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      She thought they were on the same side. That mistake cost her everything... including her freedom.

      Anya dedicated her life to the fight against the alien invaders who had conquered Earth. Now that fight is over. The rebellion failed, the enemy won, and she knows exactly who to blame. He was her lover, her friend, and a spy for the aliens. Worse. He’s one of them… and she’s his prisoner.

      His mission was to spy on the enemy, not fall for one of them.

      Find the rebels, infiltrate them, and send back intel that would break the rebellion. Those were his orders. But once he was inside, Rett discovered everything they thought they knew about the human rebels was wrong. The enemy was more dangerous than they expected. They were cunning, determined, and female… and one of them was his mate.

      Claiming her isn’t permitted. Taking her prisoner might get him killed, but Rett won’t stop until he has what he wants... her.

      This series contains hot, growly aliens on a mission to find their mates - and a group of women determined to free their planet... and themselves.
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      Xarthing generals and their fucking demands. A’rett stalked through the darkness like a Quartorvian berserker with an axe to grind. And he had one. General Warr was an asshole at the best of times, but this time he’d surpassed himself. Fury raged through Rett’s system as he made his way to the designated meeting place. Thankfully this area was mostly deserted, but had any of the humans been out at this time, the growing darkness hid the fact his eyes were blacked out in anger.

      That only worked on humans, though. The predators out here knew him of old. One hint of his scent, and they’d be gone or burrowed down deep like a tanga tick. Dangerous they may be, but he was the biggest predator out here, and they all knew it.

      Rounding a wall that used to be the corner of a larger building, he spotted Warr lurking in the shadows of another ruined building opposite. He had to resist the urge to roll his eyes. The big alpha thought he was camouflaged, but he stuck out like a sore thumb. They might as well stick a glowing sign on him “Alien here” and be done with it. He sighed. When would the rest of his species realize that humans were not only dangerous and tenacious, but they were also highly intelligent?

      “Why the fuck have you pulled me out, you xarthing idiot?”

      Warr whirled around as he emerged, checking the skyline around them with a hard expression. When he was sure they weren’t being watched, he turned his attention back to the general. “Are you trying to blow my fucking cover?”

      Warr snarled, and then his voice lowered to a growl. “I am trying to get intelligence. That was the point of all this.” He waved a hand. “Or have you forgotten where your loyalties lie?”

      Rett sneered, his control absolute and his fangs hidden. It was one thing to let his eyes blacken out so he could see better but another to flaunt what he was.

      “I haven’t forgotten,” he snapped back. Seriously, did the general think he was an actual fucking idiot? “But I also don’t want to die because someone forgot that the point of all this was to earn the humans’ trust. I can’t do that if you order me to drop everything and come running to give my reports in person.”

      Warr ignored him, which pissed Rett off all the more, and demanded, “Where is the camp?”

      Rett shrugged. “There isn’t one at the moment. We’ve been on the move ever since…” He trailed off, not wanting to give the big alpha any more information than he absolutely had to. Sure, he was a spy for his own species, but he had his own reasons for wanting to keep his cards close to his chest.

      “You nearly caught one of them not long ago. Left your scent all over her. They’re rattled.” That was the understatement of the century. He’d never seen such tight expressions on the omega soldiers in camp. “Worried someone will hunt them down.”

      “They should be worried. I will find them.” Warr crossed his arms, a stubborn look on his hard face. “Who was she? The scout that got away. I want a name.”

      “Hardy.” He kept his expression hard and level. He had to give something or Warr would sense the lie. “The scout’s name is Hardy.”

      Triumph flared in the general’s eyes. “Is she still with your group?”

      “Yes.”

      “Where?”

      Rett bit back his smirk. If Warr thought it would be that easy, he was in for a very unpleasant surprise.

      “I told you,” he replied stubbornly. “We’re in transit. We drive until we’re told to stop. We sleep, and then we drive again. I know where we’ll be in a few days, though.”

      “Where?”

      “Sector thirteen.”

      Warr nodded. They both knew the area. It was all rugged terrain—a handful of ruined and abandoned cities with a few usable roads. Only a few small beta villages were out that way, trying to eke out an existence from the scorched and barren landscape.

      “I’m going to need coordinates.”

      He stared at Warr. “I don’t have them. Their leader doesn’t trust me enough to share that kind of intel.”

      “He suspects what you are?”

      He. Warr thought the rebel leader was male.

      Rett breathed an internal sigh of relief. The rest of the Tolath still hadn’t figured out that the rebellion army was nearly all female. And Warr didn’t know the leader he fought against and the scout he hunted for were one and the same.

      They were both Max Hardy.

      “No. It’s a personality conflict.” Rett shrugged. “But I have other sources.”

      Warr rumbled in the back of his throat and demanded, “Definitely sector thirteen? Will Hardy be there?”

      “She should be.” His eyes narrowed. “You’re hunting her.”

      It wasn’t a question. It also didn’t bode well for Warr. Hardy was, no pun intended, a hard target, especially when surrounded by her soldiers.

      It wasn’t that they idolized her… more that they all respected her. Looked up to her. Loved her. They knew she did what she did to keep them safe. The problem for the Tolath was that taking Hardy out wouldn’t stop them. They had a saying—a weird human one. Something about cutting the head off a snake and three growing back in its place. Physiologically that made no sense, not unless the snake was a mutant, but he got what they meant. If Hardy fell, another would take her place, then another and another.

      Warr nodded. “I am. Do you know why she was in the citadel? For that matter, why the xarth are they even using females?”

      Rett didn’t get a chance to answer. The high-pitched whine of surveillance drones brought his head up and around with a snap. They were out of time.

      “Fuck,” he swore, already moving back the way he’d come, melting back into the darkness of the ruins as he yanked the hood of his jacket up to disguise his features. He couldn’t afford to be spotted out here and neither could Warr.

      “We’re coming for them,” he heard the general say behind him. “Be ready.”

      Rett didn’t answer, his steps silent as he made his way through the dark wilderness. War and General Warr were coming for the humans and he couldn’t stop them. The only thing he could do was get one of them—a very special one of them—out.

      If she didn’t kill him when she found out what he was.
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      It didn’t take Rett long to get back to camp. His training as a youngster under T’arv had been brutal. Days-long marches with little nutrition or water over the harsh terrain of Zandari had toughened him up so that a stroll through the darkness in enemy-held territory was little more than a walk in the park, especially when the enemy thought he was one of them.

      He nodded to several sentries. All of them let him by without a challenge, which raged at his inner warrior—correction, humans called their warriors “soldiers”—at their lack of suspicion. Even though it literally had been his job to infiltrate successfully and move among them without suspicion, he still wanted to rage and shout at them to look. To see the danger in their midst. But none of them did. They just saw Bas Barnes, the human male who was charming but essentially harmless. None of them even considered the fact that without their thickened armor, black eyes and fangs, the Tolath looked a lot like humanity. Larger, yes, but essentially the same. And he didn’t have that issue. He and his brother were among the smallest of the alphas on this planet… which made it easy for him to hide among the humans.

      It was getting xarthing harder, though, he admitted to himself as he reached the main part of the camp and strode through toward his tent. Well, it wasn’t exactly his tent. It belonged to the rebellion’s second in command Anya Harris.

      His human male persona was in a relationship with this human female. In so much as she would allow any form of relationship. Mostly he warmed her bed and tried to glean what info he could about her meetings with the rebellion leader, which wasn’t a lot. He had no idea what Anya had done before the invasion, but now she was a hard-as-nails soldier, and getting information out of her was harder than getting blood out of a kernistough. He lived in fear, if an alpha ever feared anything, of being ejected from her bed.

      Reaching the tent, he stepped inside, tipping his head back and breathing in her scent in relief. She’d been here recently, her scent fresh. Maybe just minutes ago, which meant she would be back. Opening his eyes, his gaze fell on his pack, neatly set at the side of the double camp bed they shared. Still there, thank Kranov. He knew she only allowed him to stay because he’d eased her through her heat. Fucked her through her heat. He’d been forced to fuck an omega in heat and not reveal what he was. Not bond the gloriously fertile female in his arms. Not knot her as she squirmed on his cock and begged for more. Not bite her when her omega nature had her baring her neck for him.

      It had been the ultimate test. The ultimate torture. It had eased her pain and damned him all at the same time.

      Because Anya Harris wasn’t just any omega.

      She was his omega.

      And he didn’t know how much longer he could hide himself from her.
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      Another day, another battle. This wasn’t the life her parents had envisioned for her, but when the aliens invaded, Anya had lost most of her choices. She’d also lost her parents and was left to face her new reality alone. She was orphaned in the first wave of invaders and left to fend for herself in a nightmarish new world full of dangers she could barely comprehend including starvation, exposure, and violence.

      Somehow, she’d survived and found others. Over time she’d carved a place for herself in the shattered ruins of human civilization. When she was old enough, she’d picked up a gun and fought back. It was one of the few choices humans had left.

      As an omega her options were even more limited. She could hide, fight, or let herself be claimed by one of the alien alphas. Everyone knew getting claimed by an alpha was a death sentence. If it came to that, there were easier ways to go. Her hand dropped to the mercy blade she kept at her hip. That would be her choice, too. Better the bite of a knife and a quick, clean death than the suffering she’d experience if she surrendered to the alien invaders. They were beasts—violent, bloodthirsty, and cruel.

      If that wasn’t bad enough, now the beasts had a new trick—somehow convincing the omegas to stay with them, likely with brainwashing or drugs. Something like that. It had to be. That’s the only reason Serena, a hardened soldier and twin sister of the rebellion leader, would turn her back on the resistance to stay with her alpha.

      Anya shook her head. Whatever the alphas were doing, it wouldn’t work on her. She’d die before she abandoned this fight.

      The sound of single-round weapons fire drew her attention. Fired with care, based on the timing. A sniper. Good if it was one of theirs. Bad if it was an alpha. Not that snipers were their usual style, but their tactics had changed lately. She needed to know what was going on out there. They were in an abandoned city in sector thirteen, a desolate area she wasn’t familiar with. All she knew about her current location was that it was sprawling, ruined, and crawling with the enemy… which made no sense at all. They shouldn’t be this far out from their citadel, and they sure as hell shouldn’t have gotten here ahead of them.

      “Barnes. Report,” she barked into her comm.

      “It’s our fearless leader doing what she does best,” Barnes drawled. “She’s got herself a nice nest in a tower a few blocks north of your position. She’s clearing a path for us.”

      “Roger that. Headed your way.”

      “Hold where you are, Harris. I need to confirm the area’s clear.”

      Anya scowled. She led this group, not Barnes. Maybe Max was right about him. He was getting too comfortable and much too cocky. She wasn’t due for another heat for a long stretch. Maybe it was time she kicked him out of her tent. She shared her bed with him, not her command.

      She didn’t respond. Instead, she gestured for the team to close in and follow her forward. They were here to fight, not hide until Barnes decided it was safe for them to come out. They might be omegas, but they were soldiers first.

      She leaned around a corner just as Barnes fired… and missed. What the fuck? Barnes didn’t miss. Ever.

      The alpha he’d shot at reappeared briefly, scanning for the enemy. Anya froze, her fist raised to warn the others to hold their place. They were all behind her, too far back to see anything. The brick building screened her from his view, but only because she was still a block away.

      Barnes stepped out from behind the abandoned vehicle he’d been using as cover, revealing himself to the enemy. Anya stopped breathing. What was he doing? Was he suicidal or just stupid?

      It took her a moment to understand what she was seeing. Barnes was signaling the big alien warrior using hand signs she’d only seen the enemy use.

      “You son of a bitch,” she snarled under her breath. She slung her rifle over her shoulder and drew another weapon from a holster on her thigh. It was a stun gun, something she’d liberated from enemy stores during a raid a few years back. It packed a punch strong enough to knock out even one of the big alien assholes. She’d never tested it on a human before.

      It was time to rectify that.

      She motioned for the others to break into smaller groups and keep moving. No one questioned her orders. They headed out, vanishing like ghosts into the shadows. Anya stayed where she was and watched, her eyes narrowed, to see what her backstabbing ex-lover did next.

      Whatever message he’d sent to his contact, the alpha didn’t seem to appreciate it. He responded by shooting at him, a single shot that went wide enough it had to have been a warning.

      Barnes ducked, flipped off the enemy with one hand, and then ducked down an alley and out of sight.

      “Barnes. Status update.” She had to force herself to relax enough to get the words through her gritted teeth.

      “A scout is out here. I clipped him but he’s still moving. I’m going after him. The way forward should be clear.”

      “Roger that. On the move. Watch your back.”

      She broke into a jog and went after Barnes. Her last words to him hadn’t been friendly advice… they were a warning. She wanted answers, and he was going to tell her everything she needed to know. He’d made a fool of her and betrayed them all. She’d make him pay dearly for that.

      She didn’t follow him. He was an asshole, but he was a good soldier and he’d spot her before she got close. She took another route, hurrying down an alley that ran parallel to the one he’d taken. She kept to the shadows, staying low as she wove through the debris and over mounds of loose stone and rubble that had once been buildings rising up to the sky. Cordite and ozone tickled at the back of her nose, accompanied by the coppery tang of freshly spilled blood.

      Barnes had done this. This was how the beasts had found them. It was his fault her people were dying out there. The anger gave her focus, pushing her onward. She knew it wasn’t that simple. Something had changed recently—Serena’s capture followed Max’s close call when her sister had chosen the enemy over her own family. The alpha who had nearly caught the general that day had caught Max’s scent. He’d followed her into the wastelands, hunting Max down. That’s why they were out here in the first place. They had tried to escape… and run straight into a trap.

      She reached the end of the alley, her anger blazing so hot her vision was tinted red. She charged into the open without stopping to check her surroundings. Nothing would keep her from getting to Barnes before he could betray anyone else.

      Barnes spotted her as he exited onto the street. He raised an empty hand in greeting, his expression one of friendly confusion. “Harris. What are you–”

      She shot him before he could finish his question. The bolt slammed into the center of his torso, the crackle of electricity loud enough she could hear it even from where she stood.

      He staggered backward, eyes wide with surprise, and just before he went over backward, she saw them change… the pale blue of his irises eclipsed in a sea of inky black.

      He wasn’t just a spy. He was one of them… an alpha.
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      Rett woke with a start, the clink of metal confusing him for a second. It was cold and he couldn’t see a thing, not even his own hand in front of his face. He tested that theory and hissed when a hard band stopped his hand halfway, the sound of rattling chains filling the air.

      Xarth. He dropped his head back to the wall behind him and then winced as he leaned against a sore spot on the back of his head. Okay, that explained things. He’d been knocked out and chained up. He cursed and yanked on the chains in a flurry of movement, testing their strength. Connected to a metal loop in the wall behind him, they didn’t budge.

      A soft chuckle in the darkness opposite made him freeze. Then a match sparked and lit up the darkness to reveal Anya opposite. The human female’s face was hard and unforgiving.

      “Welcome back, Sleeping Beauty. Now… how about you tell me how I bring down the citadel?”

      Rett covered the ice sliding down his spine with a confused smile. “Anya? What’s going on?”

      He relaxed his body, as a male who’d just seen his lover might, giving the impression of someone who was utterly sure this was all a terrible misunderstanding that would be sorted out very shortly.

      Inside, he knew he was already fucked.

      Somehow, she knew. Knew what he was at the very least. He didn’t think she knew it all, though. If she did—if she knew he’d been spying on their movements for months and had collated information on their future plans—he would be lying here dead with a hole in the front of his skull from the slug thrower strapped to her hip rather than breathing air and watching her watch him. He’d shared her bed… he’d fucked her through her heat… and he was utterly fucked because he knew, deep in his soul, she was it for him… but Anya Harris was a soldier through and through. And she’d put him down without a second thought if she knew what he’d done. Even now, from the look in her eyes, he knew he was on borrowed time.

      “Oh, I think you know exactly what’s going on.” Her voice was calm and level. Too level.

      “I’m sorry, but I really don’t…”

      He feigned confusion as he eased himself to a more upright position, analyzing the scene around him without appearing to do so. It was a small room in a ruined building somewhere. He had no idea where. Thousands of these little boltholes lay dotted all over the ruins that were all that was left of human civilization and the once-impressive city here.
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