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On the fringes of the universe...

Aimless and with no idea what to do with her life Jutel flies through space just trying to keep her small crew alive.

Kisho, once an Imperial Prince and heir to the Vende throne, has figured out a way to reclaim the fortune denied him.

Thrown together by chance, Jutel isn’t sure why she’s helping a thief. Kisho just wishes she’d stay in his arms. Separate they’re a mess and together they aren’t much better, but circumstances throw them on a path neither of them anticipated.

...anything can happen.

Disclaimer- This story has several graphic sex scenes and some mild language. 
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Jutel

Jutel looked into the glass in front of her. It was filled with a vile smelling alien alcohol that she wasn’t sure if she liked yet, but beggars couldn’t be choosers and she didn’t have enough money for something better. Taking a hesitant sip she grimaced, it tasted worse than it smelled, though how that was possible was a miracle of science.

Looking around the bar Jutel took in all the different species. They were mostly humanoid, which wasn’t too surprising. Humanoids tended to congregate together, but there were a few other races sprinkled around. It was a typical dive bar, something she was becoming all too familiar with. 

What was she doing with her life?

“So how did a little thing like you get a hold of a Nian ship?”

Jutel took another sip of her drink and tried to ignore the alien that had sidled up to her. It never seemed to fail, no matter how disinterested she looked, how aloof, how angry, someone always came up to talk to her. It would be flattering, though still annoying, if they were actually interested, but nine times out of ten they just wanted her ship.

Taking still another sip, the foul liquid was kind of growing on her, Jutel continued to ignore the alien but he just moved closer. Finally, she said, “I’m a Nian.”

He made a disgusting noise that sounded like he was trying to laugh and she hoped that he didn’t do it again.

“You’re black, not blue, you can’t be a Nian, everyone knows they’ve got blue skin.”

Gritting her teeth she took another sip to keep herself from responding, in her haste, she swallowed a bit more than she had intended and it burned all the way down. 

For some reason, the universe always expected Nians to fit their encyclopedic definition. Nians were supposed to be light blue, friendly, and artists. Jutel was none of the above.

Her skin was blue, though, not the lighter shades most of her people’s was, clearly she wasn’t the nicest person in the galaxy, though she did like to think she could be nice when the situation called for it, and she was about as artistic as a piece of dirt. She’d chosen the less popular career track on the Nian world, warrior.

Fed up with her evening she shoved away from the bar, leaving the rest of her drink behind. The alien that had been talking to her didn’t like being ignored, though, and grabbed her arm.

“I wasn’t finished talking to you girlie.”

Glancing at his thin spindly fingers she had to restrain herself from breaking them.

“Let me go—please.”

See, she could be nice.

He made that horrible noise again then said, “Not likely. I think what I’ll do is take you back to that ship of yours. Once I’m done with you, I’ll be taking it and everything on board.”

He leered and it was an effort not to cringe away from his bad breath. Jutel smiled, it was a smile she’d learned from an Andovian prince, it was part insane, part happy, and part I’m about to fuck you up.

She didn’t bother pulling out of his hold, the closer he was the easier the attack would be, instead, she used her free hand to tug on her earlobe and activate her implants. A detailed scan popped up on her retina telling her all she needed to know about the alien species in front of her.

Reaching out she grabbed the front of his shirt and jerked him even closer. As soon as he reached optimum range she slammed her head into his weak chin. He let out a high pitched scream and dropped her arm. Grabbing his shoulders she continued her attack by slamming her knee into his groin, then when his head came down she slammed her knee into his chin one more time.

It was a basic attack, but sometimes those were the best.

The whole thing took less than a minute. She spared the alien howling at her feet only a momentary glance before scanning the room looking for any other possible threats. Men like that rarely worked alone.

Everyone ignored her, drinking their own drinks, and continuing their own conversations. It was just that kind of place.

Leaving the bar she headed back to her ship, The Flower. When they’d landed on the planet they’d only intended to be there for a short time. She almost hadn’t left the ship, but being cooped up in space was still new to her even after almost a year. Needing to breathe some unrecycled air she’d left the ship and spent almost an hour sitting in a bar that smelled like vomit. It hadn’t been an improvement and she honestly had no idea why she’d done it.

The spaceport they were docked at today wasn’t as seedy as they’d been too lately, it was almost respectable. They had several universal chain establishments but they weren’t yet big enough for their own police force. Signs around the town showed that wouldn’t be the case for much longer. Two men were running for sheriff, and both were promising to clean up the town. 

She marched down a road lined with stalls manned by aliens from almost every planet. The closer she got to their docking site the more there were. When people docked on the planet, and most third rate planets for that matter, they tended to set up shop close to their ships. Whether that was because what they were selling was less than legal or because it was a shorter commute, didn’t matter. All that mattered was there were too many people for her implants to process all possible threats.

Jutel walked past a group of Tireins clustered around a pile of rusted android parts and rounded the corner to where The Flower was docked. Mal and Bill, her shipmates, were waiting for her, looking up the loading ramp at a tall humanoid alien holding a gun on them.

Walking forward Jutel pulled out her cannon and made sure it was charged before saying, “What the fuck is going on?”

Mal shot her a concerned look, his hands were raised in front of him. Bill just gave her a half smile before saying, “I told you she would get here in time.”

Bill was a clairvoyant, he could see bits and pieces of a future that changed frequently, so he wasn’t always the most helpful with his advice, but he was a good worker. He wasn’t Nian, like Mal and Jutel, he was Olovian. He’d been an Olovian boy when a Nian diplomatic party had freed him from slavery. That was ten years ago and a lot had happened since then. He’d found Mal and Jutel two months ago, asked to join their crew, and they hadn’t looked back.

Jutel’s focus wasn’t on her shipmates, though, it was on the man standing between her and the ship. He was taller than she, which was a bad comparison since she was barely five foot three inches. He wasn’t very muscular and looked like he’d missed more meals lately than he’d eaten. He had dark unkempt hair that was plastered to his pale forehead by beads of sweat. His eyes were a crystal clear blue and they held more than a small amount of desperation in them. Knowing that the weapon he was holding on Mal and Bill was a toy made her more worried about what kind of disease he could give them than anything else.

“Stay back! I’m taking this ship. I don’t want to hurt you but—”

A disturbance behind them cut him off, glancing quickly over her shoulder Jutel saw the alien she’d just attacked flanked by a group of ten more, coming straight for them.

When she stepped forward the would-be hijacker started to move his weapon to her but in one swift movement, she raised her cannon and fired. The force of the bolt pushed him back up the ramp and knocked him out. Grabbing Mal and Bill she dragged them up the ramp behind him and started yelling out orders. As much as she’d love to stick around and give out some free ass-kicking she had to keep her friends safe.



Bill’s Journal

Things are finally starting to happen. Thought I was going to go crazy from boredom. Picked up a new alien that’s going to spice things up a bit. Many possible futures ahead.

Mal and Jutel are both depressed, hopefully, this shakes them out of it.
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Kisho

Kisho needed to get off this cesspool of a planet soon or the baron he’d stolen from was going to find him and separate him from his much-needed prize. He’d probably separate his head from the rest of his body while he was at it. It wasn’t a pleasant thought, which was why he was looking for a ship.

“I really need to get my own ship it would make these exits so much easier.”

Talking to himself was a way to keep his mind focused and off the fact that his stomach was trying to eat itself and doing a bang up job of it. It was not, however, a good way to distract from the little bugs in his hair currently eating up his scalp. He’d been too long on this planet and used up all of his spare and most of his reserve funds.

Clutching the small velvet bag in his pocket he knew it would all be worth it if he could just get off this bloody planet.

Hurrying down the dock, past ship after ship being guarded by either a hulking brute with more muscle than brain cells or a hulking robot that didn’t need brain cells, Kisho started to worry. About to settle on the hope that he might be able to talk his way onto a ship being guarded by an idiot he nearly shouted in joy when he spotted a ship that had no guards, just a scrawny kid and a nerdy man standing in front of it.

“Perfect.”

Pulling out the toy weapon he’d freed from a stingy toy store owner he tried to put a desperate, crazy glint in his eye, then ran to block the men from the ship.

“Stay back! Your ship is mine now!”

Wow, maybe he should ease back on the drama. The nerd looked at him in shock while the kid looked like he was trying not to laugh. Half the response he was looking for at least. He waved the weapon between the two men, hoping the movement would keep them from noticing that it wasn’t a threat.

The nerd, his ears turning pink against his light blue skin, held up his hands and said, “Can we help you with something? I’m sure we don’t have to resort to violence. Just let us know what we can do to help, no one has to get hurt.”

Nian. The blue skin was a tip off but the unwillingness toward violence was the lock. Kisho had never actually seen one in person, but he’d heard rumors there were a few floating around the universe recently. Interesting.

“Don’t worry Mal, he won’t hurt us. Jutel will be here soon.”

No idea who the teal kid was, though and Kisho didn’t like the fact that they were expecting someone else. Maybe this Jutel was their brute force security guard.

“Stay back I’m warning you. I’ll just—”

A short curvy woman strode forward a deep frown plastered across her beautiful face. Kisho was blindsided by how attractive she was and immediately decided that if it was the last thing he did he was going to bed her.

“What the fuck is going on?”

The nerd looked concerned but the kid just said, “I told you she would get here in time.”

This was Jutel? Definitely not the brute he was concerned about. The lovely creature in front of him was nothing to be afraid of, now he just had to figure out a way to get her on the ship with him.

“Stay back! I’m taking this ship. I don’t want to hurt you but—”

The sound of a mob reached his ears and he could see a large group of aliens coming up behind the gorgeous Jutel.

“Shit.”

Next thing he knew she aimed a gun at him and everything went dark.



Mal’s Notes

Picked up a new alien guest. He looks sickly, but I’m taking care of him. Maybe he’ll like Earth Soap Operas, I’ve just downloaded a whole new series. Excited!
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Jutel

The Flower was a small ship, by Nian standards, but it was exactly what Jutel requisitioned so she had no complaints. One person piloting capabilities, voice controls, the best available Nian security. There were eight personal cabins, a fairly large cargo hold that doubled as a holo suite when it was empty, which was all too often. It had a small galley fully stocked with the latest in Nian tech, and an even smaller cockpit outfitted with the same. Why would anyone need any more than that?

The ship was barely off the line and Jutel was hours away from her first flight when Mal had shown up on her doorstep asking to come along. Mal had been her friend since their first mission to Olovia. He was shy and had an unexplainable attachment to Earth soap operas, but he was wicked smart and loyal to a fault.

“I can’t believe you’d even think about going without me. I know what you’re going through, I’m going through the same shit too. It makes sense for us to stick together.”

At the time, she knew he made sense, but she was still hurting from everything that had happened. Jutel had said something crude and mean and he’d just crossed his arms and waited until she gave in. They hadn’t returned to Nian since.

She didn’t like to talk about why they left. It was stupid and the fact that she let it bother her so much was humiliating, but what can you do? She tried not to think about it and instead when she remembered home she thought of all the good, her friends and family. She tried not to dwell on all her failures and was currently just trying to keep busy and earn money.

Money, credits, trade, these were completely new concepts for her. Theoretically, she’d know what they were and how they worked but the first time they needed food and didn’t have money to buy it had been eye opening. Her goal was to make sure that never happened again.

They took jobs that were probably not what anyone on Nian would be happy with, but they did what they had to. They didn’t steal, they didn’t kill, and they didn’t take advantage. It left them with very few prospects and never any surplus in cash. Their lives right now were about making money to survive and very little else. When Bill joined them he said that was going to change soon. She hoped that was because they’d finally score big and save up a cushion, but she knew she was kidding herself with those hopes.

Now, here they were, two months later escaping an angry mob with a thief passed out in their hold. Things were certainly more exciting, but that wasn’t what Jutel had been hoping for.

“What do we do with him?” Mal asked.

“He’s going to bring excitement and possibly become someone very important to all of us.”

Rolling her eyes at Bill’s vague prediction she tried not to let it get to her. That’s just what Bill did, ever since they’d found him on Olovia he’d been making vague predictions. Bill was like an annoying kid brother that you had to love but found yourself putting in a headlock at least once a day. Being around him a lot made you start to feel like you were a part of something bigger. It was frustrating.

“We’ll put him in crew quarters, the one furthest from us until he wakes up. Then see where we can drop him.”

Picking the alien up with Mal and Bill’s assistance, Jutel tried not to notice how light the man was, but there was no help ignoring the smell. Once he was in the open bed Mal ran a medical scanner over him. She told herself they needed to do the check to avoid anything contagious, and that was part of it, but her Nian heritage wouldn’t allow her not to help someone and if this man needed medical attention the least they could do was offer it.

“He’s malnourished, severely dehydrated, and has lice. Other than that, he’s fine. I’ll get rid of the lice, and I recommend, as a precaution, taking a disinfectant round through the sonic in case it jumped to us when we carried him.”

Nodding their heads Bill and Jutel left Mal to it, before separating and heading to their personal quarters. The last thing she needed right now was lice. They’d just dropped off their last batch of cargo and been paid, thankfully, but hadn’t had an opportunity to restock. That meant they were low on supplies. Once out of the shower she needed to plot a course to the closest colonized planet so they could resupply. 

Her life was so different now. She didn’t think about ways to make the universe better she worried about where their next meal would come from. It was humbling and depressing all at the same time.

Standing in the shower stall as the sonic waves washed over her, Jutel tried to plan their next course of action and ignore the depression that was eating away at her. She tried to comfort herself with the fact that they were building a reputation as trusted and efficient couriers. The problem was, they were one ship in a sea of them. So far nothing made them stand out so they just had to rely on first come first serve opportunities and those were almost impossible to plan.

Stepping out of the stall Jutel quickly dressed, pulling on her Nian warrior uniform. She knew she should probably find something else to wear, but she’d spent her entire adult life in that uniform, it was difficult to set it aside. She told Mal it reminded her of where she was from and what their people stood for, it was her little way of not falling completely out of touch with their roots. Most days it helped, others not so much.

She made her way up to the cockpit to search through the navigation computer and noticed they had a message waiting.

“Jutel, this is Zeke, my boys just left a job that I thought you might be interested in. If you’re able to get to it first my men say they left behind some premium scrap behind. Load up what you can and I can offer you a fair price.”

Relief flooded through her at Zeke’s message. She quickly calculated the flight path and was happy to see that there was a planet on the way that they could resupply at. Now she just had to hope no one else got there first.

“Perfect. See, everything’s going to work out. We’re making friends, creating a name, we’ll be good.”

She spoke to the empty cockpit as she pulled the planets coordinates.

Zeke was an Andovian that she’d looked up shortly after they left Nian. He owned his own mining operation, but he also still operated a small salvage company on the side. Even better, he’d worked with Nians before and she trusted him, as much as she could trust anyone that is. Whenever he could he sent work their way, but since The Flower wasn’t geared for it, there was only so much they could do, which was why they weren’t always working.

“Mal, Bill, Zeke sent us a salvage hookup, there’s a planet on the way so we’ll be able to resupply and drop off the alien.”

Jutel spoke over the intercom, plotted the course, and put the ship into hyperdrive. 

Watching the darkness outside calmed her nerves and the feeling of doom in her stomach, which was good because they’d both been getting worse the longer she was out here. Maybe it was time to head home?

“What are you thinking about?” Bill snuck up behind her, but she was used to it at this point and didn’t tackle him to the ground.

Sometimes it was difficult to take him seriously.
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