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Blurb


I’ve been abducted by Reptile aliens and sold to the highest bidder. My saviour is in the form of a ruggedly handsome alien with claws and fangs and lethal fighting skills. Not my usual type.

.

He tells me I’m his bond-mate. That I’m fated for him. From the moment I saw him fighting to save me, an undefinable spark erupts within me. But I’ve been down that track before. Had the boyfriend from hell. Don’t need to drive that road again, no matter how much my body yearns for my alien saviour.

.

He says he will take care of me. Protect me, but how can he do that when we crash land onto a hostile planet and he’s made to fight in a gladiator pit as a slave. Every day his life is at risk, and if he fails to come back the aliens who made him fight will come for me.

.

But we have bigger problems. A dictator from another planet is going to use us for target practise. If we don’t break out of here soon, the whole universe will be at risk. I’m losing the battle to keep my shattered heart intact. The thing is, he’s the only being in the universe that has the power to put me back together. To be whole for the first time in years.  If I lose him, I’ll lose everything.

.

If you like impossible odds, lawless and corrupt aliens, smouldering alpha aliens and the tension of rejected fated mates, you’ll love Secured by the Alien Space Warrior.
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Chapter One


Blue cringed as the Lion-Yeti beast, thing– alien–threw her over his shoulder. The tough leather plating that curved over his shoulder buffeted her stomach with every enormous, pounding step he took. Bile rose into her throat as his musky scent filled her nostrils. She kicked, screamed and writhed in an attempt to get free, but the being snarled a warning. Pain radiated from her hips as he sunk his claws into the skin to pin her in place.
Hot blood welled from the puncture wounds, trickled down her hip onto his leather jacket. She couldn’t give two shits about messing his clothing. The more pressing issue was where the being was taking her and the fact that none of the aliens she saw from her inverted position as they walked down the street moved to help.
Various other species either scuttled out of the way of the tight group of Lion-Yetis that formed around the one carrying her or didn’t offer any indication they saw a naked human female carried against her will. It seemed the enormous creatures that looked like a cross between a ferocious lion and a Wookie were nothing to arouse attention. Either that, or the strange, lethal-looking guns holstered at their hips, their enormous curved, sharp claws that tipped their thick fingers, and fangs that could rip out a throat for breakfast were enough to deter undue notice.
Where was this place? Hell couldn’t be this bad.
It wasn’t Earth. Not even close. Her mind grappled with that. Every cell in her body grappled with that. She was still in shock at being forced out of a silver, coffin-like cylinder by a walking crocodile barely a horrific hour ago. The crocodiles had shot something in her ear and then she could understand what they were saying. She almost wished she hadn’t, but ignorance wouldn’t have done her any good. She still would have been sold, naked and terrified on that stage and she still would have been bought by beings from her worst nightmare.
Blue had fought those crocodile things as well, but when one had backhanded her so hard her legs had collapsed beneath her, she’d seen stars. She’d gathered her wits, well almost, when the Lion-Yetis stormed on stage and haggled over her and two other women. The pale, dark-headed woman’s eyes were so wide, Blue saw the whites all around her irises. The blonde hung her head, hiding her face beneath lank, matted hair.
Thick sludge replaced her blood, pumping through her veins. All Blue had been capable of was peering up from her kneeled position on the floor while struggling to understand what she saw. When she’d stared at the audience to see beings of varying species that weren’t really animals, the word ‘alien’ ripped through her mind. Animals didn’t speak in a way she could understand. Aliens could, and thanks to the translator the crocodiles had slammed into her brain, she understood every word they said as they shouted over each other to buy them. If anything had been in her bladder, she would have released it across the floor.
She wasn’t on Earth.
These were aliens.
She’d been sold.
She’d faced down bad things in her life. Running from them had always saved her, but by the time any semblance of self-preservation entered her head, a fire-fight started at the back of the auditorium.
Three aliens exploded through the crowd, coming from nowhere, taking out the beings in the audience using guns that spewed laser beams of bright orange light. The audience erupted into a state of pandemonium, trying to escape, or climb onto the stage. Some of the audience attacked the trio. One of the dark-skinned aliens withdrew a sword strapped his to his back and stabbed a being through his chest, before snapping another’s head back with a clenched fist.
There was something about the way the trio moved that cut through the numb state of her brain. She couldn’t pull her gaze from them. They were hypnotising in their savage beauty. They were massive. Each at least seven feet tall. Their black skin-tight suits combined with their charcoal coloured skin made them seem like lethal shadow-wraiths as they churned through the audience.
Their movements were fluid and graceful, belying their broad shoulders and muscular physiques. They separated and strode down the aisles leading towards the stage, moving in sync with each other as they blasted heads and kicked beings out of their way without the slightest hesitation. One word flipped up in her mind to describe them. Warriors.
The charcoal-skinned beings’ focus was riveted on Blue and the two other women beside her. One warrior’s gaze locked right on her. Warmth shimmered through her, taking her by surprise because there was no way she should be feeling anything other than terror. 
His dark eyes flared and he almost mis-stepped, but it could have been a trick of the light because his movements were much too panther-like for something like that. A flash of gold cast across his skin, lighting his entire face before it faded. Her breath stuck in her throat when she realised he was handsome. His features were sharp and stern, rigid with concentration, but it didn’t hide his sharp cheekbones, cutting jaw or his full lips. She was captivated.
An orange laser streaked across the auditorium and through the back of one of the Lion-Yetis on stage when he challenged another. The being collapsed in front of her, the centre of his chest a charred black hole. The being whose shoulder slammed into her stomach with each jolting step snatched her off the ground and they sprinted towards the back of the stage. She looked up in time to see the other Lion-Yetis seizing the two remaining women and bolting away.
Darkness surrounded her as they darted through a maze of narrow corridors. They burst through a door and into the night. Sounds exploded about her as they charged down a busy street. Whistled calls and gurgled growls assaulted her ears. Unfamiliar smells filtered through the sour scent of the Yeti-Lion. She clenched her fingers in his shaggy pelt above the waist of his pants to try to combat the pressure of his shoulder in her stomach, retching at the oily, stringy strands. A bolt of bright orange flashed and the side of a building disintegrated.
“Get rid of the Dhasu,” the being that held her ordered. Maybe he was the leader because two of the group peeled away and walked back in the direction they’d come from.
“Get to the ship as soon as you take him out,” he continued.
Blue locked her arms, bringing up her head in time to see the dark-skinned warrior from the auditorium throw his gun at one of the Lion-Yeti’s head as they approached. The Lion-Yeti’s head snapped back and the warrior slammed his fist into the face of the other.
The being who the warrior had thrown his gun at recovered quickly. He swung his meaty fist at the warrior. The warrior took the blow to his shoulder. He spun to the ground in a graceful twist and threaded his legs between the Lion-Yeti’s. With a scissor twist, the warrior kicked the Lion-Yeti’s legs. The being yelped as his knees bent the wrong way and he collapsed on the ground, just as the other Lion-Yeti jumped on top of the warrior.
The sights around her became a blur when the leader broke into a run. The others kept pace, tightening their circle around her. Blue shrieked as the leader’s claws gouged into her hip when she bounced on his shoulder. Her vision swirled as a wave of dizziness crashed over her. She was going to hurl. She clenched her teeth to stop the acid from crawling up her throat.
She had to get away. Now. Blue grit her teeth against the white-hot pain at her hip, brought her opposite knee up and smashed it into the leader’s face. His head snapped back and he stumbled to a halt. It was enough to loosen his claws. She spun off his shoulder, screaming as the claws ripped her flesh. A warm flow of blood sprayed his mane as she plummeted to the ground.
Gravel scraped her skin when she slammed into the hard ground, but she barely felt it as she came to her knees and clambered to her feet. A clawed hand grabbed her arm. She slipped out of his grip and pushed his hands away with an upward thrust to his forearm before he had a solid grip.
Blue whirled, smashing the heel of her hand into the face of another Lion-Yeti as the muscle memory from her training came back to her. No way was she going to be taken again against her will. Human or alien, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was to fight. To get away. To run and hide.
She pushed past the being she’d smashed her hand into as he put his hands to his nose. Black blood gushed between his fingers. An iron grip clutched her ankle and she toppled to the ground. Her head jolted as she landed. She ignored the black dots racing across her vision and twisted, driving the heel of her foot into the leader’s snarling face.
Her foot glanced off the side of his cheek. His growl became a terrifying roar. He rose over her and swiped the back of his hand into the side of her face. Her head snapped sideways and her brain spun in her skull. Every sight and sound was whitewashed away before they cracked back in blinding multicolour.
“You’ll pay for that human,” the Lion-Yeti snarled.
His claws popped through the skin on her biceps as he hauled her off the ground and bundled her under his arm before bolting along the street. Her head pounded in time with her stomach. Every jolt sent fire shooting through her body. She couldn’t move a muscle. Hell it was hard enough to even breathe being held this way.
There was nothing she could do as they entered a port lined with strange looking craft. A sonic boom blasted overhead and she watched as a craft rose into the air and disappeared into the night sky. 
Oh god. Oh hell. These were… space ships. Real life space ships and they were taking her right towards one of them. This was just like being shoved into the trunk of a car, where the only way out would be on a dark, dirt road at a remote location.
Her breath stuttered. She grabbed at the Lion-Yeti’s massive thigh, her grip weak and uncoordinated as she tried to struggle from the hold about her waist, but it did no good. He brushed her attempts aside with an angry slap. His grip tightened, crushing her ribs.
The Lion-Yetis clomped up a ramp that descended from a sleek black craft as they approached and frigid air coated her body as they went inside. He took her deep into the bowels of the craft and threw her into a cell. Surrounded by total darkness she had only her pounding head and rising panic as company.
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Chapter Two


Idren smashed his elbow into the face of the stinking  drekker who landed on top of him. The Ixod’s cheek crumbled beneath the strike as Idren took the impact from its full body weight. The back of his head cracked on the ground. His diaphragm crumpled beneath the weight of the Ixod’s shoulder. His breath whooshed out of his lungs. As Idren fought off the black dots from his vision, he used the Ixod’s momentum and pushed the being’s large body off him.
Idren kicked his boot into the face of the Ixod he’d taken down and rolled to straddle the Ixod who jumped on him, slamming his fist into its face. The Ixod went limp beneath him, his face covered with his blood.
Idren clambered to his feet. He brushed aside the small amount of satisfaction that he’d broken one of the drekker’s fangs and spun on his feet to head towards the port. His nodes flashed crimson as beings converged on the street, going back about their business as though they’d not seen a Dhasu warrior take out two powerful Ixod. No being wanted to know anything on this drekking place.
Fire raced through his blood as his mind reeled. The human female the Ixod had taken was his bond-mate. Dhasu only found one bond-mate in their life-time. Usually with their own species, but human females proved to be so much more than just ‘another’ species. He’d seen it happen with the Captain of the Mercenary Division, when he’d rescued his human female, Katie. Idren had seen human females trigger the mate-bond many times with other species as well.
He only thought it would never happen to him.
Or, if it did, it would be at a more convenient time and place, and she would certainly not be at the mercy of an Ixod. The problem was, every immoral drek of a being wanted to own a human female to use and abuse, which was why he was here with his warrior brothers.
They’d received a tip off there was going to be an auction. When they’d heard the Reptiles were going to be there offering their live cargo, it hadn’t taken a brain surgeon to work out they were selling innocent human females. Idren had witnessed the pain and suffering some of the females had endured at Reptile hands. As a part one of the MD’s rescue teams, he and his brothers were often first on the scene. Some of the pitiful states that females had been found had scared his mind, never to be forgotten. Maybe that was why he never once ignored a call for rescue.
Aekon and Kil were of the same mind. When they’d found the auction house, which was no more than a seedy night club with an equally seedy owner, Aekon had told them they only needed to save one of the Reptiles for questioning. They’d done just that. 
When Idren recognised his mate on that terrible stage, he’d taken off with Aekon after the fleeing Ixod, leaving Kil to apprehend the remaining Reptile and audience for questioning. The Ixod only had a small head start, but they were fast and there’d been no time to waste. Aekon tracked the Ixod to the port, heart pounding, blood racing, needing to get to his female. 
A sonic boom echoed overhead as their craft, the Zephyr, rose and thrust upwards into the dark sky. What in the seven hells? A comm pinged. Idren slapped his palm over the screen at his wrist and bolted towards the port himself where the Ixod had gone.
“Idren, Kil, have you secured the venue?” Aekon had initiated the comm.
“Ten clicks ago. All beings inside are currently subdued.” Idren pushed through a gathering of bodies, upsetting a pot one of them held. It clattered to the ground. He didn’t stop to apologise. 
“Are you running?” Aekon asked.
“Chasing to be more accurate. Where are you?” Kil grunted. Why would Kil be running when Idren had left Kil to secure the venue?
“The Ixod left the station with the human females. I’ve taken the Zephyr, deported Grion89 and am following the Ixod ship now,” Aekon said. So that was why he’d seen the Zephyr shoot into the sky.
“Not all of the human females,” Idren said. 
Fear. Rage. Helplessness. Raw emotions fought for centre stage, clamping his chest. He grit his teeth as he put on an extra burst towards the port, forcing everything aside to clear his mind, drawing on his skills as an MD warrior. Being focussed was the only way he would function.
“What do you mean not all of the human females?” Aekon asked, his voice turning to steel.
“They split up. The Norvegicus offered information upon further… questioning. The Ixod were not all from the same horde. One horde took a female each.” Kil commed. 
Idren cursed under his breath. Kil knew how to handle himself, but there was no way Idren would have left his brother alone if it wasn’t so important to get to his mate. If the Ixod left Grion89 with her, she would be lost forever.
However Kil’s news pitched ice through his veins. One horde was hard enough to track, let alone three of them. The Norvegicus’ words were backed up by the fact that Aekon had taken the Zephyr clearly going after one horde, while he tracked another. No wonder Kil had left the venue if a third horde had taken the little blonde female.
“Then we need to track them. I’ll follow this horde. Idren, Kil try your best,” Aekon said.
“Of course, brother,” Idren said. He would do anything it took to get to his female.
A massive crash sounded through his comm and Kil’s signal went silent. “Kil. Report,” Aekon said. Nothing but silence came back down the comm but Idren had to track his female.
“Go, Aekon,” Idren said as he dashed through the port gates. Already the Aiqolds, the port custodians, were taking off after the Zephyr. He was sure Aekon deported illegally in his haste and they would follow him as far as their craft would allow.
“Idren, I…” Aekon said.
A faint scream, decidedly human and definitely scared, sounded over the rumbling of the craft. Idren dashed toward the sound to see the Ixod pick up the limp body of his mate. Her red hair tumbled towards the ground in silky waves. Her arms and legs flopped as the Ixod hauled her under his arm and carried her like a sack of rubbish. Red hot rage boiled his blood. That Ixod would pay for treating his mate—any female when it came down to it—like that.
“I said go, brother. Bring back that female. I’ll see what mess Kil has gotten himself into,” Idren said, through clenched teeth. Once he’d ripped apart the Ixod who had taken and hurt his female, that was. “We’ll reconvene once you’re back.”
There was a long pause before Aekon said, “May the goddess be on your side.”
“You too, brother. Bring her back safe,” Idren said.
“I will.” Aekon said.
Idren commed off. Aekon sounded different, lacking his usual self-assurance, but he would talk to Aekon about that later. Something had happened between the auction and this comm, but there was no time to dwell.
Idren dashed between various stationary craft, making for the area from where he’d heard the female scream. He glanced about the side of a craft to see the last of the Ixod horde tramp up the ramp before it began to retract. Gods! If he didn’t make it onboard, he’d lose her. Possibly forever. Idren broke away from the cover of the surrounding craft and dashed up the ramp as it retracted, diving over the lip of the door just as the metal secured within its holder and the door snapped shut.
He pushed up from the floor, finding himself in a narrow corridor. This ship was a lot smaller than the usual Ixod craft. Hordes like big carriers. They weren’t a small species, and often lived on board for years. Their craft became their homes and their workplaces. They often had massive cargo bays to hold their stolen goods and everything they needed for survival.
This corridor was quite narrow and curved beyond his sight in front of and behind him. The space was tight, just large enough so his shoulders wouldn’t brush the sides, but he didn’t think the Ixod would fare better than him. The engine rumbled and a light vibration ran through the frame of the craft.
He balanced on the balls of his feet and hunched as the craft thrust upwards. As gravity reduced its weight on his body, he activated his wrist comm to detect the bio-signature life-signs on the vessel. A three-dimensional holographic map appeared above the screen showing seven orange dots scattered throughout the craft and one red blinking dot in one spot. His stomach lurched to see the red dot was in one of the deprivation cells the Ixod were renowned for. They were a drekking abomination. As though being bought and mistreated by an Ixod wasn’t harsh enough, the Ixod had shoved her in there, no doubt to try and break her. 
Idren unsheathed his sword and stalked down the corridor, keeping his rage locked in a far deep part of his mind. He would need to take out the horde if he hoped to save his female. There was simply no other way off the craft and the Ixod wouldn’t simply renege control of their ship by him asking nicely. At least he knew they were scattered through the vessel, making it easier for him to pick them off one by one. He didn’t want to fight an Ixod horde all at once.
They would fight to keep the female. They bought her and would consider her a possession, and slaves weren’t cheap. Ixod didn’t give way their possessions. They took what they wanted and coveted what they had. 
The mate-bond simmered in his blood, making his skin tingle and his balls ache. His muscles tightened as his senses came alive. If not for his warrior control, his nodes would light up the darkened corridor. As it was, it took all his skill to keep the bioluminescence under control. His mate was in a bad state when the Ixod brought her inside, there was no telling what might be done to her now they had her here. He itched to find her, protect her and keep her safe. The bond rode him hard, but he must not let it control him. 
He readjusted his grip on the handle of his sword, thankful for the hours he spent honing the sharp, metal edge. It could slice a floating hair in half. It would definitely slice through a thick neck.
The heavy clomp of an Ixod’s footfalls sounded on the metal grating, as he came upon his first target. Idren poised, legs braced, sword held high and swung the lethal metal just as the Ixod rounded the corner. The tip sliced through skin and sinew so easily, Idren had to change his thrust so the tip of his sword didn’t dig into the wall. The Ixod’s hands clamped on its neck and black blood sprayed between its fingers.
The Ixod opened his mouth, but only managed a gurgle before his knees gave out and he crashed to the floor. The metal grate shook and clanged as his weight landed. Idren cursed. The whole ship might have heard that racket. He would have to act fast now.
Suddenly the light bled a pulsing red and an alarm blasted through the corridor. He looked down at the body behind him only to find that the Ixod clutched a bloodied comm in his hand, his thumb on the alert button.
Footfalls pounded towards him. Drek. Idren stepped over the body only to hear footsteps at the other end of the corridor growing louder. The Ixod knew exactly where he was and they were going to pinch him between two sides. He was trapped between the whole horde.
He ripped the blaster from the dead Ixod’s holster and pressed his back against the cold, metal corridor checking the charge. At least the power cell was full. 
He curled his fingers about the familiar leather handle of his sword and pointed the tip in one direction. He aimed the end of the blaster in the other, drew in a long, clearing breath and focussed on centring his mind. 
If he made one mistake; made one mis-step; any lapse in concentration on his behalf would mean his death and ensure his mate’s nightmare for the short future she would have. He would not let that happen.
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Chapter Three


The first Ixod came up on his left. As he rounded the corner and came into Idren’s line of sight, Idren pressed the trigger. The Ixod’s chest erupted in a spray of black blood before the force of the laser blew him off his feet and into the Ixod coming up behind him. 
Idren used the distraction and sliced through the torso of the Ixod charging at him on his right. It roared and blood sprayed from the deep cut onto the walls and floor. Using a backhanded stroke, Idren drew his sword upwards through the being’s shoulders and into the artery that ran along the outside of its neck.
Beings with two arms and legs had comparable physiology. Their skeletal structure, musculature, nervous system and blood network were generally similar. Idren had studied all types of species and knew where the kill spots were. 
The Ixod’s knees buckled and he crashed face first onto the ground, clutching his neck as through he’d be able to stop the flow of blood. The corridor was too narrow for all of the Ixod horde to attack at once, giving Idren more of a chance at an even fight. A bright orange light flashed in the corner of Idren’s vision. He ducked as fiery heat licked his shoulder. The laser beam melted the metal wall, leaving a blackened mark. They could still shoot at him from behind their companions though.
Idren spun, aimed the blaster and pressed the trigger as a force crashed into his back. His knees cracked onto the flooring. Idren’s shot went wide, searing the flesh of the Ixod’s thigh. The Ixod stumbled.
Pain exploded through Idren’s rib cage as the being on his back smashed his fist into Idren’s side. Idren didn’t have enough room for a kill swipe with his sword, but he managed to butt his elbow into the Ixod’s nose. His head jerked back and the grip on his shoulder loosened.
The slight loosening was all Idren needed. He ripped his shoulder free and spun on his knees, aimed the tip of the blaster at the being’s face and pulled the trigger. Brain, blood and pieces of skull exploded, raining everywhere.
A force bulldozed into his back and tackled him to the floor. Metal bit into his face and his skin split along his cheek and above his eye when his face slammed against the floor. His vision blanked. The blaster tumbled free from his grasp and out of his line of sight. The Ixod rained down blow after blow at the back of his head, opening the wounds on his face. The Ixod struck the back of his head with a powerful punch. Pain shattered through his head when his forehead snapped against unforgiving metal.
A vision of his mate flickered through his mind; her haunted eyes when he’d seen her on the stage, her trembling, fragile body when an Ixod picked her up and slung her over his shoulder. He was her last hope. His mate would only survive if he did.
Idren reached back and tore his claws through the Ixod’s thigh. The being roared in pain. Idren pushed him backwards and swivelled his hips, at the same time he turned his shoulders to slam his fist into the being’s jaw.
The Ixod slipped sideways, opening the space between them enough for Idren to see the blaster just within reach. He grabbed the handle as another Ixod aimed his boot at Idren’s face. Idren jerked out of the way just time. The being's foot clunked on the floor next to Idren’s ear. He brought the tip of the blaster up and fired once at the being above him. He swivelled and fired again at the Ixod sitting on him. Before the bodies had tumbled to the floor, Idren fired at another Ixod standing behind them, hitting him in the chest.
The last remaining Ixod snarled as Idren let off another blast. Nothing came out of the blaster. He’d drained the cell. Instead of attacking Idren, the Ixod stumbled away, lurching down the corridor as fast as his injured leg would allow.
Idren recognised that particular Ixod. It was the one who had taken his mate from the auction. Red coated his vision as pure hatred seared his blood. That drekking being was up to something. Ixod never retreated. Idren pushed the Ixod half sprawled over him and staggered to his feet. 
His head pounded to its own drum beat. He shook his head, trying to clear the drums and his eyesight. His vision doubled before moving back into a single vivid image of the carnage surrounding him. His heart pounded as his blood sang with victory. Whatever adrenaline he had surging through his body was enough of an edge to gather his remaining strength and his wits.
Idren activated his wrist comm. The blinking orange light showed the injured Ixod to be in the bridge. He scooped his sword off the floor and took a fresh blaster from one of the dead Ixod and stumbled to the bridge. 
The being was at the controls and as Idren lunged through the open door, the Ixod spun, raising a blaster. Idren dove sideways and took cover behind a chair. The laser streaked past him, leaving a charred hole in the corridor wall behind him.
Using blasters in the bridge was foolish. It was unwise inside the corridors, but at least the metal walls in intergalactic vessels should be reinforced against internal explosions, but the transparent viewscreen in the bridge could be melted with blaster fire. Without any internal pressure, the vacuum of space would crush the vessel in seconds. The blaster that Idren had taken was useless if the Ixod didn’t move from the control panel. Idren would not chance a blast going astray. It would destroy the vessel, and his mate. 
“Give yourself up and I’ll let you live,” Idren said.
“You think I believe the word of a Mercenary Division Dhasu warrior?” The Ixod snarled, blasting the back of the chair to prove his point. There was no other place to roll to, so Idren flattened himself on the floor. The back of the chair disintegrated, leaving the seat in flames. Acrid smoke filled the cabin.
The exhaust fans whirled on, sucking the tainted air out, but they were no match for the smouldering material and the rate at which the smoke poured out. He would have to use his sword and his fists and the cover of smoke to his advantage.
“You should believe the word of a Dhasu Warrior. Maybe honour isn’t a word in your vocabulary,” Idren said.
Idren snuck a look from beneath the chair to see the Ixod setting the controls. Lights flashed across the console in an erratic pattern.
“It won’t matter anyway,” the Ixod said. “If anything my death will be honourable. I hope you like your destination.”
“AI activated. Total command accepted under protocol seven-four-eight-nine,” an unemotional female voice sounded through the room.
“No!” Idren leapt up, but the Ixod acted faster. The being fired his blaster at the controls, despite being so close to the viewscreen. Steel and metal melted and black smoke poured into the room. 
Idren tackled the Ixod, taking him to the ground. He held the sharp edge of his sword beneath the Ixod’s chin, his muscles thrummed with the urge to take the beings head clean off. Blood oozed from the shallow cut, “Take command off the AI.”
The Ixod chuckled, “Never. My horde will be glorified knowing I delivered the human female to Zandia.”
Cold dread filled Idren’s stomach. Zandia was a lawless planet with an active slave trade. It wasn’t a destination many chose to go to. The Interspecies Council had sent numerous MD warriors there, but they’d never managed to stamp it out entirely. 
“Were you planning to sell my female there?” Idren said.
The Ixod tipped his chin, cutting his throat deeper on the edge of the sword. Idren pulled it back. He wouldn’t kill a being, no matter how deplorable, when not in direct battle. 
“Your female, hey. That is interesting. Now my horde will have a valuable Dhasu warrior and his bond-mate. A very profitable trip indeed.” Ixod bared his teeth, pointing the top of the blaster into Idren’s head. Idren pushed the Ixod’s wrist upwards as the being fired. His head disintegrated before Idren’s eyes. Drek it all to hell. Without the Ixod, Idren didn’t know the AI’s counter command, although it didn’t stop him trying.
Idren jumped off the Ixod, stepping away from the mess. “AI. Initiate new program.”
“Request denied,” the AI replied.
“AI, protocol sentient over-ride,” Idren said.
“Request denied.”
He looked at the smoking console. It was beyond repair. Repair drones were released from the walls at the back of the bridge. Two blasted fire retardant across the console and the other put out the fire engulfing the chair. The vents made quick work of the smoke.
“AI. Access communications,” Idren said.
“Request denied.”
Idren cursed under his breath. They were in a floating prison unable to change their trajectory or call for help. Although his wrist comm had a communication system, it was nowhere near strong enough for interstellar signals. 
“AI, detail systems,” Idren said. He needed to know if the Ixod had rendered anything else useless to him.
“Life support online. Nourishment online. Health system online. Hygiene system online.” The AI helpfully said.
The Ixod had made it possible for survival while they awaited their fate. At least he could feed his mate and heal her in the days it would take to reach Zandia. He would have to come up with a plan before they landed, but right now he itched to find his mate. She’d been in bad shape the last he’d seen of her.
“AI. Initiate clean up. Dispose of the bodies out of the airlock and clean their blood off the walls. I want no trace of their existence,” Idren instructed.
“Request accepted.”
It didn’t take long for a cleaning bot to zoom in from the corridor, where there was no doubt a few of them installed in the internal wall cavities. It secured its pincher about the ankle of the headless Ixod at his feet and began to pull it out of the bridge. It would be back to clean up the residue the body left on the floor.
Idren shut his eyes for a moment, hoping his brothers had fared better than him, although he wasn’t entirely out of luck.
He’d found his mate. That was something he’d never expected. The life of an MD warrior took him across the ten Quadrants. The females he saved were usually incompatible beings they took back to their families. Incompatible or not, he would never see an innocent female in situations like he rescued them from. Each and every time he brought a female back to her family, his soul rejoiced, which was the driving force of doing his job. 
There was nothing else he could see himself doing, which didn’t leave room for mating or starting a family, let alone going back to his home planet to seek his bond-mate. No female Dhasu wanted to endlessly ride the stars either. In fact, the only females who took to the warrior life, were the human female bonded-mates of the crew of the Mercenary Star.
Even though humans didn’t themselves mate-bond, after a while they were as affected by the mate-bond as much as the males. Female humans were more than physically compatible. They connected on a spiritual level as well. Some even recognised their bond-mate in a similar way. Although it wasn’t an instant recognition like his, it didn’t take long to establish.
It was why human females caused a stir and made them so wanted, especially by those species with a shortage of females. Every being wanted a mate-bond. Human females were exotic and beautiful, which put them in more danger from unscrupulous species who were not above stealing or desperate enough to attend the slave auctions.
But now, he’d found his mate and he needed to get to her. His blood sang as he ignored his injuries and strode to the cell that held her. His heart thundered in his chest and anticipation made his skin tingle. 
She would be injured, confused, and terrorised. Human females were fragile things. He would have to be extremely gentle with her. First of all, he would give her time to trust him. Then, once trust was established, he would offer her comfort. Comfort would lead to deeper feelings which would hopefully be deep enough for her to feel the mate-bond. He grimaced to himself. Until that happened, he would have to control the baser urges riding through him, most notably his swelling cock. That would be a sure thing to put her off. Unluckily, his battle suit was skin tight. It allowed for easy movements, but didn’t hide much of his physique.
He was covered in blood and brains which wouldn’t help this first contact. He would clean himself up, but only after he saw to her more pressing needs. Hopefully his action would help her assimilate the differences in their species. To humans, Dhasu could look daunting. Hell, he was daunting to most species. Their bodies were built to be warriors.
He looked nothing like a human, with his charcoal skin and nodes the length of his body that would alert her she was his mate by flashing his mate-bond colour of deep gold. He had claws. Humans didn’t. He was also so much bigger than an average human, as he was often told by human females he knew. His eyes glowed when he became emotionally agitated. He had yet to see a human female’s eyes glow in the same manner, although they did spit fire when they were agitated, as he’d seen in the other human female on board the Mercenary Star.
He came to the door, sealed tight so there was barely a seam in the wall. Sensory deprivation rooms were used on the most hardened of warriors and criminals and were not for the likes of an injured, confused fragile human female. If he could kill the horde all over again for doing this to her, he would.
He drew a breath as a wave of rage broke through him. His mate would need him He clenched his fists, digging his claws into his palms. “AI. Open the door.”
The door slid open silently and he held his breath as he stepped into the absolute dark of the room.
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Chapter Four


Those fuckers had kept her locked in a room with no light, no sound, and no ventilation. Blue had given in to tears at first. Who wouldn’t? She had a lot to work through. She’d had to come to terms with the fact that aliens did exist. That she’d been sold and her sole worth was between her thighs. 
When the tears and the snot had stopped, and the uncontrollable shaking had worn off, she’d pulled herself together as much as she could, given the circumstances and the state of her body. One thing being Andy’s ex and years on the run from his gang had taught her, was not to expect anything from anyone. Not compassion. Not empathy. Not help. These crocodile aliens hadn’t sold her to the Lion-Yetis for anything like compassion or empathy.
It was only through years of abuse and then lying low after she’d gathered the courage to run away from her shit of an ex-boyfriend and his cronies, she’d been able to gather her wits so quickly now. Blue chuckled, but it wasn’t a humorous sound. That was one thing she could thank him for, at least.
She was strong because she had to be. She was hard, because it was how she survived. Her trust meter was out of fucks because it didn’t exist in the first place. She relied on nobody but herself because it was the only way to live. If anyone was going to get her out of wherever-the-fuck-she-was, it was herself. Full stop.
That was why she’d eventually worked out the stiffness in her limbs, ignored the throbbing pain where the Lion-Yeti had stabbed her with his claws in her hip and biceps and set aside the fact she was naked. She braced herself against the wall because as sure as the existence of little green men, one of those fuckers would come in to play sooner or later and she wasn’t going down without a fight.
Andy hadn’t expected her to fight back. Why would he, when it had taken her years to grow some balls and finally stand up to him, but she’d taken him by surprise. That was how she’d gotten out of her former life, and she would do the same thing now. Being a victim didn’t get you anywhere.
Blue had braced herself against the back wall so long her legs trembled and perspiration dripped to the floor. She needed to remain vigilant. That was what she was. Always. A person would never be taken advantage of when they were in control.
It was what her boxing tutor, James, had told her at the last town she’d lived in. She’d liked living in Rapid Falls. She liked her gym. James had taught her how to protect herself. She’d stayed there as long as she could; longer than was practical. Andy had a way of finding her. His gang had a long reach. Eventually she’d moved on, if not for anything but to protect the people at the gym.
Nobody left the Red Hawks and if they did, not only would Abram ‘Blind’ Thorn not turn a blind eye, he would end that life in the most violent and painful way possible and also the lives closest to them as well. Fear kept the gang members nicely under control and Abram was the best at keeping control. Thankfully, she’d had no family to speak of. She’d kept her friendships to a minimum and she never stayed at one place for too long.
All because she’d been a sucker and fallen in love with the wrong guy. Andy had dragged her into gang life, and before she’d had a chance to realise, she’d seen things she couldn’t unsee. Things that could put Abram in jail for a good number of years. She did have a choice, if she could call it that. Die, or live and keep her secret.
She didn’t necessarily care about the drugs or the prostitution that constituted gang life, members chose that willingly, but she did care about the abuse. The Andy she’d fallen for changed into an abusive, controlling asshole in his bid to climb the gang ranks and get Abram to like him. Climb he did, to become Abram’s right hand hit-man.
Eventually she’d grown a set and run. She’d kept on running and while she’d been running she’d learned to fight and defend herself. That’s what life was all about. Fight and run to live another day. It was basic survival.
It was what she was going to do now. Given her recent treatment, her days were numbered. She suffered no illusions about what she’d been bought for. It was how much she’d suffer between now and her untimely end that hung in the balance. In fact, she’d do her best to make them kill her. Hopefully it would be quick. 
The alien with the dark grey skin and powerful fighting moves flashed through her mind. She recognised talent when she saw it. Her mouth watered thinking of having those fighting skills. Maybe if she had, she’d have been able to fight the Lion-Yetis off.
The three dark-skinned aliens had looked as though they’d come to stop the auction all by themselves as they’d mowed through the crowd. They’d been far too late. Blue and the two other women were the last to have been sold. The twenty or so other woman who’d been sold had all but disappeared. Blue shuddered to think where. 
She’d still had her balance and she could feel the faint vibrations running through the walls as well as the sensation of movement. Wherever she was, it wasn’t on the ground. She waited with trembling limbs and sweat running down her back for them to come. Whenever they did, she would to be ready. She wasn’t going to be abused without a fight.
The door slid quickly and silently open and a silhouette framed the doorway. Heart thundering, Blue took two lunging steps towards the being and pushed the flat of her foot into the alien’s chest. The words of her boxing instructor came back to her. Minimum effort. Maximum outcome.
The being staggered back only slightly. The light from the hallway illuminated him so he was more than a shadow. She was startled to recognise him. It was the charcoal-skinned alien, but if he was coming into this room, it wasn’t for any good reason. She had it all wrong. He hadn’t tried to rescue her. He was on the Lion-Yetis’ side. There could be no other reason for him being here.
Her mind quickly added everything up. They’d been there, not to stop on the auction, but to steal the proceeds. When the Lion-Yetis had grabbed them and run, Charcoal had pursued. He was here for the same reason the Lion-Yetis were. To take her. Rage bubbled through her blood. She was not going to be an easy target if it was the last thing she did, and it probably would be.
Charcoal’s breath whooshed out of his lungs as she propelled her foot into his chest a second time. He staggered backwards, caught off guard. She used his momentum, taking two steps towards him. She laced her fingers, placed them on the back of his neck, and pushed his head down at the same time as she slammed her knee into his jaw. His bone gave a satisfying crack as his knees buckled and he collapsed to the floor. She jumped around his crumpled body.
“Female!” His fingers closed about her ankle. He was tougher then she gave him credit for if he still had his senses enough to speak and catch her.
She glanced down to see lethal black claws denting her skin. She stamped her foot onto his forearm in a move she knew would numb his arm, or she hoped it would, seeing as he wasn’t human and she took a chance that her moves would work the same way on an alien as it did on humans.
He hissed and released his fingers. Not wasting a moment she ripped her ankle free and ran.
“Female. Wait!” Charcoal said.
Yeah. Like that was going to happen. Blue bolted along the narrow corridor. The metal walls closed in around her as tight as the pressure around her chest. She had no idea where she was going and in the end it didn’t matter. She knew there would be nowhere to escape. Not really, but that wasn’t the point. 
The point was she was out of that room and could find a weapon of some sort. Victims’ deaths were always prolonged. They were toyed with for pleasure. Fighters with weapons were killed faster and cleaner and that was all she hoped for. Please, God. Let her death be quick.
A shriek left her lips when she saw a machine dragging a body towards her. A sharp-looking pincher at the end of a long arm was hooked through the Lion-Yeti’s pants leg. The body left a trail of black blood dribbling on the floor from the stump where his head would once have been.
Blue stumbled to a halt, slamming herself against the metal wall, chest heaving, eyes wide. Her heart thundered in her chest. Panic tightened her chest as the machine dragged the body past her. Her breath stuttered in and out of her lips and her hands shook as she came up close and personal with the evidence of such violence. What the hell had happened to him?
Footfalls sounded on the metal floor and getting louder. Someone was heading in her direction. Blue forced her legs to move and leapt over the body, stumbling against the wall when her legs didn’t take her weight properly. The thud echoed along the wall.
“Female!”
Good God. Did Charcoal do that to the alien? She wouldn’t stand a chance if he got his hands—his claws—into her. They’d looked sharp enough to flay her skin from her bones. He was twice her size. His frame nothing but pure, honed muscle under that midnight skin.
Forget about a quick death. He could make her last for days with those claws, stripping the skin from her bones a little bit each day. She forced her legs to move and raced away from him as fast as she could. She bolted around a corner and into a massacre.
Similar machines to the one she’d passed picked over the bodies of five Lion-Yetis. Black blood arced across the walls and splattered the unmoving bodies strewn on the floor. Open gashes slashed their bodies. Their clothing and skin was ripped apart. Parts of white bone shone through muscle. Black holes singed some of the bodies, while a couple of them had gaping holes where their chests once were. It was as if they’d been slaughtered by a machine, a charcoal-skinned fighting machine that was hot on her heels. Hot bile shot up her throat, making her gag.
Forget about a slow death. She was going to end up as human carnage. Not that she felt sorry for these pricks. They deserved everything they got for buying sentient beings and for their plans that involved her and her unwilling vagina. She just didn’t want to end up the same way. 
Footsteps along the corridor propelled her past the bodies. She sucked in a breath when her toes squelched in cooling liquid. She swallowed the bile down. Not that she didn’t want to vomit, but keeping herself mobile was more of a priority than losing her lunch. She didn’t remember the last time she ate.
Starving to death was now her preferred method of meeting her end. The way her stomach hollowed out, she was already half way there. She’d go on her own terms no matter how long it took. To do that, she had to hide. Surely there was a small space she could tuck herself into and hide in this space ship. Her mind ticked over various science fiction movies. There had to be an air vent here somewhere.
The walls were sleek and metal and seamless. She followed the corridor, past several closed doors. There was no space. Nothing she could crawl into. Charcoal called for her again. Closer this time. The hairs on the back of her neck prickled and she almost felt his hot breath on her spine.
The corridor straightened. She headed for the only open door, bolting into the room to come up short at the sight of the endless, inky, star-filled sky. She wobbled as vertigo made her senses swim. The acidic stench of burned metal and plastic stung her nose. A tendril of smoke curled into the air off the back of a half disintegrated chair. Her gaze stumbled across the wreckage of some sort of control system. The room looked like the bridge of a ship. She stared at the twisted knobs and burned out places in the C-shaped panel beneath the open window, but holy hell…if this were the controls, surely they should be intact.
Her gaze sunk to the floor, eyes
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