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Author’s Note










Hi, and thanks for picking up Rescued By My Alien Ex! This short, spicy novella is an intro to my starkissed galaxy—I hope you enjoy Kira and Reskavi’s second chance romance as much as I enjoyed writing it. 




Content Notes 




I’m British and my books are written in British English :)




On page: 

A snake pet

Explicit scenes between a human and an alien

Primal play




Off page references: 

Military violence and detention




















CHAPTER ONE
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KIRA

TATHAR REFUGE WAS exhilarating, extraordinary, and full of sexy aliens—which was why I didn't want to go. 

Of course, for Ellie, Garrison and my other new friends, these were the main selling points. It wasn’t like they had an ache in their chests at the thought. 

I shouldn’t have, either; I was over Reskavi already. I'd taped up those big cracks in my heart with the strongest duct tape, and it held just fine. I'd even started dating again and, sure, I'd let the latest one go last month—just as well, really, seeing as I was now a week's travel from them, and Vesta II station—but I'd find someone right for me eventually. 

Like here. Ceres III may be just another mining station in the asteroid belt, but the folk here were proving to be lovely, and some of them were absolutely my type. 

But they're not seven foot tall and spiky, with an attitude to match.

Pain knifed through my chest. A relationship, a proper relationship with Reskavi was impossible, and that was the only kind of relationship the kri'ith wanted with me.

I tapped my fork on the grey plastic mug, the noise lost amid the hubbub of chatter in the canteen. How could it work when my life was here, my job was here, and New Earth had a strict ‘no aliens’ policy? That, and the Galactic Alliance had a strict ‘no humans’ policy in return. Not that alien corsairs stooped to Alliance policy, but being the only human out there—beyond the blockades—was unthinkable. 

The sea of stars beckoned from the large window. Yes, I got out there on the occasional maintenance mission, but flying a New Earth shuttle never really hit the same, not when I’d experienced piloting an alien vessel, its tech centuries ahead of anything humanity had achieved. Yet again, I turned the problem over in my head. There had to be a way we could make it work.

I dug my nails into my palm. Damn, even the mere mention of Tathar Refuge had me backsliding. I’d moved on, told—no, promised—myself I’d stop thinking like this.

“It’s an alien space station past Pluto,” Ellie chattered on, oblivious to the fact I knew it painfully well. In the far reaches of the Kuiper belt, barely in our solar system, the sprawling hub was a melting pot, a refuge for anyone who needed it. “Don’t say anything”—she glanced round the canteen and lowered her voice—“but we know someone who can get us out there, an alien, can you believe it?”

Images flashed unbidden in my mind. A dark, hazy cantina packed with all manner of aliens—sapients, they called themselves. A mouthy yet sweet purple guy with—

No. There were reasons I didn’t entertain ideas of going back. Good reasons.

I cast my eyes around the room, trying to remember what they were. Of course, none of them were the monotony of New Earth space architecture, all functional metal and plastic in vacant pale grey, surrounding us not just in the canteen, but throughout the station. Or the navy blue uniforms we all wore. I huffed out a breath. At least the actual uniforms were smart enough; I was back to engineer’s overalls. 

A line of similarly-clad humans stood on the far side of the room by the counter, compartment trays in hand, ready to collect whatever food we were eating today. I poked at mine with a recycled plastic fork. Mashed potato and some lab-grown meat stew. It wasn’t terrible, but I’d kill for some kri’ith flatcakes right about now—and a cup of chrya. Not that Earth tea wasn’t amazing, but sometimes a girl wants something a little different, right?

Ellie’s eyes narrowed, and her mouth quirked with curiosity. “You’ve heard of it.”

Well, fuck me for having a shit poker face. “Might have.” Why was I the worst liar?

“You don’t look happy about it. Wait, is there something we should know? Takaarit said it was fine.”

I recoiled as if I’d had a bucket of cold water dumped over me—and been slapped with a wet fish. At the same time. Of all the aliens they could have made contact with, it was Reskavi’s brother? 

This time, I couldn’t push away the vision in my mind’s eye. My friends would probably see what I had at first; kri’ith were as alien as they were humanoid, and fearsome with it. They made Garrison—probably the tallest guy here and built like a brick shithouse—look small. At first I’d been caught up on the wide ear ridges framing their faces, their heavy, ridged brows with crystalline eyes glinting from the darkness below. Their flat noses, broad mouths—which weren’t intimidating until they opened those mouths, revealing tusked jaws in a skull-like smile.

And, yeah, I’d nearly fallen for one.

Ellie blinked at me with her big brown eyes. “Kira, are you okay?”

Don’t act weird. Not when she’s being nice enough to invite you. “Fine. I’m fine. But yeah, I know it.” 

I had to fit in here. Had to. It was bad enough losing my career, but I’d forge a new life for myself if it killed me.

“Come on, there’s a story there.”

Wasn’t there just? I sucked in a steadying breath. “I’ve been there. A few times. Not for ages; it’s not really my thing.”

If she saw through my paper-thin lie, she was good enough not to call me out on it. “Hmph, and we thought we’d be the first humans to get out there.” She gave a mock-pout. “Well, we’d still love you to come with us, or at least tell us about it.”

Garrison laid a big hand on Ellie's arm. “Leave it, Ellie. She’ll tell us when she’s ready.” He gave me a gentle smile before going back to his mug of tea.

My galloping heart reined itself in, and I nodded in thanks. I was lucky, honestly. I’d been on worse engineering teams, and these were good people, maybe better than back on Vesta II.

“We aren't going for a while anyway,” Zev said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Some of us are going to check it out first, then we'll plan a party.”

I squinted at the other engineer. “Check it out?”

“Yeah, you know, make sure it's safe.”

“It’s safe enough,” I said. That is, unless they were susceptible to broken hearts, then I couldn’t vouch for the place.

I sat back, letting their chatter wash over me. It wasn’t like I’d ever be able to afford the cost of living on Mars, or even her orbital stations. An asteroid colony was where I’d live and where I’d die, as it had been for generations before me, even before we’d lost Old Earth. 

This trip would be a perfect opportunity to strengthen my budding friendships here. Plus, now they knew I was familiar with Tathar Refuge, how could I decline? Reskavi probably wasn’t even there. Most likely, he was far off in the galaxy, doing whatever it was alien pirates did, not giving me a passing thought.

Despite months of thinking I was over him, I wished I could say the same.
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