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Full blown terror hasn’t had a chance to take hold of me – not yet at any rate. Abducted by aliens. Sold like livestock. I’m rescued by a muscular, demanding alien with charcoal skin and strange nodes on his body that flash with luminescent light.

He tells me I’m safe with him, but I know I’m not. From the moment I first set eyes on him, something indescribable and intense sparks between us. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Nothing that makes my heart beat faster and my body ache quite like this. 

He wants to take care of me. Protect me. And then take me to the Sanctuary with the other rescued women and turn his back on me. He tells me that Dhasu only have one bond-mate in their life and he has already found his, so I cannot be it.

Yet I want him. The longer we’re stuck on a hostile planet with the very beings that bought me from that stage, the harder it will be to let him leave me there. Falling for him doesn’t make sense. Maybe I’m losing my mind. Maybe I’ve already lost it. Maybe we’ll die on this horrible planet, but if we really are bonded-mates..?

Maybe we’ll get more than we bargained for.

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







Chapter 1

[image: image-placeholder]
Frigid air hit her body hard as gravel over an open wound. Ava pried open her heavy eyes to an assault of bright lights and monsters hovering over her. Her brain churned through a miasma of fog inside her skull, trying to make sense of the hissing and terrified screams that sounded as though through a tunnel. 
But she wasn’t in a tunnel. She was in some sort of metallic tube that pressed tight around her body. So tight she could barely move when the monsters reached for her with long black claws that popped through the skin on her biceps as they hauled her out. The red-hot pain helped to clear her mind enough for terror to inch its way into her psyche.
Her shins hit the edge of the unforgiving side of the tube before her feet slapped to the ground, her knees buckling beneath her weight as she stared up at a face straight from her nightmares. Olive green-scaled fingers tipped with black claws pinned her in place. Her crimson blood pooled from the puncture wounds and thick drops slid down her skin and splatted to the floor.
The monster hissed and shook her and Ava’s attention seized on the face of a creature she had no name for. It narrowed its yellow eyes and cruel intelligence pinned her in place. The terrifying crocodile opened its jaws and a thick red tongue darted out over sharp yellow teeth. The creature hissed and pushed its snout into her face. Ava twisted away and almost wished she hadn’t.
Other terrifying crocodiles pulled women from bullet-like, silver tubes through hatches that opened like the lids off aluminium cans. A moan from the woman next to her snapped her attention to the crocodile pulling her out, that somehow had developed from a primordial creature to something that walked upright, dressed in a black sleeveless top, combat pants, and thick, heavy-soled boots. 
The woman screamed and kicked, her feet slipping on the ground. Even though the creature’s arms looked too short for its body, it dug its claws into the woman’s arms, locking her tight in its grip.
The croc brought the back of its clawed hand down across her jaw and the women’s knees gave out. The creature let her crumple to the floor before it aimed the tip of a gun behind her ear and pressed the trigger.
Ava screamed, every muscle locked tight, but there was no booming sound of a bullet leaving its chamber. No shards of red and bone and brain over the floor. There should have been blood. Instead, the woman jerked and clasped her head. The creature hissed at her. 
The woman’s head jerked up. “No!”
The crocodile hissed and kicked its boot into her stomach. The woman folded about its boot, curling into a ball. The creature grabbed her arm and hauled her upright. Its snout pushed into her face, hissing.
“Go fuck yourself,” the redhead wheezed.
The crocodile’s lip peeled back, revealing a row of gleaming teeth. It lashed out with its claws and ripped her t-shirt from neck to hem. Thin tatters of cotton parted and hung off her shoulders. The creature continued to rip the woman’s clothing from her until she was completely naked. She trembled, sobbing as she hung from its grip by one arm, trying to cover her nudity as best she could. A black bruise was blossoming on her stomach. The crocodile hauled her to a huddled group of woman Ava hadn’t yet noticed, in a far corner of the steel-walled room they were in.
Around her, all of the crocodiles were in the process of stripping women and shoving them into the group.
“What’s going on?” Ava whispered.
The creature that pinned her in its claws chuffed, before it turned her in its iron grip so that her back was pressed against its solid body. She glimpsed the same type of gun that was used on the redhead as it was pressed behind her ear, and then pain exploded in her head.
Her throat constricted and white blanked her vision as she rode out the wave of fire that seared her brain. The creature tugged her clothing, and the sound of ripping material preceded cold air washing over her bared skin.
“Hold still, female.” The rasping voice sounded in her ear.
Her chest went tight, “I can…”
“Understand you. That’s the idea of the translation device. They’re not cheap, but you lot are worth more sold understanding your new masters. We’ll have enough to get off this dump of a Quadrant after the sales. We’ll finally be rid of the lot of you. Humans. You’ve been nothing but trouble,” the crocodile said.
The creature’s grip tightened about her bicep as it hauled her across the room and shoved her into the group of naked women. Ava crossed her arms about herself, trembling. Women sobbed. One began to wail. The acrid stench of urine stung her nostrils as someone lost control of their bladder. She didn’t blame whoever it was. Not one bit.
“Shut up!” One of the crocodiles shoved another woman into their group. 
Ava caught the girl before her knees gave out and held her in her shaking arms. The poor thing looked no older than sixteen. The creature bared its teeth and growled and the women cowered, bodies pressing against bodies until Ava couldn’t move another step.
“Is this a nightmare?” someone from the back whispered.
The girl clutched Ava as though she was a life-saver, her fingers digging into her shoulders, her breathing shallow and fast. Her body trembled as much as Ava’s. 
Ava tightened her arms about the girl, not really knowing who kept who upright.
“I think we’re awake,” someone else said.
“That makes it worse than a nightmare,” another woman said to Ava’s side.
The crocodiles were getting to the last tube. One opened the hatch while another wrenched out the unconscious Asian woman. The woman struggled to gain consciousness as she was unceremoniously stripped and the strange gun shot behind her hear. 
A translation device, the crocodile had said. So they could understand their new masters.
“What do you think they want with us?” the woman whose shoulder was crushed against Ava’s whispered. Her curly blonde hair was tangled into matted lumps and hung in limp strands to her shoulders. Her eyes were round and wide enough that it was white all around her blue iris. Her pupils had shrunk to pin points.
Ava’s blood ran cold. Her lips went numb as her breath shook from her lungs. “I think they’re going to sell us.”
“Sell us? They can’t sell us. We’re human beings,” she said.
“I think they can damn well do whatever they want to do to us,” Ava whispered.
The last woman was thrust into their tight group, shaking with fear. Ava estimated there were about twenty of them and forty of the crocodiles. 
The crocodiles towered over every one of them, a head and shoulders taller than her, and she wasn’t a short woman. They were built from solid muscle, had long teeth and sharp claws. Powerful tails with protrusions of triangular ridges running from base to tip whipped behind them and ended in a scorpion-like stinger. Add to that the weapons they wore attached to straps that criss-crossed their bodies and they were predators, pure and simple.
Ava didn’t consider herself to be a coward, but she also wasn’t stupid. There was no way she would be able to fight her way out of here—wherever here was. No, she would wait. She would wait and then she would run and then when she had a chance, she would try and work out what the actual fuck was happening.
“Just do what they say,” she said, her voice low.
“And who are you to offer advice?” the talker at the back said.
“I’m no-one, but I know how to survive, so keep your mouth shut and do what they say. Escape later,” Ava said.
A chime sounded and the crocodiles surrounded them. 
One of them lumbered towards them, “Come.”
A collective whimper broke over their terrified group. Nobody moved. They pressed harder away from the threat. 
The crocodile’s lips peeled back, revealing razor sharp teeth. It lunged, taking the first unfortunate woman it caught—the blonde with the matted hair.
She screamed, struggling against its grip, but she didn’t stand a chance. Her legs buckled beneath her and he dragged her across the floor towards two massive closed doors.
“Get the others,” one of the crocodiles said.
Shrill screams rent the air as the crocodiles pounced on the women. The girl Ava clutched was wrenched from her grasp no matter how tight she tried to hold onto her. One of the creatures snarled. Ava barely felt its claws sink into her arm as it dragged her behind the others towards the doors that loomed bigger and bigger with each step the crocodile took. Thick, dark dread swirled in the pit of her stomach and sticky perspiration coated her skin.
It was bad enough in this room, but somehow Ava knew that whatever was behind those doors was going to be worse. Much, much worse. 
Her mind spun, trying to make sense where there was no sense to make. The last thing she remembered was training Joe Black in the park. It was sunset. She’d pushed him harder in the last session, having worked out the best way to increase his cardio for the marathon he wanted to run in six months’ time. He wasn’t totally unfit, but he had a lot of work to do if he wanted to make it without injury. She was the best fitness coach in town and that was why he’d hired her. She had a reputation. If anyone could knock someone into the best shape of their life, it was her. 
She’d built her business from the ground up, slowly day by day. She had a waiting list of clients and a gym that was packed solid every day. She’d just been on the verge of partnering with a fitness drink that would take her from New York City, to become a nationwide brand. Things were good and poised for excellence. She was on the cusp of a career she’d sacrificed and worked hard for.
She’d told Joe what she’d wanted him to do between now and their next session, had hightailed it to the subway to get back home and get ready for her date and then…nothing. Absolutely nothing existed between grabbing her backpack and waking to…whatever the hell this was. 
Then there was no more time to wonder about where she was or how she got here as the massive doors swung open.




Chapter 2

[image: image-placeholder]
“Where is this godsdamned venue?” Aekon snarled at a Norvegicus as he pushed through the crowd.  
The Grion89G space station was a cesspit of walking lowlifes, the Norvegicus a good example of the type of being that packed the busy market street.
The creature squeaked and its whiskers twitched before it scuttled between two lumbering Trudd. It caused one of them to backstep. It bumped into a Qual, who roared, showcasing two rows of sharp teeth. It tossed its shaggy, tangled mane so that it made its head seem four times larger. It was a staple tactic of the Qual, but one they backed up with razor-sharp black claws that could slice through bone without trying.
The Trudd and the Qual faced off. One of the Trudd swiped but the Qual stepped back to escape injury. The Trudd reached for its holster, finding it empty. It tipped its head back and growled before it darted through the crowd looking for the Norvegicus.
If it wasn’t hiding already, the Norvegicus had better find a spot soon. Stealing the weapon from a Trudd was akin to killing its mother. If the creature didn’t know now, there soon would be no room for confusion. The Norvegicus had made an enemy for life, though Aekon doubted the being could have helped itself. They were opportunistic creatures and completely untrustworthy even when their survival depended on it.
“The Hukks said the sale would be in the East end.” Kil flicked his wrist comm and brought up a three dimensional schematic of the winding alleys that made up the guts of this part of the station. 
He turned it one way and then the other, spinning the map until it was upside down.  The fine blue lines flickered over the screen attached to his wrist. A little red light blinked on the grid. 
Kil stabbed a claw at it. “We should be here now.”
Idren glanced about at their surroundings, taking in the panorama of metal cubes stacked on more rusted metal cubes until the labyrinth seemed more a stockpile of refuse than the structured street it must once have been eons ago. “It probably is here, but we’d never know.” 
The nodes that framed Idren’s brow in small protrusions ranging from barely-there on the bridge of his nose to larger and wider towards the edges of his outer eye drew low over his black eyes. A faint sheen of red circled the base of each node, then dimmed with his agitation. 
Aekon would have had the same reaction as his fellow officers, but his emoti response had died years ago. Since then, his skin had lain dormant instead of transferring hints of his emotions to its surface.
Kil’s biceps bunched beneath the skin-tight black shirt of the Mercy Division’s standard uniform, the only indication of his tension. They wore no identification, but that was done on purpose. The key function of the Mercy Division was to blend in. To become part of the shadows. It was how Kil had gained the information that allowed them to know about the auction and why they were here in this scum-laden backwater-station on the ass end of the first Quadrant.
The report of trafficked human females was every bit as disturbing as it was horrendously immoral. Over a period of time, human women had been trafficked into the ten Quadrants from an unknown planet in another universe, brought here by Reptiles that had raided their planet and stolen them away. At first, one had appeared, then more and more, sold to vile and corrupt individuals throughout the ten Quadrants as slaves and worse. What was exotic and precious was always coveted.
Aekon had rescued close to a hundred human females personally, and each time he’d never quite gotten over how they’d been treated by those who were stronger and more powerful. It had become such a problem that the Interspecies Council had formed the Mercy Division to track down these poor souls and rescue them from a fate worse than death. 
A sanctuary had been started on the planet Hathea to take them. Their little community was flourishing. Human females had turned out to be quite resilient despite their small, soft bodies. 
Kil had been working undercover in a bar better known for overhearing more secrets than a god ever could when word had got around that the Hukks had planned to attend an auction of exotic females, the likes of which had never been seen before. It didn’t take long for Kil to understand they were speaking about human females and even less time to persuade the Hukks to tell him where and when the auction would take place—all with the help of the bar’s best alcoholic drink served in double sized tumblers. Not all fights were fought with claws and fists. Weakness was the first line of attack and Hukks were well-known drinkers.
“This is taking too long,” Aekon said. 
They were already later than he wanted to be.
Another Norvegicus scuttled past. Aekon caught the being by the scruff of his collar. 
The Norvegicus squeaked, its large brown eyes darting between Akeon, Kil, and Idren, “I haven’t stolen from you, sirs!”
Aekon extended his arm so there would be no way he could be stolen from and did a mental calculation of his hidden weapons. They were in places on his body that would be hard to reach by a creature that only came to his waist. Instead, he withdrew a slice of gold from a pocket located on his thigh. They’d brought precious metals to Grion89G to trade. Credits were as worthless as the dirt trampled into the streets beneath his feet here.
The Norvegicus’ whiskers twitched and his eyes hardened. The being didn’t seem to be able to stop looking at the sliver of gold. That was good. Aekon has gotten his attention. 
“I didn’t accuse you of stealing,” Aekon said. “I need information.”
“What information would that be, sirs?”
“The Rapture. Where is it?” Akeon asked.
The Norvegicus’s little pink tongue darted out to swipe over its thin lower lip. “The Rapture? I don’t know if I’ve heard of that bar.”
Aekon let the creature go and began to slip the gold back into his pocket. “Well, if you don’t remember, I’ll ask someone else.”
“No! No, there’s no need to do that! In fact, I do remember quite clearly. It’s just off the alley way behind the clothier’s beyond your two, very tall companions.” The Norvegicus stretched out a knobbed finger past Kil and Idren.
“I have scanned your bio-signature. If you’re lying to us, Norvegicus, we will find you. You will never be able to hide from us and you should know Dhasu never give up,” Kil said.
Aekon knew Kil had done nothing of the sort, but the Norvegicus didn’t need to know that. Its whiskers twitched, and it clutched its paws together.
“Of course. I’m not lying to you, kind sirs. Just behind the clothiers. Follow the alley all the way down. You can’t miss it. Honestly,” the Norvegicus said.
Aekon was sure a day never passed when the being told the honest truth, but time wasn’t on their side. He thrust the gold into the being’s hands. It snatched the slice from him faster than Aekon could track before it darted away. 
“Let’s go,” Aekon said.
They crossed the thoroughfare towards the crowded little store. Bolts of material were stacked on top of each other, from the ground to above Aekon’s head. Strips of multi coloured cloth flapped from poles that jutted out from the top railing of the store. 
Aekon tugged aside a large swath of shining red cloth interspersed with thousands of glittering solar lights. The effect was floating fire over a burst of brightness, just like looking at a solar flare. Cool, musty air breathed over him from the dark alley behind. 
Kil’s forehead nodes rose halfway up his forehead. “Well, I’ll be. We must have found the one and only truthful Norvegicus in existence.” 
“Don’t be too hasty. We’re yet to find The Rapture,” Idren said.
As they strode past the bolts of material and into the darkness of the alley, Aekon wished they weren’t going to find anything. He hoped that the Hukks were lying or Kil had overheard a wrong story because if it was true then it meant that even more human females were being traded like livestock. 
As the material closed behind them, the sounds of the busy street, of hundreds of beings chatting and walking, of stall keepers shouting their wares became muted, leaving the three of them in a muffled, gloomy environment.
The walls of the alley extended high overhead, storeys stacked on storeys of living cubes that blocked out the artificial light so much so that Aekon could barely see his boot-covered feet. He was thankful for the thick soles and the protection of sturdy leather that encased his calves because there was no telling what he walked on. 
“The Novergicus was lying. There’s nothing here,” Idren said, looking about the darkness.
“Let’s try up ahead,” Aekon said.
“If we find more than a dead end, I’ll be surprised,” Kil said.
Blue light revealed the layers of grime and dampness on the metal walls as Idren turned on his wrist comm. A schematic map hovered above the slim screen that conformed to the shape of his wrist. 
“Nothing is showing,” he said, “but the walls could be creating a signal disruption.”
Aekon drew out his blaster from the holster at his hip. “Let’s check it out anyway. But be prepared. We might have to employ Plan B.”
“And what is Plan B?” Kil said.
“Not sure yet,” Aekon said.
“I’m sure it will come to you sooner or later,” Idren said, his own blaster already in his hand. 
He might be joking, yet his gaze bounced everywhere, his shoulders straight and tense as he prowled next to Akeon.
“Aekon always eventually thinks of something in the end,” Kil said.
“Indeed. Eventually,” Idren said
The banter lightened the tension that thrummed through Aekon’s body. The three of them had been on many missions and had saved each other’s skins more times than he could count. If he could ever rely on another being, these two would be it. They worked as an extension of each other more often than not.
“If you two took orders better than you do, we might not need a Plan B,” Aekon said.
“Did anyone tell Aekon he’s not my commanding officer?” Kil said.
“Someone might have to tell Treega that Aekon has his eye on his position.” Idren’s steps were silent as they crept down the alley.
“I would not want that responsibility,” Aekon said.
“And yet he orders us around as though he does,” Kil said.
They neared the end of the alley. The shadows thickened. It was highly unlikely The Rapture would be here and more than likely they’d been lied to. Still, Aekon had to see the alley end to be fully satisfied. The sale of imprisoned slaves never happened in nice locations.
The shadows were thick at this end of the alley. Aekon activated the torch function of his wrist comm when the light from Idren’s map wasn’t strong enough. The light bounced off the metal walls, but was swallowed by the darkness at the end of the alley. 
Aekon flashed a glance at Idren and Kil. He lifted his hand to feel the wall he expected, but his fingers disappeared through the darkness. He felt nothing but air. He glanced at Kil and Idren again before stepping through the wall of darkness. Light stung his eyes and the deep boom of music vibrated through his chest.
“Holy balls,” Idren said as he stepped next to Aekon.
“I’m not sure what surprises me more—that the Norvegicus was honest or that the hologram looks like it’s a military grade ten,” Kil said. 
If anyone knew about gadgets, it was Kil. His lean muscular lines hid an inner nerd Aekon and Idren had a lot of fun teasing.
Red light filtered through the bottom of the doorway set into the steel wall right in front of them. The door was shut tight. No being was in attendance. These places usually had a couple of dodgy security staff outside their establishment. 
Aekon muttered a curse under his breath. It looked as though they might be too late and the auction had already been and gone. They still had to follow through. If it had, there still might be a lead they could track down.
“Can you get us in, Kil?” Aekon said.
Kil withdrew an electronic lock-pick from one of the many pockets on his person and held it over the door screen that was set into the metal to the right of the door. He entered a series of commands before a flurry of lights flashed across the device. The door swung open with a click and the boom of the music that erupted from inside bounced around the alley. Inside was a deserted area which housed an empty desk, a chair and at the end of the desk, a closed red curtain.
Kil slid his lock pick device back into his pocket, lifting his brow nodes when he glanced at Aekon. “You doubted?”
Aekon never doubted Kil’s ability. He was more surprised at himself for not thinking Kil might have a device that unlocked steel doors in the first place.
“Never. Be careful, brothers,” Aekon said.
They all knew what they might be up against and it never became any easier. Ever since his bond-mate and unborn child had died, Aekon was unable to help the shock and despair that shot through him when he saw any female helpless against stronger beings that took advantage of their strength and power. 
Aekon took the lead and Idren and Kil followed on silent feet. Aekon drew his blaster from his side holster. He knew without looking behind him that Idren and Kil would also be armed. Not just with the blasters they no doubt held. Their clothing hid a surprising array of undetectable, hidden weapons that slipped into their outfits. 
Music pounded off the wall of the entrance and the deep bass vibrated through his chest. It was stupid to have the music so loud. Any being could infiltrate this venue, as they were doing right now. Perhaps whoever was in charge didn’t care that any being could infiltrate this place, which was a dangerous notion.
Aekon tensed as they approached the thick curtain. A being stepped through. It was another Norvegicus, only this one wasn’t dressed in a ragged cloak as most of the species were. It wore a shining black suit that fitted its form so well it had to have been tailor made. 
The Norvegicus squeaked when it saw them, but held its ground even as it had to tilt its head back to look at them. 
“Stixus!” it called.
The curtain ruffled and a Trudd barged through. Its massive black form seemed to emerge from the deep shadow recessed between the wall and the curtain. This was the security missing from the front door.
“Come any closer and you won’t have a boss anymore.” Aekon pressed the tip of his blaster beneath the Norvegicus’ chin. The Norvegicus’ whiskers twitched, but that was the only indication it gave that it was scared at all. 
“It’s okay, Stixus,” the Norvegicus said, raising its fingers in a hands-off gesture.
The Trudd loomed over them, tension thrumming through its body. Aekon couldn’t read its expression. The eyes, nose, and mouth of this species was hidden beneath two folds of skin on its face that looked like a capital T had been etched into its midnight skin. 
It didn’t matter if Aekon could detect its expression. Trudds naturally emanated an air of menace and were well suited for positions of guards and general destruction. 
A Norvegicus and a Trudd working together was not a good sign.
The Norvegicus’ smile was more grimace and teeth.
“Easy, friends,” it said. “I was just startled for a moment. Stixus won’t hurt you. I just didn’t expect to see anyone here. We don’t open for another click. Come back then and I’ll give you a free round of drinks for you and your friends.”
“We heard you had a special show on,” Aekon said.
The Norvegicus’ left eyelid twitched. “If you’ve come to see Cherry dance, she’s only here on the third-turn cycle.”
“We didn’t come to see that female. We came because we heard there were other females here we could purchase for more of a higher price and on a more permanent basis,” Aekon said.
“We don’t offer those types of females,” the Norvegicus said. 
The Trudd’s thick three-fingered hands twitched.
“That’s not we heard,” Kil said. “In fact, it sounds like you have a party going on in there.”
“I’m sure there’s been some confusion. We’re just testing the sound speakers. We have a new band coming tonight. Come back later and I’ll give you free drinks for the whole evening no matter how much you fine gentlemen consume,” the Norvegicus said.
“Generous offer, but we’ll pass,” Aekon said.
Norvegicuses never offered anything for free. The fact this one had offered twice meant there was something to hide and it was most probably on the other side of that curtain.
Idren lunged as the Trudd’s fist lifted. He slapped a neuro blocker onto the Trudd’s neck and the huge being dropped to the floor in a heap as the blocker interrupted its brain. The Trudd brought down the curtain as it fell, revealing a large auditorium and three naked human females huddled together on a stage, surrounded by Reptiles. The females were bound hand and feet on bent knees, while the Reptiles haggled with a horde of Ixod.An audience filled with various species of males shouted and yelled in sick excitement.
Pure rage, unadulterated and all-consuming, blanked Aekon’s vision. The Ixod stood head and shoulders above the Reptiles, their heavy, tangled manes hiding their faces, but not the power in their tall frames. They were dressed in thick boots, camouflage suits, and heavy weapons. Thanks to the pounding music, Aekon couldn’t hear them but it was obvious why they were there.
One of the Ixod hoisted a female by her bicep. She cried out as the being plucked her off the floor, twisting away from the male as much as she could, given her bound limbs. Fear and confusion etched her features and her body shook like a tender leaf in a blizzard. 
The Ixod turned his head and his shaggy mane uncovered his face. 
Aekon’s blood turned to sleet as his disbelieving brain struggled to come to grips with what he saw. “Zavis.”
Rage erupted through him, channelling his vision and guiding his arm as he lifted the end of the blaster from beneath the Norvegicus’ chin to shoot a finger-thin laser through Zavis’ skull. But as he pressed the trigger, a snarling Ixod moved to rip the female from Zavis’s claws. The bolt slammed into the snarling Ixod’s back. 
The Ixod tumbled to the floor of the stage, dead before he hit the ground, taking the female with him. Crimson blood and bits of brain and bone rained across the stage. The females screamed. All except for the one female the Ixod’s lifeless grip still held. 
The expression on her pale face was one of frozen  terror. Her dark hair whirled about her shoulders and as she fell to the floor, the thick curls obscured half of her face. Even through the rage, Aekon noted the female’s beauty. Terrified and non-cognizant as she was, she was absolutely stunning. All human females were, but this one…this one was magnificent. 
A flash of burnished gold flashed over his vision, as though his nodes had been forced back to life before everything crystallised before him. That could never be, though. They were as dead as his soul. He tipped his head back and roared.
The small crowd in front of the stage scattered. Several Trudd stationed around the perimeter of the room rushed toward them. The Reptiles pulled their weapons, aiming right at them. 
Aekon slammed a neuro blocker on the Norvegicus, pulled a second blaster into his hand, and snarled. “Looks like this is plan B, brothers.”




Chapter 3
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Ava’s shoulder joint screamed as her humerus was wrenched from the cup-shaped shoulder socket when the shaggy beast plucked her from the ground as though she weighed nothing. A tsunami of pain shot through her body. Everything blacked out, and when she came around, her stomach was being shoved into her throat while the world was upside down. No, that wasn’t it.  She’d been thrown over the shoulder of one of the shaggy aliens who looked like something crossed between a wild lion and a Yeti.  
Her world tilted again, and she realised the alien ran so fast everything was a blur. Or it might have been because tears obscured her vision and her brain stuttered through the next wave of agony as she was jostled off the stage, through a doorway and into an alley. Her arms and legs flopped uselessly as the alien’s massive shoulder pounded into her stomach. It clutched her with an arm so thick and strong that it wrapped over her body and locked both legs together so firmly she couldn’t even manage to kick.
A wave of sickness crashed through her as her stomach pounded into its shoulder with every jolting step compounded by the white-hot poker in her shoulder. Hot bile shot out of her mouth and down the being’s back. She didn’t care.
Her brain had refused to work not long after six of the horrifying aliens had stalked onto the stage towards their pathetic little group. Then the aliens had become caught in an argument with the crocs. She was one of the last three women that were sold. Sold! Like cattle.
Aliens of all kinds and descriptions were packed into the small auditorium. Ava’s legs had threatened to give out on her as she’d been prodded on stage, while someone had actually fainted. A reptile alien had kicked her until she’d stirred, before hauling her to the front of the line preceding a cacophony of whistles, yells, and grunts from the audience. The poor women barely managed to stand upright as symbols flashed across a floating screen over the stage.
The symbols changed from red to green and a snarling, midnight-black alien with white fangs that protruded from its top lips to half way down its neck jumped onto the stage, whipped the half delirious woman from the claws of the Reptiles, and disappeared at the other end of the stage.
“Fuck this.” The woman with the red hair that had fought the reptile aliens stood next to Ava. Before Ava could blink, the redhead had darted from their pathetic, shivering little group.
She’d only made it two paces before one of the reptile aliens zapped her with a streak of blue light and she’d collapsed to the floor, skidding a little way with the momentum of the impact. 
“Stupid female.” The reptile alien had stood over the redhead and then kicked her when her blue eyes fluttered open. “You’ll be last. The worst of them will be desperate to buy then.”
The rest of the women were sold, and one by one aliens from Ava’s worst nightmares and some she had no name for came onto the stage, picked up the unlucky woman they’d bought, and disappeared. The teen Ava had tried to comfort was one of the first and had been taken by a winged alien that reminded Ava of a mythical elf, but when his icy eyes tracked over the teen there was nothing beautiful about it. His clawed hand had curled about her arm, and then he’d unfurled his magnificent wings and flown right out of the auditorium. Ava had gagged, her stomach hollowing before the poor girl’s scream was cut off as a door slammed behind them. 
Then there were only three of them left. Herself, the redhead, and the blonde with the tangled hair. Hot tears tracked down her cheeks. Ava hadn’t realised she’d been crying until her cheeks grew cold with the wetness. The symbols on the screen jumped. The hoots, hollers, and grunts grew louder and then Ava realised the three of them were being sold as a lot.
The reptile hissed at the agitated crowd, then picked up a strand of her long hair as though showcasing her attributes. Ava liked her hair. It was thick and long and had a natural salon kink wave to it, but in that moment she vowed to cut it all off and never grow it back again.
The three of them had huddled together. The redhead’s eyes were glazed, no doubt as a result of the zap she’d received. The blonde shook so much even her hair trembled about her head. The reptiles had become agitated and an argument had broken out. Ava’s heart had stuttered to a stop as the lion beings had approached the stage and stalked towards them. 
They were at least twice as tall as she was, towering over all of them with an air of menace and cruelty she could taste all the way to the back of her throat. There was some type of discrepancy with the price they’d paid for them. The argument had gotten heated. One of the Yetis ripped her arm out of its socket, then he’d fallen to the ground with his brains leaking from his head.. Then pandemonium had broken out.
The lion-yeti’s boots clanked, the sound different to that of the pounding on packed dirt. Steel streaked below the alien’s feet and the air changed from relative freshness to a sterile, chemical smell. Humid coolness coated her skin, as though she was being taken into a winter mist. She glimpsed solid metal walls and low light before the alien hurled her off his shoulder.
Her knees buckled beneath her, her legs too weak to keep her upright as the world swirled about her. She collapsed to the floor. The only thing she could do was to stare up at the massive alien towering over her. From this angle the power in his body was unmistakable, from his thick leather-encased thighs, to the bulging muscles of his biceps, to the tips of his shining claws. 
He glanced over his shoulder, and his triangular nose crinkled in distaste before facing her again. He cupped the bulge of his genitals in a massive hand bigger than her head, and tightened. “You’ll pay for messing my uniform when we get out of this star system.”
Good god, that alien was twice her size in height and width. She stared at the size of his genitals that overflowed the width of his hand. There was no way something the size of that was going to fit into something the size of her. Then, at the thought and absolute knowledge she’d been bought to be raped and used by these aliens, her stomach twisted and hot saliva pooled in her mouth. 
“You’re lucky we have to leave now, but I’ll see you when we’re out of the galaxy.” He liked whatever he saw on her expression. His thin lips twisted and he gave his dick a longing squeeze before he stepped out of the room, over the threshold and slapped his palm onto a wall. A recessed door came out of the wall and slammed shut leaving her in absolute darkness.
Her choppy breaths were loud in her ears as she lay prone on the cold floor. There was a distant rumble and she became aware of a sensation of movement. Her sluggish brain chugged into awareness. She sat up, her shoulder screaming in agony. She grabbed her elbow to help immobilise her arm, drawing in air through her nostrils and whooshing it out between pursed lips.
Slowly, she came up on her knees and edged forward. She released her elbow and flattened her palm over hard, cold steel. She felt up, down, and across the flat surface, shuffling sideways until she came to a corner. She went all the way around four edges of the area, finding nothing but smooth walls. 
She was in a room of absolute darkness and frigid, damp air. There was no furniture, no carpet, nothing—but at least there was nobody else in here with her either. She had no idea where the redhead or the blonde woman had been taken to, let alone any of the other poor souls that had been sold before her.
Ava shuffled into a corner, shivering and cold. Naked, she had no protection against the frigid air. She brought her knees up and hugged them as close to her body as she could to keep in as much warmth as possible. Her shoulder throbbed with each heartbeat. 
Her forehead fell forward onto her knees as she let tears of pure helplessness drip on her cheeks. Time passed into a meaningless stretch of moment after moment of unending terror. Thick dread swirled in her stomach and writhed through her veins, finally filling her mind with unyielding bleakness until the door opened and her brain stuttered to a halt. The light blinded her, but there was no mistaking the powerful form silhouetted by the light.
“Miss me, female?” 
She didn’t have the energy to scream before the alien descended on her.




Chapter 4
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Aekon shot three Trudd before they’d had a chance to take more than two steps towards him while trying to keep the shock of seeing Zavis at bay. The writhing hatred reared up from that place deep inside of him. The rage. The anger. The despair. It was what kept him keep going. Gave him purpose. Let him wake up to the burden of a brand new day without Onda. 
“Aekon! Watch out!” Idren yelled.
Drek. His mind had wandered. More Trudd rushed at him. They were fast despite their ungainly appearance. The beings making up the audience dove between seats or scrambling onto the stage after the Ixod. The Ixod grabbed the human females and scattered. Zavis stole the dark-haired female still caught in the grip of their dead companion before he bolted and disappeared off stage.
“Get them!” Aekon yelled.
Kil and Idren fired at will. The blue streaks from their blasters lit up the auditorium in flashes of strobing colour. Aekon slapped his wrist comm, sending the signal that would alert Treega they’d found more human females, but any help they needed now wouldn’t get here until it was far too late. 
“We have to get the females before we lose them forever. There’s probably a back exit off stage they’ve used. Take the Reptiles down, but keep at least one of them alive,” Aekon shouted to Kil and Idren. They separated as they entered the auditorium. Kil took the left-hand outer aisle; Idren fought along the right aisle while Aekon strode down the centre.
“And the rest of the males from the audience?’ Idren called as he butted the end of his blaster into a male’s skull. 
“Aim to wound only.” Aekon would happily kill all males here but they needed all of the information they could get. Every being here traded in flesh whether that was to buy or sell. The Mercenary Division, MD for short, would be interested in ‘interviewing’ them.
Kil whooped as he ran into the battle, the crazy drekker. His blaster fire hit a Reptile in the dead centre of his chest, leaving a blackened burning hole.
Kil sent Aekon an exaggerated grimace. “Oops, slipped. Guess we won’t be questioning that one!”
A Reptile charged at Aekon, weapons drawn. Aekon fired both blasters into the being. The Reptile flew backwards, green blood splattering over the carpet. That felt good.
“I thought you said to keep one alive,” Idren said.
“There’s plenty more hiding under the stage.” Aekon shot off a blast to singe a hole into the shadows beneath the stage structure. A Reptile toppled into the light, a hole smoking in its head where its eye used to be. “Right behind that one.”
A blaster streak seared Aekon’s bicep. A green Neide ducked behind a chair, its tentacles writhing in agitation on its head. Neides were normally a moral species and Aekon wondered what this one was doing here. 
He sent a bolt through the back of the chair. There was a thump and a muffled groan. That being wasn’t going anywhere. At least he’d contained the being for questioning later.
Now though, the Neide was the least of his concerns. The longer they took getting to the stage, the harder it would be track the Ixod and the females. 
The expression on the dark-headed female’s face played on his mind. Her terror would only become worse the longer she was in the Ixod’s hands. Especially a being such as Zavis, who’d used the Reptiles as a diversion, having taken off with the human females while they’d been fighting. They would try to get off station as fast as possible now they had the females. Ploughing through the audience like this was taking too long. Change of plan.
“The Ixod will head to the port with the females, but we still need to contain leads here,” Aekon said. 
Thankfully, the port was manned by allies. The Aiqolds at the gate could seal the one and only portal on and off the station, and contain Zavis—if Aekon got there in time to ask them.
The entire operation of departing and landing on Grion89 was controlled by the ten tentacled beings working in the control tower above the powerful gates. The Aiqold were the only beings capable of dividing their minds into half and using each side as a separate whole functioning brain. They could compute vast amounts of information in an instant and were aided by the fact that each tentacle had its own mini-brain located in the tip.
Kil nodded. “Go then, brother. We’ve got this.”
“Quite happily,” Idren said, blasting another Reptile out of existence.
“Be safe, brothers,” Aekon said. 
Idren fired at a being, but his blaster had run out of power. With a wild grin on his face, his brother in arms drew out a blade from a hidden recess along his thigh and dove towards one of the three remaining Reptiles. 
“Get them!” Kil shouted to Aekon as he charged behind Idren. 
Without wasting another click, Aekon bolted back up the aisle, fled through the darkened alley, and into the crowded causeway. Beings walked shoulder to shoulder, making it impossible to run. Aekon withdrew his blaster and fired a shot into the air. Beings screamed and either dropped to the ground or scattered into the closest doorway. A couple sauntered away, too used to the violence on Grion89. Apart from the couple, the blast was effective and cleared the street, enough that Aekon glimpsed the glimmering lights of crafts deporting and zooming off into the night sky. 
He couldn’t name the urge that made him pick up his speed, or the sense of impending doom that made his vision focussed and clear. All he knew was that if he didn’t stop Zavis now, the Ixod and human females would be gone forever.
Unbidden, that particular memory flooded his mind. That day. That horrible day he wished he could go back in time and erase came back again and again and again. It didn’t matter when or where or what he was doing. The memory of the last moments of Onda’s life rammed into his head whenever it pleased. 
Onda’s beloved face twisted in fear, her beautiful eyes opening wide, her lips parting in a silent scream. Black blood filtered all other colour from the vision, her life’s blood pouring from her body as she was impaled by Zavis’s sword. Aekon’s nodes glowed black when Onda was murdered. That was the last time they’d illuminated. They’d died alongside his bond-mate, like his heart. He’d failed then. He had a lot to make up for now. 
Aekon bolted through the port gates. Beyond the entrance, craft littered most of the available spaces between huge swaths of pathways on which beings bustled from their craft towards the gates and then into the city. Several craft ascended from various locations across the enormous port, rising straight upwards until they reached the height of acceleration where the sonic boom brought on by the power needed to break the gravitational field of Grion89 wouldn’t crush the buildings below.
Aekon strode towards the entrance door to the tower that housed the working Aiqolds. A distant angry shout sounded above the cacophony of the various crafts followed by the unmistakable snarl of an Ixod. 
They were already here. Drek. There wasn’t enough time to speak to the Aiqolds.
Aekon took off towards the Ixod, pushing past beings that seemed to jump in his way. He darted around one craft, and neatly rolled under another. Up ahead, he caught sight of Zavis’s tall head and a glimpse of limp, pale flesh before the Ixod disappeared into shadows.
Heart thumping in his chest, Aekon sprinted towards them, his blaster locked in his hand. A massive Ixod craft rose, hovering into the air before breaking the port code and initiating their exit procedure too close to the ground.
The sonic boom crushed the tops of the craft below. The airwaves, solid as rock, slammed into his body. He flew off his feet and crashed onto his back, sliding across the polished surface of the pathway.
White light blinked across his vision and his lungs strained against his tight chest before his muscles released and he dragged precious oxygen into his body. He rolled over, feeling as though the gravitational pull of the station had doubled, and staggered to his feet from his hands and knees.
Several Aiqold ships rose and took off towards the Ixod craft, but already the Ixod were no more than a shining dot in the sky. Aekon set his wrist comm to latch onto their signal. He sprinted to the Zephyr, his team’s small space craft. He had to catch the Ixod before they entered the GeoPass wormhole. From the wormhole, the Ixod could access any section of the ten Quadrants and tracking through the dense ion particles was impossible. 
Aekon hit the command on his wrist comm to open the hatch of the Zephyr and punched a code to start the engines. He bolted up the ramp, dashed through the narrow corridor, into the cabin, and crashed into the pilot chair. Closing the hatch, he pushed the vertical shifter and the craft rose like a bolt of light into the sky. He also wasn’t following procedure and was no doubt ruffling more than a few of the Aiqolds’ tentacles. 
No matter, once any craft broke the jurisdiction of the outer station, the Aiqolds’ craft would retreat. They weren’t sturdy enough to stand the pressure of space, while the Zephyr was reinforced military grade metal infused with Drisian crystal, the hardest substance known in the ten Quadrants. The three of them had modified it enough so that it was as fast as blaster fire, and nearly undetectable once the shields were initiated. 
Aekon slammed them on and charged the thrusters. The engines hummed as energy built up in the power coil before he was pushed back in his seat as his craft shot forward. His fingers tightened around the controller as a trickle of perspiration ran down his spine. 
He activated his comms. “Idren, Kil, have you secured the venue?”
“Ten clicks ago. All beings inside are currently subdued,” Idren said between panting. 
Background noises filtered through. The sounds of the marketplace. The outside marketplace.
“Are you running?”
“Chasing, to be more accurate. Where are you?” Kil said.
There was a grunt and the sound of something heavy clattering to the ground.
“The Ixod left the station with the human females. I’ve taken the Zephyr, deported Grion89, and I’m following the Ixod ship now,” Aekon said.
“Not all of the human females,” Idren said.
Aekon’s blood ran cold, his grip tightening on the controller. “What do you mean not all of the human females?”
“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 said.
Aekon cursed under his breath. For years he had tried to track Zavis’ horde and came up empty handed. One horde was impossible to track, let alone three of them. It was rare that hordes worked together, but in the face of something as precious as human females, he’d seen males do unexpected things. 
“Then we need to track them. I’ll follow this horde. Idren, Kil, try your best,” Aekon said.
“Of course, brother,” Idren said.
A massive crash sounded through the comms and Kil’s signal went silent. 
“Kil. Report,” Aekon barked. 
Nothing. Aekon tightened his grip on the Zephyr’s controls, ready to turn back.
“Go, Aekon,” Idren said as though sensing his thoughts.
“Idren, I…” Aekon was so close to the Ixod craft but he wouldn’t leave his brothers.
“I said go, brother. Bring back that female. I’ll see what mess Kil has gotten himself into,” Idren said. “We’ll reconvene once you’re back.”
Aekon didn’t like this, but both his brothers were warriors who could handle themselves. “May the goddess be on your side.”
“You too, brother. Bring her back safe,” Idren said.
“I will.” 
Aekon commed off and aimed the nose of the Zephyr at the landing port of the Ixod craft, activating the reflectors. The shields would make the Zephyr undetectable to scans, but the reflectors would make it almost invisible to the naked eye. It wasn’t entirely perfect, but it would give him the edge he would need, given what he was about to do.
Guilt pressed heavily on his chest. He hadn’t told Idren or Kil every reason he took this risk, because what he was doing wasn’t exactly altruistic.
Not at all.
He had dreamed of coming face to face with Zavis every night in his nightmares. Imagined what he would do if he ever had the opportunity, none of it pleasant. He couldn’t let Zavis slip through his fingers. Not this time. Not ever again.
Despite the pair of terrified blue eyes that seared his mind, it was the chance at revenge that made him grit his teeth and fly right into the landing port of his enemy’s ship.
He wasn’t just a Mercenary Division Warrior right now. 
This was personal.




Chapter 5
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Aekon monitored the relay feeds as he entered the landing port aboard the Ixod ship. The Zephyr’s control panels flickered as it bounced back false signals. Inside the landing port, thankfully the space was relatively sparse and quiet and Aekon guided the Zephyr to an empty corner. Although the Zephyr would be relatively invisible unless a being knew what to look for, it was still solid. He spun the Zephyr to enable a quick exit and landed so gently the Ixod’s ship would have a hard time detecting the movement.  
Setting the systems to idle to keep the engine warm and running, he unclasped his harness and retrieved the invisi-suit from the gunnery, made from the same cloaking technology as the Zephyr’s shields. He stripped out of his clothing and into the suit. He couldn’t take his blasters out of the Zephyr. They emitted a low level power pulse, but he slid two flexible Drisian crystal blades into hidden purpose-built slots along the outside of his thighs. Working fast, he ran a program on his wrist comm to sketch out a rough schematic of the Ixod ship and to detect life signals that weren’t Ixod in nature. It didn’t take long. One flashing red light indicated the life form in a cell in the lower levels.
Aekon initiated the invisi-reflectors of the suit that would render him mostly invisible. If a being wasn’t looking for the tell-tale signs, he wouldn’t be noticed, but the power used to do this was astronomical. While the Zephyr could remain invisible for longer because of the internal self-powering engines, he had ten clicks before the power would run out in this suit and he would become visible. Ten clicks was hopefully all he’d need to get the female and end Zavis’s life. Possibly all the time he had before they entered the wormhole. 
Although the Zephyr was sleek, fast and reinforced, it wouldn’t withstand the gravitational pull of the wormhole for long. Only ships of this size were suitable. He would have to finish his business before the Ixod ship entered the GeoPass gates.
Finally, he clipped a satchel containing a spare suit into a pocket at the small of his back, slipped down the face shield, and eased through the smallest crack of the Zephyr’s hatch before sealing it shut behind him.
He skirted the outer wall of the landing port and through the doorway that would take him to the lower levels. Several Ixod strode towards him in the corridor. Aekon flattened his back as they brushed past.
“You see that human female?” the tall Ixod said.
“I wonder if Zavis will share,” the other muttered.
The tall Ixod cupped his balls, “Hopefully she’ll last long enough for my turn.”
“Don’t get your hopes up. She didn’t look strong enough to last one night of good rutting.”
“I’ll visit a pleasure house when we’re back on Vutera. Maybe three Ultarians will help me forget about the human, although it’ll be hard to forget a cunt like that.” 
The duo rounded the corner along with their conversation. The female was nothing more to these beings than her biology. Aekon forced his rage to the back of his mind and silently raced down the corridor. Glancing about to check the corridor was empty, he unhatched a cleaning portal that would allow him to move between the levels undetected and descended the ladder.
The air became chilled, dank, and filled with an unfiltered metallic tang as he reached the lowest level. Fresh air whooshed in as he cracked the seal on this level’s cleaning portal, although it still contained an unfiltered element that coated his tongue. Or maybe it was just the cloying sense of despair that could be tasted in any brig.
Thankfully the corridor on the other side was empty. Aekon checked his internal count down. Eight clicks left. 
A muffled scream propelled him into action. He rounded the corner in time to see a shaggy Ixod step into a small, dark cell. A beautiful, pale face filled with abject terror was crumpled in the far corner.
Red filled Aekon’s vision as the Ixod descended on the small, helpless female. Aekon bolted into the cell. A delectable scent filled his lungs, almost masked by the taint of fear. The female’s whimper went right through his gut, as Aekon slammed his fist into the side of the Ixod’s head.
The Ixod snarled as he spun around, features morphing into confusion when he saw nothing. Every nerve in Aekon’s body urged him to make the Ixod’s death a slow painful one for what he had been about to do to the female, but there was no time. He slipped out a shuriken from his thigh pocket and, with a powerful swipe, slit open the  artery on the side of the Ixod’s neck. 
The Ixod clawed at his throat and collapsed to the floor. Froth foamed at his mouth as he choked on his own blood. The female curled into a ball and pushed herself into the corner. Her eyes were trained on the Ixod and the growing pool of blood that coated the floor. Her pupils were blown so large there was only the tiniest ring of blue. She was pale, shaking and traumatised.
“Female. Be calm,” he said.
She gasped, her eyes tracking the room, grazing right over him. Of course, she would not see him. He deactivated his suit’s invisi-reflectors and peeled back his head covering. Her mouth fell open, and she drew in a deep breath. Aekon lunged, planting his palm over her mouth to muffle her scream.
Heat raced through his body, curling into cells he’d forgotten existed to unfurl from the dead centre of his chest to the outermost extremity. His heart lurched, skipping a beat, and began to pump wildly before settling into an entirely new pattern. He sucked in an involuntary breath that was filled by the intense fragrance of ginder flowers while dizziness caused him to come down hard onto one knee.
Fate whispered a loving caress through his system, as every part of his mind and body locked onto the trembling female before him. His soul expanded and reached for the burning light of hers. Beautiful. It was so beautiful. 
Mate. 
Mine. 
Those two words whispered into the recesses of his being until he thrust them away, whole-heartedly rejecting them.
He had a bond-mate. 
He’d failed her. 
A male only found his one true mate once in a lifetime if he was lucky and Aekon had already found his. That they were on opposite sides of the veil didn’t mean they weren’t still bond-mates. Death did not break a soul connection. Bond-mates were bound to each other in this life and the next. Two halves of one soul could never be truly separated.
The human female could not possible be his bond-mate. His body was wrong. Fate was wrong. It couldn’t be real. It could only be a part of this mind confused by seeing Zavis again, bringing memories of Onda to the surface and longing for what was not there. Aekon had merely imprinted what he felt for Onda onto this stranger in her time of need, his mind grappling with the unforgivable.
The female’s bare breasts rose and fell with each laboured breath. Her nipples were drawn into tight buds, a beautiful light pink that complemented her pale skin. He itched to cover her breast with his palm, to feel her hardened nipple against his skin and to massage her soft tender flesh. 
He forced his gaze back to her face. A tear streaked from the corner of her eye and tracked down her cheek and his stomach rolled over. 
He swiped the tear away with his thumb, making sure to keep his claws away from her delicate skin. “I’m here to rescue you.”
Her eyes were blank, the pupils expanded large and black. She was in shock. Her skin was freezing, her body still and unyielding. 
Fresh anger surged through him at her treatment. She’d been locked naked and afraid in a freezing blackout room. Such treatment was used to test the merits of toughened warriors, not defenceless, terrified females sold at an auction block. 
There wasn’t time to calm her. He had to get her into the suit and get her out undetected before their time ran out. Tenderness would have to come later. 
“I’m going to remove my hand,” he said. “Please don’t scream. It will alert more of the Ixod.”
She gave no indication she’d understood him, but when he peeled back his hand she didn’t make a sound. 
“I’m sorry I frightened you. I’m wearing an invisi-suit. It’s the only way I could break on board to get to you. I need to get you out before the Ixod ship enters the GeoPass wormhole.” He unclipped the spare suit and teased it open.
She still did not reply, did not move.
“I’m Aekon. My species is Dhasu. I’m part of the Mercy Division of the Interspecies Council. We’ve rescued many human females such as yourself. What is your name?” 
She trembled, frozen in place, knees drawn into her chest, her arms wrapped about her torso. There was no choice but to manhandle her into the suit.
“You need to wear this suit. I’m going to dress you, female. To do that I need to touch your foot. Will you let me touch your foot to put you in the invisi-suit?” 
Drek, he didn’t have the time to talk to her like a scared Standon, but he didn’t have the heart to push her either, even though that was exactly what he should be doing.  The ship would enter the GeoPass soon. This was going to be a close call.
He encircled her ankle with his fingers. A jolt shot up his arm, both warming and exhilarating. He gritted his teeth, forcing the heat of the sensation aside. 
“I’m going to slide the suit over your foot, and now the other. That’s good.” He was as gentle and as fast as he could be despite the circumstances.
His nodes prickled. They could be discovered at any moment. Keeping his attention divided on the door and the female, he worked the suit up her legs. 
“Little female, you’ll need to stand so I can continue to dress you.”
When she gave no response, he slipped his fingers beneath her arms and stood her smoothly to her feet. Her knees buckled beneath her. He caught her and tucked her against him so she wouldn’t fall. A terrible whimper escaped her lips as he brushed against a bulge on her back. Gods, her shoulder was badly dislocated. Her arm needed to be set back in place but he couldn’t treat her here. He would have to manage her injury until they had made their escape.
“I need to dress you,” he said. “I’ll be as gentle as I can but this will hurt. If there was any other way, I would do it. Please understand.” 
With one hand about her shoulders, the other on the suit, he leaned down and drew the suit over her lean, muscular thighs and rounded buttock. The angle brought his nose a mere hand width away from her sex. A potent mix of her pheromones blossomed in the air. He drew in a deep breath, infusing her aroma into his lungs before he could stop himself. 
Bond-mates would spend days together, touching, tasting, sensing, fucking until the essence of two bodies became one. One of the first stages was to learn the other’s scent. To infuse the molecules deep in the lungs where
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