
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Zander

Alien Fugitives

Book 5

Mel Teshco

Zander

Copyright © Mel Teshco 2025

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Cover art by Emcat Designs

https://www.facebook.com/EmCatDesigns



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter One
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Zander Monk stepped into the coffee shop, his nose wrinkling with distaste at the freshly ground coffee scent that infiltrated his airways. Ugh. How did humans drink this poison? Yet it seemed as though it was a daily addiction for almost every adult in New Faxian, possibly the entire planet.

He’d grab his bottles of water and get the fuck out of there.

Stepping toward the drinks display fridge, the melodic tones of a woman’s voice made his steps falter before he stopped and turned to view her. No doubt she’d be the very opposite to what he imagined.

She wasn’t.

Her dark brown hair that was scraped back in a ponytail only enhanced her fine bone structure, her big brown eyes and long dark lashes, her full lips pressed into a flat line as she focused on making coffees between chatting to each of her customers.

Her slender hands were quick and efficient, her friendly demeanor offset by something he couldn’t quite put his finger on. Stress? Yes, that was it. Behind her smile was a sadness and strain he—all of his few remaining kind—could relate to.

Though he was grateful to be alive, it didn’t take away the anger throbbing beneath the surface, the self-doubt that he and his six friends would survive thanks to their coldblooded Dronian enemies.

“Can I help you?” the barista waitress asked, her smile now a little wary.

He blinked. He didn’t recall taking even one step in her direction, yet there he was, pulled toward her like air into lungs. He cleared his throat and brushed some imaginary lint from his long black overcoat. “I’ll have something...hot.”

She giggled, the strain around her eyes relaxing. “You haven’t drunk much coffee, have you?”

He shook his head. He probably should be mortified, instead this woman made him feel at ease, comfortable in his own skin when he most definitely wasn’t. He’d do anything to rip away his secondary human form and shift into his primary alien form, but he was certain this woman wouldn’t be half-as-friendly toward him if he did.

She’d be running for the hills.

“What do you recommend?” he asked.

“How about a mocha? The chocolate blend makes the coffee much more subtle and palatable.”

He nodded. “Thank you. I’ll try that.”

She smiled and went through the motions of making it when an older lady approached her from behind the counter. “You can finish for the day now, Rhonda.”

So that was her name. It suited her. She was feminine and delicate, yet tough and no-nonsense all at the same time. She was everything in a woman he valued.

He caught her eyes and asked, “Why don’t you make two of those mochas and share a table with me?”

She gaped. “Excuse me?”

He hid a wince, feeling similarly shocked. He’d been so busy staying single and unnoticeable that the words that spilled out of his mouth sounded foreign while being all kinds of right. “Have one of those mochas with me?”

Though he could have influenced her to do what he asked, he wanted it to be her decision. He’d rather be rejected than forcibly make her do something against her will. 

Her smile warmed his heart, a slip of her laughter catching his breath even before she said, “Sure, I’d love to.” Then handing him the mocha she said, “I’ll be there in five.”

He chose a table away from most of the commotion, though many of the customers had already left, presumably to go to work.

He took a sip of his drink, the caffeine hit taking away his breath even as it buzzed through his bloodstream while the velvety sweetness of the chocolate made his mouth tingle for more.

Rhonda approached then, her tread almost silent despite her shoes with their squared heels. She’d gotten rid of her red-checked apron with the coffee shop’s logo on it, and now she could have been just another customer in her teal T-shirt and black pants.

She placed her mocha down along with a plate. “Blueberry muffins,” she said. “You look like you need your calories.”

He kept a straight face. If she saw him in his real alien form she’d realize he’d need a whole lot more calories than what these would give. Luckily he caught a good supply of fish when he swam in the river and had a supply of tinned fish and snacks in his safe houses.

“Thank you,” he murmured, secretly touched that she’d been so thoughtful. Most women only wanted to get under him, then dig their claws into him with the common misconception he was filthy rich. 

It was only that he had a good flair for fashion and influenced shopkeepers to give him his clothes for free that he was able to keep a quality wardrobe. If it wasn’t for his enemies looking for him, he’d easily be rich by using his influence alone. Instead he travelled light, gathering very few possessions except for his clothes.

He stood and pulled out her chair. Shock held her still momentarily before she nodded thanks and took it, her ponytail swinging as she sat. She took a sip of her mocha, her eyes closing. “Oh, yes.”

His dick jerked. What he’d do to hear her say those same words as he slid deep inside her. 

She flicked her lashes apart and blushed, clearly aware how her words had sounded. “Sorry, I’ve been on my feet since early in the morning, caffeine and rest is just what I need.” She grimaced. “Unfortunately I need a decent pay even more, and sitting here with you won’t get me that.”

He ignored the urge to put his hand over hers, it was hardly appropriate to do that to a stranger, even if he did feel a connection with her that was so raw and primitive it almost made him uncomfortable. He’d never felt anything like this was any other woman. It was...bizarre. 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he said. “You’re not getting enough hours?”

She shook her head. “My feet tell me I’m getting plenty; it’s the hourly rate that kills me.”

“Then you should ask your boss for a pay rise.”

She snorted. “She always tells me she can’t afford it.” She rolled her eyes, but her warm smile negated any resentment. “So why does she drive around in the latest Range Rover and live in a lovely house on the river?”

“Sounds like she can afford to pay you some more.”

She gulped down some more of her drink, and he lifted his mocha and took a careful sip, the taste coating his mouth and making him simultaneously want to drink some more and wipe his tongue clean.

Rhonda’s smile widened. “So what’s your name? I should probably know that much about you at least.”

It was on the tip of his tongue to give her an alias like he had with other women, but she deserved better than that from him. “Zander. Zander Monk.”

Her eyebrows rose. “That’s a cool name, it suits you. As you probably heard, I’m Rhonda.” She winked and added, “Rhonda Williams.”

He reached for her hand this time for a handshake, as was customary on Earth. Her slender fingers intertwined with his and zapped a charge straight through his chest. He exhaled before he managed huskily, “It’s lovely to meet you.”

She blinked. Had she felt that same charge? She clearly had when she said breathlessly, “It was lovely to meet you too.” Then gulping down some more of her hot drink and snatching a blueberry muffin off the plate, she stood and said, “But I can’t stay.”

He frowned, disappointment biting deep. “Leaving so soon?” 

She bit her lip, then conceded, “I guess I can’t switch off my self-preservation button that easily.” She shrugged, then added, “I’m sorry,” before she hurried off without another word. 

Though every atom screamed to run after her and tell her she didn’t need to apologize, he knew better. He wouldn’t chance scaring her away for good. She mightn’t know it yet, but this wouldn’t be the last he’d see of her.
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​Chapter Two
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Rhonda walked home with her mind buzzing and her heart racing. She’d never met a man like Zander. There was an underlying power to him, a presence that drew her like a bee to pollen. 

That their attraction had scared her and made her bolt wasn’t half as upsetting as the man recognizing, then acknowledging her fear.

She didn’t do relationships. She didn’t even do one night stands. Not anymore. She shielded her heart, her feelings, like a Grinch might shield their bank account. 

That he’d entered a coffee shop while never having drunk coffee might have been odd, but it hadn’t stopped a smile spreading across her face. He was an enigma, someone she itched to get to know more even as she wanted to run from him...had run from him.

That she sensed she’d meet him again made her heart pound and her stomach all fluttery.

She rounded the corner of the block, the traffic thinning as she left the main road and headed toward the houses lining each side of the street. One great thing about her work was being in walking distance from her house and therefore not having the expense of a car.

She’d bet Zander didn’t have that problem. He’d reeked of wealth, of financial success. Not just in his clothes, but in his bearing and confidence. She couldn’t help but wonder what that must feel like, to never have to worry about an overdue bill or debt. 

To never have to worry about anything, period.

She’d always been on the back foot when it came to finances and good luck. She’d had to forget about her education and become her mom’s carer after she’d been in a serious car accident, resulting in terrible head injuries, ones she’d never recovered from.

Rhonda had been so busy looking after her disabled mother, while trying to rein in her younger brother’s downward spiral thanks to their mother’s condition, she hadn’t had time to think about her own needs. She’d been too busy thinking about everyone else’s.

A plane droned overhead as she suddenly stilled. Her nose wrinkled. What the hell was that vile, toxic smell? It was disgusting, worse than sewerage. That it came attached with an imminent sense of danger that was so thick it was suffocating made it even harder to breathe.

Then the abominable scent disappeared and she blinked at her surroundings, at the quaint brick and hardiplank houses with their lovely cottage gardens and concrete driveways that cut across freshly moved lawns. 

Had she imagined the smell?

She shook her head. She’d always been levelheaded and logical. Even now with her mother dead and buried a little over six months ago, she hadn’t once lost her grip on reality.

It would have been nice to let in a little bit of fantasy and pretend life wasn’t grinding and harsh, pretend she didn’t wonder what the meaning of her existence was in the bigger scheme of things.

It was a relief to get home. She pushed open the white, wire gate, then traversed the uneven concrete path. Taking two steps up onto the porch, she unlocked the front door of her tiny fibro, three bedroom home, then shut and locked the door behind her. 

Barely breaking stride, she walked through her open lounge and dining room, then unlocked the back, sliding glass door to find her big, shaggy black dog of indeterminate breed waiting for her, his long tail thumping the back deck. 

“Hi Brewster,” she said, dropping into a crouch and patting his broad head with his floppy ears. “Did you miss me?”

He pushed to his paws and almost knocked her back with his exuberance, his tail swishing through the air like a plumed feather.

She half-snorted, half-laughed. “I guess you did, huh?” She straightened, then cupped his big, doggy face. “What would I do without you?”

He snuffled, then woofed.

She smiled. “Come on, let’s get you some dinner then I’ll take you for a walk.”

She made a coffee while he wolfed down his kibble and wet food, her thoughts returning to the man who’d shown up at the coffee shop. She blew out an aggrieved breath. For a first time encounter he sure took up a lot of space in her head.

Her drink made, she took it out onto the back deck, leaving the sliding door open for Brewster as she took a seat at the square, outdoor table, taking the weight off her aching feet.

As tempted as she was to relax for what was left of the afternoon, Brewster would never forgive her if she missed a walk with him.

She sipped her hot coffee, enjoying the twittering, tiny brown birds in her large, leafy tree. The sweet scent of magnolia, thanks to her neighbor’s tree that overhung their white picket fence helped to take away the earlier, vile smell that had filled her nose, her lungs.

What had she smelled?

She shook off the thought. It was pointless speculating about it. She’d rather enjoy her favorite time of the day, the sun halfway down the horizon and the noises of the day fading away.

Bliss.

She finished her coffee just as Brewster walked outside and pushed his muzzle through her arm and onto her lap, snuffing and then whining.

She laughed, then patted his head. “Okay, I get the hint. Let’s go walkies.”

Brewster pulled his head free and danced around, his joy infectious. Grabbing his leash off a hook on the wall near the backdoor, she attached it to his collar, then headed through the house and out the front door.

She glanced around the slowly darkening sky. They had a good couple of hours before it was nighttime. With most people already home for the day, it was a rather peaceful time of the day. 

A breeze rustled the leaves of some branches that spread across the path ahead, a few leaves on the ground twisting and turning along the path as if they were dancing.

Brewster crushed some of them under-paw as walked, his tongue lolling and his tail waving.  When they approached a little old lady with a Chihuahua, although Brewster was dog-friendly, Rhonda led him across the road to the path on the other side of the road, giving the lady and her tiny dog a wide berth.

The last thing she wanted was for Brewster’s size to intimidate anyone, especially a frail, older woman.

It was only when she was almost at the end of the street that she noticed a lone man approaching in his long black overcoat.

Her breath caught in her throat, her eyes narrowing. Surely it wasn’t the same man she’d had a mocha with earlier, was it? But of course it was. Who wore such expensive clothes with such flair? That he was good looking to boot was just an added bonus.

Zander looked up then, a smile breaking out on his face as he walked closer. His styled, dark brown hair fluttered in the breeze, his hazel eyes warming. “How ironic.”

She slowed, then stopped, Brewster stiffening on his lead, his hackles rising. He growled and she gaped. Her dog didn’t have a vicious bone in his body!
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