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Dedication

To those seeking an escape from the real world: I do it, too. I search through movies, TV series, comics, and books, sometimes for hours, and still can’t find what I’m looking for. 

I hope you find an escape in these pages. As with each of my stories, I poured my heart and soul into this one, and Veena and Fek stole pieces of me. I hope they do the same to you, at least for a little while. 

Thanks for taking a chance on me. I’ll never be able to express how honored and humbled I am over your support. 

Happy knotty reading! 
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Blurb

“You’re mine, little omega. Mine to claim. Mine to pleasure. Mine to protect.”

  -Fek

 

Locked in an underground lab by evil scientists, Veena stays strong through hours of torture for the sake of her omega sisters, but when soldiers invade the facility and declare them rescued, she collapses in relief. She wakes above ground for the first time in her adult life, but she doesn’t find the freedom of her dreams.

 

She gets Fek instead, a massive alien alpha with orange scales and reptilian eyes. As a Warrior Elite–a top secret Special Operations unit of super soldier aliens–and the brother of a seer, he dreads the call of the mate bond.

 

Until he feels Veena's presence and rampages across the desert, destroying everything in his path to claim her. Their wild union is both a dream come true and the beginning of a nightmare.

 

She's his omega lifemate, but a dark prophecy looms over his future.

 

When Veena suffers an unexpected heat and becomes pregnant in the wilderness, Fek desperately tries to get them to safety, but fate lands them back in the clutches of evil scientists. Can they escape together and find their happily ever after, or will they be forever doomed?

 

Taken and Teased (Warrior Elite Series Book 3) 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:

*Breeding

*Pregnancy

*Threatened Miscarriage

*Sweet Omega

*Protective Alpha

*Forced Proximity

*Touch Her And Die

*Strong Female Lead

*Special Monster Peen

*OTT Jealous/Possessive Hero

*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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Veena

My heartbeat quickens along with the scratching of pencils on paper, the three other testers racing to finish before the dreaded alarm goes off. 

I won’t make it. I passed the last three rounds by the skin of my teeth, earning a punishment each time for answering a question wrong. Fatigue wraps cotton around my brain, my hands shaking so badly I can barely circle the correct letters. 

The page blurs before my eyes, but I scribble the next answer as fast as I can, despite my body’s jittery movements and hopelessly scattered thoughts. 

It’s been a few weeks since we tested. The break should have restored me from the intensity of the last line of tests, so I should be able to handle the consequences, but today they’ve taken their toll. 

I tighten my fingers on the pencil and move to the next question, desperate to reach the end on time. As I press the lead to the paper, a distinct crack filters through the buzzing in my brain. 

I freeze in horror and sit staring blankly for endless moments, expecting to pay for breaking my pencil, but a soft sob pulls my attention to my right. 

Oh no. 

My stomach sinks to my toes as Aashna stares at the splintered wood in her hand. A tear almost lands on her paper, but she fixes her posture just in time for it to roll down her cheek instead. She doesn’t wipe it away for fear of reprimand, preferring to sit with the trail of humiliation and fear on her face than garner more attention. 

The deceptively soft electronic chime sounds from the ceiling. All pencils cease their rushed scrabbling, and in robotic union we set them down on our desk, perfectly aligned with the right edge of our paper with the sharpened point aimed toward the front of the room. 

Except Aashna’s is broken. 

I tremble for her, wishing I could take her punishment, but knowing I would only earn her more pain if I tried. 

The door opens, ending the façade of privacy. Why they bother to leave the room during testing, I don’t know. We all know they watch from behind the large, framed mirror, and the devices they’ve planted in and on us give them the power to punish us from afar. 

My right leg twitches, still recovering from the last electrical shock. The device wrapped around my thigh almost cuts into my skin from how tight it is, and the one on my left thigh isn’t much looser. 

They hurt less than my left arm, though. The injection site pulses with heat, a burning pain coursing down the back of my arm and infecting the rest of my joints with fire. I grit my teeth and ignore the sweat dripping down my back. 

“Subject 143, stand,” says the masked figure standing at the front of the room. 

Aashna rises to her feet, her shoulders curled forward in fear. She trembles but keeps her arms hanging loosely at her sides, the acrid stench of terror and dread permeating from her pores. 

“Subject 186, stand.” 

My body moves instinctively, taught through years of abuse. The cold floor turns my feet to ice, my thin slippers doing little to protect me. 

“You have failed to complete the test. Place both palms on your desk.” 

Like puppets on a string, we bend at the waist and place our hands at the top corners of our desks. 

Lightning zaps both of my thighs, scorching my flesh from the inside and tensing every muscle from my toes to my face. For long, agonizing seconds, I stand locked in blinding pain. 

When it ends, the true torture begins. 

My arms shake so hard my desk rattles, but I squeeze my shoulders together and curl my toes against the floor, demanding my body fight the tremors. 

A pencil clatters to the floor. 

I wish it were mine. 

Aashna sobs and begs for forgiveness, but two giants, covered head to toe in white, stalk into the room. 

“Subject 143, you will receive an injection for failing to compose yourself and two days of solitary confinement for destruction of ISC property.” 

Her wails bounce off the stark white walls, the polished floor doing nothing to soften her cries. I fight to stay bent over my desk, wanting nothing more than to grab her and carry her to safety. 

But I can’t and it kills a part of my soul. 

The door shuts behind them, cutting off her sobs and leaving a terrible silence. 

“Subject 186, stand.” 

My joints creak as I straighten. 

“Subject 127, stand.” 

Sharra rises to her feet, tears in her dull blue eyes. 

“You have answered two or more questions incorrectly. Place your palms on your desk.” 

We heed our puppet master’s command. 

My calves cramp and stomach heaves, but I stay in position. 

The door opens. Sharra tenses and grunts as her body jerks through her punishment, her thigh bands emitting a quiet sound as they shock her. 

Wearing the same white uniform every other Enforcer wears, a massive form steps into the room. With a mirrored face shield and all-encompassing hazmat suit, complete with white gloves and boots, he strides straight to my side. He jabs a needle into the back of my arm, depresses the plunger halfway, and settles his hand on the back of my nape. 

Seconds tick by. He doesn’t remove the needle from my arm. The prick of pain turns cold, stealing a whimper from me. 

He empties the last of the medicine into my arm. My forehead clunks to the desk as he pushes me down by my nape. 

Ice flows through my veins, freezing me from the inside. Dots dance in my darkened vision, the desk gaining bits of phantom colors while I battle whatever they injected me with. 

By the time I draw a shaky, somewhat controlled breath, the Enforcer no longer haunts the room. 

“Subject 186. Subject 127. Stand.” 

I force myself upward, so weak I almost slump to the floor. 

“Sit. Test H begins now. Ten minutes.” 

With my butt in the chair and the pencil in my hand, I stare blankly at the fresh piece of paper on my desk. No matter how hard I try, I can’t gather my thoughts enough to focus on the black ink. 

The lights flash red a second before an ear-piercing tone blasts through the room. 

Myself, Sharra, and Wella, the omega on my left, sit frozen in shock. 

We’ve never heard this alarm before. We have no instructions to follow, no training to adhere to, so we sit in horrified uncertainty as the alarm continues to blare and the eerie red lights flash. 

A tremor begins under our feet, small at first, but it grows until our desks rattle and our chairs vibrate. 

The door bursts open, and monsters clad in black and covered in weapons stomp in. 

“Drop whatever you have and put your hands in the air!” 

Pencils clatter to the floor and palms tremble above our heads as we comply. 

A massive beast reeking of aggression and ash steps forward, his scent smacking my senses into a loop. 

I haven’t smelled alpha pheromones in years. His makes my stomach curdle and soul shrivel. 

“If you are an employee of the ISC, say so now or lose the protection of the Fleet Commander.” 

We dare not move. 

“You in the middle. Slowly stand and turn. Keep your hands above your head.” 

My first attempt to rise fails, my legs giving out before I make it halfway up. I scoot the chair away from the desk with shaky legs before struggling to my feet since my muscles act like jelly. 

I shuffle around, feeling vulnerable with a hoard of alpha beasts at my back. Before I can even blink, the male secures my wrists together at the small of my back. 

Even with his gloves between us, my skin crawls as he pats me down, his touch rough but more clinical than interested. 

“All clear.” 

Thick fingers wrap around my bicep and haul me toward the door. Through the pulsing red lights, I see Sharra and Wella receiving the same treatment before the stranger pushes me through the doorway. 

The hall contains nothing but chaos. Battle hardened alphas rush forward, leaving only a narrow strip of space in the direction my handler pushes me. After several hard knocks to my already hurting shoulder, the male behind me snarls and shouts a rough word. 

The line of warriors creates more space, steering around us so I no longer get run into. 

Realizing we’re heading away from the rest of my clan, my mind breaks from its daze. 

“Wait, my sisters!” 

The words barely croak from my terrified throat, but the stranger behind me hears me somehow. 

“Are they down below?” 

“Yes.”

“Then they’ll be rescued, too.” 

Rescued? This doesn’t feel like a rescue. 

“Not the ones in solitary confinement.” 

The roughened pads of his gloved fingertips dig into my collarbone, his hand so large it almost spans around my entire neck. 

He veers into a test room so quickly my slippers slide along the floor. 

“Jokur, take those two to medical. This one says she has something to show me.” 

“Yes, Commander Ru’en.” 

Sharra and Wella disappear into the fray, the large black clad form blocking my view of them. 

Adrenaline keeps me on my feet. Terrifying black eyes with white pupils train on me. 

Commander Ru’en, as I now know him, frightens me more now that I know his name. Such an intimate thing, a name. Other than my sisters, I haven’t heard another name spoken, much less in a masculine voice, in over two years. 

My heart quails as every fiber of my being demands I run away from him, but I remember Aashna’s screams as they carried her away. 

“Where is solitary confinement?” 

“Down.” 

“Do you know your left from your right?”

“Yes.” 

He points my toes toward the door, his hand never leaving my nape. 

“You will tell me which direction to go no less than five steps before we turn. Do you understand?” 

“Yes.” 

“Go.” 

He pushes me forward. I stumble, but his grip keeps me upright. His pace nearly kills me. I run to keep up with his punishing strides, barely able to speak for how hard my heart pounds. 

By the time we reach the hidden cells, my breaths rasp in my throat. Five other alphas stand behind Commander Ru’en, their weapons trained on the smooth wall ahead of us. 

“Is this a trick?” 

Unable to form words, I turn my body and pull my cuffed hands around my hip, doing my best to point up to the tiny notches along the ceiling, my body shaking so badly I worry they won’t see the minute differences in the paneling. 

I won’t be able to show them how to open the doors if they ask me. I’ve never seen how—I only know the Enforcers always have their hands along the top when the doors slide open. When you’ve been in complete darkness for hours, the fluorescent light from the hallway blinds you, preventing you from seeing hidden latches or levers. And I’m much too short. And my wrists are bound. 

One alpha steps forward and digs his fingers into the corner where the wall and ceiling meet. A latch pops open halfway down the wall. He grabs it and swings it wide. 

With her face tucked in a corner away from us, Aashna curls into herself, her shoulders shaking from her sobs. The space is so narrow she has no choice but to remain standing. 

Before I can call out to her, the alpha cuffs her hands behind her back and frisks her. 

“How many are there?” 

“Eleven.” 

Commander Ru’en pushes my back against the wall and demands I stay. My limbs grow impossibly heavier, my senses dampening the chaos of war as my adrenaline wanes. 

The floor vibrates under my feet, feminine screams and masculine shouts fill my ears and red lights stream across my vision, but numbness spreads. 

The last solitary confinement door slams open. A black hole opens under my feet and gravity sucks me in. 

A brief bit of pain flashes through my head before I succumb to the void. 
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Fek

I rise from the depths, enjoying the murky water until I leave the cloud of sand near the lake floor. The sun streaks through the water, creating a brilliant display of tiny fish and floating plants. 

The aquatic team has been hard at work developing this section of the lake, but it’ll still be months before any of these creatures will be ready for consumption. 

I watch a tiny yellow fish dart this way and that, a sliver of envy working its way into my chest. 

The little finned creature will be given every opportunity to grow and procreate before meeting its demise. 

I will not. 

Red and black scales flash across my outer vision. 

Lyc. 

We don’t belong underwater. Not any longer. Although our ancestors lived on an aquatic planet, time and evolution brought change. The surface dried and so we lost our ability to breathe water, but our lung capacity still exceeds most land dwellers. 

If it weren’t for years of training on top of our natural aptitude, neither of us would be prolific in the swimming skill set. 

I sweep my hand upward, signaling my ascent to my brother. 

Born of the same pod, we’ve been together our entire lives. Our different colorations did not deter our young selves from the draw we felt to each other, and even with the difficulties his talents bring, I would not change our friendship for the universe. 

The hot desert wind brushes against my scalp as I break the surface of the water, ruffling my mohawk despite how drenched it is. 

Eerie black eyes join me, Lyc keeping the lower half of his face underwater. I lift a brow and motion to the far side of the lake where base camp stands. 

His slitted pupils narrow before he nods and silently sinks back under. 

Despite the beauty and hope surrounding us, a wriggling sense of unease taps at my breastbone. 

Long ago, before we left our homeland, a younger version of my brother ruined any chances of our happily ever afters. A cloud of horror hangs over our heads, following us everywhere we go, even to the bottom of oceans and across galaxies. 

This swim was a stupid idea. A fool’s last-ditch effort to find peace within the storm. 

The future is coming, and there’s no way to stop it. 

I swim, keeping my back along the surface to enjoy the warmth of the sun on my scales. 

When I reach the shore, Lyc already stands on the path, clothed and ready to head back into town. He says nothing as I rise from the water and stalk to the tree where my clothes lay. 

My unease grows as I dress, morphing from an unwelcome tapping to a painful thumping. After checking that my knives and other weapons remain battle ready, I join my brother on the path. 

We head straight to the headquarters tent in the center of the main camp, intent on getting the most recent news. A sandy transporter screeches to a halt in front of us, blocking the entrance to the tent. The back hatch slams open, the tailgate bouncing a few times before the first warrior jumps out. 

I recognize them as the members of the fourth Warrior Elite team. 

My brows rise in alarm, and I meet Lyc’s eyes, his expression as neutral as ever, but I catch the knowledge of trouble in his pupils. Words of the past ghost through my ears, spoken by the lips of the one who refuses to speak now. 

Fate must unfold. 

Warrior Elite Team Four should be halfway across the planet right now, leading the attack on one of the ISC facilities expected to be almost the size of the one we failed to overthrow a few weeks ago. 

Why are they back so soon? 

The sense of dread thumping behind my breastbone roars to life. My ears ring. I almost turn and run—to where, I do not know, but the urge to flee strikes me so hard I lock my muscles in place to avoid looking like a terrified podling. 

The commander of the team jumps free of the cargo bay. 

My scales tingle in warning. The wind shifts, carrying the scents wafting off Commander Ru’en’s suit to me. Mixed with gunpowder, aggression, and terror, the sultry perfume of omega hits my sinuses and blasts through my skull. 

My vision turns red from a rage so potent it shackles my thoughts and hijacks my body, launching me into the air and sending my fist into Commander Ru’en’s face. He hits the ground and tries to roll, his reflexes admirable but not quick enough. My fist lands on his face over and over again while I straddle him, riding his every attempt to buck me off with ease. The need to destroy him overrules all logic—he touched what is mine. 

Mine. 

When he lays limp and unresponsive, my wayward body snatches the tranquilizer gun out of his belt. All four of his teammates slowly sink to the ground, the fast-acting drug forcing them into slumber before they can yank the darts out of their limbs. 

I turn and train the weapon on my brother. He does not move. 

Footsteps pull my attention behind me. I spin around, roundhouse kicking the idiot dumb enough to run up on me. He flies backward, knocking the beta behind him into the entrance of the headquarter tent. They hit the ground with a thud. 

I am not satisfied. I kneel over the alpha who touched my omega and fill my fists with his vest, shaking him and snarling. 

He does not wake. 

I drop him like a sack of carrion and stalk to the front of the transporter. 

The beta standing beside the passenger seat scurries to get out of the way, but he isn’t fast enough. I shove him, sending him flying so far to the side he lands in the dirt instead of on the road. 

When I dip my head into the cab of the vehicle, the female beta driver takes one look at my face and flings herself out the driver’s door. 

“Fek!” 

Commander Steil’s voice sounds from far away. I turn and lift the tranquilizer, knowing it only has one more dart left. 

He stops in his tracks a dozen feet away, dust billowing around his massive feet and tail. 

“Mine.” 

The snarled word comes from my chest, but I didn’t give my throat permission to speak. 

“Yes. Yours. Put the tranquilizer down and we’ll go as a team to find her.” 

My rage only worsens. No other male will go near her. 

I shift the muzzle of the gun and pull the trigger. 

Lyc drops to the ground. 

I toss a disc from my belt and lunge into the transporter, slamming the door behind me just in time to miss the worst of the blast. 

The vehicle moves too slowly, but it proves a useful shield against the volley of bullets and blasters as my own people shoot at me. It also works well as a ram, the base’s gate closing too slowly to latch before I reach it. 

Into the desert I drive, blind to the beauty of the sunset as I push the transporter to its top speed. 

I have an omega to claim. 
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Veena

My head throbs as though I took a beating from an Enforcer’s fist, followed by a few swift kicks of his boot. I don’t want to move for fear of waking worse pain, but memories begin to resurface from the inky void swirling in my mind. 

Red lights. Terrifying alphas. Omega screams. 

Aashna, so frail and vulnerable with a brutal grip on her bound hands. 

I force my eyelids open, the movement taking more effort than it should. My eyelashes frame my vision, gunk clumping them together. 

A ceiling of metal greets me, bright lights streaming down from the top of the walls and temporarily blinding me to the rest of my surroundings. 

In my confusion I expect to see a face half covered with a white surgical mask, the last few years conditioning me to expect the worst when I wake feeling so groggy. I struggle to make sense of the male’s face as it pops into view, his concerned eyes and genuine smile so unexpected I don’t know how to react. 

He leans over me, blocking out the headache-inducing fluorescents, and startles me by resting his fingers around my wrist. I try to jerk away only to meet resistance. 

I can’t move. Panic wells up, making me fight the straps binding me. I count four in total—one over my biceps and chest, another securing my waist and forearms, yet another around my thighs, and the last one near my ankles—all keeping me strapped to a hard surface. 

“It’s okay, omega. You’re bound only because we’re in transport. It’s for your safety. No one is going to hurt you.” 

“Wha—?” 

My voice croaks and heart pounds, cutting off my ability to finish my question. 

“I’m only taking your pulse. The monitor keeps losing it, so I’ve been manually checking every few minutes. I need you to answer a few questions for me, okay?” 

I blink a long, slow blink, my mind taking its time to process his words. When I try to nod my head, something stiff digs into the underside of my chin. He must see fresh panic growing on my face because he quickly speaks. 

“You hit your head when you passed out. We want to make sure you don’t have any added trauma during transport, so we put a brace on your neck. It’s just a precaution.” 

It’s been so long since anyone besides my sisters have shown me any warmth. I don’t quite know how to handle the situation. He seems truly concerned, but I stare at him warily. 

“First question: what’s your name?” 

When all I do is stare up at him, he leans back and holds up a card attached to his shirt pocket. I take in his black attire, both relieved he isn’t wearing scrubs and uncertain because I’ve never seen an outfit like the one he’s wearing. The card shows his name, age, and a bunch of credentials and characters at the bottom that I don’t understand.

“My name is Brynt. I’m a medical officer, fully trained to be a first responder, paramedic, and nurse. I’m here to help you. Will you answer a few questions, so I can figure out the best way to do that?” 

He’s beta. My nose finally registers his dynamic, sorting through the harsh smell of disinfectant and sterilized equipment. 

I want to answer him. I want to tell him everything, but shock and fear keep my mouth closed. 

“That’s okay. How about this? I’ll explain everything I’m going to do, before I do it. You nod to let me know you understand. Okay?” 

I force my mouth open and respond.

“Okay.” 

His pleased smile loosens some of the panic gnawing at my chest. 

“Good. Your last heart rate was a little high, so how about we take a minute to calm down, then I’ll check again?” 

“Okay.” 

“In the meantime, I’ll keep an eye on the monitor over your shoulder. It tells me your vitals. While you were unconscious, we put a catheter in your left arm. The only thing in it right now is a saline solution, to help you rehydrate.” 

His calm voice helps settle the jumbled chaos of emotions pounding through my skull. After a few minutes of his matter-of-fact talking and efficient movements as he reorganizes equipment, the fog lifts from my brain and logical questions fill my thoughts. 

When he pauses to take my pulse again, I gather my wits and speak. 

“My name is Veena. Where are my sisters?” 

Brown eyes flick to mine and his smile softens before he answers. 

“Your sisters?” 

“The omegas I was with.” 

“How many sisters do you have?” 

“Eleven. Where are they?” 

“Everyone is being cared for.” 

“But where are they?” 

“Eleven is a large number. Do you mean the omegas in the same corridor as you?” 

“Yes! Where are they?” 

“Your group is going to a recovery camp. We’re on our way there now. You and two other omegas who needed medical attention are in this transporter. The rest are in the other vehicles.” 

“They are nearby? When will I see them?” 

“As soon as we get to our destination.” 

“Who else is hurt? What happened?” 

“Take a few deep breaths, Veena, before this monitor starts screaming at us. Like this,” he demonstrates by filling his lungs to capacity. 

I do the same, willing my heart to stop racing. 

Something’s wrong. A distinctly new sense of discomfort wriggles in my chest, different from everything else. My world has been upended, and yet despite the uncertainty I feel toward everything, this one sensation worries me the most. 

It makes the hairs on my nape stand on end, like a predator lurks nearby, ready to jump out and consume me. 

“We haven’t gotten names for the ladies in this vehicle. You’re the first to wake.” 

“How badly are they hurt?” 

“Their vitals are steady. We gave them a sedative to help calm down, that’s all.” 

“You drugged them?” 

“They just needed a little—” 

The vehicle jerks to the side, sending Brynt’s clipboard clattering to the floor as he braces himself on the side of my bed. A raised voice sounds from a radio mounted on the wall, but my heart pounds so fiercely in my ears I can’t hear it. Equipment bangs and cracks together around me as the transporter swerves and accelerates. 

My stomach heaves as we change altitude, gravity disappearing before Brynt drops to the floor. 

Despite my nails digging into the board under me, a flash of gratitude rolls through me as the straps keep me in place, saving me from flying through the cargo bay as the vehicle slams to a halt. 

Metal buckles and glass shatters, my ears ringing from the sounds of impact. 

Nothing moves for a solid three seconds. 

The radio squawks. 

Brynt bursts to his feet and darts across my vision, a streak of crimson smeared on his temple and his breathing ragged. 

“Get up! Get them loose! Now!” 

I realize he isn’t speaking to me milliseconds before another masculine voice curses. 

Brynt leans over me, his expression hyper focused as he pops open the neck brace and reaches under the bed near my shoulder. The strap goes slack. He speaks as he pulls the release for the second strap. 

“Push then pull the levers. Get yourself free and get out. Now.” 

He turns and darts to the gurney on the other side of the transporter. I pick up my arms and sweep the loose straps off my top before struggling to a seated position. 

My head swims and dread hammers my heart, the awful sensation of feeling hunted growing with every second. I bend and twist and find the latch to the thigh strap but waste precious seconds trying to push hard enough to release the safety, the angle awkward. I scoot my butt down the bed, so desperate to get my ankles free that I don’t care when my gown hikes up so far my naked ass meets the sheets. 

The moment my fingers touch the latch, the back hatch rips from its hinges with a ghastly wrenching sound. I freeze in terror. 

A low, ominous rumble fills the air. 

Fear holds me hostage, locking my muscles in place as I stare at the fabric binding me to the gurney. Potent silence follows the growl, Brynt and his colleague not daring to breathe much less move. 

I can’t force my eyes upward. Instincts warn me to keep my head bowed in supplication. I know with every fiber of my being that whatever monster stands in the doorway has come for me. 

“Mine.” 

My bones melt as though a furnace designed specifically for their destruction flares to life. 

A man’s shout ends as abruptly as it began, preluding sounds of violence. My petrified suspension breaks. I yank and fight with the strap, frantically trying to get my feet free. 

Thick, rich pheromones fill my nostrils, wiping out the stench of fear and pain. A shadow falls over me, the creature so large it blocks out all light from the broken doorway. The cracked lights flicker, completing the eerie scene as I drag my eyes upward. 

Black trousers cover thick thighs. Weapons glint from an overburdened belt. A vest and shirt morph to a massive, chiseled chest. 

Orange scales reflect the flickering lights, highlighting his wide shoulders and muscular arms. A square jaw surrounds plump lips and high cheekbones. 

I meet slitted purple eyes and lose the ability to breathe. Wild need and rage rules this beast. Nothing will stop him.

“Mine.” 

The rumbled word turns my muscles to jelly and my bones to mush. Heat courses through my abdomen, making my core throb as though my cycle threatens to start. 

“No,” I whisper, my diaphragm pushing the last of the oxygen out of my lungs. 

His snarl steals every last bit of warmth from my body. 

Callused fingers wrap around my wrist, lifting it from the release and capturing my other hand with ease. He tears the strap from its bolts, the sound of ripping fabric and metal clinking to the floor shocking me into motion. 
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