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Blurb


One determined, lost brother. One hell of a confused human female.

.

The last thing Lexi remembers is a bright light flashing before her eyes before she’s thrown into a cell with an enormous blue-skinned alien with black horns, a bladed tail, mountains of muscles and told to breed.

.

Rase can’t believe his fated mate is in his arms. He also can’t believe he crash laded on the last planet he’d ever want to be on - that of the crime lord that wants himself and his brothers dead. He also won’t bring himself to do the one thing that burns his blood to do and make love to his fated human female. Life doesn’t last long here and he won’t die and leave his mate possibly pregnant, helpless, alone and subject to the whims of the crime lord.

.

Life hasn’t been fantastic for Lexi, but being trapped in a cell with no privacy is the pits. Add to that a strange pull of attraction that’s harder and harder to deny with an alien who tells her he is her fated mate and she’s downright screwed. Figuratively and literally.

.

Survival is doubtful, but Rase must act. He must escape the breeding cell, survive the fighting pits, save his exotic mate and end the reign of the biggest crime lord the ten Quadrant has ever known.

.

If you like impossible odds, a corrupt all-powerful criminal, sexy alpha blue-skinned aliens and the tension of fated mates, you’ll love Rescued by the Space Pirate.

.

Trigger warning: This book includes scenes of torture by an evil doctor as well as violent scenes. Reader discretion advised.
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Chapter One


Rase clambered into the escape pod. The hatch sealed as he scrambled into the chair and slammed his fist on the release control. The force of expulsion pushed him back into the chair. The safety straps slid over his shoulders and secured him in place as he hurtled into space. The control panel illuminated with blinking lights across the dashboard, calculating the trajectory, speed and oxygen levels needed to take him to safety. 
The little pod shook and rattled as the speed increased to get away from the Pathfinder as fast as possible, as it was designed to do. It was also designed to take him, and his brothers to the nearest habitable planet. His brothers—and Rhilax’s little human female mate.
His mind spun with the implications. He’d never seen such a species as her. Small. Vulnerable. Treated so terribly by the drekker, Shilsogar. Rase’s finger had twitched along with Rhilax’s when his brother had disintegrated Shilsogar’s head from his shoulders. No female should have to endure treatment at the hands of any being like that.
Having once served in their elite military unit with his brothers, he’d seen beings at their worst, but enslaving the human female so badly, it had taken Rhilax hours to coax her back to consciousness, was unforgivable. The little female had been so timid. Too unsure. Damaged. His heart ached seeing her look at her food, starving as she had been, and yet unable to eat, wondering if they’d laced it with anything.
She had eaten. They had cared for her. Rhilax was gentle with her, and then it had all gone to drek when they’d been attacked. Along with the installation of their advanced cybernetics in their bodies, Rase and his brothers had spent a fortune outfitting the Pathfinder with the latest technology. They should have been untraceable.
It was very clear they weren’t.
Somehow, the Pathfinder had been tracked, and lethal missiles launched at them, too numerous to evade. The only option was to abandon the Pathfinder—their only home—in the escape pods, and try and work out how the drek they’d been discovered. He and his brothers had been traced, and he had no doubt it was by the one and only being that wanted to skin them alive.
Along with Shilsogar’s head, Rhilax had made himself and his brothers the most wanted of the biggest crime lord in the ten Quadrants. Once he landed, he’d have to go to ground quickly, in case he was followed, and then re-connect with his brothers. If there was one thing he had to ensure, it was that he could never, ever be caught by Xataxi. That being was more dangerous than his brother. Rase and his brothers had killed Shilsogar, and Xataxi would take out his revenge on their hides, of that he was sure. 
Rase initiated his internal comms. They had their private, undetectable channel. “Rhilax. Veri. Where are you brothers?”
Nothing but static came in reply.
“That the drek?” Rase tried to comm again, but nothing except space dust answered him.
The pod jerked, yanking the straps holding him down. A hiss of steam erupted from the overhead panel. The lights flashed across the dashboard. The pod tumbled over and over, shuddering and jerking. An earsplitting screech rent through the small interior, Rase gritted his teeth and closed his eyes, unable to do anything more than cling to the chair with the weight of g-force on his body.
The escape pods should have been indestructible, but then so had been the Pathfinder. A high-pitched scream merged into the fabric of the pod and into his body. A wailing that made every sensor in his body vibrate in white-hot pain. His mind stuttered to a halt, gripped with paralysis as his muscles locked. His claws dug into the arm rests and gouged the metal handrail. He gritted his teeth until he could no longer, then tipped his head back and roared, as his flesh seemed to fry on his bones.
Lights blurred, and the front of the pod stretched and elongated, as though it wasn’t made from metal, but from light itself. His feet lengthened, his skin and bones biting with agony as they were stretched with the pod.
The dashboard disintegrated in front of him. The lights flickered and then became illuminated streams. The solid walls surrounding him wavered and stretched, then every particle in his body was displaced, fractured apart in burning agony.
There was nothing, but pitch black. He was in a void that lacked vision, sound, or touch. A darkness so solid, his soul seemed to stretch into infinity within, then everything snapped, and he was thrust forward, his body reforming, cells on cells, fire and frigid ice. He roared as an inferno erupted in his bones.
Then he was tumbling, dropping, gaining speed. The pod rattled and a howling wind battered the outside panels. Metal screeched. Thunder boomed through the interior as outside panels were wrenched away with the force of descent.
There was a lurch. The rattling stopped and he dropped faster. The wind screamed into a high pitch, and he tumbled over and over. Rase slapped his palm over the controls, fighting for control, but the pod wasn’t responding to anything he did.
The pod jolted, and the direction of his descent flattened out. Heat seeped through the walls, and soon sweat dripped down his temple. The pod dipped as he hurtled downwards. His teeth crunched and every bone in his body grinding. A massive boom vibrated through the pod as it slammed into something solid, and he spun over and over and over. Heavy objects struck the outside of the pod, cracking and banging the hull, until thankfully, gratefully, he finally came to a stop.
Rase groaned, prying his claws from the armrest. He forced his eyes to open to a dark interior, and the stench of burnt wires. Only two lights of the control panel were still on, providing light weak enough to see thick, toxic smoke filling the interior.
He had to get out of there. Now. Forcing his arm to move, it took a couple of tries to find the hatch control. There was a hiss and the hatch opened. Light and sweet air filled the interior, cleaning his mind.
A shadow passed outside. Rase looked up to see several red-skinned beings standing outside, looking down at him. Rase snarled. Vemlocks. He hated the immoral drekkers. He lurched upwards, claws extended, only to find himself still strapped to the chair.
The Vemlock chuckled, “You belong to Xataxi now, Rasidian.” He aimed a blaster at Rase and fired. 
Blackness descended.
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Chapter Two


Rase groaned, along with every cell in his body as he surfaced to consciousness. That drekking New Zion alcohol always gave him a hangover, but then he couldn’t remember drinking it. He went to rub his forehead to clear the cobwebs from his mind, when his wrist met resistance. His eyes snapped open to discover he was laid out flat and naked on an exam table, metal restraints around his ankles, thighs, wrists, biceps, stomach, chest and neck. 
“What the drek?” His voice was hoarse. Mere gravel.
“Ahh. You’re awake.” A glutinous being wobbled into Rase’s field of vision. A slice of what-the-drek ripped through Rase’s mind. The being’s mouth pulled tight in a black slash that was meant to be a smile. A drop of saliva dribbled from the corner of his mouth and fell onto his massive stomach. It soaked into the wet patch that stained the front of his gray and red wrap-style clothing. His beady black eyes gloated with dark promise as he stared at Rase.
It was Xataxi.
Drek!
Rase struggled against his restraints, but they didn’t budge. He released the poison in his tail barb and lashed at Xataxi, only to find his tail also restrained to the table. His barb was covered in a transparent gel-box that bounced harmlessly off the metal top of the table.
“What have you done to me!” Rase seethed, between gritted teeth.
“The question you should be asking is what I’m going to do to you, Rasidian,” Xataxi sneered.
“If it involves drowning to death in your drool, count me out,” Rase said. 
Rase engaged his cybernetics, adding adrenaline to his muscles, to give him an edge as he pulled against the restraints. His scales were the only thing that spared his flesh from breaking beneath his struggle. There was no give in the metal holding his body down.
“Although I like to see you struggle futilely, you should know the restraints are imbued with Alokian alloy, as is the collar around your throat. You’ll never break through,” Xataxi said.
Rase stopped struggling. It was futile. Alokian alloy was the toughest metal in the ten Quadrants, and was mined from asteroids, so ancient, they’d become fossilized. Alokian alloy formed in the middle of such asteroids, and were worth their weight in credit, because it was so rare and sought after, many smugglers—such as themselves—had lost their lives trying to harvest the material. Once mined, the alloy never broke down or lost strength. He might as well have been fighting the gravitational pull of a planet.
The collar around his neck wasn’t a restraint made from Alokian alloy. He almost wished it was. That would have been far better. 
The slave collar wrapped tight over his skin, was embedded with tiny electrodes that would render his system with bolts of electricity to control him. It gouged into the tendons that stretched as he gritted his teeth, quietly seething at his predicament. 
Rase let his head drop back to the table, refusing to recognize the slither of ease skating through him. There were too many unknowns. Apart from being naked, restrained and rendered helpless, and in Xataxi’s clutches, he needed facts. Facts he could work with. Facts he could count on. Facts meant he could figure a way out of whatever drekked-up situation he was in. “So you have me, Tourogan. What now?”
“I’m glad you asked, Rasidian,” Xataxi said.
A being appeared from behind Xataxi. Rase wasn’t sure if he was hallucinating. Maybe the burnt wiring from the pod had damaged his brain. “Gratu?”
“The one and the same. No need for me to introduce you. You two already know each other,” Xataxi said. His eyes gleamed with a joke Rase was yet to understand. Gratu was the surgeon who had installed his and his brothers’ cybernetics.
“What are you doing here?” Rase asked, his gaze bouncing between Xataxi and Gratu. 
The chill that raced down Rase’s spine grew downright frigid. Gratu was an Anot, who were known for their surgical abilities, and also for immoral decisions. One of the reasons why his brothers and himself had chosen an Anot to install their cybernetics, Gratu was also a talented surgeon who could be bought to keep silent—or so they thought. Obviously, they didn’t get that right.
“Gratu is helping me with my breeding program, and is the reason you are here. He helped me to lock onto your ship, blow it to pieces and track your pod here. He has certainly earned his credits today,” Xataxi said.
Rase bared his teeth at the Anot. ‘You’re dead, Gratu.” 
Rase’s eyes narrowed in satisfaction when Gratu flinched. 
“A being has to live,” the surgeon said.
“We paid you enough credits to buy you your own planet,” Rase said.
Xataxi chuckled. “Indeed you did, but Gratu likes the finer things in life. He also likes his job too much to give it up on a lonesome planet somewhere. When I offered him a dream job, he couldn’t refuse.”
“And what’s that dream job, Gratu?” Rase’s eyes locked onto the Anot.
“He’s helping me breed a race of slaves. You see, it’s far too costly to outsource beings and haul them across the ten Quadrants to sell. It’s a better financial decision to grow them on home soil and transport them from one location when required. Besides, I find the safety of being on my home planet rather... comforting. You understand, recent events and all that.”
Rase digested the information. He was on Yohran. The one planet in the ten Quadrants he never wanted to set tail on. This was Xataxi’s stronghold. Xataxi had bought this planet and conducted his ‘business’ here for years. Xataxi had built this planet into an impenetrable fortress. The Interspecies Council had tried over the years to infiltrate Xataxi’s base, to no avail. Xataxi had the best defense system, and could shoot a ship from across the Quadrants if he wanted to. Nothing got on or off the planet without Xataxi’s knowledge. Here, Xataxi was lord, master and king—completely unstoppable, and untouchable. 
This situation was becoming worse with each passing moment.
“And what does that have to do with me?” Anger became a burning rage that coiled inside his stomach. What Xataxi was doing was utterly reprehensible. Breeding younglings to sell as slaves was beyond immoral. Younglings were a precious gift from the Fates, brought forth through the purity of a mate bond, a gift to be honored and loved, not bred and sold as though they were a commodity. 
“Why, you, Rasidian, will supply the genes for my race of slaves. Imagine a being born with the strength, intelligence and pure muscle power of a Rasidian, yet genetically manipulated, to be submissive and do everything their master tells them to do. I’ll be the richest being in the ten Quadrants and beyond.” Xataxi’s chins jiggled as he spoke. A rope of fresh saliva slipped from his mouth in his excitement.
Rase struggled futilely against the restraints. He couldn’t help it. “You’re sick, Xataxi. I don’t care what you do to adult beings, but younglings? I don’t know how you live with yourself.”
“Quite well. A lot better than you will be doing,” Xataxi said.
“There’s one flaw to your plan, Tourogan. Rasidians aren’t compatible with other species,” Rase growled. 
It was the other reason their species was doomed. 
Their planet had been decimated, because of their war with the Vraaqnaks. The only beings that had survived were those off planet, and their females were too few in numbers to build any population great enough to ensure the survival of the Rasidians. 
That Rhilax had found his mate in a human female, which was how Rase was in this mess to begin with, was going to go to the grave with him.
“That is what Gratu will be helping me with, apart from... other duties. And don’t worry, Rasidian. You’re a lucky being. It seems I might have a compatible species for you after all. Your brother was particularly taken with one of them, introduced by my dear late brother himself. A new breed that’s just been brought into the system. As luck would have it, I’m on the cusp of securing more of them,’ Xataxi said.
No! He can’t have found out about Rhilax’s little female. But, the superior look on Xataxi’s face told Rase he knew. Rase’s heart stuttered. It also meant that Veri and Rhilax, as well as Rhilax’s little mate, were in danger. Xataxi would not stop—not when he was seeking revenge for the death of his only brother, no matter how much of a scumbag Shilsogar was. Rhilax would protect his mate to the death, as was right. 
If only Rase knew where they were—or even whether they had survived.
Rase knew they weren’t here. That was some consolation. Xataxi would have had great satisfaction telling him if he had captured them. Rase could only pray that if his brothers had survived, they’d landed somewhere safe. So many ifs!
Rase growled, the metal cutting the scales that scattered across his skin. His tail blade thudded against the metal table, useless in the gel casing it was contained in. 
Xataxi chuckled. “It seems I’ve struck a nerve. That’s good. Gratu will find the rest, I’m sure. Anot, he’s all yours.”
Xataxi slithered from the small room, followed by two Vemloks Rase hadn’t seen behind him. Bodyguards no doubt. Xataxi was paranoid, even in his own buildings. 
“I’ll kill you Xataxi. One day, I will kill you for this.”
Xataxi glanced at him before he exited the room. “I’m keeping you alive, until I get your brothers. Then, I will make you watch while I kill them in front of you. I’ll keep you alive until I work out a way to breed you with a female. I’m going to let you watch as she gives birth, and then I’ll kill the waste of genetics in front of you, no matter how much it costs me. I’m going to make you beg for your death by the time I’m finished with you. That is all you have to look forward to, Rasidian.”
Rase roared as Gratu approached, dragging a metal table of instruments next to him. “The Rasidian species is a mystery to me, ever since I installed your cybernetics. It will be my pleasure to find a way to breed your species.”
“And it will be my pleasure to kill you right before I kill your boss,” Rase smirked when Gratu flinched. Good, let the drekker be scared of him. He should be.
Rase seethed as Gratu made the first slice through his flesh. Snarled as Gratu took more and more slices of his flesh from over his body. Screamed when Gratu drilled into his thigh bones and sucked marrow from inside, then he lost consciousness when the Anot extracted a back tooth. Blood streamed out of his mouth, and oozed from lesions all across his body.
The days mixed into one, long torture session. Gratu was relentless—cutting, drilling, slicing. The pain never ended. At the end of each session, Rase was thrown into his cell, given a food bar and water, enough to survive, though barely, and left to rot until the Vemlock guards came to get him again. 
They were careful. Each time they came, they activated the shock collar, bringing him to the ground in agony while they secured him—incapacitated and completely helpless—to a trolley. They never gave him a chance to get to them, always immobilizing him before they opened the cell.
Rase had no idea how much time had passed. Only the hope that his brothers were somewhere safe and free. His dreams turned to nightmares when he slept on the hard mattress they had left on the floor for him, an ineffective thin blanket was the only protection from the cold cell. Each day, he healed a little slower. His skin was hot, a fever making him sweat from every pore in his body. 
Each time he woke—day or night, he had no idea—he began to believe that Xataxi was right. That one day, after he was worn down to the bone, when all the flesh had been scraped from his body, when he had nothing left to give, that it would all be too much, and he would beg for his death. Then he would beg the goddess for retribution in the afterlife, for wanting to end his life.
However, he knew time had run out when he woke, and instead of taking him back to Gratu, the guards tossed a trembling body into his cell, and the sweetest scent teased his nostrils. Every muscle in his body tensed with the need to protect. To possess. To claim.
The female, who quivered on the floor next to him, with the pink skin, tail-less body, and smooth, hornless temples... was his mate.
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Chapter Three


Lexi had to be sleeping, because she had to be in a dream—or most possibly a nightmare, and she was stuck in sleep paralysis—not that she’d suffered from any sort of sleep disorder in the past. Her life was too physically busy to have sleep issues. Being a park ranger in Yellowstone National Park was not just a job for Lexi, it was a vocation. She loved it. 
In particular she loved the wide open space. The fresh air. The rugged mountains. The thick, green forests and the animals that made the park their home. She liked making sure the animals and the plants were safe and secure, which was why she’d decided to make a last-minute drive along a fire road, before the closure of the east entrance of the park, to make sure there were no stragglers that could potentially harm themselves if they were caught in the snowfall that was predicted to begin that night.
That was when she thought she might be dreaming. Or perhaps she’d been in an accident and had cracked her head on the driving wheel. Maybe she was unconscious in her car. There had been a bright light falling soundlessly from the sky, so fast she’d barely braked, to avoid hitting the object when it landed on the road. 
Then a massive reptilian creature—that reminded her of an iguana walking upright—had ripped the door off its hinges and grabbed her by the front of her ranger’s uniform. The rest was darkness, until she had woken, naked and freezing, on a metal exam table, with a being poking and prodding her with objects best left in a horror movie.
She’d tried to get up and off the exam table, but she was held down with immovable straps. That was when she’d started to scream. The thing—creature, alien—had recoiled, so she’d screamed harder. It spoke to her, but it was all gibberish to her. Sounds made of grunts and wheezes.
It had taken a long, metal rod, held her head secure, then shot something into her head behind her ear. She might have blacked out with the sheer agony that ripped through her head, but when her senses cleared, the being was speaking to her. “Hold still, or this will take longer than necessary, stupid female.”
Hot, sticky sweat coated her skin as the table adjusted with the press of a button, then her legs were separated and parted. Cool air swirled about her thighs and groin. The alien came between her thighs with a handful of instruments. A quick glance at her surroundings told her she was in some sort of exam room, with a bench along one side of the wall supporting a row of monitors, antiseptic smells, and a selection of gleaming, sharp-ended instruments next to her on a tray.
It was the other tables with unconscious women to her left that set her off. There were at least ten others, naked as she was, and all unmoving. A door opened, and another woman was wheeled in, then positioned at the end of the line by two devils. She could only assume they were devils, because of their crimson skin, angular features, and black horns at their temples. It was their empty, white eyes that hollowed her out when they’d glanced at her. One of them sneered as their gazes raked her body, filled with dark promise.
She’d gone ballistic. She’d struggled so much, she had split the skin at her wrists and ankles against the metal restraints, and she’d screamed so hard, her throat burned like fire.
“See what you’ve done? Just let me get my DNA samples, would you? I have machinery to develop.” The alien, with the row of knobs that ran from his brows and over the back of his head, spoke to the devil-looking aliens.
“Not my fault the fresh meat is on display like that. And human females are so delectable,” one of the devils said, and licked his lips with a long, black tongue.
“Let me go! Please, just let me go!” Rising panic made her lungs constrict, and black dots danced around her vision when she tried to suck in air and failed.
“There’s no going anywhere, human female. You’re here to stay. If you’re lucky, after you’re finished with that big-blue bastard, the boss will let us have a little fun with you. You’ll be well and truly broken in by then,” the other devil-alien chuckled, and grabbed his crotch with a clawed hand.
“No… you have to let me go, you… have to…” She’d gagged as bile rose up her throat, her stomach tensed, and she vomited whatever she’d had in her stomach. 
The gray alien injected her with something that took the strength from her muscles, and made her feel as though she was floating. Her mind was contained in a warm pillow, free from the fright and the terror surrounding her.
 She’d felt the slide of cold metal internally, but she didn’t care. She knew she should feel something, but it was too much effort. She was just so snug and cozy, as though she was contained in a fluffy quilt, in front of a crackling fireplace. She felt her body bumped and knocked, and the hollow click of something scraping deep in her abdomen, but it was separate to the fantasy in her mind. It held the terror at bay, made her feel that whatever was happening to her wasn’t real, and she let herself drift, rather than face whatever was happening with her body.
“She’s done. Might as well take her to him now.” The distended voice echoed through her mind.
She was unshackled, and the devil-aliens grabbed her upper arms, and dragged her between them. She tried to get her feet beneath her, but her muscles were too rubbery, and didn’t respond to her brain’s desperate pleas to move. Her head was too heavy to lift, so she only saw a white floor and dim lights as she was dragged between two of the devils. They took her down corridor after corridor, stopping at too many closed doorways and checkpoints for her foggy mind to count, before they came to a stop.
There was hardly any light here, the only source was a dim light with a yellow twinge. Below her feet, the floor was cold, uneven stone. There was a clink of metal, the scrape of rust, and she was thrust forward. The floor rose up to meet her. Her arms and legs didn’t obey when she went to catch herself, and her temple cracked against the floor. Pain exploded through her head, sharp enough to make black encroach on her vision.
An almighty roar hurt her ears and vibrated through her. They’d put her in a cage with a lion, or a ravenous tiger. Why go to the effort of doing whatever they had done to her, only to throw her to a wild beast? But they were aliens, and aliens didn’t play by human rules. 
The roar was filled with a menace that made goosebumps scatter over her skin. Even though the drugs made her float, she didn’t miss the pure rage that was contained in that sound.
Her brain was foggy. This could be a dream. A nightmare. Or, a hallucination. But her wrists and ankles throbbed where she’d struggled, and her abdomen cramped so badly she curled into a ball. She tried to put her hands over her ears, but her fingers only twitched as she lay in a heap on the floor, unable to do even that. 
They were aliens. They weren’t human. God only knew what they were going to do to her. Operating on her and throwing her into a cage with a beast, then expecting her to fight, might be just one sick game for them.
“Female?”
A hot hand on her shoulder made her jump. A scream lodged halfway down her throat at the flash of sharp, dark claws at the end of long, dark-blue fingers. She scrambled away, her trembling limbs finally working, her palms and heels slipping over the floor, until she hit hard, cold bars.
A big, blue beast towered over her. Massive black horns twisted from his temples around the curve of his head, and ended in lethal ends that tipped skyward. Black hair in matted, thick braids fell down his back, the sides of his head skin showed black-inked patterns that began over his ears, and flowed over the back of his head and over his shoulders.
His skin was stretched over muscle so defined, it was an art form. His shoulders were straight and wide. His chest broad and toned. Sculpted muscle rippled beneath velvety skin. A central line dipped from between his pecs and the ridges of muscles lining his torso, to a thick and heavy penis lying between his robust thighs.
His thighs were each as thick as both of hers put together. Muscular. Strong. Powerful. His feet were huge. His toes were long and were tipped by thick, triangular claws. Trailing next to his feet was a tail, the end was wrapped in a transparent coating of some sort, inside which was a wicked blade the size of her fist. She was glad, at least that part of him was protected, although that meant little. 
Everything else about him was absolutely lethal.
He stepped towards her, his muscles rippling beneath his skin. His arm swung towards her, fingers extended reaching for her, and her eyes fell to the lethal claws that ended in sharp points that would prick through her skin effortlessly. Each claw curved like talons, was easily the length of her entire finger. She recognized a predator when she saw one. It was the cycle of life in Yellowstone. The top of the food chain was built with natural weapons. Claws. Fangs. Strength. Power. They fed from the soft furry things that had no defenses—soft creatures like herself—that stood no chance.
Lexi pushed herself against the bars that were already at her back, as though they could swallow her up if she tried hard enough. There was no way that was going to happen, but she couldn’t stop herself from trying, panting, heart racing, sticky sweat stinking up her body.
The blue-skinned being’s lips pulled back in a snarl, flashing the tips of white fangs. Her lungs faltered and drew tight. A strange keening noise began, and she vaguely realized the wailing sound came from herself.
There was no way she could fight something as big and as strong as he was. She had no hope. Reflected in those solid, dark eyes, was her death.
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Chapter Four


Rase rounded on the Vemlok outside his cage. The two of them had backed away even though there were thick metal bars between them. His top lip curled at them in disgust. He was weakened, starving and naked. There was no way he could get to them, and still they’d jumped away. He gestured to the female, his blood stirring with the recognition of his fate.  
“What is the meaning of this?” he snarled.
“You should be thankful. The boss brought you a female to drek. The sooner you impregnate her, the sooner she’ll be out of that little cell of yours, and you can have the space to yourself again,” one of the Vemlok—Moxur—said.
This was what Xataxi wanted him to do. She was the species he’d brought Rase to impregnate. He clenched his fists tight enough to draw blood.
The little female’s small whimpers grew louder. The sound went right through his heart. No wonder Rhilax had removed Shilsogar’s head off his shoulders. Rase would do the same to these Vemlok with his bare hands, if only he could get to them. He stood in front of her, hiding her from the Vemlok’s sight, ignoring the overwhelming urge to go to her and comfort her. That wouldn’t do her any good at all. Rase could show no compassion in front of the Vemlok. It would only be used against them.
There were scrapes and bruises all over her little body, and she was clearly terrified. Probably starving. Gods knew, he was. He barely expected them to think about feeding her, if they’d shoved her in here as she was. If he played his cards right, he might be able to get some basic things for her. Get her out of this cell, and into somewhere more comfortable. Food and clothing at the least. A spacecraft would also be nice, but that was only wishful thinking. 
If they took him out of here with her, he might also have a chance to get to a comm station and get a message out to his brothers. The communication in his cybernetics alone was not strong enough to get off planet.
He didn’t want to use this situation and his mate this way, but desperation had a way of making a being do things they didn’t want to do.
“Why bring this female to me at all?” Rase said. 
“Doc says Rasidians need a nice, wet cunt for your seed to take. Won’t happen in a lab,” Gotesz, the other Vemlok said.
Rase silently cursed. That drekker Gratu had done his research. Not only had he worked out a compatible species, but he knew Rasidians couldn’t mate by artificial insemination.
It was one of the many reasons Rasidians were an endangered species. Many beings had tried to grow their young out of the womb—it was the way some species procreated all of the time—but all attempts of artificial fertilization using Rasidians had failed. It had been tried so many times after their planet had been decimated in an attempt to save their species, but to no avail.
Their elders thought it had something to do with the bond and their species connection to the Fates. Connections between mates were joining of their souls. Children came from that joining as a blessing. A gift. That could never be replicated in a test tube.
All Rase knew was that Gratu could never find out the female he’d thrown into Rase’s cage with him was his mate. She would surely become pregnant if he took her and they completed their bond. He had no doubt the little female would be used as leverage against him. He would not have his mate helpless and pregnant in a place like this. He would not allow Xataxi to use his mate and take his child.
It would be the hardest thing he would do, but he would have to ignore their mate bond to keep her safe. He would also have to act like a drekking drumas turd, to make them think he couldn’t stand the sight of her.
Rase gritted his teeth and sent a silent prayer to the Fates for what he was about to say, and how his mate was going to feel. “I’m meant to drek a sniveling female like that. She doesn’t look as though she’s strong enough to conceive, let alone survive an hour with me.”
Rasidians had a reputation for protecting their females, and they were also known for their voracious sexual appetites. He could work with that. They didn’t need to know that Rasidians only went as far as the female was comfortable with and wanted. No Rasidian male had ever taken sexual favors from an unwilling female, which wasn’t a problem.  It seemed females of all species wanted to be with a Rasidian.
In the past, Rase and his brothers had only been too happy to serve those females’ needs. After all, neither his brothers nor himself ever expected to find their mates—especially a mate of a different species. It was unheard of, if he faced the facts—until now.
“You’ve been locked away for weeks, Rasidian. We’re taking bets just how fast it’ll take you to rip open her legs and plunge into her,” Moxur said. 
If Rase could reach though the bar and slap that look off his face, he would. In fact, he’d permanently remove his face.
He gestured to his flaccid cock, which was easy, seeing as they hadn’t bothered giving him clothing. On the other hand, he wished they had. It wasn’t going to stay that way for long with his mate close by. It was pure willpower alone that kept it that way. His fists clenched and re-clenched at his sides. Although they were treating him like an animal, he refused to submit. Maybe it would have been better if he had, but every time, he’d think of Xataxi’s words, and the fire that kept him going day after day burned a little brighter. A little hotter.
And now? Now, it was a raging inferno.
If they thought he was in any way affected by her, his ruse would be over. Even now, his blood heated as the female’s sweet scent permeated his senses. He was a hairsbreadth away from showing them just how he did feel about the female. He clenched his teeth so hard it made his jaw ache. That was good, gave him something else to concentrate on. “You think I’m going to be able to get it up with her stench like that? Where’d you pull her from, the sewer?”
Gotesz pulled away from the wall, his fingers on the shock controller of Rase’s collar. Rase stiffened when he saw Gotesz’s thumb stroke over the button, “We’ve been given permission to persuade you Rasidian, so you’d better act fast if you don’t want more pain.”
Those two were touchy with the controller, and time after time had left him writhing on the floor—as volts of electricity had coursed through him—just for laughs.
One day, Rase would show them exactly how funny it was.
“Gratu also told you I have to impregnate her the old-fashioned way. Don’t know about you, but I’m never going to get it up if I’m being shocked.” He crossed his arms about his chest and looked down his nose at them. His scales flashed across his skin at his mate’s terrified little pants. To keep his mind on what he had to do, he dug his claws into his palms so hard, he felt blood well when he punctured his skin.
Moxur grabbed Gotesz by the arm and pulled him back. Rase kept the satisfaction from showing. He’d struck a nerve. Seemed this was important enough for them not to shock him as they normally would. 
“I’ll bring in a bucket. She can wash in that,” Moxur said.
That wasn’t good enough. Nor for her, or this situation. If anything, he needed to get them both out of here. Besides, being a serious health risk for his female, this cell was impenetrable. He knew. He’d tried everything from bending the bars and clawing the grit between the stones on the floor and walls. Nothing he’d done had worked. 
Even if Rase managed to get free, he was on Yohran. There was no way on or off planet without Xataxi knowing. The only thing he could do that would give him some hope, was try to get a message to his brothers, by linking his cybernetics with a comm station, to get a strong-enough signal to get the message out and tell Rhilax and Veri where he was. If they couldn’t get him, he would do his best to make sure they came for her. She was their sister now.
Now though, he had a chance to get out of this cell. It was so cold and dank, that given her current state, she was in dire risk of becoming very ill. 
He would do anything in his power to protect her—even if that meant not touching her at all. It would be the hardest thing he could ever do. To deny the physical touch of a mate was not only unheard of, it was also painful. The physical need, which even now simmered beneath his skin, was a constant, overpowering urge.
Yet, Xataxi wanted Rase to impregnate her against both their wills. That was unforgivable. The only thing he would do ultimately to keep her safe, was keep his hands to himself.
Yeah. Right. Easy.
“You ever get a female pregnant?” Rase said.
Moxur and Gotesz shared a glance. Moxur shrugged, “What’s that got to do with a bucket?”
“Female’s don’t get pregnant when they’re unwell, if they’re hurt, or cold, or starving.” He pointed behind him at her without looking. “She will not survive the night with just a bucket of cold water.”
Gotesz narrowed his empty, white eyes, “What are you saying?”
“I’m saying, if you want me to get it up and get her pregnant, she needs a shower. Meals. Clothing. Pregnant females need to be looked after properly if you want them to gestate a baby,” Rase said. Not that he wanted her pregnant. Not now. Not here. Not ever, if he couldn’t get them away.
Moxur huffed. “Don’t need clothing to do what you have to do.”
“She’s terrified. Females are dry when they’re terrified. A dry female means no penetration,” Rase spelled it out. “Make her comfortable, healthy and fed, and she’ll be ready for pregnancy. Keep her comfortable, healthy and fed, and she’ll deliver the baby. If you drekheads don’t know that, there’s no way I can get her pregnant.”
Gotesz snarled. “If you’re lying to us, so help you, Rasidian.”
“How did your own mother spawn you, Vemlok? Was she cold, dirty and terrified in a one-being cell? Or did she have a happy home to bring you into the universe?” Rase said.
Rase knew he’d got his point across, when Gotesz’s shoulders dropped slightly as he stared at Rase. Rase didn’t even twitch. Just stared back at the being, as though he was doing them the favor. “I’m going to speak to Gratu. You better not be lying.” Gotesz held up the controller.
“What, you gonna get yourself another Rasidian to drek her?” Rase said. He knew what the answer was going to be. The only Rasidian Xataxi had was him, but that didn’t mean that Xataxi couldn’t change his mind and put his mate in with another being. A trickle of sweat rolled down his spine.
That other being might not be so considerate of his mate. In fact, another being might only be too happy to do as they suggested, if they were as cold and starved as he was. Another being might be too desperate to do anything other than what Xataxi wanted, for fear of more torture. Another being might hurt her and rape her, all for the sake of an extra ration bar. Starving beings did what they had to do.
Rase concentrated on the pain in his palms to stop him from showing the two Vemlok just how on edge he was. He only hoped he hadn’t overplayed this very serious game.
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Chapter Five


“You better be right, Rasidian,” Moxur said. 
“I don’t give a drek either way. I’m just trying to save my dick from chafing,” Rase said, mentally cringing when the little human tensed in the corner behind him. 
Moxur and Gotesz walked to the door at the end of the corridor. Rase leaned on the bars at the front of the cell, while his heart hammered against his ribs as though he didn’t have a care in the world, until the door slammed behind them. Then, he whirled around to the little female, and came down onto his knees in front of her.
“Are you okay?”
She whimpered, and tucked her body into an even tighter ball than she already was, her limbs trembling from head to toe. Her mottled skin was dirty, but he didn’t think the blue color was natural, like his was. 
“Look, don’t listen to what I said to them. I didn’t mean it, I promise,” he said. “My name is Rase. What’s yours?”
Now that he could do so unwatched by the Vemlok, he drank in the sight of her. Huge blue eyes peered at him over kneecaps that were drawn tightly to her chest. Her hair was the color of sunlight, thick and wavy as it cascaded over her shoulders. He couldn’t tell how long it was, scrunched over as she was, but it covered her arms to her elbows. Her nose was thin and straight, which made her plump lips seem even more kissable. Her bottom lip trembled. Her eyes were trained in him, watching his every movement. He hunched down, trying to make himself look smaller and non-threatening, which was hard considering he was a military-trained Rasidian warrior.
He dwarfed her small, slender frame. She was thin, but there was muscle definition as though she was used to physical activity. From her eyes, the color of the sky, to her sunlight hair, and sweet, earthy scent, made him think of untouched land, fresh air, and freedom.
All the things that weren’t here.
His palms itched with the need to touch her. He wanted to know if her skin felt as soft as it looked. If her hair was soft and silky. How pillowed her lips would feel against his. If she tasted as sweet as she smelled.
None of that could happen. 
He was afraid if he started, he wouldn’t be able to stop. He was also naked and wouldn’t be able to hide his natural physical reaction to her. He would not only scare her even more than she already was, but would show Gratu that he could indeed force himself on her, and impregnate her with some simple lubricant.
The thought of that was a natural mood killer. The tightness in his balls didn’t ease, but his cock relaxed, thank the Fates—or not. It seemed they had a sick sense of humor to cross their paths in a
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