them. Many of them were able to arrive at the point where our archers could no longer effectively shoot at them. The siege towers arrived and began filling with soldiers as they extended the ramps to connect the towers to the walls. Ladders began to appear along the walls edge as the enemy archers continued with their relentless arrows, pinning our archers and solders down behind their shields. 

K’latus motioned to one of his officers and simply said, “Torch.” 

An officer picked up a stick with one end wrapped with a foul smelling cloth. He set the cloth on fire and handed the thing to me. 

“See the opening to a shaft near the lever you pulled? Yes, there. Drop the torch down that shaft.” 

The torch frightened me with the viciousness in which it burned. As I hesitantly walked to the shaft, K’latus gave my silk covered butt a small slap of approval. I walked up to the dark hole and just stood there a moment, with conflicting emotions suddenly fighting for control of my mind. I closed my eyes and dropped the torch down the shaft. I ran back to my precious King. 


There was a tremendous whoosh sound as flames leaped into the air, instantly setting anyone on the ladders ablaze. The siege towers were filled with screaming soldiers who were suddenly burning fiercely. Burning men fell and jumped from the towers as they roared into flame. 

I clapped and laughed with delight as the towers blazed brightly in the pre-dawn light. K’latus put his hands on my shoulders. 

“You did well, little one. Very well indeed,” smiled my King. 

He turned from me and roared at his nearby officers, “Fire the cannons!” 

To my King’s laughter, I jumped, as a moment later, the first cannon fired. All the cannons along the wall began to fire at random intervals. The silence of the reloading broken by the explosions of the shells ripping through the cavalry ranks, tents and supply wagons of our enemy. Their shouts of fear and disarray drifted clearly to us on the walls. 

Laughing heartily, K’latus said, “This will be the shortest war in all the history of Q’tahra!” A rousing cheer rose from the soldiers along the walls and from the inside the city below. 

K’latus gave the signal for another volley of cannon fire. The army of Q’fahr was in complete disarray. I cheered and clapped as the enemy’s army began to retreat into the hills, their camp a smoking ruin. 

Grinning widely, K’latus turned to me and said, “A new age is dawning on Q’tahra. And you helped bring it in, my Princess. All armies will fall before us!” 

*         *         * 

I felt wonderful. My mind drifted as I lay with my eyes closed in one of the hot pools in the Sanctuary of the Convent. I had just finished a wonderful lunch after spending the morning watching my King destroying K’tahnah’s army. Smiling with my eyes still closed, I day-dreamed of becoming K’latus’ queen. I tingled all over just thinking how that happy event could just be days from now. 

I was jolted from my reverie by a voice whispered into my ear. “Princess!” whispered the voice excitedly. “Princess! I must speak with you!” 

I opened my eyes, lifted my head up and squinted at the girl without recognition. “And you are…?” 

Frowning the girl, instead of answering, asked me a question. “Have you been taking your pills, my Princess?” 

I looked at her and said, “Pills? Oh, those blue things.” I closed my eyes again and laid my head back into the water. “Not for a few days. I couldn’t find them and forget why I was even taking them.” I waved my hand dismissively. 

I heard the girl gasp, and then sigh heavily. A few moments later, I heard a tinkling sound, like someone stirring a cup. 

“Here my Princess. Drink this. You’ll feel much better.” The girl was still there talking to me even though I had dismissed her. 

I opened one eye and glanced over at her. “I dismissed you and I feel just fine. Now leave me alone.” I closed my eyes again. 


I heard the girl mutter, “I plead with The Mother to let this work…” I suddenly felt fingers close on my nose and the brim of a cup pushing my mouth open and a sweet tasting liquid rushing into my mouth and down my throat. I couldn’t help but swallow a great deal of it. 

I splashed in the water and pushed the girl away, sputtering, “What is the meaning of this?!” I started to raise my hand to strike the girl. The other women in Sanctuary were turning their eyes towards us. I stopped in mid motion as I slowly started to recognize the girl. The cup fell into the water from fingers that grew limp as visions of men on fire, falling, of explosions ringing in my ears, the smell of burning wood, gunpowder and burning flesh mingled in my nostrils. 

“Oh my God!” I gasped in English. 

Q’ala, the girl that had forced me to swallow the drink, which I guessed was spiked with blue pills, said in a loud voice, “She’s okay everyone. Her drink just went down wrong. But not to worry. Everything is ok now.” 

I tried to look calm, but took the girl by the shoulders and said in an excited but hushed tone, “Tell me of K’tahnah!” 

Q’ala smiled nervously as she looked around the Sanctuary. She said, “Your true master is well, my Princess. His army was not destroyed as K’latus would have his people believe, but he knows he can’t fight the terror weapon.” 

Unbelievingly, I gasped to Q’ala, “He’s leaving? He’s… he… he’s leaving? Without me?” 

She nodded with a great look of sadness in her face. “I am to keep an eye on you my Princess, but I cannot ever contact you again after this day. Many of us who have managed to get information to Prince K’tahnah have been executed. I… I…” She started to tear up. 


I looked away from her and said quietly, “He should not have even tried. The cost… all those that were killed.” I shook my head in despair. 

“He sent you a message.” Q’ala said quietly. “It’s in your native tongue so it must be important. It took a while to send it by signal mirrors. I was given it verbally, phonetically. I don’t know what it means.” 

I shook my head. “I don’t want to hear it. He’s leaving me and the sooner I’m absorbed into this world, the better.” 

Q’ala began to cry as she said, “Moments after I left, soldiers entered the messenger’s house and he was slain on the spot.” 

I looked at Q’ala for a moment then gently touched her cheek. “Tell me the message, sweet girl.” I began to tear up myself, thinking of all the death and destruction surrounding me. 

Sniffling and forcing a smile, Q’ala said, “Your true master says, ‘Sorry Bill. Can’t get you. By the time I could return with a bigger force and a way to defeat the cannons, you’d have gone native and be K’latus’ happy queen. The conditioning will make you forget who you are and I guess that’s best. Sorry again Bill. Your friend, Jimmy’.” 

I sat in silence for several minutes after she finished speaking. This was insane. Jimmy’s and my bodies were still back on earth, waiting our return. Hours or maybe only minutes have passed on earth. And here I sat, a girl, a warrior’s prize, on an alien planet. 

With a cry still in her voice, Q’ala said, “I am proud and honored to have served you my Princess. Though I can never speak to you again, I will keep Prince K’tahnah updated on you.” She then bowed her head to me and then made to stand and leave. 

I touched her arm, “Wait. I might have an idea.” I scrunched my face up as I thought hard for a minute. “Do you still have a way to contact K’tahnah now?” 

Q’ala nodded, “Yes. We have a few signalmen left, but they were told to shut down contact for a few weeks and besides, they are afraid.” 

I pulled Q’ala close to me and whispered, “Send one last message to K’tahanah. This is crazy, but it’s our last chance.” I paused a moment, my mind racing, “Tell him… tell him that I will try one last thing. If I succeed, the city will be his for the taking. If I fail… If I fail, then good-bye. If I don’t succeed by sundown, he’ll know I will have failed.” 

Looking puzzled, but her spirits heightened, Q’ala asked, “How will he know if you have succeeded?” 

I smiled broadly. “Oh, he’ll know alright. He’ll know. Now go. The game is afoot.” 

Smiling as she hugged me, Q’ala said, “I don’t know what that means, but I’ll get your message sent.” 

*         *         * 

“What are you doing here?” the soldier growled his challenge, hand going to the hilt of his sword. 

“I wish to see the prisoner, the former officer K’alven,” I said as girlishly as I could muster. 


“You’re not allowed in the dungeon, girl,” the soldier snarled. “Does the king know that you’re here?” 


I pouted as I said, “You think the King would let me down here by myself? Besides, he’s busy. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.” 

“He’ll have my head on a stick. Leave now. Return to your quarters.” The soldier pulled his sword from its scabbard and waved it at me. 

“Oh please, kind Sir,” I said, fluttering eyelashes. “When the King is done with the matters of war, he will have the prisoner executed. I just wish to say good-bye. Surely you can grant such a small thing. The king never has to know.” 

Growling with impatience, the soldier said, “The prisoner will tell the king just to get me in trouble!” He pointed his sword at me again. “Now leave, girl!” 

I giggled, the sound musical, “Why would he do that, brave soldier? Why would he want to hurt the one who gave him a last act of kindness? Please. All I ask is one minute.” I smiled sweetly to the soldier. I leaned forward to make my breasts more pronounced. 

The soldier rubbed his chin a moment. “Just a minute you say?” He couldn’t take his eyes from my boobs. 

I nodded and held up one finger, “Just one.” 

“I guess it wouldn’t hurt. But no funny stuff!” 

“Thank you kind Sir!” I said as I gathered the skirt of my silken dress so I wouldn’t stumble on the stone stairway. 

The guard led me down the stairwell to the dungeon level. There were two barred dungeon rooms with an open area separating them. Various chains hung from the walls and torches flickered. In the shadows I could see K’alven stand as we entered the chamber. It was too dark to see his expression. He was chained to the wall with a long chain that stopped several feet short of the gate. 


The guard carried the keys on a chain he kept around his neck. He removed the chain and fumbled a moment to find the correct key. After getting the key, he rattled it in the lock for a moment and then the gate swung open. 

“You have a visitor, prisoner,” announced the guard. “For only one minute. You make one false move and you’ll be executed early, you understand?” The guard waved his sword about. 

K’alven stepped forward to the length of his chain and said to the guard, “I’ll be no trouble.” Then to me he said, “Q’uarentine! I’m thankful for my eyes to see such beauty again, but you should not have come here.” 

I stepped through the gate. Gruffly, the guard said, “Don’t get too close to him, girl.” 

One look at K’alven and my heart began to melt. I gritted my teeth and thought to myself, You have to remain strong, girl. Staring at K’alven and trying to tamp down my emotions, I said, “I had to see you one last time. I wanted to say good-bye.” 

The guard was standing close by. I turned to him with pleading eyes and asked, “May I have a private moment? He won’t harm me.” Muttering, the guard walked a few feet further away. 

K’alven smiled weakly and said, “Thank you girl, I appreciate it. Now it’s best that you go.” 


Leaning in and whispering to him, I said, “I only have a moment. I’m offering you a chance to live. Or at least die with honor.” 

Looking surprised, he whispered back, “I’m sorry, but you are just a girl. What does a girl know of honor?” 

Why are men so stupid? I angrily whispered, “If you are caught doing what I’m going to ask of you, you will be executed as a traitor. Otherwise, you will die tomorrow for the crime of kissing the king’s girlfriend. Should you live, K’tahnah will be grateful.” I glared at him for a moment before asking, “Will you help me or not?” 

He discreetly took a step backward and said loud enough for the guard to hear, “All I ask is for one last kiss.” 

I took a step forward, and reached up to put my arms around his neck, hungry for his kiss. 

The guard bounded up to grab my shoulder, but careful not to get too close himself. He bellowed, “Girl, I said keep your distance!” 

K’alven pushed past me as he took a step forward. The guard had not noticed that K’alven had taken a step backward, so now he was within reach. K’alven grabbed the keychain around the guard’s neck and pulled hard, swinging the guard to the floor, deeper inside the dungeon. The disoriented guard started to stand when K’alven grabbed his shoulders and sent the guard flying headfirst into a wall knocking him out. 

I watched quietly as K’alven took the guard’s keys and found the one key that would unlock his manacles. He walked up to me, took me by the shoulders, bent down and kissed me long and hard. I closed my eyes and put my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. Finally, he pulled away and said, breathing heavy, “Yes. I will help you.” 

I smiled at him, “Great. First chain that guard up and put something in his mouth so he can’t call for help. I’ll tell you along the way. We have to hurry!” 

K’alven quickly stripped the guard, stuffed the guard’s underwear in his mouth and chained him to the wall. He then tossed the keys into the other, empty dungeon. We then ran up the stairwell. 

Between breaths as we hurried up the stairwell, I said, “Here’s the plan. Do you remember where the powder magazine is for the cannons?” He looked at me confused and I shouted, “You were there! That’s where I first saw you.” 

He then nodded saying, “Oh, that. I never heard it called that before. But yes. It’s all stored in the hollow of the North Wall.” 

“Yes! You must blow it up! There’s enough gun powder in there to blow a hole in the wall big enough to drive a Mack Truck through,” I said excitedly. 

K’alven looked at me funny and asked, “What’s a ‘Mack Truck’?” 

I groaned and said, “Never mind. You know what to do. I have to get back to my quarters before K’latus returns.” I started to head off towards my quarters, but K’alven took my arm. 

“Wait,” he said. “One thing I have to do first.” He touched his fist to his chest and said, “I pledge my sword and my honor to the house of Prince K’tahnah.” 

I smiled and said, “You’re a good man, K’alven.” I kissed him again and said, “For luck,” and we hurried off our separate ways. 


*         *         * 

An hour had gone by with nothing happening. The sun would set in another hour. My deadline. I was assuming a lot. That Q’ala would get the message out or that K’alven would make it to the powder magazine. I was worrying myself sick. 

To calm my nerves, I started to prepare a roast N’ood dinner, a favorite of K’latus. I was just lighting the fire for the stone oven when K’latus and several of his generals entered the room. He motioned for them to sit down. He then waved his hand at me in a “come here” gesture. 

“Girl, these men will be joining me for dinner. Serve them as you would serve me. And tomorrow, you will join the kitchen staff to prepare a victory feast!” He then gestured me away saying, “Now go back to preparing dinner.” 

As I walked back to the kitchen area, I could hear my king say, “What do you mean they haven’t left yet? I watched them fold up what was left of their camp in record time. They even abandoned their wounded so we will have an abundant supply of slaves to sell to the northern cities.” 

One of the generals leaned forward, folding his hands on the table. He said, “Yes, my King. They appeared to have left in retreat, but it seems they only left the valley. According to our scouts, K’tahnah’s forces are still in the foothills. We think another signal was sent from the city.” 

K’latus pounded the table with a clinched fist. “What?!” he screamed. “Another signal? How many spies do we have in this city? I thought we killed them all.” 

Clearing his throat, the general said, “Well, all we know is they seemed to have halted their retreat right after some smoke was seen over the central peak in the foothills. We think that was the signal to acknowledge receiving a message.” 


K’latus leaped to his feet and grabbed the general by his beard. “General K’angah, if one more secret message is sent to K’tahnah, I will personally stick your head on the highest pole in this city. Am I understood?” He let the frightened general fall back into his chair. 

Nervously, the general said, “Yes my King. We are gathering up suspects as we speak.” 

“Let me give you a suggestion, general. Interrogate them first, and then kill them. You always kill them before we find out anything!” K’latus sat back down. 

General K’angah bowed and said, “Yes my King. It will be done.” 

Shouting to me, K’latus said, “Girl! Where’s that dinner? I’m starv…” 

I was knocked off my feet as the whole building shook. There followed a deafening explosion. The king and his generals rushed to a northern facing window. I picked myself up and followed them. Through the window could be seen an ever growing plumb of smoke and dust. 

K’latus shouted, “Great K’tahr’s Ghost! What just happened?” He looked again out the window, a puzzled expression on his face. Suddenly his eyes grew wide as he breathed, “The magazines! The storage for the gun powder!” 

He grabbed General K’angah by his ears and shouted, “Not only spies, but saboteurs!” He pushed the general backwards, pulled the sword from his scabbard and before anyone could react, the general lay dead on the floor in a growing pool of blood. 

There was great shouting coming from the walls. K’latus turned to the remaining generals and shouted, “Why are you standing there? Let’s go!” As he was leaving, he yelled to me, pointing to the dead general, “Girl! Clean that mess up!” 

I tried to follow them, but the door was locked. I hurried up the steps to the Grand Hall, where the king entertained important guests. I still couldn’t leave, but I was high enough to see what was happening. 

The Northern Wall was in rubble and several structures were on fire. Bounding across the valley rode Q’fahr’s cavalry. Some of the city’s soldiers, on foot and N’eerats headed for the gaping hole in the wall. Q’fahr’s archers let loose a withering volley of arrows into the defenders on the walls and those exiting through the hole onto the valley. Several of the southern walls cannons fired toward the north side of the valley, but were ineffective due to the distance. 

Some catapults appeared on the north end of the valley and moments later, boulders were bouncing off city buildings, one partially taking down the roof of the Grand Hall, not far from where I was standing. It wasn’t safe where I was, but I couldn’t help but watch the battle rage below me. 

Some of Q’fahr’s soldiers managed to get to the city gates and opened them. More cavalry and soldiers poured through the opened gates. It was hard to see because of the buildings, dust and smoke, but I could tell the fighting in the streets was vicious, sword and lance, flashing in the fading sunlight. 

The city’s defenders were pushed up against the palace walls. The gates were opened for a minute to allow some of the soldiers inside the palace grounds. Then the gates were closed once more, a large bolt slid into place. The same trick of the ring of oil surrounding the wall set on fire was used at the palace wall. The screams of the dying on the other side of the palace wall sent shivers down my spine. Black, inky smoke obscured the sky. 


“You’ve been busy, haven’t you, little one?” 

The voice made me jump. I spun around to see K’latus, smeared in blood and grime. I ran to him, crying “My King!” He slapped me. It was so hard it brought tears to my eyes. 

He grabbed my arm and led me to the broken balcony of the Great Hall. “I don’t know how you pulled it off, but I know you were behind this!” K’latus bellowed. “My question is why? You could have been queen! You would have lived better than any woman on the whole planet! Why did you throw it away and destroy my kingdom?” 

I watched below as the gate was split apart and the wall breached. Men came pouring through the broken gates. The screams and yells from below was deafening. The palace was about to be over-run and I needed time. I turned to K’latus and said, “What do you mean, my King? I love you. I was looking forward to being your queen!” 

“You lie!” K’latus screamed. I slid to my knees before him as he continued, “You’re a woman. You have no honor! You will lie, cheat, connive — say anything to get what you want!” 

“I never left the palace, my master! How could I have done anything. I was as surprised as you.” I began to cry. 

He backhanded me again. “Liar! Only a handful of people knew the location of that magazine. Fewer still knew its potential.” He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled hard. “I don’t know how, but I know it was you.” 

He suddenly laughed. “But you know what little one? A ship is being made ready for sail. We’re going to be on it. Your boyfriend isn’t getting you back.” Still holding my hair tightly, he began to lead me across the room. 

“I don’t want to go with you!” I screamed. 

He paused a moment to say sarcastically, “I thought you said you wanted to be my queen?” He then looked at me with amusement. “I guess you really don’t understand, do you? A virgin girl, with your skin tone and hair color is more valuable that any gold or jewels on this world. You are worth the price of a kingdom. Why do you think your boyfriend fought a war for you? Because he loves you? Don’t be such a stupid girl! Well, he’s not going to get you!” He jerked my hair and knocked me off my feet, practically dragging me by my hair. 

“Let the girl go,” said a voice quietly from across the Great Hall. 

“Jimmy!” I cried. K’latus jerked hard on my hair. 

“We were just leaving, K’tahnah,” K’latus sneered. He continued to drag me slowly to the far wall. “You will never cross the room in time before I’m through this hidden door and locking it.” 

Angrily, Jimmy shouted, “I want my property back, K’latus. I don’t care if you escape. Just leave the girl.” 

K’latus touched a panel on the wall and narrow doorway slid open. He laughed, “Are you serious? I intend to buy my next kingdom with her.” 

I tried to bite K’latus’ hand, but the way he held my hair, I couldn’t do it. So I did the next best thing I could. I kicked him solidly in the groin. He loosened his grip on my hair enough for me to pull it out of his hand. I then jumped to one side. 


In English, he bellowed, “You fucking bitch!” He made a grab for me and stumbled, giving Jimmy enough time to bound across the room. K’latus was quick to draw his sword, even as he was recovering his feet. Jimmy closed the distance, his sword ready. 

Not taking his eyes off K’latus, Jimmy shouted to me, “Girl! My men have taken the palace. Run!” 

“I want to help!” 

“You’re just going to distract me, girl. Go!” 

I headed toward the Grand Hall’s entrance, but ducked down behind some furniture. There was no way I was just going to leave with Jimmy fighting a life or death struggle. Especially since it was over me. 

I watched with morbid fascination as they both lunged at each other and parried, brandishing the heavy broad swords that I couldn’t even lift, as if they were made of cardboard. 

Both got in cuts and jabs with each other. Both were bleeding from a dozen small cuts and gashes. I could tell they were both tiring. Jimmy seemed to slowing down faster, as they kept going round and round the large room. Jimmy completely missed a chance to run his blade through K’latus’ midsection. K’latus took advantage of Jimmy’s mistake with a renewed burst of energy, fire burning in his eyes, began to beat Jimmy back to the open balcony, completely on the defensive. 

Then to my horror, Jimmy’s sword was knocked from his hand and sent sailing over the balcony’s ledge. The blow sent him falling backwards, where he tripped over some debris and landed on his back. K’latus raised his sword high and shouted, “Now we finish this!” 


I saw one of the arrows that had struck the balcony earlier laying between me and K’latus’ back. I ran, as fast as I could and grabbed the arrow. I grabbed the arrow on the run so I would maintain my momentum. What I was about to do, no man of honor would have done, but I was just a frightened girl whose man needed help. I ran full force with both hands on the shaft of the arrow and instead of trying to penetrate the shoulder blades, I rammed the arrow up through K’latus’ lower back with an upward motion sending the point up into his chest. 

K’latus staggered a moment, as he turned, wild surprise in his eyes. His sword still held over his head slid from his fingers and clanged on the ground. He turned with a hand outstretched toward me, blood frothing on his lips. With a rasping voice, he said, “I would have made you queen…” He collapsed to the ground, breathing heavy for a minute, and then he was still. 

I stood there, horrified at what I had done. Jimmy regained his feet and ran to me and took me by the shoulders and said breathlessly, “Q’uaranteen! My God, are you okay?” 

I just stood there a moment, shaking. I looked up at Jimmy’s face, tears welling up in my eyes. I was never so happy to see anyone in my life! “Oh, Jimmy!” I cried as my arms encircled his neck. Thank God you’re here!” 

He smiled at me, as he ran a hand through my hair. “I’m glad you’re safe.” He then kissed me, hard and passionately, pulling me close into him. I felt my body respond to his passion. Without any effort on Jimmy’s part, a quick tear sent my silken dress to the floor around my ankles. 

I looked deep into his eyes as we separated a moment. In barely a whisper, I said, “I love you, Jimmy.” 

A moment later, Jimmy’s battle harness fell to the floor, and before I knew it, we laid on a broken couch, I on my back and he over me. I gasped as I felt him enter me. In the late afternoon’s fading sunlight, in the ruined palace of King K’latus, I gave Jimmy my virginity and greatly reduced my retail value. 

*         *         * 

One year later 

I sat on a plush lounge chair on the shaded balcony of our wing of the palace of Q’fahr. I smiled as I looked down at my infant son, feeding from my breast. Watching him get nourishment from my own body like that gave me an overwhelming sense of peace and contentment. 

From behind me, a voice said quietly, “How is my son today?” 

I sighed and looked up at my husband and said, “He sleeps for now. But I can tell he will grow to be a mighty warrior like his father.” 

K’tahnah sat down across from me and very gently stroked the top of our son’s head. He smiled to me and said, “I’m sure he will.” A look of seriousness clouded his face as he asked, “And what of his mother? How is she feeling?” 

I laughed and said, “She is doing well, my husband. I am truly happy.” 

K’tahnah sat back in his chair and said, “I was curious. It’s been many months since you ranted about returning to Earth.” 

I laughed again. “I have no desire to return to Earth, my love. I am happy and content. I want for nothing and I have everything I need. I gave you a fine son, which would have been impossible on Earth. No, I assure you, I have no interest in returning to that barbaric planet.” 


My husband smiled broadly as he stood up. He bent over and kissed me gently, lovingly. “I’m glad to hear it, my wife. And now I must return to the duties my King pays me for.” He patted my head and left the balcony. 

*         *         * 

Six months later 

“I will not leave you!” I shouted to be heard over yells, bugle calls and rocks bouncing off nearby buildings. 

“You must! There’s no choice!” K’tahnah shouted. The city is going to fall. It seems K’latus sold them the cannon technology. The Eastern Wall has been breached. The enemy will reach the palace walls within the hour. We are falling back to Q’latar. Viceroy K’alven welcomes our additional forces to his defense. They have also advanced the distance and accuracy of their cannons.” 

“Why can’t I go with you?” I pleaded. “This makes no sense to me!” 

We were hurrying back to get inside the palace walls. From there, ran tunnels outside the city walls to the paths that lead to Q’latar. 

“I’m not taking the chance of losing you again. Hand our son to Q’ala. She will protect him.” 

Shocked I shouted, “I love Q’ala like a sister, but I must take care of our child. It is my duty!” 

Frowning a dirt smeared face, K’tahnah cried, “Your duty is to do as you are told! I’m providing Q’ala ten men to get her to the frontier. From there she needs to ride like the wind to reach the mountain villages.” 


“I know how to ride a N’eerat! I’ve done it many times!” 

He pulled my baby from my arms and handed him to Q’ala. “You will only slow her down. She needs to ride as swiftly as possible. Having to watch and protect you as well will just get you all killed.” 

“Don’t give me any bullshit, Jimmy! I know how to ride the damn animals. If I can’t go with you, I’m damned well going with my son!” 

K’tahnah grabbed my arm, more harshly than was needed and jerked me to one side. He put his lips to my ear so he wouldn’t have to speak loud and said, “I’m sending ten good men to their deaths. We are surrounded. We have no tunnels to the north. Most of those ten men will get her to the frontier. They will fulfill their duty. But I doubt any of them will return alive, back to the ones they love. I’d send more, but I can’t spare those ten as it is. They will all gladly die to ensure the son of Prince K’tahnah gets to safety. But they will all die for nothing if they have to keep up with the Princess as well.” 

Resigned and feeling sick to the pit of my stomach, I turned to Q’ala and hugged and kissed her. I said, “I know you will protect my son as if he were your own.” 

With a serious expression, Q’ala said, “Your son will make it safely to the mountain villages. This I swear!” 

I kissed my son’s head just before Q’ala placed him in a special bag that held the child in front of her so she could shield the baby with her own body. She mounted her N’eerat and along with the ten soldiers, headed in the direction of the northern gate, which would be opened only long enough for them to escape. I wanted to fall to my knees and cry, but I held strong. 

K’tahnah put his hand on my shoulder and said very quietly, “I’m sending you home, Bill. It’s just too dangerous for you.” 

Anguished, I turned to face him. “No! You’re not! You’re my husband! I love you more deeply than I have ever loved anyone before! You can’t send me back!” 

Looking exhausted and no longer like the great warrior, “I can and I will. There will be no debate.” Turning to a girl in robes he continued, “This nun will take you to the tomb of my uncle. There you will find the chant that will return you to Earth.” 

Screaming, I said, “I’m not leaving you, dammit! I’m your wife for chrissake!” 

K’tahnah stopped walking and turned to face me. He said, “Our spies have informed me that you are targeted. Not for death, but capture. They will sell you for more arms and additional mercenaries from one of the north eastern kingdoms. You will get passed around from general to general. You will not find it pleasant.” 

“I’m standing in the middle of an army!” I shouted. 

“A retreating army,” scowled K’tahnah. “I can’t protect you twenty-four seven! You must return to Earth.” 

On sudden thought, I said, “Then I will take our son with me! He’ll have a better chance on Earth, anyway.” 

K’tahnah shook his head. “That’s impossible. He has no vessel to return to. It’s just us. Believe me, I thought about that. Now go with the nun!” He started to walk away from me. 

“Jimmy!” I shouted. “I love you! Come back with me then!” 

There was a pained look in K’tahnah’s eyes. “I can’t,” he said simply as he walked back to me. “I just can’t walk away. These people need me. I can make a difference here. I’m just a dying boy in a wheelchair back home.” 


“Being in a wheelchair doesn’t mean you can’t do great things, Jimmy. It’s not your body that has made you a great leader here, it’s your mind! Come back with me,” I pleaded. 

“Good-bye my Princess. I could not have asked for a better woman to be my wife and my son’s mother.” He then took me in his arms and kissed me with a passion that made my knees waver. It was the first time on this planet I’d seen tears in Jimmy’s eyes. 

K’tahnah shouted to the nun, “Tie her up and drag her to my uncle’s tomb if you have to.” He then turned on his heel and hurried off towards the palace. 

The nun just looked at me, “My Princess, will you follow me? We don’t have much time.” 

I watched the love of my life run into the growing mass of soldiers and disappear into the crowd. I turned to the nun, “Let’s go.” 

The tomb of Jimmy’s uncle was at the center of the city. He was a great man of legend in Q’fahr and honored highly enough to warrant an elaborate tomb. 

The nun led me quickly through the maze of streets, panicked people and animals fleeing the invading army, impeding our progress. All around us was the sound of war, with boulders cracking against building walls and the new sound of exploding cannon balls. The thick smoke and dust made it both hard to see and breathe. 

When we arrived at the tomb the streets were mostly empty. The advancing army was very close. The nun took me to the back of the tomb and inserted a large key into the lock. Though massive, the door slid open easily. There was an unlit torch which hung on the door, along with a flint striking mechanism. The nun quickly lit the torch and handed it to me. 


“Go down those steps, mistress. Be careful, as they are steep. In the resting chamber, you will find the sacred scroll with the chant you need to escape. You will not have much time.” The nun looked around the doorway. “I can see the enemy approach. I will lock this door behind me and throw the key as far as I can. May the Mother see you safely on your journey. I must go.” 

As I stood there in the enclave, the nun quickly closed the tomb’s door. There was a distinct click as she locked it. When the door closed, all outside sounds ceased. I prayed to the Mother that the nun safely escape as reward for helping me. 

I quickly, but carefully descended the stairs. If I were to trip, there’d be no one to come help me. After reaching the bottom of the stairs, I noticed several torches mounted on the walls encircling the tomb. The tomb was obvious maintained. I quickly lit the torches. I took a moment to look in wonder and awe at the tomb itself. 

There were golden objects like pitchers and serving trays, eating utensils and other objects all made of what I must assume was pure gold. Boxes of jewels and a jewel encrusted sword surrounded the gold inlaid sarcophagus. 

I started to panic when I realized I had no idea where the scrolls were kept. I ran around the tomb like a crazy girl for a minute. Finally, my eyes rested on the top of the sarcophagus where there was a receptacle that held a large, single scroll. 

At first I didn’t see them, but there were steps built into the sarcophagus that led to the scroll. I scurried up the steps and seized the scrolls and hurried back down and rolled the scroll out on the tomb’s floor. 


In English, the scroll read, “To whom it may concern: If you are reading this, I can only assume you arrived on this mysterious world by reciting a mystic chant. I make no claim as to know how or why the chant works or why it brings people here. It is possible to return to your body back on Earth. Only a few minutes will have transpired there. Enough of that, here is the information you seek — how to get back. First, make yourself comfortable. Second, clear your mind except to concentrate on a yellow star with a blue-green ball going around it. Concentrate solely on that as you recite the chant below. You may feel yourself drifting. Do not stop concentrating or chanting until you are back.” 

The scroll then went on to list the chant. It was rather long and I knew it has to be recited perfectly. I went to work memorizing it before I tried to make myself comfortable. 

I could start to hear some sounds from above. I couldn’t tell if someone was trying to break in or not. I just kept chanting and chanting and chanting… 

Somewhere in the faint distance, I heard the sound a large door being broken… 

*         *         * 

I grunted as I hit the floor. Dazed and confused, I looked around and saw what appeared to be Jimmy’s room. I took a quick inventory of myself and to my surprise, felt deep disappointment that I was back to being Bill. 

Still feeling disoriented, I managed to get to my feet. I turned around saw a limp Jimmy slumped in his wheelchair. With a feeling of dread washing over me I hurried to him. I felt around for a pulse, and tried in vain to detect breathing. Tears welled up in my eyes as I looked upon Jimmy’s lifeless body. 


A tear rolled down my cheek as I ran my fingers once through his hair. “My husband!” I said choking back tears. I took a deep breath and wiped my eyes before turning to find a phone to call 9-1-1. 

*         *         * 

Today 

I laid there in the dark, marveling that it had been twenty-five years before, that I said, “I do.” I looked over at my sleeping wife and smiled. We’d had a good anniversary. The kids had been over earlier to help us celebrate. Then this evening a romantic dinner for two and then after that… well let’s just say I still have it. 

I remembered back when our first child was born. I kept giving my wife pointers and suggestions about being pregnant. It annoyed the crap out of her of course since, as a male, I didn’t know what I was talking about. And during the early years of our marriage, I kept trying to show too much empathy which also drove her crazy and made her think I was strange or something. 

I did manage to get my wife to try some of the things I was taught in the Convent on how to please a man. Oddly, those little things made our marriage fun and interesting for both of us and I do credit those teachings from a far away planet for the relative longevity of our marriage. 

I reached up to the curtains on the window over our bed. I pulled the curtains aside, as I did most nights so I could see a few of the brighter stars in the sky, the street lights obliterating most of them. I stared blankly at that dark sky at those few stars brave enough to twinkle at me through the city’s glare. 

“Are you still out there Jimmy?” I whispered. “Are you still fighting bravely with honor, your sword held high?” A lump formed in my throat. I whispered again to the stars, “And you… you my son! Did you survive? Did Q’ala get you to safety? At night, do you hear the cries of a mother who will never again hold you in her arms?” 

Tears began to flow. I didn’t try to stop them. “Oh my son!” I whispered in an anguished sob. “I don’t even know your name.” We were going to name him on his second birthday, as was the custom. “Are you a great warrior like your father?” I allowed myself a short laugh. “What else could you be with a father like K’tahnah?” 

I looked at the dark patch of sky through the curtain for a few moments more, feeling the cold trail of a tear slide down my cheek. I slowly lowered my arm and very quietly said, “Your mother loves you, my son. I love you my husband…” I drifted off to sleep. 

*         *         * 

The End 

The Princess of Q’fahr 
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