
	Wars change, warriors don’t... or so they say.

	 

	 

	The Serai have won the galactic war. Tasked to take charge of the human assimilation into their herd, Prince Jytrerd never thought to find a mate among the human slaves. He learns that the human Captain Ian McCaskey is his potential breeder and saves his life. Because they are sterile, the Serai need the genetic materials their captives give to father their younglings. But Ian resists, and it doesn’t take long for Jytrerd to realize that for their relationship to flourish, the two of them must connect on a deeper level. It is now up to Jytrerd to make Ian understand that he is valued above all others.
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	Author’s Note

	 

	 

	Heart Held Hostage tells of the first interactions between the Serai and their human mates. Although this ends with a solid HEA, this is the prelude for the series, The Chronicles of the Serai.

	 


Prologue

	 

	 

	Prince Jytrerd, Lord General of the Serai armies, watched Travunt, Emperor of the Serai, survey the human captives held before him. His lips held a cruel twist to it, one that was reflected on Jytrerd’s own. He curled his nose at the strong stench of battle that lingered inside what used to be an interstellar battleship. Redolent whiffs of combined smells of blood, smoke, and sweat tangled in the air. There was no escaping the pungent smell of despair. Echoing around them, the steady ping of the system alarm added an undercurrent of fear next to the low, dark tones of Serai voices.

	The human soldiers knelt in silence before them, their hands bound behind them, their mouths gagged. It was so Travunt would be spared from their irritating speeches. Their eyes, however, betrayed their terror.

	Jytrerd smirked. He didn’t doubt the Serai were terrifying for the humans to behold. For five long years, the humans had abused and killed the peaceful, non-warrior Serai herds. Now that they finally beheld the warrior class, they were acting like they had set eyes on demons. Since the warriors stood at an average over seven feet on their four legs, Jytrerd had no doubt they were terrifying to behold.

	As a royal class, however, it was Travunt and Jytrerd who were getting the most stares. They were bigger and taller than the warriors standing around them. At almost nine feet tall on his four legs, Travunt was a good foot taller than Jytrerd and also stronger and faster. With his every move, the organic armor he wore clinked and rustled. When he shifted on his legs, his thick, silver tail flicked against the dark of his silver-gray coat. Jytrerd knew the action betrayed Travunt’s agitation. The humans, however, didn’t know.

	Travunt lifted a gloved hand to beckon Jytrerd to his side. Jytrerd approached with caution, making sure not to lower his gaze from his emperor. By doing so, he would be seen as weak, something Travunt was known to be intolerant of. Especially if it came from Jytrerd, whom he’d promoted to Lord General after he’d taken the mantle of Emperor.

	“Cousin,” Travunt said when Jytrerd reached his side. The humans flinched at the sound of his low, dark voice. The size of his thorax should have clued them in, if they had been observant enough. “I will leave you to oversee these prisoners. They are to be beheaded, no human spared. None.” He emphasized the last word as his gaze bored into Jytrerd’s.

	“If we were to include those in the other ships, that would mean over ten thousand men, Your Imperial Majesty. A waste, perhaps? Among them could be able slaves to fetch good prices on the auction block.” Jytrerd bowed his head to show he was not contradicting Travunt, but rather offering him a profitable alternative.

	Travunt rubbed his chin as he looked Jytrerd over. After a while, he gave a slight nod. “All right. Those who are not soldiers can be sold. All the rest must die. It will purify the galaxy of their impure and unnatural ideology.”

	“Perhaps even among these soldiers, there may be some worthy of the breeding or pleasure farms?” Jytrerd knew he was risking his cousin’s wrath, but he had to show Travunt that annihilating a race was not a logical move. Neither was it a kind one.

	Travunt gave a sharp crack of laughter, his hooves clanging over the grated metallic floor. Jytrerd held back his amusement when those humans nearest Travunt’s feet cringed in alarm. Travunt’s hooves were double the size of their heads, bigger because of the armor.

	“A fitting fate, I agree. Very good, cousin. Used for breeding, their offspring can be useful for several generations. Very well, I so decree it. Now go. I leave you to personally judge their worth for physicality to breed. Have them stripped of their clothes. Those who fail or are too badly wounded can be beheaded by their females.”

	When Jytrerd lifted his brows in surprise, Travunt paused and studied his face. “You disagree?”

	“No, cousin. But the females to act as the men’s executioners? Isn’t that cruel?”

	“It matters not to me. The females need to learn that in war, they have a duty to those who do not wield a weapon in battle. They are of no use to us, other than to reproduce more young breeders. See that my orders are carried out immediately, cousin.” He turned on his legs, making ready to move on, but then he paused and turned to look at Jytrerd once more. He raised a finger and gave him a grim smile. “If one of the human males catches your fancy, I give you permission to buy him. You can pay me by giving me your second best Gel’ess mare.”

	Jytrerd bowed his head. He was well aware that Travunt knew of his small harem of human soldiers. And the whole galaxy knew of the prized herd of Gel’ess that he bred.

	“You have work to do, Prince Jytrerd. See to it that it is done well. Do not disappoint me.” Travunt didn’t wait for Jytrerd’s reply. He walked away, followed by several of his entourage.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Standing under the shaded dais, Jytrerd admired the way the human prisoners came forward to meet their fates. The Voetera afternoon dragged on as a small breeze flapped the woven cloth overhead while the loud buzz of insects hummed through the dusty air. With a flick of his tail, he kept his body free from the flying insects that were in constant waiting for the perfect opportunity to land and bite into his flesh and drink his blood.

	A cry made him turn, only to cringe inside at the unfolding scene. In the square before him, human prisoners found too ill or who had failed their breeding protocols stood awaiting their death sentences. Those human females who’d survived the harsh journey across space had been assigned the grisly task of killing their male counterparts. The lack of skill that they showed in swinging a weapon when they hacked off heads was both amusing and pathetic to witness.

	Personally, Jytrerd found the practice disgusting, but there was nothing he could do about it. It was tradition, and also necessary. Through the thousands of years the Serai had ruled over this galaxy, they had learned that kindness only went as far as their captives were willing to adjust to their enslavement. Rebellion was a constant battle, and drastic measures had to be put into action. Also, Travunt had decreed it. It was Jytrerd’s task to make sure the Imperial orders were implemented.

	When Travunt had turned his rage on Earth, its intrepid human soldiers had proved to be not only skillful in battle, but fearless in their fight for survival. Unfortunately for them, they were no match to the Serai. No beings ever were, especially when the warriors turned their eyes on them. Travunt had declared the week before that it was time to decimate the human numbers and put a fear of the Serai presence over their so-called Milky Way galaxy. He’d claimed he’d had more than enough of their war-mongering ways. The result had been a massacre by the billions, but Jytrerd did not question his emperor’s orders. In truth, he’d agreed with him, and backed him politically as well. As Lord General, he made sure his warriors fought a hard and very quick war. He didn’t believe in lengthening what could be done expeditiously. Disappointingly, it had taken him longer than he’d initially estimated, but they were eventually victorious.

	After the first human interstellar ships had invaded Seraitian space, they’d not wasted time. The humans had wreaked havoc over the outlying colonies mostly populated by peaceful bi-pedaled herds. Thanks to the combined Serai herds who lent their armies to fight the assaulting aliens, the humans were finally paying the price of their deceit.

	When the outer colonies had first detected the presence of the strange ships in the outreaches of their galaxy, the former Emperor, Onsauhtua, had sent diplomatic delegates to investigate what it was they wanted. Instead of a peaceful talk, however, the human ships fired upon the diplomatic representatives, killing each and every one. There had been no excuse for their actions, and it forced Onsauhtua’s hand.

	Regrettably, Onsauhtua had proven a weak ruler, especially after he caused countless herds’ deaths with each hesitant military dictate. It had been a terrifying time, watching the leader of the Serai over-thinking his own decisions and neglecting to listen to the advice of the more experienced warrior generals. Sick of the deaths of the countless herds, it was Travunt, Onsauhtua’s heir and general of the armies, who’d subdued his father and claimed the throne. It had been a move backed by Jytrerd, the majority of the Serai herds, and the outlying colonies. Ironically, Onsauhtua thanked his son and took to retiring from rule with unconcealed glee. It made Jytrerd wonder what had been wrong with his uncle.

	The sound of laughter from the side shook Jytrerd out of his thoughts. He turned to where battle-hardened warriors stood off to the edges of the makeshift square. They seemed to find great amusement when each freshly-severed head was mounted on a spear by a youngling. The young trainees were cheerfully planting the spears in a growing field of bloody heads.

	Of the thousands of human soldiers from Earth brought before him for judgment, only a handful had matched the criteria for potential pleasure slaves and breeders. One good sample was a giant red-headed human brought before him earlier. He had stood a foot shorter than the warrior who escorted him before Jytrerd. Looking at him, Jytrerd had blinked in disbelief.

	Such a waste, he’d thought. The human’s body was sculpted in hard muscles and old scars. He had a face with strong features that Jytrerd did not find unattractive. Yet it lacked the form of beauty that Jytrerd wanted in a human. The man’s only saving grace was his giant cock. It would be the one thing that would spare his beheading. He turned to the warrior guarding the man and asked why he was being presented.

	“He tested negative as breeder, my Prince. But I was thinking he would make a good pleasure slave.”

	Jytrerd turned and gave the human’s cock a once over before nodding. “Good call, warrior. He will fetch a good price once he is neutered. Your bonus will be in your pay at the end of the day, should you want to purchase him.”

	The warrior’s grin nearly split his face in half, and by the way his full tail flicked over his hind legs, he was barely able to contain his excitement. The human in question fell to his knees before where Jytrerd stood. It seemed that he did not view his salvation as a gift. He begged to die along with his fellow soldiers. Jytrerd gave him the benefit of pretending to listen. When he eventually stopped speaking, Jytrerd waved a dismissive hand. He pointedly ignored the man’s cries as he was hauled off to the servals, the holding pens designated for the pleasure slaves. The guards there would treat him well and make sure he stayed alive. For the size of his cock alone, he was going to cause many potential buyers to ante the prices of their offers should the warrior not claim him for his own.

	He was not a breeder, though, which was what Jytrerd was looking out for. For that, they would need bigger and stronger humans who could provide them what the Serai would seek.

	Jytrerd turned to where the serail, or breeder pens had been placed. Of the two thousand humans tested, only a hundred had proven breeder potential. Those humans had been sedated and kept until such time as they were to be examined by the doctors. The guards assigned to the pens were well chosen for their size and skill in arms as well as for their kindness. They were well aware their presence was there to ensure that no breeder attempted to take his own life. Being treated kindly at the onset of their change in status was only the beginning of their assimilation into Serai culture.

	Breeders were special. As a whole, the Serai were sterile. They needed genetic material donated by their breeders who had the potential to reproduce with them. Once the sire injected sperm into their chosen, the hope was that the breeder’s body could fertilize it. Should the fertilization take, the
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