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Blurb

	 

	“I don’t want you, little one. I need you. I crave you. My life means nothing without you, but I don’t deserve you.” – Quasim

	 

	 

	 

	Ezmira

	As much as she loves dancing with her troupe, Ezmira no longer finds joy in traveling the universe. She longs for a place to call home, so despite the opulence surrounding her as they perform at the Raptyre palace, she escapes into the garden for a moment alone.

	 

	When a gravelly voice emerges from the darkness, she’s drawn to the male hiding in the shadows, and even when he kidnaps her, she doesn’t fear him like she should.

	 

	He demands she dance for him, and when she does, the look of rapture on his scarred face steals her heart. She sees beyond his savaged flesh to the wounded soul underneath, and wants nothing more than to love him.

	 

	Until her heat hits and she ruins everything by taking too much.

	 

	 

	Quasim

	Broken from his enemy’s cruelty, Quasim hides away in the most dangerous and decrepit city in the known universe until he’s called home to his best friend’s coronation ceremony. When the beauty on stage carries away his agony with her lithe grace, he longs to watch her dance every day for the rest of his life.

	 

	So when he overhears a group of alphas planning to hurt her in the garden, he overreacts and whisks her away to the only place he knows she’s safe. His den.

	 

	Until she goes into heat and proves he’s the biggest danger of all.

	 

	 

	 

	Enslaving Ezmira (Sci-Fi Fairytale Fusions Book 4) is a spicy, action-packed, heartfelt alien monster omegaverse retelling of The Hunchback of Notre Dam with a wounded soldier, a sweet, innocent female omega, an antihero alpha, forced proximity, tons of angst, and grumpy/sunshine opposites attract instalust deliciousness.

	 

	This story contains adult themes and is intended for 18+ readers.

	 

	Can be read as a standalone. HEA guaranteed.

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 1
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	Ezmira

	The applause jolted Ezmira out of the spell she’d fallen under. Blinking, she relaxed her muscles as heat warmed her cheeks. No matter how many times she performed, it always surprised her when people enjoyed it.

	Pasting on a smile, she drifted her gaze across the people in the ballroom, not focusing on any one person, but trying to make each attendee feel seen and included. It was a trick her troupe mates had taught her long ago, yet this time a person standing by the stage caught her eye. A large alpha stared directly at her, standing out because he was the only one not clapping. He looked like some of the other attendees in his military uniform, yet where they had proud wings folded behind them, he had nothing. His shoulders hunched forward, and despite the pinched expression around his eyes, a tingle of interest skated down her spine.

	Pulling her attention away from the male as her flush deepened, Ezmira turned and slipped backstage. She’d never been one to seek attention, and the emotions she’d battled lately left her uncomfortable when she couldn’t escape into her dance.

	The dimness behind the heavy brocade curtain brought a sigh to her lips, her body drooping as the last of her energy rushed away. She loved to dance, but it’d become more draining as time plodded on. She’d once thought she could live off the energy of the crowd, but as life slowly wore her down, she grew to need more.

	Whatever more may be, she didn’t know.

	“Great job, Ezmira. As always.”

	A large hand dropped onto her shoulder, a quick kiss pressing to the side of her head before Jolie moved on to put his instrument away. She flashed a brief smile he likely didn’t see. Unnamable emotions curled in her gut. Jolie was open with his affections, showing her the same friendly touches he did everyone else, despite the way she always held herself apart. She couldn’t let anyone get too close. Every time they did, catastrophe ensued.

	Swallowing the lump threatening to choke her, Ezmira looked around for her shoes. She reserved the ones on her feet for dancing only, since she didn’t want to risk scuffing them or wearing out the sole any faster than necessary. A good portion of her pay went toward her performance footwear, and there was no reason not to care for them like the expensive items they were.

	The others of her troupe moved around her, putting away their instruments and changing clothes. It was a familiar routine, one that happened after every performance, and was soothing in its normalcy despite the other emotions roiling beneath her skin.

	The majordomo stepped into their space, clearing his throat to draw everyone’s attention.

	“You all did a wonderful job. Please accept our appreciation and honor us by staying and enjoying the festivities.”

	With his announcement made, he turned and disappeared.

	Ezmira glanced around at the others, noting the excited looks and quiet whispers. She wanted nothing more than to return to their hotel, but she wouldn’t make the rest of the troupe miss this opportunity because of her. They always showed up and left together, so she couldn’t head back to the hotel alone. Mingling with the type of people attending the coronation ball could land them another performance that would cover their costs for far longer than when they performed on the next planet’s streets for spare credits.

	Pushing away the mixed emotions coursing through her, she stowed her dancing shoes inside their trunk. Some members slipped back out to join the audience, but despite the rumble in her belly and the knowledge that there was food on the other side of the curtain, she couldn’t force herself back out into the light.

	“Are you okay, Ez?”

	Ezmira turned at the light touch on her arm to see Selena looking up at her with wide eyes. Because of her omega nature, Ezmira was on the small side, but Selena was a Sylph and even tinier than her.

	“Yeah, I’m fine. I think I just need a breather.”

	Selena smiled, giving her a nod before slipping around her. Not wanting to be in the way or appear to be lurking, Ezmira looked around for somewhere she could unwind, but the area backstage was filling with the next performers and people packed the ballroom from wall to wall.

	Hands trembling, her chest heaved with growing panic until she spotted the open doors to her left. The darkness of the night sky beyond was all the convincing she needed to make her escape. Darting from the safety behind the curtain, she wound past the few people standing between her and her goal, each step closer to freedom loosening the tight band around her chest.

	Slipping through the door, she heaved a sigh until the sight before her caused her breath to catch. Flowers of every shape and color danced in the gentle breeze perfumed with their scents, fountains adding a tinkling background that drew her forward despite the weariness in her bones. She spotted little statues and benches nestled between bushes, and while she could hear soft voices scattered through the darkness, it was far better than the press of bodies inside.

	Following the sounds of water, Ezmira let her feet carry her further into the gardens, the bushes enclosing them letting her imagine she was in her own world, far away from the demands that weighed her down.

	As much as she loved to dance, the constant travel was wearing on her, leaving her feeling disconnected from everything. Each week brought a new planet, a new city, a new venue, a new audience, only to be replaced with another the following week. The only constant in her life was the people she performed with, yet even they sometimes changed. The novelty had long worn off, and the urge to settle somewhere was growing, yet her troupe relied on her as their main performer. Guilt plagued her every time she thought of trying to find a place she could make a home.

	Sucking in a deep breath, she tried to let the thoughts go, focusing on the faint music drifting to her on the wind. When she stepped out into a clearing containing a small waterfall splashing over a pile of rocks, she realized she’d reached the farthest corner of the gardens. On the other side of the small stream and iron fence was pure blackness, the surrounding forest’s massive trees creating a canopy so thick the moonlight couldn’t shine through.

	Shoulders drooping, Ezmira sank to the ground beside the water, dipping her hand into the coldness. A new song reached her ears, bringing a smile to her face as the image of watching her mother dance to it filled her head. Swaying, she let her eyes drift closed, soaking in the peace she’d found, even though she knew she’d have to leave it.

	It wasn’t long before she was humming the tune under her breath, her muscles twitching with the need to follow the steps. Eyes still shut, she rose to her feet, letting the sound of the water and the rustle of leaves paint a picture of the space in her mind. She moved slowly, letting her body follow the melody as her feet glided over the earth. The tiredness she’d felt melted away, her spirit lifting for the first time in years.

	The snap of a branch and a sudden rumble caused her to stumble, eyes flying open as her head turned to the sound. Her body responded to the noise before she could register what it was, belly cramping as her instincts screamed to submit.

	A dark form separated from the shadows near a wall of bushes, her heart leaping into her throat as she shuffled backward. The hunched shape moved closer, and while her mouth opened, no sound emerged as she watched the looming form grow larger. Another harsh sound poured from the thing before her, causing her to stumble again and freeze in place lest she fall and lose the ability to flee.

	Monsters didn’t exist. They didn’t creep out of the darkness and growl at you when you were trying to recover from the drain of giving your soul to a room full of people for the hundredth night in a row. She had to be mistaken.

	“H-hello?”

	The shadow stopped moving toward her, but there was no response. Trying to work some moisture into her mouth to speak, she straightened her back and tried to get the fear under control.

	“Are you lost? C-can I help you?”

	There was more silence before the figure in front of her moved again. The small bit of light from a nearby lantern finally fell on the shadowy shape, revealing a massive male staring back at her, but he didn’t look right. With his shoulders hunched and the skin around his eyes and mouth pinched, his expression was just as scary as the unknown had been.

	“Perhaps.”

	The deep rasp of his voice sent a shiver down her spine, causing Ezmira to wrap her arms around herself. The wind shifted, bringing her the scent of alpha male soured with the stench of pain. It was enough to make her realize he was the male who’d stared at her and stood as still as a statue while everyone else clapped at the end of her last performance. She tried to hide her trembling, pulling herself up taller and hoping he couldn’t tell her dynamic. It had been stupid to wander off alone in a strange place, but she’d thought the palace grounds would be safe.

	Swallowing thickly, her tongue darted out to wet her lips before she spoke again.

	“Am I in the wrong place? I’m sorry if I am. I’ll leave.”

	Pausing for a moment, she sucked in a deep breath to steady herself before taking a step to the side to move around the male. Another harsh growl forced her muscles to seize, fear sending her pulse thundering through her veins. A shameful trickle of dampness soaked her panties, her body unable to ignore an alpha’s call.

	“No.”

	The rough word caused her trembling to worsen, her breath to stutter, and her mind struggled to think of what to do. Should she call out for help? Should she run?

	“I’m sorry,” she whispered again.

	She hadn’t realized she was crying until the breeze blew over the wetness on her cheeks, chilling them and sending another shiver through her body.

	The sudden sound of male voices broke through the quiet outside the clearing, and hope sparked for a moment before the words became clear.

	“I saw the little dancer go this way. She was alone.”

	The male before her turned toward the voices, but she saw him shift back to face her. His shoulders seemed to sag lower before he straightened himself and took a step closer.

	“So am I, but don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.”

	His movements seemed to be in slow motion as he reached for her, but her muscles refused to respond to her commands to flee. All she could do was watch the hand coming for her and pray her troupe could move on when they realized she was gone.

	


Chapter 2
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	Quasim

	Quasim knew he shouldn’t have taken her, but for the first time in forever, he hadn’t been able to deny himself. The words of the males pursuing her were enough to prompt him into action—he couldn’t leave her in danger. The situation warranted that he take her, even if she balked.

	Her terrified expression fed his self-hatred, so even though his intention had been to touch her vibrant green locks of hair to see if they really were as soft as they looked, he’d been furious by the time his hand cleared the distance between them. She’d been foolish by putting herself in danger, and even more so to expect him to leave her there.

	Her mouth opened as though to scream, and the sounds of the men getting closer forced his hand.

	He dug his fingers into the well of her shoulder, clamping the nerve against her collarbone.

	She crumpled.

	He caught her under her arms before she fell out of reach, the sudden movement stealing a hiss of pain from him.

	After a ragged breath to regain his senses, he marveled at her delicate features and lithe body. Even as limp as a rag doll, she exuded grace unlike anyone he’d ever met, and she was light as a feather.

	She must be an angel who fell through a rainbow.

	It took no effort for him to envision a halo resting on the tiny, fuzzy antlers peeking out from her shimmery green hair. No one without divine powers could dance with her passion and suck his pain away.

	His memories reared their ugly heads, giving him visions of gleaming metal and red-hot iron, followed by searing agony and evil voices. If it weren’t for his brothers’ support, he never would have made it out of the enemy’s hands alive, and the pain was a daily reminder that he hadn’t let the enemy win.

	Realizing his fingers dug into delicate flesh, Quasim forced his nightmares aside and lifted the gorgeous omega. He didn’t have a plan. He just knew he needed the peace she gave him as she danced.

	After settling her face-down over his left shoulder, he ignored the pull of mangled flesh as her slight weight draped down his back. It took a moment of tiny shifts before her dangling shoulder no longer brushed against the stump where his wing once protruded, but eventually he secured her.

	He’d only meant to watch her from the shadows, much as he had in the ballroom during her performance, but without the cloying press of the crowd, he’d gotten lost in her scent.

	He needed her.

	***

	Scowling around the corner and scanning the darkened doorways lining the crumbling cobbled street, he deemed the way clear and stalked to the other end.

	When he’d first moved to Cryptik, a city deserted over a century ago, he’d never planned to have an omega. The streets were dangerous in the best of times, but with a sweet-smelling little female like the one draped over his shoulder, his chances of finding trouble grew exponentially as he traveled from his ship to the place he called home.

	Especially with her bright, colorful clothes fluttering in the breeze. He felt stifled by her long, flowy skirt as it escaped the grip he had on her legs and flapped in his face. She turned an inadvisable situation into an outright deadly mission.

	It was worth it.

	When the had music played and her body moved, his pain disappeared. The agony in his soul drifted away, carried by her grace and raw emotions, and for a while, he forgot how wretched his life had become.

	He didn’t care how ridiculous he sounded. It only took watching her sway to the first few notes for him to know she held something no medicine could ever give him. Pain was a living thing he would carry for the rest of his life, alongside the memories of what had happened, and even a moment’s relief was worth any price.

	Stopping beside the dilapidated entrance to the building of his carefully crafted sanctuary, he tilted his head and cursed his predicament.

	He’d draped his prize over his left shoulder, since it was the stronger of the two, but the burns and scars on his head rendered him nearly deaf in his left ear.

	Her breasts shifted against his ribs, alerting him to her steady breaths and easing his worry.

	She’d have a headache when she woke, but he’d take care of her so she could dance away his agony. She’d have no choice.

	A quick scan of his surroundings confirmed they had no stalkers, so he ducked into the building and clambered up the first few flights of stairs with his normal, annoying limp.

	By the time he got to the fifth level, his right leg burned, the twisted ligaments in his knee threatening to give out with every step. He gritted his teeth and forced his leg to carry him upward, unwilling to risk losing his prize because of his weakness.

	Halfway up the seventh staircase, he paused and gathered his will. After a few deep breaths, he shifted the tiny omega closer to his neck and crouched down, growling in pain as her torso brushed the stump denoting his absent wing.

	A quick shift ensured his talons wouldn’t get stuck in the warped wood before he darted forward and up, clamping his arm tighter around his stolen trophy as he launched himself over the void. Air rushed past his face, causing bittersweet memories of his life before his enemies destroyed his body to flit into view.

	Grunting as his scarred hand connected with the wooden beam several feet away, he clamped his talons around it and hoisted himself upward, demanding his screaming muscles cooperate. It was tricky, hard work shuffling between wood and stone, but he pivoted his body to the outside of the building and wove his way up the remaining floors.

	He’d chiseled divots in the ornate carvings, creating a meandering path up and around the trellises warped by decay. From the ground, his path was invisible, and the buildings on the other side of the street weren’t as tall as his, so if anyone were watching from the windows, they couldn’t see how to get to the first few feet of handholds.

	His gut clenched when a gust of wind threatened to rip him from the decrepit gargoyle hanging under his favorite perch, but he snarled his annoyance and swung himself over the railing. When he landed, his entire body rebelled at the jarring impact, the tiny female over his shoulder sending streaks of agony from his mangled stump into his spine.

	She’d make it better tomorrow as soon as she began dancing.

	He stalked across the balcony and went straight to his bedchamber, where he pulled her over his shoulder and slid her onto his bed.

	His sheets would smell like her.

	Perfect.

	No. Not perfect. She would dance for him. Nothing more.

	Yet he couldn’t stop his gnarled finger from tracing the beauty of her dark cheekbone.

	Snarling at his stupidity, he hobbled to the chest near the hallway door and retrieved a length of chain.

	After winding it around the bedpost, through the design, and connecting one end to itself, he brushed her colorful skirt up her leg.

	Her slim ankle tempted him, the memory of her feet carrying her across the dance floor easing the torment in his soul. Resisting made him angry, but he avoided touching her flesh as he closed the ring of metal around her ankle.

	With a grimace as the scars on his wrist pulled his flesh and reminded him of the darkest days of his life, he snapped the lock shut.

	His heart died long ago, when cruel enemies slowly burned and cut away pieces of his body. He had no light left. There was nothing but hard hatred and miserable agony left in his life.

	Except now he had a beacon. An escape.

	And she was so soft.

	He sighed in exasperation and forced himself to stop stroking her hair. Despite the tangles from her prolonged trip upside down, she was still heart-wrenchingly beautiful with her ebony skin, delicate features, and plump curves.

	Since she wasn’t awake to relieve him of his suffering, he turned toward the hallway door and closed it before engaging the myriad of locks he’d installed. She wouldn’t be able to reach the top three bolts, if his calculations were correct, but it didn’t matter. He’d make sure she never had the chance to reach the door.

	Locked in the safest place he’d ever found, he turned to face his bedchamber and assessed the space. There wasn’t enough empty floor for her to dance here.

	It wasn’t anywhere
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