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Dedication

When life gives you lemons… send it the middle finger and make a stiff drink. Not everything can be positive all the damn time. We’re only humans: we need rest and recovery time in-between the mayhem of life. 

So, grab your snacks, put your feet up, and dive into a deliciously dark and dirty read. (Or turn on the vacuum and hide in the closet so your kids can’t find you. Whatever works.) 

 

This story will be the last in the Warrior Elite Series. 

SPECIAL SHOUT OUT to all my alpha, beta, and ARC readers. It’s been a crazy two years as I’ve built this world and fell in love with the characters. I’m sad to move on, but I’ll take comfort knowing these stories are available for the world to enjoy. 

 

Strap down, grab a box of tissues, make sure your best friend has batteries, and get busy. Choku has his work cut out for him. 

 

Knotty reading!
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Blurb

 

“I get what I want, no matter what it takes. Keep that in mind next time you lie to me, tiny goddess.”

  -Choku

 

 

Stripped of her memories, Akilah Icarr is only certain of one thing: she's not the innocent beta doctor everyone seems to think she is. Plagued by nightmares and filled with dread, she joins a mission to leave base camp and find peace.

 

She gets Choku instead, a massive alien shifter alpha with multiple forms and galaxies swirling in his hungry eyes. As a Warrior Elite–a top secret Special Operations unit of super soldier aliens–he uses his unique abilities to protect his team as they eradicate evil scientists from the universe.

 

Until he’s attacked with a strange new weapon and is left with dulled senses. Unable to reveal his weakness, he accepts a mission away from his brothers and comes face to face with the one woman who makes his beasts howl.

 

She's his omega lifemate, but her hidden past could ruin everything.

 

With her nightmares getting worse, his powers wavering, and danger around every corner, can she regain her memories in time to protect them both, or will they fall prey to their enemy's evil scheme?

 

 

Broken and Bonded (Warrior Elite Series Book 10) is a full-length, scorchin’ hot, dark sci-fi alien romance set on a far-off dystopian planet. Series finale and full cast HEA included. Intended for +18 readers.

 

Tropes/themes include:

*Forced Proximity

*Touch Her And Die

*Betrayal and Angst

*Strong Female Lead

**Beast Form** Action

*Special Monster Peen

*He Falls First and Harder

*Friends to Enemies to Lovers

*Memory Loss/Amnesia Romance

*Omegaverse (nesting, knotting, marking)

*Graphic Violence (sexual and nonsexual)

*HEA (Happily Ever After)

*Mf pairing (male/female)

*No cheating

 

 

 




Chapter 1
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Akilah

Past and present collide as nightmares and sunlight flash like Polaroids in my mind’s eye. I lean my shoulder against the side of the transporter and fight to loosen the strap of my vest. My fingers shake and sweat pours down my temples despite the gentle breeze whisking away the worst of the heat. 

Swallowing the lump forming in the base of my throat, I strip off my vest and lower it to the ground with a control I don’t feel. 

It’s been so long since I’ve felt in control that it’s getting hard to pretend. 

“Director Icarr, are you alright?” 

I fight the urge to scream. Once upon a time, I felt pride in being a Director. Now I just want to scrub every inch of my body and scour my mind with bleach every time I hear it. 

I push off the transporter and smooth down the hairs that’ve escaped from my low bun. After plastering a half-hearted grin on my face, I look over my shoulder at Lorence, a beta male, and pray my voice doesn’t give me away. 

“I’m fine. Just tired. A bit of rest and I’ll be good to go,” I say. 

Lorence’s light brown eyes give me a quick study, but the transporter steals his attention. 

“I’d be tired too, if I lived through that,” Lorence says with a nod toward the transporter. Bullet holes and charred marks from heavier weaponry pepper the side. Smoke billows from the engine compartment. I force my lips into a tighter smile and shake my head. 

“It wasn’t too bad—no one needed more than a few stitches,” I respond before lifting my vest with rubbery arms and flinging it over one shoulder. The move takes more effort than I expect. I stagger before I find my balance, but Lorence wraps his hand around my upper arm. 

Fear clouds my judgement and I shove him away so hard I fall and knock my shoulder into the transporter. 

“Sorry, Lorence. I’m still in fight-or-flight mode,” I lie, using my elbow to leverage myself off the vehicle. 

“Don’t worry about it,” he says, rubbing his chest where I pushed him. 

“You were just trying to help. I overreacted, I’m sorry.” 

“You’re bleeding,” Lorence says. 

I follow his gaze to my elbow and sigh in exasperation. Of course, I smacked into a scorched part of the transporter and sliced my elbow on the jagged edge. 

“It’s just a scratch. I’ll go clean it and—” 

“Let me do it. It’s my fault,” Lorence interrupts. 

“No, it’s okay.” 

“Fleet Commander Minette would have my head if I let her best doctor go untreated. You don’t even have to sit down. Just let me patch you up in the triage room,” Lorence insists. 

I hold in a sigh and nod. He gestures toward the medical tent, so I grab my vest and head toward the doors. 

It’s been weeks since I’ve had a decent night’s sleep. Maybe even longer. After a harrowing trek through the mountains and a never-ending ride through the desert—complete with three surprise attacks by Intergalactic Science Corps units, or ISC, for short—all I want to do is crawl into my tent and bury myself under my covers. 

Anger thrums through me, offering me the strength I need to make it into the triage room. 

I’ll never know the comfort of a nest again, and it’s all his fault. The demon in my dreams. He torments me, giving me tidbits of useless information while plaguing me with nightmares. He’s nameless. Faceless. Ruthless. Cruel. 

He took everything from me. 

Sadness nearly pulls me to my knees, but Lorence opens the first aid box and motions for me to hold out my arm. I turn and angle my elbow toward him. A few nurses pass by, heading from the ICU section to the quarantine rooms in the back, their voices low as they discuss patient and treatment information. Lorence pours an antiseptic on the gash near my elbow. I swallow my hiss of pain. 

Broad shoulders fill the entryway. Pitch-black flesh surrounds eyes as dark as the night sky, complete with whirling galaxies. I avert my gaze before the alpha’s sweeping eyes meet mine, nearly giving myself whiplash in my haste to look anywhere but at the Warrior Elite standing in the doorway. 

Every working neuron in my brain fires, sending mixed signals throughout my body. The urge to flee comes out strongest, closely followed by the longing to launch myself into the male’s arms. 

I’ve spent the last few years avoiding Warrior Elite Choku. I don’t know why, exactly, other than my visceral reaction to him. My tension drains as he pivots on silent boots to continue down the hall. 

Lorence flushes my wound with a bit too much pressure. I grit my teeth and hiss. The alpha swings his attention our way. 

I freeze as his eyes meet mine. Wanting to run, yet held in place by his mesmerizing, swirling irises, I wait for an eternity, unable to breathe through the intensity of his glare. When he shifts his attention to Lorence, I gulp down oxygen as relief shakes through me. 

Without a word, the alpha continues down the hall. My chest tightens and tears prickle the backs of my eyes. 

Lorence sighs and shakes his head, breaking my trance. I swallow again as the wave of disappointment—which makes no sense—continues to batter my insides. 

“Some of the Warrior Elites are terrifying. I swear, after traveling through my solar system, I thought I’d seen it all. Then I joined the Fleet and nearly pissed myself,” Lorence mumbles. 

I can’t bring myself to smile at his self-depreciative chuckle. 

“We need Reepur alphas like Choku,” I say. 

Rarely seen outside of their native solar system, Reepurs live exponentially longer than most races, have multiple corporeal forms, and can access other planes of existence. Their abilities baffle scientists across the known galaxies. 

The rumors circulating around the Fleet tell of thousands of missions wildly successful because of the alpha who just stalked down the hall. 

“Lucky for us, they don’t really require medical care, right? I wouldn’t want to be the one to give him bad news,” Lorence says as he fits a bandage over my wound. 

The need to change the subject has me asking the first thing that comes to mind. 

“How’s Director Sarah doing? Everything okay since she took over?” 

I miss working on base, but I can’t stay in one place for too long, not with these nightmares chasing me. Becoming a traveling doctor for the Fleet’s smaller bases and refugee camps was a hard decision, but I don’t regret it, not when I’m helping those who need it most and keeping my monsters at bay. 

“There’ve been a few snafus, but she’s finding her way. Not everyone can have impeccable bedside manners like you.” 

Shock steals through me as Lorence gently traces his finger around the edge of my bandage. We aren’t close—I don’t do close—so his casual caress hits me harder than I care to admit. With nausea churning in my gut, I pull my arm from his grasp. 

I’ve held patients’ hands. Offered hugs. Stitched flesh and tended to wounds without gloves in the heat of battle. Hauled injured people to safety. Every touch comes with a cost. 

I’m not willing to pay for him. I step away and reach for my vest. 

“Thanks, Lorence. It’s good to know things are still running smoothly. Take care,” I force myself to say before heading toward the door. 

I collide with a wall of muscle. As I ricochet toward the floor, I drop my vest and fling my hands out to brace my fall, but strong arms wrap around me and halt my descent. 

Adrenaline floods my system. My senses sharpen. 

Dread barrels through me as I recognize the arms wrapped around me. 

Warrior Elite Choku lifts me to my feet and holds my shoulders at arm’s length as I find my balance. 

It isn’t far enough away from his towering body. I need a few planets between us. 

So why does my traitorous body lean toward him? 

I step back and nearly tumble head over heels as I trip on my vest. The massive alpha catches me yet again. 

“Sorry! I’m okay,” I say as I scramble out of his hold, knowing full well I escape solely because he lets me. He could flatten me without even trying. 

“Are you?” 

My insides melt at his deep, smooth voice. He undermines my professional façade with two words. I take another step away from him and suck down a steadying breath. 

“Yes. I’m fine.” 

I tuck my fly-away hairs down and straighten my shoulders, using every ounce of my control to remain in place. My inner thoughts scream for me to flee. The insistent chant grows louder with each passing millisecond. 

One black eyebrow rises. 

“I’m sorry. I wasn’t watching where I was going. Can I help you?” 

I could kick myself for asking such a stupid question, but I can’t bury my need to help others. I didn’t become a doctor on a whim. 

“No,” he says. His shoulders block the entire hallway. My control snaps and I ask another stupid question. 

“Then why are you in the medical tent?” 

Great. Now I sound like I’m accusing him of something nefarious. 

“My teammate and his lifemate are down the hall,” Choku says. 

“Do they need anything?” 

“I didn’t ask. They’re both asleep.” 

“Oh. I can check on them in a few minutes if you’re worried?” 

His black lips twitch on his terribly handsome face, highlighting the white No-Smell strip under his nose. After searching my expression, he nods. 

“I’d appreciate that.” 

Butterflies attack my belly and my knees turn to jelly at the approval in his tone. For a few bliss-filled milliseconds, I bask in his attention. 

Reality squashes my delight. Scorpions sting my insides, filling my entire abdomen with fiery pain. I break out in a cold sweat and fight to stay upright. 

When pitch black brows crease in concern, I straighten my shoulders, smooth my hair, and offer him a tight smile. 

“Of course, anytime. I’ll head straight to their room after I debrief the Fleet Commander.” 

Lorence pushes the first aid box to the back of the table with a loud screech. The galaxies within the Reepur alpha’s pupils give an agitated jolt before he swings a glowing glare across the room. 

Without Choku’s gaze trapping me in place, I fill my lungs with a bland breath—using my dulled senses to center myself—and turn to leave through the front entrance, but a deep rumble fills the air. 

“I think you forgot something.” 

Gods, I could drown in his deep voice. I need to get away. Now. Mentally clutching onto my control with everything I have, I turn to face him and realize I left my vest on the floor. 

I flush in embarrassment. 

“Thanks,” I say as I lean down and hoist it onto my shoulders. Exhaustion adds a thousand pounds to each of my boots, but I turn and walk toward the exit. 

I stop mid-step as the distinct tone of a patient flatlining rips through the air. I dart down the hall, pushing past the Reepur alpha as though he isn’t even there, and rush into the room with the alarm. As the first responder, I check the monitor and do a quick visual scan of the patient—a middle-aged beta male with stab wounds in his torso and thigh—before feeling for a pulse. Two nurses rush into the room as I yank the lever to lower the head of the bed and jump on top to straddle the patient. 

“Give him vasopressin,” I demand. 

I stack my hands over his sternum and lock my elbows before throwing my entire body into performing CPR. His sternum cracks under the force of my thrusts, and even though I knew it would happen, nausea spears through me. Sweat pours down my back, but I continue the first round of chest compressions with the single-minded focus required to restart this man’s heart. The moment I pause, the nurse on the right intubates the patient while the nurse on the left injects the vasopressin. 

I start another round of chest compressions. 

With agonizing awareness of the passing seconds—and therefore the male’s dwindling chances—I devote every ounce of my energy into resuscitating him. My arms burn and lower back cramps, but I refuse to stop. 

Two minutes pass. The nurse gives him another shot of vasopressin. I pump his heart for him, cursing softly under my breath, demanding he fight his way back to us. 

Three minutes pass. Four. The nurse marks each one with a shot of vasopressin. 

As the five-minute mark approaches, I give my arms a quick shake to ease the cramping before diving right back into chest compressions. 

The monitor gives a single beep. My heart lurches in hope. I finish my count and lean back, unconsciously holding my breath as I wait for confirmation of his recovery. 

A second beep. I drop my fingers to the pulse point of his neck. His vein moves and the machine beeps again. 

“Continue the vasopressin for the next five minutes. He’ll pull through this,” I say as his heart gives another weak beat. When his eyes move behind his closed eyelids, I take a full breath and swing my leg over him to dismount. 

Blood coats my knee and drips down my shin. 

I jump off the bed and call out rapid instructions. The nurses help me roll him onto his side, moving him as carefully as possible so his broken ribs don’t puncture his organs. 

Choku’s pitch-black knuckles darken my periphery as he grabs the patient’s shoulder and hip from the far side of the bed, keeping the beta propped on his side. 

Lost in the fight for this patient’s life, I barely spare Choku a nod of thanks before ducking down to find the source of the bleeding. 

The trauma of CPR ripped open the stitching of his lower back wound. I grab a handful of gauze and apply pressure to slow the bleeding as I order a scan. The nurse near the patient’s head yanks a device from the wall and sweeps it over the man’s back. 

I glance at the screen. 

“Get him into surgery. Now,” I demand, knowing he needs specialized care to fix the damage. A horde of familiar faces descend, swooping in and taking over. I pass him off to the lead surgeon, knowing he’s in the best hands the Fleet can offer, and fade into the corner where I won’t be in the way. 

The moment they wheel him out of the room, my adrenaline drops. I mentally work through the last few minutes, cataloguing what I did right and what I could have done better as I take in the mess left behind. 

Blood coats me from my thighs down. Wrappers and discarded gloves litter the floor. Smears of crimson cover my chest. The scanner teeters in its holster on the wall. Two dark red puddles, with wheel tracks leading into the hall, sit in the middle of the room. Under the bright light, they paint a stark and morbid picture. 

Images flash through my mind’s eye as nightmarish memories encroach on the present. 

The blood on my hands is too much. My entire body shakes. 

“Do you need help, Director Icarr?” 

I snap into the present with a gut-wrenching jolt. The Reepur alpha stares at me from the opposite side of the room. I square my shoulders and lift my hands to smooth my hair, but I stop when I see the crimson coating them. 

“I’m fine. Thank you for your help, Warrior Elite.” I internally cringe at my brusque tone, but I can’t afford to soften my voice, so I dismiss him with the coldness emanating from my soul. “You can go now. I’ll check on your teammate in a few minutes.” 

I head to the sink to wash my hands, ignoring the alpha’s narrowed stare. When I finish, I glance over my shoulder as I reach for a disposable towel and confirm he left. I exhale a ragged breath and brace my palms on the countertop. 

Worse than the epic high of battle and more intense than the abrupt adrenaline drop afterward, every interaction with the massive alpha leaves me shaken and confused. I don’t know if it’s him or his race, since Reepurs of any dynamic rarely venture outside of their galaxy, but every time he’s near, I fight a sense of impending doom. 

It doesn’t matter. He has no interest in me—why would he? He’s an alpha. Alphas want omegas. I’m not an omega. 

Not anymore. 

I push my body into motion and help clean the room before taking a quick shower in the on-call quarters. The hours of nothingness stretch before me, mocking me with their emptiness. I don’t want to sleep for fear of my nightmares, but my body flags with exhaustion. 

When Fleet Commander Minette—an omega with bright neon-red hair and vibrant blue eyes—intercepts me in the hall and requests I visit several hidden refugee camps, I agree without hesitation. 

If it gets me away from base camp and the Reepur alpha, I’ll go wherever she sends me. 

She rests her palm on my shoulder. 

“Pack extra survival gear, too. There’s a new ISC leader on Mai’CuS. He’s dangerous. I’d keep you on base, but the refugees need you. Be careful out there,” she says with a gentle squeeze to my shoulder. 

I nod and turn to visit Choku’s teammate and come face to face with the very devil I yearn to avoid. 

My heart pounds against my ribcage, and a mixture of excitement and disgust roars through me. 

I smooth my hair and school my features, reminding myself that I’ve been through worse, so I can survive another quick interaction. 

I hope. 

 




Chapter 2
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Choku

The beta female doctor stiffens and fixes her hair—a gesture she employs to hide her discomfort—and looks behind me despite the closed door. 

I focus on her aura and swallow my disappointment when I read nothing but a jumble of murky greys. My ancestral forms perk up and study her from head to toe. 

Something about her interests them, but the energy they give off doesn’t relay whether it’s positive or negative. They react the same way every time I see her. After a moment, they settle back into watching her silently. Whatever they sense keeps them on edge, but I absorb their hyper-vigilance and lean into my other senses. 

A glance down the hall shows Commander Minette’s bright hair. Without full access to my mind’s eye, I can’t tell what her aural colors are, but I see her presence in the astral plane more clearly than I see the beta’s. Further down the hall, Fleet Commander Minette’s massive mate, Commander Draukir, emanates a darker light, but he’s no less obvious through the portal swirling at the forefront of my mind. After a flick of interest at the alpha’s strength, my ancestral forms settle back into lurking within my bone marrow. 

Weeks ago, an attack in the lower levels of an ISC facility trapped me in my human form with severely limited access to my astral and ancestral forms. Beta guards broke through a hidden passageway and hit me—along with the rest of my teammates—with a new type of weapon. My teammate Thret, the male in the room I just left, has made a full recovery from the blasts. 

I have not. 

While my ancestral forms—two identical, primal creatures—returned with a vengeance, I struggle to maintain my connection with the astral realm. Between the ache in my bones from the overwhelming power of my ancestral beings and the weakening of my astral portal, I’ve never felt so unbalanced. 

I push my frustration aside and step away from the closed door, not wanting to wake the exhausted omega nestled in Thret’s lap. 

I brought the weapon back from the attack, but they haven’t figured out where it came from, why it affected only alphas, or why I still don’t have my natural powers back. 

They don’t know to look for answers to the last issue, since the only person I’ve told of my continued dulled senses is Thret. 

My commanders would never allow me to leave base if they knew, but Thret needs me to bring back his newly adopted offspring, so for now, the best option is to keep it between the two of us. 

Fleet Commander Minette nods at Director Icarr before turning and studying me. Her brow rises, but she says nothing, merely taps her watch before holding up three fingers to indicate thirty minutes and turns to collect her lifemate on her way out of the hospital tent. 

With a definitive departure time scheduled, the band around my chest loosens. The sooner we leave, the sooner I can collect Armista, Thret’s newest family member. Chariot’s daughter needs to be on base as soon as possible to help heal their emotional trauma. 

Director Icarr turns toward me. Her guarded expression twists something in my spine, agitating my ancestral forms. 

“Do they need anything?” she asks with a nod toward the door behind me. Her voice washes over me as it always does, the feminine timbre at odds with her clipped tone. My heart pounds against my sternum and I struggle to remain in control of my ancestral forms. My voice emerges colder than I intend. 

“They need rest.” 

Her shoulders stiffen impossibly further at my harsh response, but she softens her stance and clasps her hands in front of her with an understanding demeanor. 

“Then I won’t bother them. I can’t promise to check on them later, but I can ask their doctor to pop her head in at a certain time, if that’ll ease your worry.” 

I step forward, not wanting to speak while I stand so close to the door, but halt when terror clouds Director Icarr’s features. 

Between one blink and the next, her expression completely changes. Without a trace of fear or uncertainty, she stares back at me with a hardness I’ve only seen on a female’s face a handful of times. 

I ease backward and loosen my arms at my sides, attempting to appear as nonthreatening as possible. 

“I’d like that. Please ensure they get a solid four- or five-hour rest before they’re interrupted.” 

She blinks and studies me. After a deep breath, she nods and agrees to speak to their doctor. My dulled senses flare as she turns and strides down the hall, her confident walk so effortless and free of guile my cocks twitch in my pants. Despite wearing loose scrubs over her tactical suit, her curves pique my interest. 

Shock arrows down my spine. I spin on my heel and stalk through the back door. 

The pulsing of my cocks falls flat the moment I leave her presence. It makes no sense. I haven’t felt the stirrings of desire since my adolescence, and never for a beta. 

I crest the hill near the lake and scan the horizon. Once I’m certain no one is around, I descend the slope far enough to ensure no one from the main side of the base can see me. 

Reaching deep into my energy stores, I train my stare on the furthest tree and push my particles into the faded cloud of black energy centered between my eyes. 

Every cell in my body screams in mindless agony. I fall to my knees in the middle of the field, clutching my chest and shaking in misery. Instead of a graceful dive into my astral form, the jump felt more like cramming my body and soul through a meat grinder. 

I wipe the sweat from my brow and brace my hand in the dirt, struggling for oxygen as my lungs piece themselves back together. 

I’m trapped in my human form. It’s unnatural. Stifling. Wrong. 

It hurts. I miss my strength. My abilities. My usefulness. 

I force myself to my feet and stumble into the shade of the tree, refusing to give in to my depressive thoughts. 

Using the rough bark to center my attention, I give my ancestral forms full reign of my body. My particles warp and stretch, doubling in both number and size. 

We stare down at two sets of claws from two different pairs of eyes and sink the ends of our talons into the bark. The urge to destroy nearly leads us to snap the trunk in half, but the crisp white blooms trembling amidst the green foliage stop us. With one form, we lift monstrous knuckles and nudge a cluster of flowers, enjoying the significance of their beauty. Our other form trails their long fingers down the trunk, apologizing for the unnecessary damage. 

Beautiful things deserve to be protected. This tree will soon bear fruit. We must treat it with respect. 

One dark form circles the trunk clockwise while the other stalks counterclockwise, scoping the extent of our sins. The scratches prove superficial. The tree will heal and become plentiful. 

We snarl and converge on a wilting branch. Drooping lower than the others, the limb sports a break near the trunk. We sever the offending material with a swift slice of our talon before snapping it in half and devouring it. 

We want to prowl. To skulk. To hunt. 

But no darkness lurks nearby, and with our connection to the astral plane so weak, we dare not leave the safety of the shade. 

I call my ancestral forms back into my marrow, reshaping my molecules into a singular human form. 

The dirt softens my landing. I suck down oxygen and hang my head as I struggle to piece myself back together. Pain lingers in body, but I push through and use the tree to rise onto my feet. 

As I stride across the field, I shake out my arms and leave my uncertainty behind. No one can know how badly the weapon affected me, so I tuck the information behind my fury. When I reach the top of the hill, I pause and survey the rows of single person tents. 

My teammates all found their lifemates, so even if they were on base, I still wouldn’t see them. Couples live in tents on the other side of the hill, offering them more privacy and isolation. I’d be the only one to bunk in this section. 

Logic states I’m next to find my lifemate, but there’s more than fate at play. 

The ISC, or the Intergalactic Science Corps, has been targeting Warrior Elites and their lifemates. 

The ISC used to be a respectable organization, but it no longer follows its own grounding principles. They torture, maim, and experiment on unwilling dynamics across the known galaxies. 

Except the Mai’CuS branch seems more focused on destroying the lives of omegas. We found all my teammate’s lifemates in the clutches of the ISC. 

My chances of finding my fated omega are slim. Fleet Commander Minette had grounded all Warrior Elite Teams from ISC related missions. My only opportunity to leave base is to retrieve Thret’s newly adopted daughter. 

What if I missed my lifemate during my last mission, when I had even less access to the astral plane? What if she was in the town where we found Thret’s lifemate, but I didn’t sense her while my ancestral forms lay dormant, still recovering from the ISC weapon? 

Even if I were to find my lifemate, would she want me? My control is deplorable. I’m weak. I cannot protect her. Not from the ISC and not from myself. 

Using the strongest emotion I have—fury—to drown out my hopelessness, I start down the hill and find my tent. The dark interior soothes the aching in my soul, but I decide not to linger. 

As I recheck the contents of my backpack one last time, I think of all the horrors my teammates faced while battling for their omegas’ lives. They’ve earned a respite. 

I will not ask my teammates to leave their newfound lifemates to fight my battles for me. This differs from every mission we’ve gone on before. This isn’t about protecting the Fleet as a whole or eradicating the ISC from Mai’CuS. 

This is personal. 

If my full powers have not returned by the time I deliver Thret’s newly adopted offspring to him, I’ll reveal my diminished senses to Command and request to be assigned to a new team. A full team. One without coveted omegas to protect. 

Commander Ru’en, my ice giant team leader, might go cryonic—even with his lifemate’s counteractive flames—but he’ll settle once he realizes this is better for everyone. Thret will grumble and complain but won’t leave his lifemate while she struggles to heal after her time in hell. Jokur will curse me with new and inventive snark, but his much wiser lifemate will keep him in line. Cahress is no longer on the planet—command sent him into orbit with his pregnant omega, Duri—but he’ll still hurt when he hears. Hopefully, over time, he’ll understand my dilemma. 

None of my current teammates deserve to bear the burden of my problems. 

With heavy boots on my feet but fierce determination in my soul, I slap a new No Smell under my nostrils and stalk to the transporters lined up on the side of the road leading to the front gate. I focus on the astral plane and locate Commander Vander, the human alpha who leads the Alpha Elites, by the cargo bay of the front vehicle. 

The only reason I know it’s him is because of the unique pattern along the edges of his glow. The female standing beside him has the same jagged points protruding from her aura. They look so different from the smooth ovals most humans carry in the astral plane. 

Unable to tell their emotions since I can’t see the colors of their glow, I use my eyes and ears to decide how best to approach them. 

“Commander Vander,” I call from several yards away. 

He looks up from his lifemate’s face but remains leaning against the side of the transporter. His laid-back body language sends a contrary signal to the jagged edges of his aura. Without a word, he nods and conveys his acceptance of both my immediate presence and my inclusion in his mission. 

His lifemate’s vibrant purple eyes conduct a slow sweep of my body. I take no offense to her perusal, understanding the primal dance of one predator taking stock of another, because no matter how small her stature may be, her lethality remains obvious in the astral plane. 

“My old chap might not show it, but we’re glad you’re joining us, Choku. Seeck and Nova will appreciate another pair of eyes on the way back, especially ones as skilled as yours,” Evie says as she moves around her mate and props her hip on the bumper in a feminine mimicry of his stance. 

I return her nod. 

“Were you at the last command meeting?” she asks. 

“No, I just returned to base camp two days ago,” I say. 

“Intel revealed a new ISC leader on Mai’CuS, except the real ringer is that he’s been here for several months already. We thought we were fighting independent facilities, but this Alpha Zero guy has been pulling the strings from behind the curtain all along,” she growls in obvious frustration. 

The news further solidifies Fleet Commander Minette’s decision to ground all Warrior Elites. 

Which means I might not get another chance to leave base camp after this mission. 

Searching for a distraction, I flick a glance into the cargo bay and confirm a stark lack of supplies. 

“Aren’t we restocking several of your hidden camps along the way?” I ask. 

A wicked smile pulls at Evie’s lips. 
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