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Blurb


One Rasidian Space Pirate. One stolen human female.

.

Being a space pirate doesn’t make a being rich, which was why Rhilax was dealing with the biggest crime lord in the ten quadrants against his better judgment. He doesn’t know much about the job on offer, but he knows it’ll pay for food and supplies for himself and his brothers. Maybe enough to find a nice, quiet planet somewhere, forget about a life of smuggling and finally settle down.

.

He’s certainly not prepared when a female slave, none the likes he’d seen before, is led naked, chained and helpless to be his fated mate. He definitely wasn’t prepared when he obliterates his dream, along with the crime lord’s head, kidnaps the female and makes a target of himself and his brothers - The crime lord has a brother and the brother wants them all dead.

.

When their ship is destroyed, Rhilax and his brothers are blown into the far reaches of the known universe. To make matters worse, the escape pod is wrecked and his fated mate has escaped. Rhilax must find her before the crime lord’s thugs, or the unknown creatures on this planet, and complete the bond before his mind is lost to the mating urge.

.

She can’t remember her name. Or her life before the cages. Maybe it’s better not knowing. Being trapped in a cage and grieving a beautiful life would be the worst kind of torture. She’s good at zoning out, but it gets harder and harder to disregard the massive blue-skinned alien who tells her he is her fated mate, whatever that is. All she knows is if she doesn’t get away from him, she might never be free again.

.

If you like impossible odds, wilderness planets, sexy alpha blue-skinned aliens and the tension of fated mates, you’ll love Protected by the Alien Space Pirate.
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Chapter One


“The Drumas turd has got a two, so bet on a three.” 
Veri’s voice sounded through his internal ear comm, making it feel as though he was right here next to Rhilax, whispering in his ear. Contraband tech that Rhilax’s brothers as well as himself had outfitted with the payment they’d received hauling a cargo hold full of ‘supplies’ to the Vongi spaceport on Di-Yu. Not that he’d minded transporting toilet paper and dry foodstuffs. It was the New Zion alcohol that had been hidden beneath fragrant spices which had been outlawed in nine of the ten Quadrants that they’d been able to name their price. 
Rhilax was glad they’d earned those credits. The tech had been expensive. More so to pay for the silence of the surgeon, Gratu, who had installed it into their bodies. Even damn good smugglers needed all the help they could get—especially ex-Council military who needed to remain untraceable.
Rhilax called it insurance.
He flicked his left canine twice with the tip of his forked tongue, to let Veri know he heard, and then dropped the losing bet on the table. Shilsogar could hardly contain his delight. His gray chins jiggled, and an extra rope of drool dripped from the corner of his wide, downturned, black mouth. 
The mobster had absolutely no game face. Rhilax was half-disgusted he had to play so badly, when he was really very hard to beat. It went against his nature to lose to scum like Shilsogar, when his basest urge was to give the being a fourth eye where he only had three. Free of charge.
“Easy, brother. Lose this game and we’ll win in the end. I bet my left nut he’s cheating anyway,” Veri said. 
They’d inconspicuously installed tech in the club during the previous evening, where all three of them had entertained a bar full of three-breasted, horny Vargians until the synth sun had come up. The Vargians were a tall species. Tall enough that even when Rhilax stood up, he came to their breast height, and he was a tall species. What an eyeful they were. Beautiful breasts they never covered. Gods, he loved that species.
It had passed the time satisfactorily well enough, although the thumping hangover he’d woken up with wasn’t optimal. He never used to get hangovers. Maybe he was getting old. He certainly felt years beyond his age sometimes. Sitting opposite Shilsogar and playing his inane game was making his head hurt even more.
Rhilax gritted his teeth. He didn’t like dealing with scum like Shilsogar. The being was dirty and had his hands in numerous ‘business’ arrangements, but he paid well, and they were down to their last funds. There was only one being worse than Shilsogar, and that was his twin brother and business partner, Xataxi. That being was a special brand of evil and even Rase, Veri and himself had not been desperate enough to secure any business dealings with that being. The Tourogan brothers were the criminal mastermind heads of the ten Quadrants, but despite this being a well-known fact, they were as slippery as a Vargian’s delicious freshly suckled nipple. They were untouchable, and they knew it.
They needed money for fuel and food. If he didn’t secure this deal, chances were they didn’t have enough fuel to make it to the next space port to look for more work, which was why he was here sitting in a too-small chair, losing to scum on the Solaris Station which was not much more than a wasted bucket of rusted bolts. 
The place for their meeting had struck Rhilax as strange. Shilsogar normally didn’t go this far from the main trade thoroughfare, and he certainly was never seen in anything less than five-star accommodation. It was another thing that didn’t add up. Another thing that set his nerves on edge. Rhilax shoved the thought to the side. 
He, as well as his brothers, needed this deal. The money would last them for the next annum at least. Maybe they’d make enough to be able to purchase property on a nice, scum-free planet, find females and raise children.
A real good dream. It gave him something to cling to. Everyone needed something. Their existence had been pointless enough since the day that had irrevocably changed their lives forever.
Shilsogar grinned and more drool dripped to his soaking stomach. His species was made up from roll upon roll of glutinous fat, so much so, Rhilax wondered if he had a skeletal structure at all.
“So, my friend. I hear you’re in the market for some work.” Shilsogar swept the credits from the center of the board which hit his fat stomach. Someone came from the shadows behind him and cleared the credits away, leaving a few yet to play. Rhilax inwardly groaned. He was down to his last. When he lost these, they really had nothing.
He grunted, pretending he was only half interested. “Might be. What you got?”
Shilsogar indicated the board. His mouth quivered into what Rhilax assumed was a smile. Rhilax hid his disgust. “Another game?”
“Sure. I’ve got nothing else to do.” Like hells he didn’t. The most urgent thing he wanted to do was to get the drek away from Shilsogar. The species brought out his scales and he had to exert undue concentration to keep them below the surface of his skin.
Shilsogar set out the cards and pushed a placeholder across the board. He lifted his cigar and drew in deeply from the corner of his mouth. The end glowed red and the acidic scent of smoke tainted the already-tainted air even more.
“Go for one. He’s got five. Resist the temptation to shove those credits down his throat, Rhi. We’ll never get this deal if you do that,” Veri whispered.
Rhilax grunted and shifted, unable to tell Veri that he wasn’t to shove the credits down the being’s throat, no matter how tempting the thought. Well, not yet. He wasn’t that stupid, although the thought had merit. Instead, he concentrated in the chair that was fast becoming unbearingly uncomfortable. It was too small for his large frame, no doubt given to him on purpose. 
“I think you might be interested in this job I have,” Shilsogar said.
Rhilax pushed the last of his credits onto the board, “That so.”
“What the drek?” Rase’s voice growled in his internal ear. His tone was enough to raise Rhilax’s hackles. He sounded unusually... disturbed. His brother was never disturbed.
Rase watched the visual comms they’d trained outside the door to watch the approaching corridor, but unless his brother cared to expand, he’d be left to wonder what the drek he was seeing.
One thing for sure, Rhilax didn’t like the sudden tension that filled the air. His fingers twitched. His claws nearly plunged into the tabletop. Shilsogar’s eyes gleamed and something cold slid over Rhilax’s skin.
“Keep yourself in control, brother. You’re not gonna like this,” Rase said as the door opened, and one of Shilsogar’s grunts came in with a delicate species he’d never seen before on the end of a shining silver chain.
Rhilax couldn’t take his eyes off the female. Her skin was pink and soft, so different to his tough, blue hide. She had a mane of long, brunette waves, the color of rich earth, and her eyes were tri-colored. White, warm brown and black in the middle. At the moment, they were wide and petrified when they should look dazed and sated after being well-loved.
She was naked, and tried to cover her breasts and sex with her hands as she was dragged into the room by the collar around her neck. The handler tugged the chain and she stumbled on already-unsteady legs. She choked and fell to the floor at Shilsogar’s feet, where she remained quivering and shaking.
Every muscle in Rhilax’s body locked and went hot. His skin flushed and his scales threatened to explode over every inch of his body. His consciousness expanded into the seeming infinity of the universe, scattering and reforming the very molecules of his mind and body before they coalesced back, forever changed because the very essence of himself was never going to be the same again.
His heart raced and pressure built in his groin as knowledge he had no hope of understanding downloaded into his mind. Luckily, his leathers were tight enough to cause enough sharp agony when his cock engorged, for him to keep his mind clear. It took every bit of his self-control to sit, watch and look unimpressed when his very instinct urged him to take her away from this hells of a place and protect her with his life. Because she was more precious than his life.
He never thought there would be a match for him. Never thought it was possible. And yet, the evidence was right here in front of his horrified eyes.
This female was his mate.
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Chapter Two


“What’s wrong, Rhi?” Veri’s voice had lost its bored edge and was now drilling into his head. 
He couldn’t tell his brothers about the miracle that was happening without talking. He drew in a steady breath and held it to the point of unconsciousness. He slowly released it in time to hear Shilsogar speaking. “My brother, Xataxi, was fortunate enough to be able to purchase this species from a bunch of Reptiles on the run from the Interspecies Council. He was just here this morning, helping me set up plans we have for the bunch we bought. It’s a pity you missed him.”
Tears stained the female’s cheeks and she trembled from head to toe as her terrified eyes bounced over all of the males in the room. She was completely powerless in a room full of males easily twice her size. She didn’t stand a chance.
Rase growled from deep within his chest. Too low for Shilsogar or any of the thugs to hear, however his brothers would hear it through their internal comms.
“Rhi, keep your head. We can’t save her. Just concentrate on the buy, and then we’ll work something out later,” Veri said.
Rhilax removed his hand from the top of the table, leaving a long scratch on the surface. He hoped Shilsogar wouldn’t notice, so he spoke to divert his attention. “What’d they do to be on the run from the Council?” 
He hoped he sounded as bored as he looked. Even though every muscle was strained, he remained slouched in the chair and took a swig of alcohol. The burn down his throat did nothing to ease his tension.
Shilsogar waved his hand. “I don’t know. Whatever those Reptile scum do best. Try to take over planets they have no chance of invading in the far reaches of the universe. Who knows what they were trying to do? It’s too far away to care. In any case, it’s given my brother and me a business opportunity we simply couldn’t pass up.”
Rhilax’s gut churned. How beings could think that slavery was a business opportunity was beyond him. Only the blackest of the black and the most immoral traded in flesh. The Council tried their best to stamp it out, but it had never fully gone away. “And where do I fit into this?”
Shilsogar leaned forward, his three eyes latched onto Rhilax. Smoke trailed lazily into the air from the end of the cigar, “What I’m about to tell you gets out, I’ll know where to come. I won’t stop with just you. I’ll also come for your blue-assed brothers, and after I kill you all, I’ll chop your bones and spread them to the six corners of the galaxy so that you’ll never be whole enough to find yourself in your afterlife. Do I make myself clear?”
“As Drisian crystal. Now have you finished threatening me, or am I going to hear this wonderful deal?”
Rhilax tensed as Shilsogar regarded him. The being drew in another drag. This could go either way. Shilsogar wasn’t known for his mental stability. Tension throbbed the very air particles. His muscles strained and a trickle of sweat ran down his spine beneath his jacket. The only sound was the female’s ragged, terrified breathing.
Then Shilsogar laughed and the tension was cut. The guards around the room relaxed as Shilsogar directed the mood. “I have a whole case-load of these.” He gestured to the female. “Xataxi, being the mastermind, he is, is setting up a never-to-be-seen-before auction. Species will be talking about this event for decades. Not only will he sell these exotic species, they’ll also be broken in so well they’ll be compliant to their buyer’s every desire. Even better that they’re an unregistered species. You won’t have the authorities breathing down your neck after your purchase. You’ll be able to do whatever you want with them and no one will be able to stop you.”
His gut churned. Rhilax narrowed his eyes at Shilsogar. “And where is this auction?”
A sly smile crept to Shilsogar’s wide mouth. “Think I’m stupid enough to tell you? I’m hiring many crews for this job. Each will have their tasks, and none will know of the others. Each crew is just one in a long line of disjointed links. I won’t tell them their instructions until they need to know. It won’t matter. They’ll only have one small part to play before their job is done. They won’t even be around the meet the next crew, so no one will know anything. Brilliant, isn’t it?”
“Sly drekker,” Veri murmured.
It was. Doing such an illegal activity demanded the utmost underhandedness. Shilsogar and Xataxi were two of the most underhanded degenerates Rhilax knew.
“Just tell me what you want me to do, Shilsogar, and I’ll be on my way. I don’t want or need to know your plans. I just wanna get paid for my role. Other than that, I don’t care what you do.” It was the opposite of what he really wanted to do, and he fought to keep it all contained in the slowly combusting cavity of his body.
“You are to take a case-load of this livestock to the Lumina Base. That is all. From there, I will have a contact meet with you to tell you where to drop them off when you approach. You will not know any more in advance. All you have to do is sneak them in under the radar and I will transfer the credits when they’re safely off your vessel,” Shilsogar said.
Rhilax grunted. “Sounds fair. How many are we talking about?”
“As I said. You only need to know what I tell you. I’ll have them packaged and ready to be shipped. Just get them there and follow instructions,” Shilsogar said.
He’d follow instructions, all right. His own. There was no way he’d be taking ‘livestock’ to any meeting to be sold by the likes of Xataxi. 
Rhilax let his gaze hook onto the female. Every muscle in his body tensed as he forced himself to seem relaxed. “What species are they?”
Shilsogar’s eyes hardened. “Why do you want to know?”
Rhilax sighed, as though he found the question tedious. “Just want to know if they’re diseased. If I have to spray my cargo hold with disinfectant after they’re removed. Can’t have them passing diseases onto my next run.”
Shilsogar blinked, one eye in a row. He shrugged, or at least Rhilax thought that was what the gesture was. It was no more than a roll of fat on one side of his body. “Don’t know. The Reptiles didn’t stay long enough to chat.”
She was unknown. Exotic. He hated not knowing her species, however, there was no doubt she could tell him when he’d removed her from the danger. He wouldn’t be leaving here without her.
“Too easy. Am I taking her as well?” Rhilax asked.
The female made a small noise now that attention was back on her. He regretted doing that, but he had to know. There was no way he was leaving without her. She hunched over, making herself as small as possible. He counted every bone of her ribs beneath her skin. He was appalled at her state. It didn’t look as though she’d been getting enough nutrition. 
It also didn’t look as though she had any defenses on her body at all. No claws. No tail. No teeth. He had all three, and more. She was completely at their mercy without any way to defend herself. Not only was she defenseless, she looked malnourished and starving as well as mistreated. His eyes narrowed as rage gathered in the center of his chest. Scales scattered across his skin before they faded again beneath the top layer.
“Rhi…” Rase warned. But every instinct in his body was locked on the quivering female at Shilsogar’s feet.
“No. I like this one. She’s already broken in and I can’t be bothered training another. Would you like to see how well I’ve trained her?”
Rhilax eyed him, unable to move.
“On your knees, slave.”
The female froze. Her eyes went wide, and the stench of fear infused the air. Her only movements were the little stuttering breaths that escaped a clenched jaw.
Shilsogar uttered an annoyed sound. Ash fell from the end of his cigar. “Want to know why this species is so special? They are remarkably easy to break, and they seem to be quick to learn. It all comes down to the collars, though. It’s our special design. Watch.”
Shilsogar brought out a hand-held unit that was nestled in his jacket pocket. The female took one look at it and dropped to her knees. She repeated one word over and over, the word too weak and rapid for him to understand, but Rhilax knew what she was saying. She was begging. 
Shilsogar chuckled. “See, she knows what she’s in for before it begins. They’ll do anything to avoid it, the clever things. But for the sake of this demonstration, I’ll show you what the collar can do.”
He pressed the button and the female shook from head to toe as electricity surged through her body. Her mouth clenched as her body went into rictus as she collapsed on the floor.
“I’ve heard from our developers that this is quite painful. There are higher pain thresholds that this, although they tend to fry the brain. I lost one doing that. Best to leave it mid-way for best results. That way, they’ll do as you want, and they aren’t mortally wounded after you deal with the training.”
“Holy drekking goddess. That son of a masticating Aroon beast,” Rase yelled through the comms.
Rhilax’s jaw ached as he watched his mate writhe in agony until Shilsogar switched off the current. Her body sagged as the current was cut, limbs askew, dark hair tumbling around her head and obscuring her face. Her lungs heaved as she gulped in air. Other than that, she didn’t twitch a finger.
Rhilax counted the weapons hidden in his clothing, cataloguing the sequence he’d unleash on every male in this room. Where he’d hit them. With what weapon. To kill, not maim. They wouldn’t get off that easy, especially the ones that sniggered as though watching this female tortured was some sort of sick fun.
“Relax, she’s not dead. She cost me a lot of credits and I like to get value for my money. Now, slave. On your feet.”
The female stirred. Her movements were slow and sluggish, but she managed to weave to her knees, following instructions as best she could.
“Damned cigars, always burn too fast. Slave, arm.”
Rhilax frowned as he watched the female. Something was wrong with her. The black in her eyes had enlarged so much, leaving none of the brown, leaving only the white. She’d stopped trembling, her shoulders and posture loose, but she also wasn’t looking at anything in particular. Her eyes were glazed and empty as she swayed on her knees. First one way, then catching herself before she fell over to sway the other way to catch herself again. She blinked, the movement slow and mechanical.
She presented her arm. Her movements were wooden. Rhilax sucked in a breath at the scars on the soft skin of the inside of her arm. Shilsogar stubbed out the lit end of his cigar on her skin. She didn’t even flinch. He flicked the stub to the floor and shoved her arm away as though it offended him.
 “Now, shall we finish this game? I want the last of your credits. Extra insurance you won’t go off with my livestock and do something stupid with them. Poor smugglers are good smugglers. Now suck, slave.” He undid the fastenings of his pants, grabbed the back of the female’s head and shoved her face into his lap.
Rhilax unsheathed the blaster he’d hidden on the inside of his jacket as he stood, fired one blast and disintegrated Shilsogar’s head clean off his body.
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Chapter Three


The guards went ballistic, which showed their inexperience. Stand-over bullies were usually unschooled with the tactics they needed for life and death decisions. While Rhilax and his brothers had trained with the Interspecies Council Military, earning their skills with blood and bone, these species had only worked as bouncers, or maybe in a fight ring. Their skills usually consisted of a single punch thrown at unsuspecting civilians that were tied down and weren’t able to protect themselves. 
Put into a real situation, they were nothing but fodder. Rhilax finished off three, with a poisoned tail barb to the center of their foreheads before a single shot had gone off. Finally, one tugged a blaster from his pocket. It stuck on the material and gave Rhilax a chance to hollow out his stomach with a precision blast. The being crumpled to the ground.
The heat of a blaster streaked past his tail. His scales surfaced to deflect another blast. It rebounded from his shoulder to sear a hole into the wall. That was too close, and he needed to get out of here fast with his mate before more of Shilsogar’s thugs pulled themselves together enough to stop him.
Rhilax threw his mate over his shoulder and bolted from the room. She flopped lifelessly, her limbs loose. Her head wobbled with every step he took. She was so light he barely felt her weight.
“Rhi? What the drek do you think you’re doing?” Veri shouted.
A being attacked. One flick, and his tail barb separated his neck from his body. The body tumbled to the floor, while the head bounced in the opposite direction. It was the being who had laughed while his mate was shocked. A surge of satisfaction washed through Rhilax as his blood coated the floor.
“Don’t know about you, but I’m getting the drek out of here. Get the Pathfinder started.”
“I know you’re not following the plan for a good reason, but it better be a drekking good one. Pathfinder warming up as we speak,” Rase said.
Rhilax blasted the being at the door and kicked it open. He peeked into the corridor. Clear. He bolted down it as fast as he could. He rounded a corner to be met with the heat singe of a blaster. Sparks jumped from open cables and he switched the female to his other shoulder. Her skin was too delicate to be protected from fire. He flattened against the wall, peeked and shot at the being stupid to try to stop him. 
He swiped the barb on the end of his tail, severing the open power cord that ran the length of the corridor, cutting the lights as he ran. There were some benefits to being on a decrepit space station. The utilities were rarely optimal and so often repaired, they were patched together and left out in the open. 
His eyes, entirely black, worked best in low light. In fact, there didn’t even need to be a light source to enable him to see, only made sharper with his enhanced cybernetics. His eyes could determine objects through sound frequency, his sensitive ears converting sound to vision.
Growls and voices boomed ahead. Again, he was struck at the inexperience of the species who worked for Shilsogar. Thugs who knew no better. Even basic training in the Interspecies Council’s Military taught first-time warriors to counterattack in silence.
Judging by the voices, there were three ahead. Not wanting to give away his position in the dark, he holstered his blaster and took out his star blades. He took the next corner, throwing them as he ran.
There were three succinct thuds and a grunt. He jumped over the three bodies with his mate safely in his arms, although still limp. He rounded the next corner and skidded into the open terminal where the Pathfinder glowed an electric blue beneath the wings. The silver metal of the airstrip reflected the glow beneath the craft. Good, it was warmed up.
He saw the two silhouettes of his brothers in the cockpit. They spotted him and lowered the ramp. A trio of Shilsogar’s thugs came at him from the right. Rhilax took a blast to his leg which bounced off his scales. He didn’t stop running as he nailed each with a quick laser shot from his blaster.
There was more shouting behind him. His first step landed on the ramp and as he bolted along the grated metal, it began to retract until he’d sprinted inside the cargo hold of the Pathfinder. There was a whoosh as the door slid closed behind him.
“Have you lost your mind, brother?” Rase strode into the large room, his massive arms folded over his impressive chest. Of the three of them, he was the biggest, and that was saying something. Compared to most species, they were already huge, although their height and muscle mass didn’t help the ultimate downfall of their species.
“Later, Rase. I need to get her to the medi-bay.” Rhilax brushed past his brother as he took his mate from his shoulder and cradled her.
The Pathfinder took off with Veri at the controls, the engines strumming smoothly beneath his feet. Rhilax bumped into the walls of the corridor as Veri no doubt dodged the blasts he knew would be sent their way. Rhilax had no doubt they’d make it. Veri was one of the best pilots in the galaxy. Even in the military he was good, but his skills had been honed since they’d begun their careers as smugglers.
Rase’s mouth hung open when he saw the state of the female in Rhilax’s arms. “Great drekking goddess. What in the hells have they done to her?”
“I don’t want to think about it, brother, but I think we’re going to find out.” Rhilax grunted as a particularly sharp turn smacked him into the metal wall.
Rase hurried after Rhilax as he turned into the medi-bay and placed the female on the medi-bed. The transparent screen covered her, extending from the end of the medi-bed at her feet and securing into the top above her head, and closed her inside. Her injuries immediately began to scroll on the screen on the wall embedded above the medi-bed. Rhilax watched silently as the list grew and grew, the last of which brought a frigid chill to his spine.
White healing mist filled the tube, obscuring her. It would give her body the nutrients she needed and would begin the healing process. The physical ones. At least the ones that didn’t require the regrowth of body parts that had been stolen from her.
Rase’s hand cupped his shoulder. “Why did you…?”
“She’s my mate, Rase.”
Rase’s fingers trembled. “Are you sure?”
Rhilax dropped his head. “More than anything in my life, I know this is true. She’s my mate… and look what they’ve done to her.” His voice cracked. Impotent rage scoured his veins along with helplessness he’d never known.
Rase watched the screen as her body began the healing process. “I don’t know how she still lives with all of those injuries.”
“They’re going to die, Rase. I’ll kill every one of them with my bare hands,” Rhilax said.
There was a lift in gravity that told Rhilax they’d broken free of the atmosphere. The floor vibrated as they hit top speed and a gentle hum thrummed through the hull as the engines eased into subspace.
“What in the drekking goddess’s name are you thinking!” Veri strode through the door. 
“She’s Rhilax’s mate,” Rase said.
Veri stopped short. The look from outrage to astonishment would have made Rhilax crack a joke if it wasn’t for the seriousness of their situation. “You’re not joking.”
“No. I’m not joking,” Rhilax said.
“But… she’s not Rasidian,” Veri said, then. “What is she?”
Rhilax shook his head. “I don’t know. I’ve never seen her species before. Have you?”
Veri and Rase shook their heads. “I’ve met some pretty exotic species, but nothing like her,” Veri said.
“Do you think she’s… compatible?” Rase said, then held his hands waving off Rhilax as a low growl reverberated from deep within his chest, “Keep your scales on, brother. I don’t mean anything by it, other than concern for the both of you.”
Rhilax crossed his arms, fighting to draw back his scales. “The fates wouldn’t have sent her to me if our species weren’t compatible.”
“It’s not like there’s a plethora of Rasidian females running about, either,” Veri said.
The sad truth was, there weren’t a whole lot of Rasidian males running about either. Less than a hundred thousand or so in an entire universe. Compared to the sheer number of other beings in the ten Quadrants, Rasidians were an endangered species. “Can you run a diagnostic on her brain?” Rhilax asked.
Rase clicked through a sequence on the medi-bed screen. “Brain waves show as normal. Beta waves shows she’s in a deep, medically induced sleep. As far as I can tell for her species, that is. Secondary scans show her internals are remarkably similar to ours. Ratio carbon to water almost the same. Intestinal system and gastric tract the same. Her body works as ours does. At least we know how to feed her.”
Rhilax had never known such frustration. “Then how come she shut down before?” Even when Shilsogar burned her, she didn’t even flinch. That couldn’t be normal.
“It’s the trauma, brother. She shut down because it’s too much for her to cope with. We’ve seen this before,” Rase said gently.
Rhilax remembered warriors suffering from mental trauma. When things became so bad, they went into an alternate state. It hadn’t happened often. There’d only been a couple of warriors, and that had been bad enough. They’d been little more than waking bodies, much the same as this little female. “When will she wake up?” 
He wanted to know how long until he would have his mate in his arms. How long would it be before he could talk to her? Hear her voice? Get to learn about her?
There was only so much a gentle mind could take, and he could only imagine what horrors she’d endured at the hands of Xataxi and his now-dead brother. If he could kill Shilsogar again and again, he would. This time he’d make it long, and slow, and painful.
 “I don’t know, brother. All we can do is wait and care for her when she does wake,” Rase said.
“I’ve set course to Omini. We’ll be there in five days,” Veri said.
Omini was a good planet. In the early stages of colonization. More a wilderness than anything, but a good gentle place where they could nurture his mate back to health and be safe from the reach of Xataxi.
From there, they’d have to formulate a plan against Xataxi, because if there was one thing he was sure of, Xataxi wasn’t going to let them get away with killing his only brother.
Rhilax had not only endangered his mate, he’d also endangered his entire remaining family.
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Chapter Four


“I’ve raised our shields, but need to make sure we’re not being followed. Not that I think we will be with the tech onboard, but it pays to be careful.” Veri left the medi-bay at Rhilax’s nod. 
Just like their cybernetics, Veri had painstakingly upgraded all of the system and protective tech on the Pathfinder. They were basically undetectable to the systems on all planets and the space stations. It was why they had been successful smugglers. They weren’t only dark when they wanted to be, they were totally invisible.
“I’ll get us some food. What do you think she’ll like?” Rase said.
“I… have no idea.” He felt helpless. Not knowing anything about her. If she was Rasidian, he would know what to feed her. He didn’t even know the name of her species and he didn’t like feeling at a loss. That the fates had brought her to him as his mate was inconceivable. As far as he knew in the long Rasidian history, there had been no inter-species mate bonding. That would all change when she woke up. He would dedicate the rest of his life to knowing everything about her. 
“Then, I’ll make a bit of everything. Your mate is now our sister,” Rase said.
Rase meant it. They were tight, even as brothers. Having lost a home world did that to a family unit. They were all that was left of their family, indeed members of the last of his entire race, but now... now it was growing. Finally, the gods were looking upon them with kindness. “Thank you, brother.”
Rase left the medi-bay and Rhilax went to the mist-filled medi-tube. He ran his hands over his face, wondering at the change in their circumstances. When he woke this morning, he’d steeled himself to having to beg a drekker like Shilsogar for a job. It was a run of the mill morning. One of many similar mornings begun in exactly the same manner, but now—now—he had everything to live for.
The mist began to clear and the long list of ailments on the screen reduced. One remained in red. The one that could never be fixed. His heart lurched as his mind reeled with the shock. His mate had been butchered, no doubt against her will and consent. Possibly while she had been in suspended animation, which was how Shilsogar was going to make him transport the other females. Rhilax hung his head, realizing that to save his mate, he’d lost a number of females to the fate Shilsogar and Xataxi had set up for them.
 Thick rage bubbled from within, setting his blood on fire. He clenched his fists, so hard that his claws dug into his palms. His blood dripped to the floor and he wondered how he might ever tell her, if she wasn’t aware of what had happened to her.
He’d never given thought to siring children. A Rasidian male could never sire a child without his mate, and he’d long given up thinking he would be a father. The fates of his life were out of his hands, but he didn’t know how his mate would take this news. The fates had taken her decision away as well. Or rather, Shilsogar had.
The tube retracted and his mate woke. She opened her eyes and blinked. She had the most gorgeous brown eyes, the color unlike any he’d ever seen. Much better than his solid black.
“Mate?”
She turned her head a little to look at him. Her eyes roamed his face, his torso and then over his horns, as though she was categorizing everything about him, although her face registered not even a flicker of emotion. She seemed almost robotic in her movements.
“Are you feeling well?” He could kick himself. Of course, she wasn’t well. She’d been through terrible circumstances and was probably scared, but he had little idea how to handle small, fragile females such as herself, let alone be a mate to one of them. Maybe she was a female that needed physical touch to feel safe. He’d seen females like that on many planets, secure only when they had the tangible touch from their mates.
He reached out a tentative hand towards her, careful with his claws, and eager to touch her when the light faded from her eyes. She went completely still, the only movement was from the rise and fall of her chest. 
“Mate?” He spoke gently, so as not to frighten her with his deep voice, but there was no reaction. 
Her body was limp, and her mind had slipped away again, just like she had before. He clenched his fist as impotent anger made him shake. Females should be revered and treated with care. They were the life-givers of a species. Without them, there was no survival. His own sire had treated their mate with loving assurances all the time and she had smiled upon him with tenderness and love in return. They should not be so scared that they retreated into the recesses of their mind.
Now that the mist had cleared and he could take the time to see her body properly, he found she was covered in filth. Her skin was healed from the scratches and various bruises that had once covered it, but her smooth, pink skin was packed with dirt all over her body. 
The first thing that had to go would be that drekking collar. Careful not to harm her, he slipped surgical scissors between her neck and the band, watching carefully to see any reaction of her becoming more scared, feeling the metal on her skin. There was none.
She was completely disassociated. If he had been a corrupt male, he could have done whatever he pleased with her body. Bile filled his mouth when he realized males might have taken the opportunity to exploit her while she was like this. His body flushed with heat, and scales broke out over his skin. He barely managed to keep the roar that wanted to explode from his mouth silent. That would only scare his mate more.
He took a steeling breath and compressed the scissors. Sweat prickled from his brow as he barely managed to cut through the tough metal as gently as he could. The cut parted, and inside, metal spikes stabbed into her skin, leaving a trail of red marks when he peeled it off her neck. 
“Lore txikia, what have they done to you?”
He threw it into a corner of the room once it was off. He would completely destroy it later, after he had cared for her. He wiped drops of her crimson blood away with an antiseptic cloth. It had to sting, yet her body remained limp and unresponsive to even that pain.
She was healed, and there was so much more he wanted to do to care for her, away from the medi-bed. There wasn’t much choice on the Pathfinder, but his room was comfortable enough. He picked her up with a sturdy arm beneath her shoulders and another beneath her knees, cradled her to his chest, and strode down the corridor. 
He turned into his room, and then went straight to the cleaner with her in his arms. Mist surrounded them, and he used the cleaner wipe to remove the dirt as best he could. It was caked beneath her blunt nails and in between her dainty toes. He was as gentle as possible, methodically cleaning every part of her body. All the while, he spoke about his brothers and the Pathfinder, and what his favorite meals were, keeping his voice calm and smooth and even. All the while containing his rage at the deplorable state of her body.
Only when he was certain that her long, luscious mane was properly cleansed, did he turn the mist off, and initiated the warm breeze to blow over them, drying her off completely. He laid her on his bed, surprised to see that her skin was pinker than he’d originally thought, and her mane was soft, like strands of the finest silk, freed from the filthy, matted state it had been in.
Her body was pure ambrosia, and the sexual need that was natural between mates pulsed just beneath the surface, not that he would act on it without her full and explicit permission. The blood pulsed at the thought of having her naked and needy beneath him, her mouth falling open with the word ‘yes’ screamed from her lungs.
“You are so small Lore txikia. What am I going to dress you in?” His clothes were much too large, and besides, the back would be all wrong for her. She didn’t have a tail. Her back tapered down to the most exquisitely shaped buttocks he’d even seen, unobstructed by a tail. He thought not having a tail was strange, but nothing could hide her perfection. He liked that very much.
“I have something. It won’t make the fashion vids, but it will keep you covered. You will feel more secure.”
He strode to the storage cabinet in the corridor and retrieved a one-piece jumpsuit he’d found when they’d bought the Pathfinder. It must have been owned by a small species at one stage, and the clothing was still there, forgotten by himself and his brothers—until now. 
He slipped her feet into the garment and carefully dressed her. “You’ll need to wear this—at least until we land, and I can get you more suitable clothing—not just any clothing. I will get you anything you want. Beautiful things to put over your body. Things you wish for, and things you don’t even know you want.”
Even as he zipped up the front and covered her perfect body, she remained unresponsive, her limbs limp, staring at nothing. Maybe a comforting touch would help bring her mind back. He angled his large body behind hers on the small bed. He flattened his back against the wall and turned on his side to allow her enough room to be comfortable, and careful of his horns and clawed hands, wrapped his arms around her body and tucked her into his chest.
He breathed in her scent, kissed the tip of her rounded ear and did something he never thought he would do.
He talked. About himself. About his planet. About his parents, his brothers. The war. The Pathfinder. He left nothing out. Even if it washed through her mind like a dream, she would know it all. She would know her mate. He only hoped that she would somehow wake up.
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