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Dedication

I’m still breathing. So are you.

We win.

Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.
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Blurb

“Your body needs what only I can give it, doesn’t it, little mama? It needs my seed. My strength. My domination.”

  -Cahress

 

When Duri asks her best friend to service her during her first heat, she never expects it to result in pregnancy, but she vows to cherish and protect the new life growing in her womb with every ounce of her omega heart. So, to celebrate her transition into motherhood, she boards a space cruise and prepares to start fresh when she returns home, unaware she’ll never make it. As her spaceship crash lands on a foreign planet, she prays for a miracle.

 

She gets Cahress instead, a massive otter alien alpha with the sweetest purr and dirtiest mouth. As a Warrior Elite–a top secret Special Operations unit of super soldier aliens–and the most laid back of his team, he’s the best male to approach the crash survivors.

 

Except soldiers in white coats get to the scene first and begin capturing innocents for their cruel experiments. At the sound of Duri’s scream, the mate bond flares to life in Cahress’ chest and he rampages his way to her side, killing every male stupid enough to get in his way.

 

She’s his omega lifemate, but she’s pregnant with another alpha’s child.

 

With his suit blocking her scent and hiding her unmarked state, evil scientists on their heels, and miles of wilderness and countless dangers between them and safety, will they be able to survive long enough to find their happily ever after?

 

Mended and Marked (Warrior Elite Series Book 6) is a full-length, scorchin’ hot, dark sci-fi alien romance set on a far-off dystopian planet. Intended for +18 readers.

 

Tropes/themes include:

*Dirty Talk

*Pregnancy

*Protective Alpha

*Innocent Omega

*Forced Proximity

*Friends to Lovers

*Touch Her And Die

*Sweet and Shy FMC

*Forbidden Romance

*Special Monster Peen

*Nonshifter 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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Duri

The vast openness of space locks me in amazement and holds me hostage until footsteps pull my attention away from the massive viewing window. 

“Still standing here, Du?” 

I smile and bat Seung’s hand away, years of friendship teaching me to expect his teasing tug on my hair. 

“Of course. It’s so… mesmerizing. It makes me feel small.” 

“You are small, Duri—except for that belly of yours.” 

His light tone and soft chuckle take the sting out of his words, but I tilt my head away to hide my blush. My hands lift and caress the swell of my expanding waistline, protecting the new life growing in my womb. 

I don’t have any immediate words to toss back at him. It’s my fault I’m carrying his offspring: if I had elected to suffer through my heat alone instead of asking him to tend me, I wouldn’t be pregnant. 

But I can’t feel shame for such a gift. It’s precious, even if its father and I will only ever be friends. I fill my lungs until they ache and offer him my brightest smile. 

“It’ll get bigger, you know. I’m not even halfway through the pregnancy yet.”

“Ew, Du. You sure know how to make an alpha cringe. Go on to the medical bay then, while my offering is still fresh.” 

Trying to hide how much his playful words hurt, I force my smile bigger and pat his arm as I step around him. 

“Thanks, Seung. You didn’t have to come, much less offer more services, so I’m truly grateful.” 

He shrugs and turns toward the expanse of nothingness, causing an ache to pulse behind my sternum. 

We spoke at length and signed a contract before my heat began, so I know he holds no regrets over our rutting and subsequent child, but his dismissal still hurts. 

With a heavy heart, I start the trek to the medical bay, keeping close to the wall despite the wide hallway. The same worries I’ve carried for years seem to weigh heavier than ever before, but I bear them as best I can. 

Each step offers me another moment of newness. Another moment of motherhood, even if I haven’t met my baby yet. I shake off my troubling thoughts and sneak my hand to the bottom curve of my belly, excitement bubbling within me. 

When a shape no taller than my protruding belly button darts out of a room as I pass, I squeak and flail, trying my best to keep my feet under me. 

I fail, landing on my hands and knees. As sharp pain lances through my arms and legs, a tall, curvy shape steps from the same room, her shout ringing in my ears. 

“Oh no! Are you alright?” 

Her husky voice sounds more harried than worried, and through the haze of pain I realize it must have been her child I almost squashed. The patter of tiny feet scurrying down the hall awakens my own maternal instincts. 

Gritting my teeth, too shaken and embarrassed to form words, I sit back and nod while gesturing for her to follow her youngling. 

“I’m sorry. He just got his cast removed, but it’s no excuse. Hayden, get back here right this instant!” 

Little feet don’t even pause as they round the corner. His mother takes off after him, leaving me to rise on my own. Casting a glance around the hall as I use the wall to stand, I shake my head and thank the gods there was no one else around to share my embarrassment. I brush my knees with shaky fingers and check my palms. With the smooth floor and short distance, only a light blue bruise forms on the heel of my right palm where a blood vessel popped from the impact. I don’t bother to lift my skirt to look at my knees—I already know two new bruises form over my kneecaps, joining the myriad of other scrapes and bruises. 

Who would have thought a slightly unlucky person could turn into an outright clutz with the change in balance pregnancy brings? 

Sighing at myself, I hurry down the hall with as even a gait as I can manage, not stopping until I reach room number six. I slide my passenger card across the reader and twist the handle after it turns green. The overhead lights turn on as I step into the room, revealing the examination table along the far wall, the privacy screen in the corner, and the row of medical equipment built into the left wall. 

A tray of instruments sits beside the temperature-controlled container at the foot of the table. I flip the lock on the door and limp across the room. After opening the container and pulling out the hot bottle and cellophane wrapped pill, I quickly shut the lid and set the bottle on the tray. With careful fingers, I unwrap the massive egg-like pill and cram it in my mouth before grabbing the bottle and sucking down the hot water as fast as possible. If it weren’t for the oily coating on the casing of the pill, it wouldn’t fit down my throat. Even so, I fight to choke it down. 

The struggle proves worth it as the casing dissolves and releases my best friend’s seed into my stomach. A tiny limb bops my internal organs as my womb dweller dances in delight over the natural nutrients. I smile, enjoying the sensation for a moment before sucking in a breath and climbing onto the table. 

A shudder rolls through the room, making me pause, but when nothing else seems out of the ordinary, I settle my rump on the table and swallow my discomfort. My cheeks heat as my pulse echoes between my legs, the incessant ache of lust never far away since pregnancy causes my hormones to run high. 

Ignoring the raised heat on my face, knowing a blush paints my cheeks red, I pull the cylinder from the container, fit it into the speculum resting on the tray, and hike my skirt up. With my heels braced on the edge of the table, I slide the cold metal between my labia, still uncomfortable with the process even though I’ve done it almost every other day for almost twenty weeks. Unable to stop the trembling of my hand and the subsequent tightening of my body at the intimate touch, I insert the tool and deploy the plunger until it clicks. Pressure grows deep within my channel as the synthetic plug expands, fitting itself above my pubic bone where an alpha knot would expand. I shift my hand to remove the speculum and gasp as the table vibrates under me. 

Gravity shifts as I yank the tool from between my legs. My back slams into the wall and my feet slip off the edge of the table as the entire ship jerks. 

The lights flicker. 

With the calming warmth of Seung’s seed infiltrating my insides, my brain struggles to understand the significance of the changes. I push my skirt down over my knees and blink at the video projected on the wall, an odd detachment making it take several moments for me to realize it’s an announcement from the cruise’s captain. 

Wrapping my arms around my midsection, I force my brain to focus on the captain’s words. 

“—entering the atmosphere in twenty seconds. I say again, use only the escape pods on decks three and four. All individuals on decks one and two, strap into the nearest safety seat. Prepare for a crash landing.” 

Even as the overhead lights turn a flashing red and sirens blare, I stare in mute shock at the elderly man’s face. 

Is this a joke? 

The table jolts underneath me. 

No, not a joke, and even if it is, I can’t take the risk of ignoring the signs. 

Almost falling to my knees as I jump off the table, I stagger to the emergency seats built into the corner of the room. My hands attack the straps the second my butt hits the surface, fumbling and fighting until the harness rests against my chest. I smash the red button on the armrest and wince as the straps tighten against my torso, but I reach upward and yank the shield down until it clicks into place at the end of the armrest. A second see-through barrier rises from the floor and seals itself to the first, fully encasing me and the empty chair next to me in a small misshapen room. 

The captain’s face remains on the screen until the power flickers, the strobe lighting lasting for several seconds until everything goes pitch black. Not even the emergency lights turn on. For terrifying, endless seconds, I sit alone. My skull squeezes my brain until I worry my eyeballs will pop out of my skull. I hug my stomach, praying for help, desperate to protect my youngling. 

I want them to survive more than anything in the universe. They’re mine. I love them. 

Needing to block out the sirens and horrible jerking of the craft, I whisper to the new life in my belly, telling them over and over how much I need them. How much I love them. How I’ll do everything I can to protect them, if only they’ll stay strong while chaos strikes. 

With a deafening boom, my senses explode into fragmented nonsense as the ship meets land. The vast emptiness of space invades my thoughts, stealing me away from the present and holding me hostage in darkness. 

Yet even here, pain finds me. I hurt. I hurt in too many places. My head. My spine. My legs. 

But not my abdomen. Held securely to the seat and protected from the worst of the impact by the shields, the new life growing in my womb swims in the seed of an alpha they may never meet again. 

Wetness seeps down my face. 




Chapter 2
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Cahress

White-hot agony shoots into my knuckles and up through my wrist. I ignore the pain and grab the barrel with my other hand, using my attacker’s own momentum to propel him closer to me. With pins and needles pricking up and down my arm, I lift my forearm and bring it crashing down on the black clad limb so hard bones crack. 

The puny ISC guard dies screaming as I pull my blade from my chest harness and bury it in his throat. Crimson sprays in a wide arc as I yank my knife free of him, letting him free fall to the ground with a wet thump. 

Adrenaline floods my veins, urging me to fall into instinct, but I use my years of training and stay firmly in control of my motions. Wiping the filthy blade on my water-resistant suit, I slide it back into its holster and stalk forward. 

“Well, if they didn’t already know we’re here, they do now,” Thret rumbles, stepping around me and sending me an angry glance. I roll my shoulders and force my dense fur to settle, knowing Thret thinks of nothing beyond the mission. His thick, bony plates reflect the soft yellow light from the floorboards, causing his silhouette to shift through the shadows. 

“I don’t hear an alarm, and it’s not like he had enough time to sound one.” 

At my retort, Commander Ru’en snarls and stalks forward. His white pupils narrow in his black irises, relaying his annoyance. 

“We can’t take chances, Cahress. These ISC bastards are too conniving. Take the rear.”

His shoulder grazes mine as he passes, chilling my skin despite our temperature regulated suits. A rare Frigent, Commander Ru’en’s blood runs like liquid ice in his veins—even through both of our suits he sucks the heat right out of my flesh. 

Usually he doesn’t run so cold, but a few weeks ago another Warrior Elite pummeled him into the ground, turning the normally grim alpha into a cruel beast. With the added adrenaline of our mission, he pulls all traces of warmth from the air, creating an almost visible cloud of icicles around him.

Commander Ru’en strides past Thret and leads the way down the darkened hall, his footsteps eerily silent on the backlit floor panels. 

Thret follows him on equally quiet feet. 

Jokur taps my shoulder. The dark markings around his eyes camouflage well in the dim lighting, but my keen eyesight sees him point at himself then motion toward the rear, letting me know he wants me to go in front. I nod and follow Thret. 

We haven’t heard anything from Choku, which is a blessing. His special skills make him the perfect candidate for sneaking to the other side of the mountain and securing any potential exits. If he hasn’t contacted us via our suits’ communication units, then we don’t have to worry about ISC reinforcements showing up out of nowhere, like they did when Warrior Elite Team 1 began the first invasion of an ISC facility on this planet, Mai’CuS. 

I dart across the first doorway and keep my attention trained further down the hall, waiting for Commander Ru’en and Thret to clear the room. They exit empty-handed with the scent of death clinging to their suits. 

The moment they exit the room, I continue to the nearest doorway and check the surrounding wall for hidden cameras or traps and swipe the hacked chip hidden in my wristband across the card reader. I surge forward, entering the room before the door fully opens, and lunge across the space. My knife pierces the beta’s temple before he finishes sitting up. He falls back onto the bed and jerks as I slice his throat. Several seconds later, he lies as still as death. A quick perusal of the room shows no other beings within, so I wave Jokur out and follow him into the hall. 

Only three other doors remain—one on the left, one on the right, and the reinforced door at the end of the hall. 

Commander Ru’en glares at me, relaying his unhappiness over my disobedience—because how dare I not be last in formation—before he unlocks the last door on the right and disappears into the darker room. Thret follows him in, an unnecessary precaution, but we don’t take chances. 

For over a decade we’ve fought together in the worst places. We’ve killed innumerable foes and done unspeakable deeds, yet we’ve also saved countless innocent souls, including most of my family, in our war against the ISC. 

The largest scientific body across the known galaxies, the ISC hides in plain sight. They began long ago as a company intended for good, but over time, they became corrupt. Entire branches do as they wish, mostly without recourse, using the funding and support of the company to conduct vile experiments. We’ve encountered horrifying scenes and conditions over the years, but every time we questioned personnel, the answer has always been the same. 

No one knows who leads the evil branches of the ISC. Cut off one leader’s head and two more rise to take their place. 

My teammates and I each began our own quests to rid the galaxy of ISC scum on our own terms, but when we one-by-one crossed paths, we knew we’d never find a better team. Commander Ru’en has a mind created for tactics, even with his grumpy façade, and I trust him with my life. I know I’ll never find a better leader. 

He exits the room and falls in behind Jokur as I approach the last barracks room. A quick sweep of the surroundings, swipe of my wristband, and silent attack later, and my team remains the only living creatures within the narrow hall. 

Nestled in the caves of a barren mountain range, this facility should only hold a few rooms beyond the reinforced door. We had no clue tiny compounds like this existed until a few weeks ago—right after Commander Ru’en got his ass beat by a fellow Warrior Elite from Team 1. 

The concept of tiny pockets of evil tucked anywhere along the surface of the planet is terrifying and daunting, especially since we intend to stay on Mai’CuS for the rest of our lifespans. 

Almost a decade ago, we met a convincing and talented omega spy, Commander Minette, and her war bred alpha, Commander Draukir. They pitched their spiel of intentions and won our loyalty by proving their skills. 

Our common enemy—the ISC—and the threat to our peoples brought us here. We need a place to live in safety. Mai’CuS will be that place. 

We must rid it of pests first, which is why we’re infiltrating this compound in the middle of the night, with no backup beyond our own skills. 

With every room devoid of life, Commander Ru’en approaches the heavy metal door. 

My gut tightens, the familiar sense of dread infecting my chest and sending tingles down my spine. It weighs down the tip of my tapered tail, but I flex my muscles and force it into a ready position. 

Nothing good ever hides behind doors locked by the ISC. I can only pray that whatever lies beyond remains healthy enough for medical care or is already dead. 

Instinct tells me we won’t be that fortunate this time. 

Using a fallen guard’s key card, Commander Ru’en unlocks the door and cracks it open. He stands, poised to strike, with less than an inch between the door and the frame. Several seconds tick by as we remain on high alert, listening for any alarms or signs of trouble. When none arise, we stalk forward on silent feet, leaving a few yards between each of us for safety’s sake. 

The fluorescent lighting makes the white walls and floor painfully bright. I shift my knife within my grasp, getting a better hold on the hilt as my heart thuds against my breastbone. 

Faint wails leak through the two doors, the sound growing louder as we stalk closer. Commander Ru’en and Thret head to the furthest vestibule, while Jokur and I crouch on either side of the unassuming door over halfway down the long hall. 

More than three voices create the endless sounds of agony, and although none of us show it, the pain infects our hearts. 

Commander Ru’en taps his own shoulder and crouches low. Three seconds later, Thret and I use key cards we took from the ISC guards we murdered to open the doors and rush in. 

Crimson colors my vision. 

Strapped to a chair in the middle of the room sits a broken omega. Patches of her skin look blacker than barbecue while thin vertical lines on her torso, face, and limbs seep blood. Though sheared to her scalp in several places, what remains of her hair sports caked blood and other unmentionable substances. 

A human alpha, covered head to toe in white, wields a thin surgical instrument as he hovers over her. 

I fling my arm and watch as my knife somersaults through the space between us. It sinks into his bicep and forces him to drop his weapon. His subsequent shout ends on a wet gurgle as I yank a second knife from my chest harness and lunge across the room, burying my blade between his face shield and chest protection. Dark red liquid spews from his neck in a wide arc as I kick his stomach, keeping my knife tight in my grip. 

The wailing doesn’t stop. It surrounds me, bombarding me from both sides and sending streaks of pain into my soul. 

An emaciated form lies curled on the bed, barely more than sallow flesh wrapped around frail bones. A machine whirs near the head of the threadbare mattress, an ugly brown liquid flowing through the clear tubes and into the human’s arm. 

She screams in time with the bound omega, their sounds of misery so in sync my own heart quails at the implication. 

When I step toward the husk of a human on the bed, Jokur finishes checking the corners of the room before approaching the omega in the chair. I don’t hesitate, sensing how little time these individuals have left to live if they don’t receive proper medical care. 

Reading the dials and switches on the machine leaves me with more questions than answers, so I squat down next to the bed and take off the top half of my mask, keeping the bottom half sealed over my nose and mouth in case of an airborne attack. 

“Look at me.” 

The woman does not stop screaming. I touch the back of her hand, only to yank back in horror when blood bursts from her flesh. 

Jokur yells. I turn. The omega’s hand bleeds freely. Bile rises in my throat as I realize her new injury sprouts from where I touched the female on the bed. 

“Shit! What do we do?” Jokur puts my own thoughts into words. Movement from the corner of my eye makes me surge to my feet, ready for whatever attack may come. 

The large, rectangular frame embedded into the far wall morphs to a mirror before becoming opaque, revealing the room beyond. 

An alpha stands strapped to a torture device in the center of the room, facing the frame. Three white clad corpses lay in heaps on the floor while Commander Ru’en and Thret stand on either side of the high-tech torture device. 

“We get them out of here. That’s what we do,” Commander Ru’en demands in a tight voice. 

A few heavy seconds pass as we gather our mental defenses. 

“The female on the bed cannot be touched.” 

I point to their hands, including the alpha’s identical wound in the gesture. 

“We’ll do what we can. Provide quick first aid and prep them for travel. We can’t stay.” 

Jokur curses and squats down in front of the chair as Thret pivots to stand in front of the unknown alpha, their movements quick and efficient as they take off the top of their helmets and pull out their first aid kits. 

I follow suit, returning my attention to the woman on the bed. She resembles a skeleton more than a human, so sick I can’t tell if she’s omega or beta. 

Glancing over my shoulder as I grab my first aid kit, I grit my teeth as silence sits heavy in the terror-filled air. Knowing Commander Ru’en won’t approve, I ease a comforting rumble through my chest. 

“Hi, little female. You don’t know me, but I’m here to take you away from here.” 

Cloudy eyes meet mine and her mouth opens, but no sound comes out. With steady hands despite the fury and fear swirling through my chest, I turn off the machine and crimp the line a few inches above her port before cutting the tube with the tiny, sterile pair of scissors in my kit. Keeping my gloves away from her flesh, I secure the end of the line to her forearm with a loose bandage. As I slide my attention to her bleeding hand, all chaos breaks loose. 

One moment limp, the next seizing, she jerks and writhes so hard the bed shakes despite being bolted to the floor. Thick brownish blood pours from her hand, mouth, and eyes, the gory scene made worse as her flesh tears open with each movement. I press her into the mattress with a forearm across her shoulders and thighs, trying to protect her from herself, but she’s lost to the world. 

She stops moving. Stops breathing. Stops bleeding. 

With my emotions in turmoil but my body locked tight within my cold control, I rise and discover the other two victims in the same state—dead. 

There’s too much blood soaked into the mattress for any hope of resuscitation. 

“Drag or burn?” Thret asks without emotion.

I grit my teeth and ignore the memories flashing through my mind’s eye. Time and time again I find myself in similar horror and time and time again I make it through by the tip of my tail. 

“Burn.” 

Commander Ru’en’s decision fills me with both relief and horror. Dragging bloody corpses through the mountains holds zero appeal but setting the bodies on fire always sends the weight of finality through my soul. 

Needing no other instruction since we’ve spent years completing missions together, we move in unison, pulling little oblong discs from our belts and placing them in opposite corners of the room. I toss my detonator to Jokur and stalk into the hall, keeping my gait even and senses alert despite the sludge roiling in my stomach. 

Such evil leaves a stain on the soul, even after a decade of exposure. 

I slide the top half of my mask back into place and set my sights on the outer door. Wanting nothing more than to feel the cool, fresh air shifting through my thick, tan undercoat, I squash the desire and continue forward, pushing through the reinforced door and entering the first room on the right. After placing a disk in the far corner, I exit into the hall and follow Thret as he heads toward the outer door, his second explosive already placed in the second room on the right. 

Jokur joins our procession after placing his disc in the room on the opposite side of the hall. Commander Ru’en brings up the rear, catching Jokur’s detonator after he tosses it over his shoulder. 

The outer door swings open at Thret’s vicious shove, slamming against the jagged wall of the cave so hard the metal warps. He sprints the last three steps before lunging into the darkness. 

I follow him, throwing my body over the lip of the cave and free falling for a few glorious moments. I wish I could enjoy the wind ruffling my dense pelt, whistling through my whiskers, and streaming over the broad base of my tail, but my suit provides a necessary barricade between myself and the world. I reach out and grab a shallow outcropping. Swinging my momentum sideways into a wide arc, I release the handhold and jump from jagged rock to jagged rock until the mountains rise to cover the lightening sky. 

As the first light of dawn teases the horizon, I leap one last time, propelling my body over the maze of deadly boulders along the outer rim of the mountain range and fall for long moments until my boots thud against hard-packed clay. Sprinting forward, I move out of Jokur’s landing spot but stay close to the base of the large stone boulder. 

Behind us lies death and misery, hidden within cold stone. 
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