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Blurb

	 

	Knot your average fairytale retellings, each of the four books in the Sci-Fi Fairytale Fusions Box Set offers an action-packed, steamy adventure across the universe. With grumpy, overprotective alien alphas and sweet, resilient omegas, these monster romances will steal your heart and transport your mind into a world where wings, tails, fins, and claws are the norm.

	 

	 

	 

	Books included:

	 

	 

	Rescuing Red (Sci-Fi Fairytale Fusions Book 1)

	“You’re not worthy of a single sniff of her, and I’m not in the mood to give second chances. Let her go before I annihilate each and every single one of you.” -Blaide

	 

	When Liz runs to save her Nana from an Empyre attack, she’s surrounded by evil alphas. A massive werewolf alpha saves her He asks for only one thing in return.

	 

	To claim her.

	 

	 

	Enchanting Arana (Sc-Fi Fairytale Fusions Book 2)

	“Too late, love. You wanted more. You’re mine now.” -Ursuli

	 

	When Arana saves an injured human from a shipwreck, she has no choice but to take him to the demon everyone fears. Except, when she meets Ursuli, she’s drawn to his wicked eyes, broad shoulders, and ominous smoke, despite his grumpy attitude.

	 

	She doesn’t like the mysterious alpha, but she can’t stop wanting him.

	 

	 

	Crushing Cinza (Sc-Fi Fairytale Fusions Book 3)

	“You know how I love to torment you, right? I’d lick until you flooded my mouth and filled my belly, then still take more.” - Armyn

	 

	Drawn to the prince despite his constant teasing, Cinza eagerly awaits his return from his mandatory enlistment, except her mother’s death and father’s remarriage leaves her a shell of the woman she once was, and when Prince Armyn returns, he's no longer the playful boy she knew, either.

	 

	Can her wounded, battle-hardened prince save her from her stepmother's evil plans?

	 

	 

	Enslaving Ezmira (Sc-Fi Fairytale Fusions Book 4)

	“I don’t want you, little one. I need you. I crave you. My life means nothing without you, but I don’t deserve you.” - Quasim

	 

	Tired of travelling with her troupe, Ezmira yearns for a place to call home, so after her performance, she escapes into the garden for a moment alone. Kidnapped and forced to dance for a mysterious, grumpy alpha, Ezmira sees beyond his savaged flesh to the wounded soul underneath, and wants nothing more than to love him.

	 

	Until her heat hits and she ruins everything by taking too much.

	 

	 

	 

	This box set contains adult themes and is intended for 18+ readers.

	Each story can be read as a standalone. HEAs guaranteed.

	 

	 

	 

	
Rescuing Red

	Sci-Fi Fairytale Fusions Book 1

	Leann Ryans and V.T. Bonds

	 

	 

	 

	
Blurb

	 

	“You’re not worthy of a single sniff of her, and I’m not in the mood to give second chances. Let her go before I annihilate each and every single one of you.” -Blaide 

	 

	As a rare kitsune omega, Liz keeps her three mischievous tails out of trouble by working at a library on a beta populated planet, but when she hears of an Empyre attack on her beloved nana’s home, she hops on a transporter, willing to put herself in danger to lure her grandmother to safety. Except, when she lands on the chaotic planet, she ignores signs of her heat until it’s too late. Surrounded by evil alphas, she prays for a savior. 

	When a massive, furry beast with cold eyes and sharp claws saves her, she’s captivated by his scent yet terrified of his size. 

	Her werewolf savior asks for only one thing in return. 

	To claim her. 

	 

	After years as a soldier, Blaide seeks solace on the quiet, scarcely populated planet of Jun’gale, until the enemy he fought for years threatens his haven. Unable to ignore those in need, he leads the nearby townsfolk to safety behind city walls, except before he can return to the wilderness, an alluring scent pulls him into an alley. 

	His protective instincts flare like never before as he meets the gorgeous, curvy little fox’s eyes. She’s too sweet and innocent for the mongrels of the city and too perfect for a battle-hardened warrior like himself. 

	When her tails wrap around his, he’s a goner. 

	He needs her. Forever. 

	 

	Rescuing Red (Sci-Fi Fairytale Fusions Book 1) is a spicy, action-packed, alien monster omegaverse retelling of Little Red Riding Hood with a possessive, protective werewolf alpha (no shifting), a headstrong, innocent female omega, touch her and die vibes, forced proximity, and grumpy/sunshine opposites attract instalust deliciousness. 

	 

	This story contains adult themes and is intended for 18+ readers. 

	 

	Can be read as a standalone. HEA guaranteed. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 1
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	Liz

	Breaking News! ATTACK ON JUN’GALE IMMINENT. 

	 

	Liz stared at the headline and fought down panic. Forcing her fingers to drop her favorite tail, she picked up the stack of newspapers and hoisted it onto the library’s intake cart. With heart pumping and mind racing, she met the delivery boy’s smile with a wobbly one of her own. 

	“You okay, miss?” 

	She’d never needed to hide anything in her life, but if she caused a scene, the head librarian would give her extra tasks after closing time, and she needed to get home—as soon as possible. 

	Nana was on Jun’gale, finally living the free and eclectic life she’d always wanted. Liz needed to get home and tell her mom so they could warn her grandmother. Knowing Nana, she’d dig in her heels and want to stay where she was happy. She’d refuse to leave. 

	They needed a rescue plan. They needed to save her. 

	“Oh, yeah, I’m fine. Just ready for the day to be over.” 

	White teeth flashed and pale purple arms reached out for the next stack of newspapers. The boy, who probably wasn’t but a year or two younger than her, took her comment as a cue for him to help. She hurried to pick up another heavy pile of paper, even though her limbs seemed to weigh twice their normal amount, not wanting him to lug around more than his fair share. 

	From the corner of her eye, she checked out the male she’d deemed a child and tried to chastise herself, but found she couldn’t. 

	She’d always had the characteristics of an omega—slight stature, delicate features, and a fierce streak for the people she loved—so when she’d presented as one, she’d been relieved. Now that she’d weathered two heats and felt more in tune with her own needs, the male delivering newspapers seemed so much more juvenile than he did a few months ago. 

	Plus, with his slim build and average stature, he would probably present as beta, which made it even more difficult for Liz to think of him as mature. 

	Living on Numania—a beta populated planet—she hadn’t met many alphas, but the few she’d seen made all the other males seem puny. Which was ridiculous, because even this boy who hadn’t presented his dynamic yet was taller than her. 

	As soon as every newspaper stack for tomorrow’s morning news sat on her rolling cart, she thanked the violet-haired delivery boy and pushed the cart into the towering, ornate building. Luckily the drop off area in the back of the library had no stairs or ramps, because there was no way she could have gotten the heavy cart up them. 

	Liz glanced around at the people perusing the shelves as she maneuvered the bulky tray from the rear entrance to the storage room behind the checkout desk. Most were betas, but a few smaller ladies sitting together at a corner table were obviously omega. 

	As the group stood to collect their things and say goodbye to each other, Liz envied the open friendship between the women but shrugged it off as the storage room door shut behind her. She flicked on the light and swallowed the wave of angst gnawing at her sternum as the newspaper headline caught her attention again. Her eyes focused on the bold letters, the knot in her stomach growing as her fondest memories ran through her head. 

	Nana had always been there for her. Liz had spent more hours than she could count listening to her grandmother’s sweet voice as she read whichever silly book she’d chosen to embellish that evening. One day, when Liz’s classmates had ruthlessly picked on her for being so small, she’d sought her place of safety—her nana’s lap—and had listened in awe as her elder cursed the blindness of youth. 

	While snuggling her closer, she’d listed every unique characteristic Liz had, from the tips of her ears to her tiny feet, and claimed them beautiful and unconditionally loved. The heartfelt words had sparked something inside Liz, and since then, she’d never doubted how she looked again. Being the only red-skinned, three-tailed girl in the class had made for some uncomfortable situations growing up, but Liz always held her own thanks to the heated words of her nana. 

	Pushing off the door, Liz approached the newspapers and read every word visible around the ties of the stack. She wanted to run home and forget her job but couldn’t afford to be fired if she wanted to buy her own communication device. 

	The door opened behind her, making her spine stiffen and her ears swivel. She turned toward the sound and relaxed her shoulders as she met vibrant blue orbs surrounded by pale orange glasses. Flicking her long blonde hair over her shoulder, Staci smoothed her palm down the constantly ruffled feathers of her neck before smiling at Liz. 

	“I finished shelving the returned children’s books. All that’s left is kicking out the last few people and setting up the newspapers for the morning.” 

	Liz forced herself to return Staci’s smile and nodded her understanding. 

	“What’s wrong?” 

	Ever intuitive, Liz’s closest colleague sensed her stress without a word from Liz. Or maybe Staci knew something was wrong because Liz was silent. 

	Liz pushed her wayward tails behind her and spoke. 

	“Would you be okay closing by yourself tonight? I really need to run home.” 

	Staci shrugged before squinting and letting out a groan. 

	“Mrs. Burtang is overseeing tonight. Don’t make me deal with her alone.” 

	“Oh come on, Staci. She likes you. Besides, if I stay, she’ll give us even more to do. If I’m not here, you’ll probably be home within the hour.” 

	After scowling for a moment, Staci shrugged again and sighed. 

	“You know, you’re right. I don’t know what’s twisting her snout, but whatever it is, she sure doesn’t like you. Clock out before you leave, and I’ll tell her you had a family emergency.” 

	Not close enough to call her a friend, Liz thanked Staci and waved as she hurried to the back of the building. She curled her tails around in front of her, protecting them from the doorframe, and rushed out into the street. 

	***

	Too impatient to wait for the elevator, Liz hurried up the stairs, banging open the worn door at the top and sprinting down the hall. Although the building had outdated wallpaper and faded carpet, it was clean and sturdy at least, which was more than many families could boast on their side of town. Pulling her key out of her pocket, she rushed into her apartment, careful to lock the door behind her before she went searching for her mom. 

	A glance at the hall clock showed she’d barely made it home before her mother left for her second day job. Her shoes squeaked across the linoleum as she took the turn into the kitchen a little too fast. 

	The click of the old phone’s receiver settling into its resting place accompanied a frustrated sigh. Liz’s heart jumped into her throat as she studied her mom. With head hanging and both palms on the countertop, Chelle’s sandy brown hair gleamed in the overhead light. Her defeated posture dropped the bottom out of Liz’s stomach. She tried twice before she forced out a single word. 

	“Mom?” 

	Chelle straightened her spine and rolled her shoulders before turning to face Liz. Before her mother could open her mouth to speak, Liz’s anxiety got the better of her. 

	“Was that Nana? You heard about the attack on Jun’gale? You told her? What did she say? She’s coming here, right?” 

	Lifting a hand to stop the flow of questions, Chelle motioned Liz closer and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. After a squeeze, she held her daughter at arm’s length and sucked in a tired breath. 

	“Yes, I heard about the probable attack. That was Nana. She refuses to leave Jun’gale.” 

	The floor dropped out from under Liz’s feet, shooting her heart back into her throat while she grabbed her mother’s forearms. Flexing her fingers on the slim muscles, she cleared her throat and managed not to shriek at the woman. 

	“So when are we leaving to get her?” 

	Sleek brows furrowed as Chelle’s expression tightened. 

	“She’s fully capable of making her own decisions. The news sensationalizes things, so it’s likely the attack will never even happen. I have to go to work, and you have responsibilities. We don’t have the time or money to traipse across the solar system to save someone who doesn’t want to save themselves.” 

	“But—” 

	“No, Liz. My mother has gotten herself out of worse situations. We’re not going. She’ll be fine.” 

	As the last syllable left her mouth, a chime rang through the air, pulling Chelle’s attention to the cracked tablet on the counter. 

	“That’s work. I have to go. I’ll see you tomorrow morning if I don’t pick up another shift. We’re so close to having enough for the down payment for a nicer place.” 

	Liz dropped her hands to her sides and balled them into fists so she wouldn’t wring her tails and give away the anxiety fluttering in her stomach. 

	“Liz, she’ll be fine. Get some sleep tonight so you can study well tomorrow. There’s no reason to worry yourself over something that’s only a possibility.” 

	When the tablet rang again, Chelle pecked her daughter on the forehead before scooping up the device and dropping it into the small black bag slung across her torso. Without a backward glance, she hurried out of the kitchen. 

	Liz didn’t move until the door closed behind her mother’s retreating form. The second she knew she was alone, she swept her tails around her leg and smoothed her fingers into the silky fur. Eyeing the ancient phone on the counter, she sighed and wished she knew how to use it. Even if she did, she couldn’t make her mom pay for another off-planet call. 

	Ears perking as an idea formed, Liz sprinted down the hall into her tiny room and flung open the bottom drawer of her desk. After pulling out the little ugly box in the back corner, she dumped out the credits she’d saved and counted them. 

	She had enough for one round-trip ticket to Jun’gale, plus a little more for food and a hotel room. It wouldn’t be enough to bring Nana back with her, but she had more credits in her account. The second she made an electronic transaction, her mother would know, so she had to use the credits in her hands until she was too far away for her mother to stop her. 

	A wave of heat rushed up from Liz’s toes as she contemplated the dangers of her half-thought-out plan. 

	It didn’t matter. She couldn’t worry over what might happen to her when she knew her nana was in actual danger. All she needed to do was get face-to-face with her. The second her omega grandmother saw her, she’d do anything to get her precious Liz to safety. 

	And if Nana was busy ushering Liz away from danger, then she’d be safe, too. 

	


Chapter 2
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	Blaide

	“You’ve got another message.” 

	Blaide’s brow raised as he turned back to the shopkeeper. Only a select few people knew where he’d chosen to settle after his time in the military ended, and he’d already received a message on his last trip into town. Getting another was unusual. Assuming it was something else from Armyn about his coronation, Blaide’s surprise increased when he saw an official military seal on the outside of the envelope. 

	Grunting his thanks, he gathered the other items he’d come for, turning the thin packet in his fingers as he left the store. Dread grew inside him. There were very few reasons anyone still involved with the military would reach out to him, and he was sick to death of attending the funerals of men too good to have lost their lives to a seemingly fruitless and unending war. 

	Stuffing the envelope into his pocket, he arranged the goods in his pack and slung it onto his back. He wasn’t in the mood for bad news. Whatever the message said could wait until he’d returned to his den. 

	If he didn’t get moving, he wouldn’t make it home before nightfall, and while considered a settled world, most of Jun’gale was still wild. With only one large city that accepted traffic from off world, most of the planet’s population lived in small, scattered villages, and there were some people like him who preferred their space. Besides a couple of cabins, the town he visited for supplies and mail was the closest settlement to his den, and it was still a good half-day trip in one direction. 

	Securing his water pouch to the strap of his pack where it was in easy reach, Blaide headed for the gates, giving the guard a nod as he passed through into the clearing beyond. As he put more space between himself and the town, he breathed a sigh of relief. His tail fluffed and waved lazily as he moved deeper into the trees, more comfortable on his own. 

	There were few predators large enough to threaten him in the jungle, and most stayed clear of the settlements, but Blaide kept an eye out anyway. After years of military service and innumerable patrols, it was second nature to use all of his senses to scan his surroundings. He made decent time, following the map in his head back to the territory he’d claimed as his own, using a different path than the one he’d taken early that morning. After spending a few minutes checking his borders, he approached the door hidden on the side of a small hill as the sun dipped below the horizon. 

	Some people would call him crazy for living out in the middle of a jungle. More would believe without a doubt he was abnormal based on the extremes he took to make sure his den was safe and defensible and that no one knew exactly where he was. He found the idea of people calling him paranoid amusing considering he was the least messed up of the men he’d served with, yet a small part of him wondered if he was only a breath away from snapping. 

	Which was the real reason he was out there alone. After seeing what the war did to others, his apparent normalcy seemed more like the calm before a storm, and he was still waiting for something to go wrong. He had trouble believing he’d escaped with nothing more than a few scars, and he didn’t want anyone to witness the moment he finally lost his cool. 

	Huffing a laugh at his thoughts, he put his things away and started dinner. It was easy to find himself with too much time to think, so he tried to keep to a schedule that occupied him enough not to dwell for too long. Only the crinkle of the paper in his pocket as he crouched before the fireplace reminded him that sometimes the past still tried to control him. 

	He ignored the urge to take it out, checking on his steak and adding more seasoning before flipping it to cook the other side. Meat and vegetables he could provide for himself, but luxuries like salt and fruits had to be bartered for in town every few weeks, and he was looking forward to having an indulgent meal. He would not let the message ruin it. 

	By the time he’d sat down and finished his food, it was well past dark outside. He could hear the Vrolls howling, the sound comparable to the wolves he’d heard on Earth, though he resembled a wolf more than the Vrolls did. With smaller bodies, short, speckled fur, and no tails, their oversized ears made them look cute until you caught sight of the serrated teeth. He let a pack of them share part of his territory since they kept some of the nastier denizens of Jun’gale away and he enjoyed their nightly symphony. 

	Sighing since he couldn’t avoid it any longer, Blaide pulled out the bottle of alcohol he’d bought and poured a glass before sitting down at his small table and digging out the envelope. The dim light from the fireplace burning behind him left the seal in shadows, but his fingers traced the shape, wondering which friend it was this time, and praying it wasn’t one of the three he considered his brothers. 

	Taking a swig of the burning liquid, he ripped off the end of the packet and pulled out the paper inside. To his surprise, it didn’t have the official letterhead at the top, and his eyes moved to the greeting to see what it was about. 

	 

	Blaide, 

	Enemy warships spotted on the way to Jun’gale. Commander will not rally despite intelligence confirming imminent attack. Other planets have sounded their alarms, but our commander will not send evacuation notice to locals. 

	ETA: 20 standard hours

	An old friend. 

	 

	A growl ripped from Blaide’s chest, filling the small space of his front room. The commander had always been slow to move on intelligence, causing the death of many who should have still been alive, and it was obvious the man hadn’t changed. How he still held his position was a mystery, but it was no longer Blaide’s problem. 

	Except now the man’s incompetence was threatening his new home. 

	He’d taken a risk moving to the fringes of the solar system knowing the Krantor warships could move on the planets in this sector but hoping there wasn’t anything of value to draw them to the area. Apparently, his luck was out. 

	Cursing under his breath, he fought with what he should do. While he could likely withstand an attack and even planetary enemy occupation in his den, the locals would have little to no chance without warning. Many of the people who’d settled in Jun’gale were not only loners but were also elderly and would need more time to evacuate than they would likely have if they had to wait for word from the military. He hadn’t encountered a single fighter. Most individuals who moved to the planet sought to avoid conflict. Knowing the commander, the attack would be well under way before he helped civilians. 

	Blaide surged to his feet, pacing across the small space as more curses fell from his lips. The smart thing to do would be to hunker down and wait, but leaving others defenseless left a vile taste in his mouth. His need to protect wouldn’t allow him to stay. 

	Imagining what he’d like to do to the commander, he ripped his pack off its wall hook, tossing rations and a bottle of water into it before unlocking the trunk where he kept his weapons. Ears laid tight to his head as he stared down into the box of death, he sucked in a deep breath before reaching inside. 

	He ignored the energy weapons, knowing they would be near useless in the jungle where the humidity would make them glitch, and pulled out his old machetes, strapping them to his thighs. Adding a few throwing knives to the straps of his pack and his belt, he took one last look around his den, knowing that when he stepped out the door, he might never see it again. 

	Grimacing, he doused the flames in the fireplace and shrugged his pack on. He’d built this place. He could build another if needed. The people were more important, and even without his team at his back, he had a duty to uphold. The end of his service didn’t equate to the end of his need to thwart the invasive enemy scumbags whenever he had the chance. 

	With oddly light steps, Blaide walked through the door and closed it behind him, eyes adjusting to the moonlight trickling through the trees. The surge of adrenaline flooding him was an old friend, and he smiled into the night as he turned toward the village and set off at a lope. 

	


Chapter 3
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	Liz

	Swishing the tip of her top tail through the air over her lap, Liz struggled to keep her eyes open. The tube of metal jettisoning through space seemed cramped, even with its large windows and decent sized seats. 

	Liz had never been one for space travel. She always felt so cold even though mass transportation stayed a regulated temperature. If she’d have thought about it, she would have brought her cloak, but she was afraid she’d miss her flight if she spent too much time dallying. She’d barely had time to grab a few prepackaged snacks and a water bottle before she’d run out the door of her apartment. 

	The water bottle had magically emptied not long after she’d sat down. Scratching her nape, Liz perused the people sitting closest to her before turning her face back toward the window, trying to ignore her thirst. 

	There weren’t many people onboard. A beta female sat across the aisle from her, and the seats were so tall Liz could barely see if anyone had taken a seat in the row in front of her, but she knew two beta males sat directly behind her. Their chatter grated on her nerves, which made her want to scratch her nape again. Instead, she wrapped her bottom tail tighter around her lap and straightened her spine. 

	Two seconds later, her eyelids drooped and blocked half her vision. 

	Dang it, she was almost there. If she fell asleep and missed her stop, she’d never forgive herself. 

	Plucking a few of the longer strands of fur at the end of her middle tail, Liz used the slight sting to stay awake. The last time she hadn’t slept through the night had been when she’d been in heat, drowning in such thick lust she’d worried she’d never regain her sanity, but as she had the first time, her mother had taken her to their local clinic and saved them both from a heap of misery. 

	No matter how hard it was to earn money, her mom always made ends meet. A thread of shame crawled through Liz’s guts as she thought of the hoops Chelle had jumped through to make sure Liz was healthy and cared for. Getting an omega in estrous through the streets and into a controlled environment was no simple task. The transport had cost money, there was an admittance fee for unexpected arrivals, and even though the city covered basic health care, a secure nesting room with necessary tools required an increase in monthly payments. 

	Liz had yet to learn her body’s early signs of estrous, and even though she’d only been through two heats, she wondered if there was something wrong with her. Ever since her nana moved away, she’d had no one to confide in or discuss omega tendencies with, and the sense of feeling like an outcast rankled sometimes. Add in having stark red skin and pitch-black hair—most people avoided her solely because her coloring warned them off. 

	Scoffing at herself, Liz wiped at the ridiculous tear trailing down her cheek and ripped open the most appealing of her snacks. After popping a few dried fruits into her mouth, she scowled at the empty water bottle before jumping when the intercom buzzed to life. 

	Geez, she needed to calm down. Who knew sneaking across the solar system would be so stressful? 

	When the automated voice confirmed their approximate arrival time, Liz looked out the window and stared in awe. 

	Unlike her home planet, Jun’gale sported neon green patches of land surrounded by sparkling blue oceans. There wasn’t a single large splotch of grey denoting a city, nor any brown where vegetation refused to grow. 

	Liz understood why her nana had settled there. If it looked half as good on the surface as it did from orbit, she didn’t know why anyone would want to live anywhere else. Letting her excitement of exploring some place new and her anticipation over seeing her nana grow, Liz smiled out the window and popped a few more dried fruits into her mouth. 

	When the intercom announced their descent, Liz checked her seat belt and wiggled deeper into her seat. Re-entries were almost worse than take offs, but for her nana, she’d weather this one alone without complaining. 

	If her tails hurt from her wringing hands, it was from eagerness to reunite with her nana, not because she fought nausea and fear. 

	***

	Liz dropped her tails and pushed her back against the wall as people hurried in and out of the station’s doors. Utter chaos surrounded her, drowning her in an ambience the opposite of what she’d imagined as she’d stared at the planet from orbit. The only large city on Jun’gale, Mesi, looked very similar to her home planet. Besides the trees lining the streets and the occasional brightly colored creature, there was no green to stare at. 

	Realizing she clutched her snack wrapper in her hand like a dullard, she spotted the nearest trash receptacle and made plans to visit it but didn’t want to leave the safety of the wall until she knew which way to go. 

	She’d already garnished a few sidelong glances from strangers, her red skin standing out despite the myriad of races coloring the crowd. Straightening her spine, Liz berated herself for being so doubtful and for giving in to her paranoia. She hadn’t expected the city to be so hectic, but it wouldn’t stop her from finding her nana. 

	Bone-deep conviction told Liz that her beloved grandmother wasn’t in the city. With the looks on most of the peoples’ faces, they hadn’t heard about the attack until recently and were panicking about getting off planet. No doubt her nana would have hunkered down in her own home or maybe visited the tiny village she’d gushed about when Liz last talked to her. 

	Which meant Liz needed to leave the city. 

	Searching the sky only worsened her sense of direction, so when she saw a tiny newsstand on the corner beyond the trash receptacle, she breathed a sigh of relief. After pushing off the wall and tossing her wrapper into the bin, she wove through the crowd until she’d made it to the little hut. 

	When the beta male sucked in a breath between shouting announcements of his wares, Liz grabbed the counter and gave him a little wave. 

	“Do you have any maps?” 

	He snatched a folded pamphlet off a shelf and spouted a price. Liz paid before accepting the map. 

	She kept her head held high and her tails tucked close as she maneuvered around a few bulky beasts to reach a spot of relative safety beside a nearby building. Opening the laminated paper, her heart sank as she stared at the chaotic jumble of lines and symbols. It would take her longer to decipher what they meant than to wander until she found her way out of the maze of buildings surrounding her. 

	Refolding the map and sticking it into her pocket, Liz sucked in a breath and looked around for some kind of sign. When nothing popped out at her, she watched the people scurrying toward the station until her thoughts slowed. 

	If the station was near the city center and everyone was going toward it, then if she followed a main road away from it and kept going the opposite direction as the crowd, she was bound to find a way out of the city. 

	She just needed to make sure she headed toward the little village near her nana and not somewhere else. Now would not be a good time to get lost. Plucking at a hair on her tail, she searched her memory until she was sure she remembered the town’s name, Rontu. 

	Maybe she should search for it on the map, but the street was too busy and there wasn’t anywhere for her to spread out the map. Noticing a little eatery across the way, Liz picked her path through the throng of people until she could slide into the shop. 

	She stood for a moment, unhappy with how busy it was, but finally found an empty table near the window. Slipping into the tiny two-seater table, she flattened the map over the sparkling top and started her search. Before she figured out where the station was on the map, a beta woman cleared her throat and asked her what she wanted to order. 

	Frazzled, Liz blurted that she’d like some water. 

	“And what else?” 

	The pale-skinned, brunette woman glanced at a sign near the door, alerting Liz that there was a minimum charge amount per patron. Liz blushed and ordered some juice, the thought of eating anything substantial churning her stomach. The landing had been smooth, all things considered, but she didn’t feel settled enough for food. 

	A flash of discomfort rose from her feet again, making her clamp her mouth shut and breathe through her nose. The woman cocked a brow at her but waited for Liz to continue. 

	“Toast?” 

	After nodding, the waitress bustled to the next table and continued her rounds. Liz bent over the map, locating the station before moving her eyes past the wall surrounding the city. 

	Just as she found her nana’s village, a shadow blocked her light. Sitting as straight as possible, Liz looked up into bright blue eyes, words freezing on the tip of her tongue. Much taller than the waitress, the alpha male motioned to the empty seat across from Liz. 

	“Can I join you? Everywhere else is full.” 

	“Um. Sure.” 

	Liz folded the map so the parts she didn’t need weren’t visible anymore, but when the huge guy wedged his body into the seat across from her, unease crawled up her spine. 

	She reminded herself that they were in the middle of a busy restaurant. Despite his towering height and impressive muscles, he couldn’t hurt her or force her to do anything she didn’t want to do. 

	Yet her instincts told her to run. 

	Trapped between propriety and fear, Liz gathered the map and held it in her lap, trying to make eye contact with anyone besides the hulking beast sitting across from her. 

	“Trying to get off this rock before the attack?” 

	His gravelly voice yanked her attention right where she didn’t want it—to his perfectly symmetrical face. Worms crawled in her belly, even as his pearly white smile urged her to relax. 

	“I… I just got here.” 

	Stupid, stupid Liz, she thought, chastising herself for telling a stranger anything about herself. Without warning, her logic flipped, and her wayward tongue took control. If this powerful alpha was trying to leave, then that meant he’d been on Jun’gale for a while. If anyone could help her find her nana, it would be someone like him. 

	Right? 

	“Actually, I’m trying to find Nana—I mean, my grandmother. She lives east of here. Do you know the best way to get out of the city?” 

	One perfectly shaped eyebrow went up before the man responded. 

	“Everything is moving toward the station right now, not the other way. I’m leaving as soon as the first wave of city folk clear out and I can get a spot on a transport. Your grandmother is probably already off planet anyway, so why don’t you come with me? I can keep you safe.” 

	Gut twisting in alarm, Liz stood and shook her head. Noticing the waitress headed their way, she spoke as loud and clear as she could. 

	“No. I will not come with you. I don’t know you. Please leave me alone.” 

	When she turned, the waitress stood right behind her. Slipping a few credits from her pocket, Liz swapped them for the water, chugging it down before grabbing the toast off the plate and darting out the door. 

	Pointing her toes east, she rushed down the road until a bus stop magically appeared in front of her. She scarfed down the toast and paid the fare, sitting at the front of the bus since no one else was on it. When the driver parked at the furthest stop, Liz stood, eyeing the swarm of people waiting outside. 

	“Are you sure you want to get off here?” 

	She looked the elder beta male in the eye and nodded, still too shaken to trust her voice. He blocked the door with his own body as the doors swung open and yelled for everyone to make a path, warning he wouldn’t allow anyone onboard who interfered with her exiting. 

	Liz slipped through the crowd and stared at the wall surrounding the city. So high it seemed to block out the world, there was no way she could imagine anyone scaling it. Turning to the road that led to the closest gate, she groaned at the sight that greeted her. 

	Armored vehicles and thick concrete barriers made a blockade so secure she felt as though she were in a war movie. The flood of people moving through it left no room for her to slip out either. With her heart in her throat, she approached the nearest person in uniform, assuming they’d be the best to help her. 

	“Excuse me, sir?” 

	With sharp scales and an even sharper gaze, the humongous alpha swung his attention to her. She wanted to shrink at the cold intensity flowing from him, but she held his stare and pointed east. 

	“I need to go that way.” 

	“No civilians may leave the city.” 

	Liz blinked back sudden tears and sucked in a fortifying breath. 

	“I’ve traveled from Numania. I need to go that way and find my nana—I mean, my grandmother. She needs my help to get to safety.” 

	“We have strict orders. No civilians may leave the city.” 

	With a heavy heart and even heavier eyelids, Liz’s shoulders slumped in defeat. She was too tired to argue with the man, so she turned to find the nearest hotel, rent a room, and sleep for a few hours before she tried again. 

	It had already been a long day between working her shift and making a mad dash to catch the transport. Since she’d been too nervous to sleep on the way to Jun’gale, her mind was too fuzzy to think of a solution to this unexpected problem. 

	She had to find a way out of the city. She couldn’t bear the thought of her nana being in the middle of a war zone. 

	But first she needed to sleep. 

	


Chapter 4
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	Blaide

	The trip back to town took longer than expected. Traveling without sleep was something he was familiar with thanks to the military, and his heightened night vision helped, but the landscape forced him to move slower than he’d have liked. 

	Then there was the problem of the closed gates. 

	Blaide sat in the clearing surrounding the town until people stirred and the gates finally opened to let out the ones going to forage. He received a few raised brows as he slipped inside, but he ignored them as he headed for the shop he frequented. 

	“There’s an attack coming. We need to warn everyone and get those who can’t defend themselves into the city.” 

	The shopkeeper’s eyes widened as the words fell from Blaide’s lips, but he didn’t move. Growling in frustration, Blaide took a step closer until the sharp stench of fear reached him. Swallowing his irritation, he forced himself to take a deep breath and stop the growl. 

	“The message you gave me yesterday was from a friend in the armada. Enemy warships are enroute to Jun’gale, but the military won’t mobilize until they receive a direct attack. We need to get people to safety before it’s too late.” 

	The shopkeeper’s fear lessened as confusion marred his brow. 

	“Why haven’t they sounded the alarm, then?” 

	Blaide ran a hand down his face, searching through the things he’d like to say and settling on the least offensive. Calling the commander an incompetent moron wouldn’t help. 

	“There’s a slight possibility that the Krantor may pass by Jun’gale, but we won’t know until they’re in the atmosphere, and by then it’ll be too late to evacuate safely.” 

	“But wouldn’t the city be the first place attacked? We’ll be safer out here.” 

	Blaide’s teeth squeaked as he clenched his jaw so hard he was sure he’d break a molar. He’d never been the diplomatic one in their unit, preferring to cut to the chase and leave Ursuli to handle anyone who needed convincing. Without his squad mates, he had to figure out how to persuade people to listen on his own. 

	“The city has defenses and guards, as well as being the only place on the planet with docking capabilities for some of the larger ships. They’ll send down smaller vessels to drop troops in the forest and subdue the locals before moving to surround the city. They’ve used the tactic before, and it’s not pretty for those in the way of their goals. We’re expendable.” 

	It took more arguing before Blaide finally convinced the man to point him toward the people in charge of the small town and spread the word to anyone he saw. By the time Blaide repeated his news and arguments, the sun was high in the sky and desperation crawled up his spine. The enemy could be on the ground in a matter of hours, yet people were moving as if his warning wasn’t serious. 

	Clamping down on the urge to shout orders at everyone, he held his tongue as the residents of the town gathered and listened to what was happening. A flare of hope lit in his chest until he noticed the blank stares and disbelief on their faces. He couldn’t help but groan as disappointment filled him. 

	The only thing that stopped the rising arguments was the shopkeeper running through the crowd. Spotting Blaide, he thrust a sheet of paper at him and panted for breath. 

	 

	Attention:

	Attack imminent on the planet Jun’gale. Mesi will blockade at dawn. All residents seeking shelter within the city walls must arrive before dawn. The gates will not reopen. Off-world transportation will cease when enemy ships arrive. 

	 

	Holding back his own reaction, Blaide passed the note to the group who claimed to lead the town, unable to ignore the inappropriate spark of satisfaction as their fear filled the surrounding air. When they only stared at each other, he could no longer resist the need to take control. 

	“I’m leaving for the city in an hour. Anyone who is willing and able may accompany me. If you cannot make the trip or refuse to leave, stock up on food and water, board your windows, prepare to hunker down for at least a week. Keep the gates closed and don’t open them unless you know it’s our troops on the other side. Keep quiet and try not to create smoke or anything that will draw attention to you.” 

	Voices rose, shouting questions he had no time to answer. He’d only given the ones who wanted to accompany him an hour to prepare because the city was even further than the town was to his den. He knew he couldn’t push them to his pace, and he’d need the entire night to get them through before the blockade was in place. 

	“Anyone leaving with me, bring only enough food and water for a night of travel. If you know you cannot make the distance, you’d be better off hunkering down here.” 

	He knew he sounded harsh, but they were in a survival situation and his training had kicked in. 

	Turning to the shopkeeper, he got the man’s attention. 

	“I need a place to rest for the next hour.” 

	The smaller male stared up at him for a moment before giving a sharp nod and turning to lead him back to the shop. Directing him up a narrow set of stairs in the back, the man offered his own bed, assuring Blaide no one would bother him until he emerged. 

	Stepping out of the building an hour later, the sight that met him caused him to pause. Warships couldn’t pass through the atmosphere, but they were so big he could see them from the ground with his naked eyes. Turning in a circle, he spotted two along the horizon, preparing to attack. 

	A little less surprising, there were only a handful of people waiting for him to lead them away. He hadn’t expected many to take the offer, and he had to swallow the need to convince more to come. He could only help those that wanted aid, and even the few willing to make the trip were going to be a challenge. A mother and father each carried a youngling in their arms. 

	Making eye contact with those standing before him, he assessed their chances of making it to the city by dawn. 

	“It’s going to be a hard walk, but you must keep up. See those warships?” He pointed to first one, then the other. “Soldiers will flood the surface of the planet in a few hours. If you fall behind, I can’t risk the others to stop for you.” 

	He got nods from each, though worried looks passed across many faces. Stepping over to the pair holding their children, he offered them his most assuring grin as tiny faces tipped back to watch him. 

	“Find some long cloth and strap them to you. It’ll balance their weight better and free your hands.” 

	The male looked confused, but the woman nodded, immediately turning to dash toward a modest home near the gate. He gave her time to return and helped get the children safely tucked into place before looking over the group again. 

	“If you fall behind, follow the dark moon. When it disappears, the sun should rise behind you.” 

	It had taken a little while for him to get used to a planet with three moons, but they were convenient when moving at night since they all headed in different directions. He could tell which way he faced and the time by where they were in the sky, and it had helped him more than once as he explored. 

	Pushing away his worries, he led his little group out, watching the gates close behind them, the sound of the bar dropping into place echoing through the space beneath the trees. 

	***

	Blaide had thought the trip from his den to the town had been too slow. 

	Even knowing he’d have to moderate his pace for civilians, the trek to the city took hours more than he’d expected. Despite his threats to leave them behind if they slowed, Blaide gave as many breaks as he could until the birds stirring in the treetops warned that their time was ending, and he didn’t know how serious the city’s guard would be about stopping their entrance after dawn. 

	Halfway through the trip, he took the youngling from its mother and strapped it to his chest. Her feet dragged on the path. Luckily, the little one was so exhausted, it snuggled against his sternum without protest and promptly fell back asleep. When the chill of night lifted, he took the other child as well and pushed the weary travelers as fast as they could go. It was strange to hold something so small and delicate, but he couldn’t stop a smile from crossing his face each time he looked down into innocent, violet eyes as one watched him in silence. 

	The city walls appeared before them just as the sky lightened. A relieved sigh passed from every person in their little group. Their steps took on new life with the end in sight. Handing one child back to its father and relieving himself of the sling holding the other, Blaide moved to the front of the group and led them toward the barriers funneling a line of people through the gates. 

	The scent of milk and honey tickled his nose as they reached the entrance, causing him to raise his head and look around. Something about it called to him. His groin tightened, but the scent wafted away. Shaking off the sensation, he focused on getting through the gate. 

	The guards barely glanced at them as they passed through into safety after their long night of travel. It was almost disappointing to walk into the city unchallenged after pushing so hard to make it in time. Still feeling responsible for his little group, Blaide waved them to a small open space behind the line of guards before approaching the nearest male in uniform. 

	“Excuse me, where can we rest? Are there any updates?” 

	The guard eyed him for a moment before looking at the group behind him. Grunting, the man raised his arm and pointed to a tall building near where they stood. 

	“Last I heard, there were still rooms available there for anyone waiting on transport or staying in the city. I’m sure you saw the ships on the horizon, so they’re being cautious with takeoffs. We’ve lost touch with most of the outlying villages and outposts, and backup won’t arrive for at least two days.” 

	Giving the guard a nod of thanks, Blaide turned back to his ragtag group. 

	“Are you staying or moving on?” he asked, looking around at weary faces. 

	The group looked between themselves before the man carrying his child cleared his throat and spoke. 

	“We have family on Treag Prime. We’ll catch the next available transport.” 

	Blaide nodded. Despite how busy the transports were, he would’ve made the same decision if he had little ones to care for. The Krantor rarely attacked refugees fleeing the planets they took, so leaving should still be safe. There was no way to know which group of soldiers would reach the city first, theirs or the enemy’s, and Blaide knew how dangerous the city would get if the attack went on for long. 

	Most of the others muttered the same plans, with only one of the group saying they planned to stay. Wishing his little group the best of luck once they assured him they were fine to get to the station alone, Blaide turned toward the building the guard had indicated and led the lone beta male who’d remained to the check-in kiosk. 

	As he waited for the man to finish his transaction and receive his room card, the same scent from the gate hit Blaide once again. A soft growl rolled from his chest before he could stop it, his body responding to his instincts despite the weariness pulling at him from only one hour of sleep in two days. 

	Cutting off the sound when the beta turned startled eyes to him, Blaide cleared his throat and ran a hand through his ruff to settle the hair. 

	“Sorry. Tired,” was all he could manage as an excuse. 

	The man gave him a weak smile before saying his thanks and heading to the lift. Ignoring the throbbing trapped inside his pants, Blaide typed his own information into the kiosk, taking the flimsy card that popped out after he paid. Too impatient to wait for the elevator, he turned to the stairs but almost changed his mind at the thought of climbing to the tenth floor after walking so far already. 

	Ignoring the protests of his body, he gritted his teeth and charged forward, refusing to acknowledge the twinges telling him he wasn’t familiar with that much exertion any longer. His lungs burned with the need to gulp for air by the time he reached his floor, but he held himself to slow, steady pulls of air. 

	Air once again filled with milk and honey. 

	The growl that left him then was deeper, the call of an alpha, and he cut it off with a curse. No one needed to be startled awake by his noise, much less these people who were worried about their futures. Shaking his head, he held his breath until he found his assigned room and pushed inside. 

	It was barely large enough for the single bed wedged into the corner. A screen hung above the foot of the mattress, with a small closet space opposite beside a door leading to a tinier bathroom. Grunting, Blaide decided he didn’t care how small it was. Tossing his pack onto the floor of the closet, he dropped his body to the sheets, flopping back and falling asleep before he’d even kicked off his boots. 

	


Chapter 5
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	Liz

	Rolling over yet again, Liz sighed and decided she should just get up. The sun had yet to rise, and she hadn’t gotten into the hotel room until long past sunset, but even though her entire body ached for sleep, she just couldn’t settle. Between worrying for her nana and feeling guilty about not reaching out to her mother, she’d tossed and turned for the few hours she’d been lying down. 

	Add in the worms she felt crawling in her belly from the interaction with the pristine alpha, and she wanted to vomit. She flashed from cold to hot, embarrassment over how she’d probably overreacted warring with the unease he’d caused her. No matter how handsome he’d been, she couldn’t ignore how her instincts had screamed at her to get away as fast as possible. 

	Maybe she was getting sick? The last time she traveled through space, she’d needed a few days to recover, but she didn’t have time to be sick right now. She needed to find her nana before the enemy attacked Jun’gale. 

	Sitting up and rubbing her arms, she couldn’t figure out why the room still felt so warm, especially since she’d already changed the thermostat twice. After pushing the sheet off her legs, she stood and wobbled to the window. Not wanting to ruffle the curtains, she used one finger to push open a small peephole at the edge and peeked out. 

	The sky showed some brightening, but the sun hadn’t risen above the horizon yet. From her vantage point, she could see how busy the streets were below, and despite there being much less of a crowd than the previous night, there were still many people scurrying around. 

	Instincts called her eyes to the right, and for a moment she fought the sensation, wanting to study the blockade. When she finally gave in and swept her gaze to the walkway on the outside of her building, she startled. A humongous shadow flashed out of view, too quick for her to discern what, or who, it could have been. 

	The window shook as the door next to hers shut behind the dark shape. The creature was enormous. Mountainous. 

	And it was staying in the room right next to hers. 

	The worms in her belly morphed into snakes, tumbling over each other and unsettling her so much she dropped the curtain and darted to the tiny bathroom. Holding her stomach while she bent over the toilet, Liz breathed through her nose and fought the ridiculous sensations roiling through her insides. 

	As the air conditioning unit kicked on yet again, the most tantalizing perfume filled her nostrils and sent the oddest sense of calm spreading through her. Like fire and pines, the wild perfume caused a soothing heat to invade her chest, which settled into her belly and spread to her extremities. 

	Dropping her arm, she moved away from the toilet and turned on the sink. After splashing cold water on her face and using the towel to dry, she looked at her tired reflection. 

	Determination filled her. The face staring back at her held the same tilted eyes as her nana, and even though their coloring was different, she used the reminder to bolster her courage. She’d get dressed, check out, then try the blockade again. She wouldn’t stop until they let her through. 

	Tossing the towel back over the rack, Liz shuffled into the tiny bedroom and paused. As she picked up her shirt, her eyelids drooped and her arm grew heavier. She looked at the crumpled bedding and blinked, realizing that no matter how much she wanted to rush back out to find her nana, she’d never make it anywhere if she fell asleep the moment she stopped moving. 

	With a sigh, she dropped her shirt and crawled back onto the bed. As her head settled onto the lumpy little pillow, the calm that had filled her intensified until she couldn’t even lift her arm to pull the blanket over her. 

	The thoughts and memories that had plagued her the last few hours drifted away, allowing her to sink into a slumber so deep, nothing intruded. Covered by darkness and soothed by the delicious scent seeping through the vents, Liz had no choice but to fall into a rejuvenating sleep. 

	***

	Ever so slowly, thoughts snuck into Liz’s mind, never complete enough to make sense. They began with the simplest of things—her own hand reaching out, the warmth of a fire, a sense of belonging—and morphed into increasingly disturbing visions. A massive body hovering over hers. Gentle caresses in intimate places. Flames licking up her thighs. 

	She jolted awake, gasping and blinking at the tiny room in confusion, until she remembered where she was. Weight pressed her shoulders back to the bed as she flopped down and stared at the ceiling. A beam of sunlight snuck past the curtain and streaked across her torso, and when she realized why the room was no longer dark, panic crept up her throat. 

	She’d slept so long, the sun was high in the sky. She’d wasted too much of the day sleeping instead of searching for a way out of the city. 

	Guilt crept back into her heart as she rolled onto her side. How could she reach her nana if she hid in a hotel room the entire day? 

	Slapping her doubts away, Liz forced her body out of the bed, ignoring the myriad of complaints it gave, and threw her clothes on. After using the facilities and doing a quick wash in the sink, she slipped her shoes on and flung the curtain open. 

	There were still hundreds of people rushing about on the streets, with a few dirty and disheveled groups being funneled through the blockade. A soldier stopped each group before allowing them in, unlike the night before when they passed through freely. With a sinking feeling in her gut, Liz noticed they’d narrowed the space between the concrete blocks and doubled security. No one headed out of the city. 

	She wouldn’t give up. She had to find her nana, and her instincts still screamed that her grandmother was out in the wilderness. Knowing Nana, nothing short of family being in danger or the place burning down around her ears would make her vacate her home, and Liz couldn’t leave her to face what was coming alone. 

	Letting herself think of the direness of the situation for the first time, Liz gathered everything she knew about her nana and fought down panic. The last time they talked on the phone, Nana had been so excited about the tiny community she’d found. If things were worse than she could handle, she’d head there for help. 

	Liz squared her shoulders even as she blinked away tears. If her nana loved her new friends, the older woman would stay with them, unless every single one of her new family members came to the city. 

	Which meant Liz might need to convince more than her nana to travel. 

	It didn’t matter. She’d do it. She’d do whatever it took to get her nana to safety. 

	With her conviction warming her chest and her tails fluffed behind her, Liz opened the door and stepped out onto the walkway. 

	Her feet carried her to the left, even as she told herself the stairs were to the right. She stopped at the corner of the building and perused the horizon, gleaning nothing but confusion as she spotted a black moon in the sky across from the blazing sun. Shaking her head, she pulled her attention down and looked at the surrounding city. 

	With the blockade wall on the right and a sea of buildings as far as her eyes could see on the left, Liz let pride rise in her chest. She’d traveled through that chaos on her own, so she’d be able to find a way over the wall. 

	A hub of movement below caught her eye, so she studied the area, trying to figure out why so many people crowded together. It had to be a market, if she could trust the signs and flurry of people, and was only a few streets from the blockade, the tail end of it beginning near the foot of the building she was in. 

	She decided it could be a good place to find knowledge and maybe a guide to another way out of the city if they turned her away at the blockade again. 

	With a plan in place, Liz pulled herself away from her vantage point and hurried to the stairs, squeezing the railing as she rushed down them two at a time. 

	She’d wasted too much time sleeping, so she had to move fast. 

	She had to get to her nana, no matter what it took. 

	


Chapter 6
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	Blaide

	His groan of desire as he rolled over sometime later was shameful. 

	So was the leaking need constricted by his pants. 

	Pushing himself upright, Blaide grumbled under his breath. The entire time he’d enjoyed solitude in the wilderness, he’d never felt the urge to seek a female, but the scent teasing his nostrils had plagued his sleep, bringing dreams of silky skin and wet heat. 

	Levering himself off the bed, he stumbled to the bathroom, catching his reflection in the mirror. A twig stuck from his hair just above his ear, and when he turned to look, his tail was in a sorrier state. Full of bits of dirt and leaves, it looked like he’d dragged it behind him the entire trip, and it took a moment to realize he probably had during the last few miles. 

	It took a bit of maneuvering to wedge his body into the narrow shower, but he pulled his tail in behind him and forced the door shut. Tapping the auto cycle, he spread his arms as much as he could and scrunched his eyes closed as water pelted him from all sides. 

	Ice. Cold. Water. 

	Followed by scorching hot air, leaving his fur fluffed and sticking out in all directions. 

	At least his erection was gone. 

	Grumbling and shaking his head to get his hair and ruff settled, he ran his hands through his tail to tame it as much as possible. He much preferred the gentle rainwater shower in

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



cover.jpeg
STEAMY
BEIRESET
THE COMPLETE SERIES
(BOOKS 1-4)

LEANN RYANS | V.T. BONDS

USA Today Bestselling Authors

MONSTER ROMANCES

AIRY TALE













