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  The Second-Chance Tribute




Donna
I never thought I'd find love on an alien planet. 
Pregnant, abandoned, and facing a life-threatening complication, I had nowhere to turn until my sister risked everything to bring me to Zexia. Dr. Grax saved not just my baby's life, but mine too. With his gentle golden eyes and caring touch, this purple-skinned alien physician broke through every wall I'd built around my heart. 
Now I'm faced with a choice: return to my lonely life on Earth, or take a chance on the stars and the doctor who's becoming much more than my healer.
Grax
I vowed I would never love again after losing my mate and unborn child. 
As a Zexian doctor, I dedicated myself to saving mothers in need, never expecting to find my own healing in a red-haired human with a defiant spirit. When complications threaten Donna's life, I refuse to let history repeat itself. She awakens feelings I thought died long ago, but can an alien physician truly be what she and her son need? 
Perhaps the universe has granted us both a second chance—if we're brave enough to claim it.
-
The Second Chance Tribute is a novella from the Zexian Tribute Brides series. This sweet and spicy story explores how healing can come from the most unlikely places, even from halfway across the galaxy.
TW - Contains pregnancy, medical scenes, and reference to spouse and infant loss.








  
  Chapter one
Donna



I never thought I'd leave Earth. Then again, I never thought I'd be six months pregnant and alone.
10 DAYS BEFORE ZEXIA
The waiting room smelled of antiseptic and old magazines. I'd been flipping through the same parenting journal for forty minutes, not absorbing a single word while my baby kicked rhythmically against my ribs. When they finally called my name, my heart was already racing.
Dr. Mitchell's office was unnervingly tidy, all sharp corners and gleaming surfaces. He gestured for me to sit, his expression giving nothing away.
"Ms. Reynolds, I'm afraid the news isn't good." His voice was cold, clinical. His eyes never quite met mine as he flipped through my chart. "Your blood pressure is critically high, and it's not responding to medication. The baby is showing signs of distress. The placenta isn't functioning properly."
My hand moved instinctively to my belly, as if I could somehow protect my son from the doctor's words. "What does that mean for us?"
"It means we need to consider extraordinary measures." He slid a glossy brochure across his desk. The words "Pregnancy Pod Treatment" were embossed in silver above an image of a woman suspended in a glass tube. "It's Zexian technology. Puts the mother in a medically-induced coma until delivery, removing all stress from the system. The baby's development is monitored continuously."
I stared at the image, my throat tightening. "This looks... intense."
"It's our best option at this point. Your condition is deteriorating too rapidly for conventional treatments." He paused, adjusting his glasses. "Insurance doesn't cover it, of course. It's still classified as experimental."
My stomach dropped as I saw the price at the bottom of the page. Five thousand dollars. Per day. For three months.
"There has to be another way," I whispered, doing the math in my head. Nearly half a million dollars. Might as well have been ten million.
Dr. Mitchell shook his head. "I've exhausted all conventional options, Ms. Reynolds. If there were alternative treatments, I would suggest them."
I left the office in a daze, one hand on my belly, the other clutching the brochure so tightly it crinkled. Outside, the summer heat pressed down, making it even harder to breathe. My baby was in danger, and I couldn't save him.
In my car, I finally let the tears come. How had my life turned into this? Six months ago, Greg had walked out when I told him about the pregnancy. "Not ready for that responsibility," he'd said, as if a baby were a job promotion he could defer. My parents had been gone for years. And Becca—my only sister—was somewhere in space, married to a purple alien warrior.
I was completely alone.
7 DAYS BEFORE ZEXIA
That night, the comlink my sister had given me before she left Earth lit up with a soft purple glow. I kept it on my nightstand, though it had been silent for weeks. I fumbled to activate it, desperate to see Becca's face.
Her image flickered to life, projected a few inches above the device. She was smiling, but her smile faded as she took in my appearance.
"Donna? What's wrong?" Her eyes widened as she noted my tear-stained face.
The whole story spilled out between sobs – the diagnosis, the failing placenta, the pod, the impossible cost. Becca listened, her expression shifting from concern to determination.
"We'll figure something out," she promised. "I'll talk to Yalxander. The Zexians have incredible medical technology. There has to be a way."
I nodded, not really believing her. What could they do from a spaceship orbiting Earth? Their annual visit wasn't scheduled for months. By then, it might be too late.
"Don't give up," Becca said fiercely. "That's my nephew in there, and I'm not letting anything happen to either of you."
After we disconnected, I laid a hand on my belly, feeling the gentle movement within. "I'll find a way," I whispered to my unborn son. "I promise."
3 DAYS BEFORE ZEXIA
The morning sickness had returned with a vengeance, though the doctor said it wasn't actually morning sickness at this stage—just another sign my body was struggling. I had just managed to keep down a piece of dry toast when I heard it—a sound like thunder, but localized, as if a storm were brewing directly over my house.
I stumbled to the kitchen door, tea mug in hand, just in time to see a sleek metal craft settling into the patchy grass of my backyard. Steam rose from its hull as a section slid open.
The mug shattered at my feet when I saw my sister emerge, followed by a towering purple figure.
"Uh, hey sis," Becca said, as if dropping from space into my backyard was the most normal thing in the world.
Yalxander had to duck to enter my kitchen. Up close, he was even more imposing than I remembered from Becca's Tribute ceremony—nearly seven feet of muscled purple alien, golden eyes alert and watchful.
"We don't have much time," he said, his deep voice resonating in my small kitchen. "Security will notice the missing starfighter soon."
"Missing?" I clutched the counter for support. "You stole a spaceship?"
Becca grabbed my hands. "We borrowed it, and yes, we're probably breaking about a dozen laws right now. But it doesn't matter. Yalxander says they can help you on Zexia. Real help, not the overpriced version they're selling on Earth."
"I can't just leave," I protested weakly.
"You can, and you will," Becca said, already moving toward my bedroom. "Pack essentials only. We need to go before someone notices the unauthorized landing."
Within twenty minutes, Becca had thrown clothes into a bag for me while I sat frozen on my bed, trying to process what was happening. Was I really about to leave Earth? To fly in a stolen alien spaceship?
"What if they don't let me stay?" I asked as Yalxander secured me into one of the starfighter's seats.
"The Elder is fair," Yalxander replied, flipping switches on the control panel. "And your sister is very persuasive."
The feeling of the ship lurching upward was like nothing I'd ever experienced—the pressure, the sudden weightlessness, Earth falling away beneath us in a blur of blue and white. Through the small viewport, I watched my planet shrink until it was just another star in the vastness of space.
1 DAY BEFORE ZEXIA
"This is highly irregular." The Elder's voice was ancient, resonant. He sat in a chair that seemed carved from a single piece of dark stone, studying us from beneath heavy lids.
We stood before some kind of council on what my sister called "the mothership." Everything about the room—from the towering ceiling to the strange metallic walls that seemed to shimmer with their own light—reminded me how far from home I truly was.
The General beside him looked less understanding. "They stole military property," he growled, glaring at Yalxander. "This human is not a Tribute. She has no right to be here."
Becca stepped forward, chin raised defiantly. "Her child will die without Zexian medical intervention. The doctors on Earth can't help her without charging a fortune no ordinary human could afford."
I could feel the weight of golden eyes upon me—the Elder, studying my swollen belly. I placed my hands protectively over it, meeting his gaze despite my fear.
"Please," I whispered. "I'll do anything. It's not just for me."
A silence stretched across the chamber. The Elder's eyes never left mine, as if searching for something in my expression.
"The sister of a Tribute is owed care by the Zexian people," he finally pronounced. "And we do not abandon innocent lives when we have the means to save them. We will prepare the warp-gate for transport to Zexia."
Relief made my knees weak. Becca caught me, her arms tight around my shoulders.
"Thank you," she said to the Elder, her voice thick with emotion.
"Don't thank me yet," the Elder cautioned. "Transporting pregnant females through the warp-gate carries risks. The child may not tolerate the journey."
I straightened, one hand still cradling my belly. "I understand the risk," I said. "But on Earth, we have no chance at all."

      ***The sensation of warp travel is impossible to describe. Like being pulled through the eye of a needle while simultaneously expanding into infinity. I remember Becca's hand clutching mine as we sat in the shuttle, her whispered reassurances in my ear.
"It'll be over in seconds," she said. "Just breathe."
The countdown began, lights flashing on the console in front of us. Yalxander sat alert, hands steady on the controls even though the process was largely automated.
Then came the pressure—crushing, overwhelming—as if every atom of my body was being compressed. A roaring in my ears, a flash of white light so bright it penetrated my closed eyelids, and then... nothing.
I don't remember the arrival on Zexia. Only fragments of consciousness remained:
Being lifted by gentle purple hands from the shuttle.
The murmur of voices in a language I didn't understand.
The cool touch of glass as I was lowered into the pod.
A strange liquid filling my lungs that somehow allowed me to breathe.
Voices, muffled. My sister. A male voice I didn't recognize.
"Doctor Grax is the best," someone said. "If anyone can save them both, he can."
Then the peaceful darkness claimed me, and I surrendered to it completely, trusting this alien technology to do what Earth medicine could not—save my baby's life.
My last conscious thought was gratitude for my sister, who had risked everything to bring me to this strange place where my child might have a chance.
I had no way of knowing that my journey to Zexia wouldn't just save my baby's life.
It would completely transform mine.








  
  Chapter two
Grax


My communicator beeped in the middle of the night. Normally, I turned it off after sundown. Zexian nights were short, and I needed all the sleep I could get. Had I forgotten to last night? It didn't matter. Now that I knew I was needed, there was no way I'd go back to sleep. 
I hit the button and brought the communicator up to my face, making sure the camera was off so whoever was on the other end wouldn't see me in bed.
"Hello?" I asked, my voice still gravelly. 
"Doctor Grax," the voice on the other side of the line said. "There's an emergency. A diplomat's family. A human is giving birth."
A human? A Tribute Bride? The words sharpened my senses, driving away the last vestiges of sleep.
"Send me the details," I replied, already swinging my legs over the side of the bed.
As a doctor, I believed it was my duty to assist any species when they needed medical help. I was one of the experts for Tribute Brides. Human anatomy was similar to Zexians', but there were enough differences that an unskilled doctor could kill instead of cure. I'd spent years specializing in interspecies medicine, focusing on reproductive health after...
I shut down that line of thought. Not now. Not when someone needed me.
My communicator buzzed as the address was sent to my screen. I recognized it immediately—one of the wealthiest compounds in the elite district. Whoever this human was, she had
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