
  
    
      Royal Alien Mate

      Savage Martians, Book One

    

    
      
        Sue Mercury

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        About this book

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        The Savage Martians series

      

      
        About Sue Mercury

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Royal Alien Mate

        Copyright © 2020 by Sue Mercury

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved

      

      

      

      
        
        No part of this document may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior written permission of Sue Mercury. All names, brands, characters, and settings are purely from the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to real people, real brands, and real locations is a coincidence. Contact: authorsuemercury@gmail.com

      

      

      

      
        
        Editing by Celeste Jones

      

      

      

      
        
        Cover design by Melody Simmons

      

      

      

      
        
        Published in the United States of America

        Sue Mercury, Sue Lyndon

        http://www.suelyndon.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About this book

          

        

      

    

    
      He’s determined to conquer her heart…

      

      Desperate to save her parents from debtors’ prison, Esmay signs up as an alien mail order bride. She’ll travel to Mars to become a savage alien’s mate, and in exchange for her sacrifice, all her family’s debt will be forgiven. She prays she’ll find some semblance of happiness on Mars and hopes her future husband treats her with kindness. But she’s stunned to discover the muscle-bound blue alien she’s been matched with is Prince Vaath, a fearsome warrior who once led a deadly battle against Earth. How can she willingly give herself to an alien who killed so many of her people?

      Prince Vaath is aware many of his followers are hesitant to mate with humans, but after losing most of their females, it’s necessary that they claim as many human females as possible in order to procreate and strengthen their numbers. He’s shocked by the possessiveness he feels when he first looks upon golden-haired Esmay, and long-buried instincts soon rise to the surface as he claims his new princess time and time again. He knows she’s afraid of him and believes him to be a savage, but he can’t get enough of the little human who incites his desires, and he is determined to one day win her heart. But dark forces are gathering, and it will take all his power to keep Esmay safe from harm.
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      Esmay crept down the narrow hallway, careful to avoid the creaky spots in the ice-cold floorboards. Unease spread through her, but she followed the murmuring of voices, curious about the late-night conversation that was occurring in the kitchen. Her parents were usually fast asleep by now.

      Without warning, a chill descended upon her, a sudden sense that something terrible was about to happen, that all of their lives were about to change forever.

      She swallowed hard and tried to shake the unpleasant premonition away, but the heavy feeling only strengthened as she drew nearer to the stilted, high-pitched whispers.

      What were her parents talking about? Desperation and fear tinged their hushed voices, a realization that only caused Esmay’s worry to deepen. Her hands started shaking and a full body tremble soon followed. She crossed her arms over her chest in an attempt to calm her trembling, but it didn’t help much.

      Keep going. You have to find out what’s wrong.

      The kitchen door sat ajar, allowing a sliver of light to escape into the otherwise darkened hallway, beckoning her to slink closer. She paused just outside the room and pressed herself to the wall, holding her breath as she listened. The tense exchange within persisted and she leaned toward the light, eager to hear every word, even as the content of the discussion broke her heart.

      “If we get divorced and I claim all the debt as my own,” her father said in an anguished tone, “it’s possible you won’t be sent to prison as well.”

      “No,” her mother said, “absolutely not. I-I can’t do that. We’ve been married for twenty-three years and—”

      “The girls need you here,” he interrupted. “Esmay would need to take a second job just to afford rent for a one-bedroom apartment. Who would look after the twins while she’s working? At least if you’re not in prison, taking care of the twins will be easier. You and Esmay could try to get different shifts at the factory.”

      Esmay’s stomach dropped to the floor. She had suspected something was amiss for a while now. Both her parents had recently taken extra shifts at the factory, but despite the additional money coming in, the kitchen cabinets had become practically barren as of late.

      Employed at the same factory, Esmay recalled her co-workers talking about a recent increase in both rent and taxes, which made it more difficult than usual for families to make ends meet. Those who couldn’t pay their bills were jailed until their families could settle their debts.

      Her heart lurched at the thought of her parents going to prison.

      “You make more money than me,” her mother said. “I would hate for us to get divorced, but if-if we do get divorced, it would make more sense for me to claim the debt as mine.”

      “No. I will not allow it. I’ll call a lawyer in the morning and we’ll try to get everything taken care of before the first deadline. Fucking Martian governor and his fucking taxes.” His shadow blocked out the sliver of light, causing the hallway to darken completely.

      Having heard enough, Esmay made a quiet retreat to the cramped bedroom she shared with her younger sisters, the aforementioned twins.

      With an air of forced bravery, she drew in a deep breath and opened her bedside table drawer. She pulled out the flyer and ran her fingers gently over the embossed lettering.

      
        
        BECOME A MAIL ORDER BRIDE TO THE MARTIANS!

        SINGLE HUMAN FEMALES WANTED

        AGES 21 – 35

        Benefits:

        Live on beautiful terraformed Mars

        Receive a one-time payment of 10K galactic credits

        Bonus - all family debt erased!

      

      

      Esmay had swiped this flyer from a post office message board a couple of weeks ago, telling herself she was just grabbing it in case her family ever fell upon hard times. She had hidden the flyer away at the bottom of the drawer, hoping she would never have need to look at it again, but here she was, still tracing the embossed letters as she seriously considered applying to become a mail order bride to the Martians.

      What choice did she have?

      She sighed. The benefits were listed on the flyer, and in her current circumstances they sounded almost too good to be true. The cons, however, were not spelled out on the brochure, though she had no difficulty imagining the many downsides of marrying a Martian.

      If she became a mail order bride, she would likely never see her family again. Her throat burned when she considered being forever separated from her twin sisters Carmen and Lilly, as well as her beloved parents. She glanced at the nine-year-old girls and watched as they slept peacefully, both blissfully unaware of the troubles facing their family.

      They can’t lose Mom or Dad. I won’t let it happen.

      Still holding the flyer, she moved to the small bedroom window and peered into the darkness. Her family’s apartment rested on the tenth floor of a dilapidated New York City apartment building. From this window, all she could see was a trash-filled alley and the brick side of another equally derelict apartment building. There were also two campfires burning in the alley below, and she spotted the figures of several people huddled together close to the flames, trying to keep warm on this unseasonably cold winter night.

      I won’t let the same thing happen to my family.

      She exhaled a sharp breath and ran a hand through her long locks. As a child, she used to stand at this very window and pretend she was looking over green rolling hills bordered by tall trees that swayed in the wind. She used to dream she saw animals grazing—usually a herd of deer, an image she must’ve picked up from a book long ago—and birds flitting amongst those make-believe trees.

      In such visions, she could open her window and inhale the pleasing fragrance of flowers that flourished around the perimeter of the building, rather than the stomach-turning stench of overflowing garbage bins.

      Mars.

      She clutched the flyer to her chest and said a prayer. She’d never been particularly religious, but she still prayed sometimes, usually in her most desperate hours.

      Like the time her father got hit by a truck and barely survived, or the time Carmen caught a bad strain of the flu and ended up hospitalized for a month.

      She set the brochure aside, then closed her eyes and bowed her head.

      Please let this work. Please let my family understand why I’m leaving.

      Please keep them safe and healthy. Please keep them together.

      Please, God, please.

      She opened her eyes and peered at her sleeping sisters. Careful not to disturb them, she sat down and brushed their blonde locks from their faces, memorizing their features and trying to preserve this quiet moment in time.

      What if she never saw them again?

      Her heart clenched with sorrow. The heavy feeling from earlier persisted, until each breath became a painful, shallow gasp.

      Her gaze fell upon the flyer again.

      BECOME A MAIL ORDER BRIDE TO THE MARTIANS!

      She shuddered and turned back to her sisters.

      “I love you both.” She leaned down to press a kiss upon Carmen’s forehead, followed by Lilly’s. “Please take care of Mom and Dad.”

      Quickly and quietly, she donned her warmest pants, a thick long-sleeved shirt, and an oversized sweater. After slipping into wool socks and a pair of boots, she packed one of her old school backpacks with as many of her belongings as she could shove inside.

      She had heard terraformed Mars was warm, almost tropical, though some of the aliens preferred to live in caverns beneath the surface of the planet that were not as warm, so she packed a variety of clothing—pants and heavy sweaters, comfy socks her mother had knitted for her, a few sundresses, and her nicest undergarments. She also threw in a beautiful wooden hairbrush her late grandmother had gifted her, her prized collection of gemstones, a small family photo album, and a tiny stuffed bunny given to her by her late grandfather on her sixth birthday.

      She found writing supplies and began drafting a letter to her family, clutching the pen tightly in her trembling hand to keep her penmanship legible.

      
        
        Dear Mom, Dad, Carmen and Lilly,

      

        

      
        I’ve decided to become a mail order bride to the Martians. Forgive me for not saying goodbye, but I know you would try to stop me. Don’t worry about me, I promise everything will be fine. This is for the best. I will try to contact you once I reach Mars.

      

        

      
        With all my love,

      

        

      
        Esmay

      

      

      There. Short and to the point. She didn’t want to admit she knew about her parents’ debt, though of course they would realize she must be aware.

      Otherwise, why would she take the drastic measure of becoming a mail order bride to the very aliens who had conquered Earth twenty years ago?

      She’d been an infant during the quick but deadly war, but she’d heard stories about it from her parents and grandparents, as well as older coworkers at the factory. No woman would sign up to marry a Martian unless she was desperate, unless she wished to help her family.

      Those poor girls, she remembered her father uttering once as they passed a line of young women waiting to enter the Martian Affairs building a few blocks away. Her stomach flipped when she recalled his pitying expression as he glanced at the women. God help them, he’d said once they reached the next city block. God help those poor girls.

      Giving herself a mental shake, she listened to the sounds of the apartment, waiting until she heard her parents finally go to bed. Once all was quiet, she slipped on her backpack and escaped into the cold, unforgiving night.
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      Esmay couldn’t help but stare at the huge male Martian guards who stood along the walls. She sat inside the twenty-four-hour Martian Affairs building, waiting for a clerk to call her name. Her hands trembled in her lap. She hadn’t been so close to one of the Martians in a few years.

      The guards were about seven feet tall, exceedingly muscular, and they had brightly colored skin. Most were green, but several were orange, purple, and red. They had fierce looking horns that curved back over their heads too.

      Everything about them was frightening and intimidating.

      She had seen videos of the Martians fighting like barbarians during the war, charging their opponents and headbutting them to death. Apparently, their skin was naturally armored and they were impervious to most weaponry. Though they were an advanced species, capable of interstellar travel and of terraforming entire planets, for some reason they preferred ground combat. From what she’d witnessed in the videos, it seemed they enjoyed fighting by hand, relished slaughtering the human soldiers who were trying to defend their planet.

      Technically, the aliens weren’t from Mars, though their species name started with an M and was so long Esmay and most other people could never remember it, so humans generally referred to the invaders as Martians. They had made Mars their new home planet, after all, changing the gravity to match that of Earth’s and causing green landscapes to flourish upon the once red, barren planet. But they also had several settlements on Earth.

      Alien savages. That was what her grandparents had always called them. Before the war against the Martians, Earth had been in contact with several other alien races, but all those who’d come before had been mostly peaceful. None had ever attacked Earth.

      I’m going to become a savage Martian’s mate.

      Her stomach flipped at the thought. She glanced around the room and noticed all the other women who were waiting their turn looked nervous and pale. None of them spoke to one another. She felt as if she were part of a vigil of sorts, observing a long moment of silence with all the other prospective human brides before they met their collective doom.

      Were all these women as desperate as Esmay?

      Judging by the tattered clothing most wore, she supposed they were facing similar circumstances. She caught the eye of a petite brunette sitting nearby and gave the young woman a sympathetic smile. The woman tried to smile back, but tears blurred in her eyes and her lips quivered, so she looked away from Esmay and stared at the floor while hugging herself.

      “Esmay Cantrell!” a human female sitting behind a desk called out as her gaze swept around the room.

      On weak legs, Esmay stood up and moved to sit across from the clerk, her heart pounding rapidly in her chest. She set her backpack down beside her and took several deep breaths in an attempt to calm herself. The middle-aged human woman wore a name tag that said Vivian and her hair was swept into an elaborate updo. Her clothing appeared strange, the material of her flowing blue dress shimmering with her every movement, and Esmay wondered if it was the Martian style. She’d never seen a female Martian though, since their numbers were so few.

      “Good morning, Ms. Cantrell,” Vivian said.

      “Good morning,” Esmay replied, forcing a smile.

      The clerk passed her a tablet that displayed a questionnaire. “Please enter your citizenship number here,” she said, pointing to a line at the top of the screen, “and while I conduct a background check you can fill the rest of this application out.”

      Esmay entered the number and continued filling out the application. It contained basic questions, asking her name, the names of her parents and siblings, education and work history, health status, sexual history, and so on. She answered the questions honestly, though her hands shook harder when she selected the I’m a virgin box on the sexual history portion of the application.

      If her application was accepted, she wouldn’t remain a virgin for much longer. She would be given as a bride to one of the Martians. From what she’d heard about their race, they were trying to procreate as quickly as possible. That meant she would be having lots of sex with her new mate, didn’t it? At least until she got pregnant, that was.

      It was crazy to think humans and Martians were sexually compatible, but she’d seen photos of the offspring produced from the unions. Scientists claimed the two races held a common ancestor, despite how different the Martians looked in appearance to humans, an ancestor who must have existed over two hundred thousand years ago.

      Once she finished answering all the questions on her application, she pushed the tablet toward the clerk. Vivian pricked Esmay’s finger for a blood test and then smiled broadly. “Thank you, my dear. Now, if you’ll just go have a seat, I’ll call you back up in about an hour and let you know if your application has been accepted.”

      Esmay drew in a deep breath. “Do-do you think I have a good chance?”

      Vivian cast a glance at the nearest guards and then leaned closer. “Your application looks fine to me. As long as your blood test shows you’re relatively healthy, you should be good.”

      “If I’m accepted, I’ll be leaving Earth right away, is that correct?” Esmay had heard spaceships regularly departed Earth for Mars, most of them containing mail order brides to be delivered to their new mates, though some were simply supply ships. Many of the factories on Earth specifically manufactured goods intended for Mars.

      “Yes, the next ship is scheduled to depart in a few hours. Don’t worry, your application and blood test will be processed before then, I assure you.”

      “Thank you.” Esmay watched as Vivian handed the tablet, as well as her blood sample, to a passing assistant who immediately walked through an automatic door situated behind the rows of desks. Before the door closed, Esmay caught sight of more Martian guards standing along the walls of a long hallway lined with doors.

      She returned to her seat with her backpack, her heart in her throat. She felt perfectly healthy and prayed everything with her blood test came back okay. If her plan failed, then her father would end up in jail, or, possibly both her parents, if a judge didn’t accept her father’s declaration that the debt solely belonged to him.

      She glanced at a nearby guard and felt a stab of hatred. If it weren’t for the Martians’ absolute rule over Earth, her parents probably wouldn’t be in such dire financial straits. The former United States had been divided into twenty-four zones, and each was ruled by a Martian governor appointed by the King of Mars. Other countries had been divided into zones as well, and the Martians ruled the entirety of Earth with an iron fist, squashing any hint of rebellion with deadly force.

      If the newest governor hadn’t raised taxes, her parents wouldn’t be so behind in both taxes and rent. The guard she was staring at turned his head to meet her eyes and she immediately glanced away. A shiver ran through her. His eyes had been black and cold. Would her future mate have the same dark, frightening gaze?

      She clasped her hands tightly in her lap to keep them from shaking so hard. Please let my future mate be kind. She swallowed hard and tried to remain calm as she awaited the results of her application and blood test. Over an hour passed and her impatience kept growing, alongside her nervousness.

      She couldn’t believe it had come to this. She couldn’t believe she was actually offering herself to the Martians. From the corner of her eye, she kept peeking at Vivian, but the woman was continuously busy with other prospective brides.

      But finally, after an hour and fifteen minutes of waiting, the clerk called Esmay’s name.
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      I’m going to Mars.

      Esmay felt as if she were in a dream while she boarded a spacecraft bound for Mars. The silver walls of the corridor gleamed under the bright overhead lights. She accompanied a group of over two dozen human women, most of whom were in their early twenties. From the bits of conversation she’d gathered, many of the mail order brides were also desperate to save a family member from debtors’ prison.

      She couldn’t help but wonder if the Martians had increased taxes in hopes that more human women would sign up to become their mates. While the Martians could easily take human women by force, and in the early years after the war many Martians did just that, this had eventually led to protests and even full-blown riots in several Earth cities. This had resulted in much bloodshed, but it also convinced the Martians to devise a new method of obtaining human brides—by offering something in return.

      Payment.

      The ten thousand galactic credits would deposit into her parents’ account by tomorrow morning. Vivian had showed her the transfer order, as well as the order dismissing all rent and tax debt owed by her parents, and a weight of worry had lifted from her shoulders. They would be okay. As frugal as her parents were, ten thousand galactic credits would stretch for years, and it would at least last until Carmen and Lilly reached adulthood.

      Five burly Martian guards escorted the women into a large dormitory that contained dozens of bunk beds lining the walls. In the center of the room, there were several couches and a screen arranged into a living room area, and beside that rested a huge kitchen. Near the kitchen, there were two long dinner tables, and a hallway on the far side of the room opened into a huge bathroom complete with showers and hot tubs.

      Esmay explored the mail order bride quarters with the rest of the women, a sense of awe spreading through her. Compared to what she was used to, they would be traveling in near luxury. She hadn’t known what to expect when she boarded the spacecraft.

      As Esmay made her way back into the kitchen, one of the women gasped.

      “Look! I think this is a food replicator!”

      Everyone gathered around the gleaming kitchen contraption that looked like an over-glorified bread maker to Esmay. A guard approached, his face set in a deep scowl. At first, Esmay thought he was going to yell at everyone to back away from the device, but to her surprise he cleared his throat and then, speaking in perfect Galactic Common, patiently explained how it worked, though he also pointed out that the cabinets and refrigerators contained plenty of fresh food.

      As he moved around the kitchen, opening the cabinets and refrigerators to reveal what was inside, Esmay felt her eyes growing wide. In all her life, she had never seen so much food in one place before, not even at the local market where her family shopped for groceries each week.

      Guilt descended upon her, that she should travel in such luxury and have access to so much food, but she quickly reminded herself that her family would soon receive the ten thousand galactic credits. The cupboards in their apartment would no longer sit barren.

      Her heart contracted painfully at the thought of her family.

      She prayed she would manage to contact them soon via a video comm, or at the very least, to send them a message letting them know she was all right and that she loved them. She also prayed they would understand her decision to leave Earth. Her throat burned at the prospect of them being angry with her.

      “Hey, you okay?” the tall brunette standing next to Esmay asked.

      “Oh, I’m fine,” she replied. “Just a bit overwhelmed.”

      “I know what you mean. This place is crazy. It’s like a palace compared to where I used to live.”

      “Same here.”

      The brunette smiled. “I’m Faith, by the way.” She offered her hand and Esmay politely shook it.

      “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Esmay.”

      “Are you from the New York area too?” Faith asked.

      “Yes, right in the city. I think most of the women here are from the New York area. At least that’s what I heard one of the clerks from Martian Affairs say. I believe they send ships containing brides to Mars
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