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  This book is dedicated to my birds who keep me company and listen to me read my second pass out loud to them. 






  
  About Sinth Savior


Amy
My mind won't accept I've been abducted by aliens!

I'm staying overnight in my car at Yosemite when the strange teal light illuminates me. Next thing I know, I wake up in a cage with three other people. Everything outside the bars is pink and red on the foreign planet, and I don't feel very well ... 

When I spot a beautiful man, glittering through my feverish haze in front of me, I'm unsure whether he's my captor here to claim me or a hero who plans to rescue me. With how awful I feel ... maybe he's an angel sent to guide me into the next world?

Mavin
I'm assigned as a Guardian to this boring alien planet, watching the ongoing catastrophe unfold as the extraterrestrial contagion wars with the native species ...

It's not like my Sinth Sovereignty superiors can ground me anywhere else in space more apocalyptic, since there's no cure for the invading disease! With that in mind, I'll check the feeding stations on Teleplay exactly where and when I want. I won't go rogue, but it doesn't have to be all by the book—all the time. 
I'll never get out of here to discover new things if I don't follow my gut and take some chances. I can't explain why I feel as though I'm being drawn to this building ... as if there's something demanding my attention and waiting to be discovered.

When I stumble into my first contact with contraband Earth Humans, my premonition makes more sense. But what isn't as clear, is why despite the Wen virus racing through their bodies, the female of the species calls to me on a primal, almost barbarian level I don't understand, inspiring instant lust and a desire to claim her. 
Also, she appears to see me ... even when I'm sure I've phased into my own dimension.
After reporting them to their alien protectors the Ashen, can I leave her here to die? Especially if there's even the remotest possibility she could be my fated mate?
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  Chapter One

Amy


Well, this is definitely  not how I planned to spend my evening. I’m hanging out in my car somewhere on the outskirts of Yosemite National Park—because I’m a chicken. What’s the matter with me? 
Why can’t I be better at facing things head-on?
When my waste of space boyfriend told me he’d managed to land a job earlier tonight, I was shocked. For real? He’s only been looking for five… no, almost six months now.
Shifting the blanket that’s way too short to cover my feet, I try to move my butt up so the bump in the middle of the backseat isn’t right in my mid-back, but it seems to follow me. It’s not comfortable, and neither am I. But I wouldn’t be here if I could just address things like a grownup.
To say Brad and I had a little blowout is putting it mildly. Why is it that men always expect you to just up and relocate for them? Why is it that their careers are always first or more important?
Yeah, I don’t have a “career” per se… but that doesn’t mean that when he gets a job halfway across the country, I’m going to move. Come on!
The ringtone for Brad begins in my purse on the floorboard to my right, and it only takes a second for me to snatch it out and see the cute photo of us from when we visited the vineyard last summer. My friend Samantha took it for us when we double-dated the tour together. Smiling at each other lovingly, the snapshot portrays a couple head over heels in love, which is such a crock of shit and an unrealistic reality.
“Yes?” I try my damndest not to sound as tired as I feel. My job at the temp service often has fluctuating hours depending on the office I’m filling in at, and this week has been no different. For some reason, concrete companies think office hours are six-thirty to three.
“Where are you, Amy?” Brad’s sigh of relief at me answering my phone turns sour as his anger ramps up—again. “Why’re you doing this? You had to know there was a real possibility I’d have to move for work.”
Did I? Oh yeah. Of course, I did.
I was actually kind of thankful for that and crossing my fingers that it’d be sooner rather than later. “Yes.” My voice is a whisper as I’m mindful of the quiet forest I’m parked in. Most national parks have signs saying camping only in designated areas, and I’m definitely not in one of them.
“So, what’s the problem?” I can hear Brad pouring himself another drink as he waits for me to answer. There’s the telltale clink of ice before I hear him set down the large bottle of Crown he picked up earlier to “celebrate”. It clatters against the table… or countertop… or nightstand…. Wherever it happens to be while his personal party continues.
“There’s not really a problem…” My voice wavers as it drifts off. What the fuck is wrong with me? This is my chance to air it all. He can’t find me right now, and he’ll be gone within days. “It’s just… I never agreed that I’d go wherever your employment took you. I’m not ready for that next step in our relationship--”
“Living together? We already live together, Amy.” I hate how he repeats my name over and over when he’s drunk… or mad at me… or, in this case, probably both...
Taking a deep breath, I let all the frustration at his controlling nature finally come out. “I know. And I thought I’d be okay with that--”
“Thought you’d be okay with that? Amy, really?” Brad roars through the phone, and I can envision the spit shooting out of his mouth.
This is exactly what I hate. It doesn’t matter what “it” is. If it isn’t Brad’s way, it’s wrong.
Listening to him continue to rant, I realized that even though he started out calm and appeared to honestly want to know what was going on in my head, he really didn’t.
He may even think he wants to know, but from the nastiness he’s spewing now, he’s just drunk. Not even bothering to wait for him to finish, I cut in, stating, “Maybe I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” before hanging up.
Fuck me. 
I’m the one with red hair. You’d think I’d be the hothead, but Brad takes the cake.
Before he calls me back, I dial my friend Jen, who’s been waiting for this call for months. “Did you do it? Tell me you did it… Amy, you did it, right?”
Rolling my eyes, I don’t let her presumptuousness put me out. She’s right. She’s always right.
“Yes, but what if I hadn’t? And before you say it, let me just add on… you’re right.”
“Thank you.” There’s a long pause before she continues, during which time I roll to my side, trying to get more comfortable. “Are you okay, though?” Her sincere voice is quiet in my ear, and the stark difference between her and Brad’s tone clarifies again I’m making the right decision by ending it with him.
Blinking, I consider her question. She’s the one who told me three months ago she’d seen Brad out with another woman. I could have questioned him about it, but why?
By that time, I already knew things weren’t the way I wanted them to be long-term.
And don’t get me wrong, either. Jen said that they weren’t just having a business dinner or something casual. There was kissing and groping, and it was very clear there was some kind of relationship going on.
Part of the problem is, I don’t have anywhere to go but home with my father. Who wants to do that? Moving back in with my just-remarried parent and his new wife. Plus her kids. 
No thanks.
“Yes, I’m okay. I’m more than okay… I’m relieved.” Closing my eyes, I let my body relax and sink into the bench seat in the back of my old Dodge. This isn’t that bad. I’ll be able to sleep.
There’s silence for a few more moments before Jen asks, “Where are you? I mean… it’s kind of quiet.”
Laughing softly, I have to agree. Living with Brad has been anything but quiet. He’s a talker. And yeller. “I’m parked out in the woods at Yosemite. I’m going to crash here for the night, but I was hoping--”
“Of course! You should’ve come right over. I told you anytime.” Her sincere reassurance helps my body relax even more. She really did mean it.
“I know, but I don’t want to step on your toes—or Ken’s.” My voice goes up questioningly. This is the real crux of the issue. Her husband is super, but he’s sick. Real sick.
Suffering from cancer, he’s in his second round of chemo, and neither one of them needs my juvenile drama. Ken needs quiet and sleep, and certainly not me banging on the door in the middle of the night. They live about forty-five minutes away in Fresno, so when I left the house at almost midnight, I knew I wasn’t going to want to drive all the way over there tonight.
“Oh, I have a temp job bright and early tomorrow morning. It’s Friday and my last day. They wouldn’t have been impressed if I didn’t show.”
“Ah. Okay. So, I’ll see you after work tomorrow?” Jen’s hopeful voice lets me know she could use me right now as much as I need her. I can’t imagine what she’s going through, watching the man that she loves and has pledged her life to suffer and get weaker every day.
“For sure. And it might be earlier than you’d expect.” I yawn loudly as I explain. “I’ll be done by three, so I can be there around four or so. Is that cool?”
“Yes. Actually, I can’t wait.” Jen’s voice drops as she admits what I’ve suspected over the last six weeks. “I miss you. It’s been… hard.” Her voice breaks as she grinds out what I’m sure has been difficult to admit. It just makes me feel worse that I haven’t been there for her. For support and to be the friend she needs right now.
“I’m sorry. I’ve been so sucked up in this bullshit with Brad--”
“No, no. I don’t mean






