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“If you could read my mind, I’m pretty sure you’d either be traumatized, sexually aroused or both.” — Unknown

Table of Contents

Prelude:

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Epilog

A Prelude to Tormentor of her Heart

About the Author:

Blurb:

[image: A picture containing night sky

Description automatically generated]

2284 Gemini #4, Deep Space

Xenobia Richards, intelligent and beautiful, is a doctor on Gemini #4, a colony of Earth. She’s found love with Captain Brett Cameron, a Dominion warrior, and a genetically engineered human. These Dominion warriors are physically above average, including in their capacity to love. However, they’re demanding and possessive with a sex drive beyond the average human male. Xenobia’s love for him knows few boundaries, in and out of bed.

Captain Brett Cameron must go into warrior mode, which means shutting down the emotions of love and compassion. However, their sex drive is inhuman and primal. Doctor Xenobia Richards, his lover, becomes his prey and his obsession.

Can Xenobia survive the nights of emotionless sex and desire with the Dominion Captain?

Will her love save them both? Will her perseverance as a doctor and scientist help save humanity?

Warrior Tyrant is a heart-blazing romance set in the depths of the unknown, space, and the brutal and exciting frontier.

Warrior Tyrant is the perfect melding of adventure, science fiction, and adult romance that will capture your every emotion and desire. 

****Adult content, graphic rough sex, and spanking. If the subject matter offends you, please do not read this book.
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2284 Gemini #4

Mission: Crush insurgents on Gemini #4

Captain Brett Cameron winced when he took a sip of his coffee. “You call this shit coffee?” he growled and threw his plastic cup in the garbage. The large Dominion captain was a Tyrant and won every battle he’d ever commanded. “That’s like drinking ink. Do you guys have anything stronger?”

The young Harbenta woman shook at the sound of his deep voice. The large Dominion commander today came across as mean and highly agitated.

“Sir, I have another brew, but it’s a bit illegal.”

He grinned and winked at the pretty female. “No problem, I’ll take it. Sweetie, anything that makes me smile at this point is a plus.”

The pretty, orange-tinted-skinned Harbenta female smiled at the large warrior. Human, Special Ops Dominion fighters had a reputation in bed, and she’d never been with one, but her smile carried a promise the captain didn’t miss.

He sat back in his seat and checked his wrist communicator. So far, there was no alert, and Gemini #4 was quiet. He was surprised that no flashing lights or sirens were breaking the silence of the evening. He peered out the large portal at the two moons that shone brightly in the evening sky. He moved his two new mechanical fingers. They were beginning to feel like his biological ones and now mimicked those to a tee. “Amazing shit,” he said under his breath.

The little Harbenta female was back with a metal cup of steaming hot brew. It smelled like coffee and even resembled it. “You say this is good?”

“Yes, captain, very good.”

He took a sip. Damn, he thought, it was good. “Thanks, it reminds me of a cup of Earth Columbian coffee.”

She didn’t move, just stood there grinning, and he found that strange until it became hard to breathe. “What the fuck?” he whispered. The orange-skinned female ran as the big human fell to the floor. “Fuck,” he cursed as his breathing became more arduous.

“Captain!” yelled one of his men. Riley’s voice echoed through his brain. “Fuck! Captain, what’s wrong?”

The captain had fallen to the floor, and Riley went to help him, but the large man pulled Riley down and tried to speak to him. “Coffee,” he croaked. “The fucking coffee, poisoned.”

“Xenobia!” Riley yelled as he held the captain’s head off the floor. “Get Xenobia!”

Captain Brett Cameron tried to stay calm, but it was almost impossible to breathe. He never figured on dying this way. He always believed it would be during a battle.

As his consciousness ebbed away, he saw the face of a beautiful dark-haired woman, she had a soft, soothing voice, and he smiled. All he could think was, what a lovely way to die, in the arms of an angel. 

Captain Brett Cameron was strong and wasn’t ready to meet his maker. Chaos broke out in the mess hall. He’d been poisoned.
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Several uniformed men came running through the hall of the battered space station, yelling for a doctor.

“Shit,” Xenobia cursed as she heard the fear and anxiety in their voices. She grabbed her medic bag and hurried to the doorway of the infirmary.

“Ma’am!” the first young officer yelled as he came through the open doorway. “Captain’s down!”

Xenobia didn’t ask which captain was down. In her mind, they were all important and all killers. But they were at war, and it was her job to save lives, the human ones, and aliens.

When Xenobia entered the mess hall, she found a young warrior holding a large man. When she approached them, she recognized the fallen Dominion captain immediately. It was Brett Cameron, one of their best, a tyrant, and as hard as they come. “Soldier, how the fuck did this happen?” she asked as she got to her knees.

“Coffee,” the fallen man croaked as his large hand took hers.

She nodded and bent her head to his mouth, and sniffed. “Jesus Christ. That smells like Trungtein Captain, and it’s deadly. I’ll have to cut an opening in your neck as if you’ve got a blockage to help you breathe, and it will hurt like hell. But you’re a strong motherfucker, and I’m sure you’ll survive.”

He nodded, and his large gray eyes stared up at her. He was big and fierce, but she could see the fear of dying in his eyes. 

Xenobia looked at the young man holding the human warrior. “Hold him down. The pain will be excruciating, but it will save his life.”

She then looked to the others watching. “Who did this? Which server? Get them all and right now!” she yelled.

The soldier holding the captain said, “We’re already on it, Ma’am. I’m sure we’ll get the assassin.”

“Assassin? This kind of thing has been happening at other bases. Our fucking security sucks.” she growled. Xenobia then made eye contact with the wounded warrior. “Hold on, Captain, just relax and try not to breathe too deep.”

He nodded and kept his eyes closed. She was glad that he understood that further exertion would make breathing even harder for him.

She took the slim metal tube from her bag and sprayed his neck with a cool numbing solution. At least it would help. She then used an antiseptic wipe on his neck, and without waiting any further, she quickly used the sharp end of the tube and punctured his neck just below his Adam’s apple. She’d done this more than she cared to count, saving numerous lives. As she bypassed the toxin hindering his breathing, she was confident she could save his life. The effects of the toxin would wear off and leave no trace. It was the perfect poison used by the assassins managing to infiltrate their bases.

Three men entered with a gurney, and Xenobia was relieved because the captain would live. The toxin would be gone within the hour, and he’d be breathing on his own. 

As she closed her medic bag, two soldiers entered from the kitchen with a young Harbenta female. Xenobia recognized her. “Zanifra, you did this?”

The young female spit at her, “You humans think you run the Universe. You’re interfering in lives that you have no right to. We will destroy you all. It’s just a matter of time!” she screamed. 

Xenobia took the Harbenta by the neck. “You have no idea what you’re doing. We will save all your asses. Stupidity reigns among your species. You’re going to pay for this.”

Again, the Harbenta spit in her face. A young lieutenant took the Harbenta. “Doc, we’ll hold her and leave it to the captain to decide her fate.”

“Of course, lieutenant. I’d hate to be her when the captain makes his decision.”

Xenobia followed the gurney to the infirmary. Lord, she thought, it would be interesting dealing with the strong, authoritative captain. These warriors were harsh, rude, and arrogant. As much as they needed the Dominion Corps, they were almost as dangerous as the aliens. Xenobia grinned as she thought, well, nearly as dangerous.

Deadly and genetically engineered from inception. They were almost as inhuman as the aliens they were fighting. However, they were human.

Xenobia was one-hundred percent human, without any engineered DNA, and sometimes looked down upon by these Dominion warriors, male and female. But her intelligence was as sharp and noteworthy. The big warriors respected her because she met them on common ground.

As they entered the infirmary, she checked the captain’s pulse. He would be fine. His large eyes looked up at her, and he slowly nodded, then took her hand and patted it. His grip was surprisingly gentle, and this kind of gesture unusual. Was he telling her thank you?

“Captain, you’re incredibly strong, and your capacity to heal is far superior to humans. You will be fine.”

Before she could stop him, he pulled out the tube in his throat. “No!” she yelled, but he was too fast. He then sat up. “Captain, what the fuck?” she said.

He grinned, and she could see he didn’t try to take deep breaths. Her hands came to his face, which by all standards was utterly perfect. His hair was as dark as night, his skin pale and smooth, except for the day-old stubble. His good looks were only part of his superior DNA. His stature was large, with broad shoulders, hard muscles, and an average height of six feet five. “Captain, that tube made breathing easier.”

Then he surprised her even more by kissing the palm of her hand. Chills rippled down her arm. Damn, his lips were soft. 

“Captain, there is no need to for that. It’s my job to save lives.”

“But,” he whispered. “I need to thank you. You did save my life.”

Surprised that his speech was unhindered, she checked the incision. It was nearly healed. “Unbelievable,” she whispered.

His hand went to his throat. “Oh, this, I heal pretty fast.”

“Yes, you do. That’s some amazing DNA.”

“Yeah, it is Xenobia.”

“You’re a stubborn ass, Captain Cameron,” Xenobia hissed.

“I know I am. We’re noted for our stubbornness, and might I add our capacity for saving human asses. However, Doc, you’re not a Dominion, and it’s hard for you to understand what makes us tick.”

“Captain, I’m one-hundred-percent untouched human DNA.”

“You could have fooled me, Xenobia,” he said smiling.

Her large blue eyes focused on him. “Flattery will get you nowhere. You know as well as I that I’m not Dominion. I’m too small and too curvy for a Dominion,” she said with defiance in her voice.

One of his hands rested on her hip. “That you are, and I will admit, I like that difference.”

“Captain, are you flirting with me? I just shoved a steel rod into your neck. I could be dangerous.”

“Dangerous, smart, and sexy, what more could a man ask for?”

Her eyes focused on his handsome face. He was riling up her senses. He was sexy, and these Dominion men were amazing in bed. God, it had been a while since she had a good fucking. Just too damn long.

“First, Captain, stop thinking with your cock and maybe get some rest. I did perform minor surgery. I know how quickly you heal, but still, you’re not quite super-human.”

He tried to laugh but held his throat. “Ma’am, you got me there.”

She turned to walk away, and he reached out and took her hand once more. “Doc, thanks. I mean that. However, I think we have a serious problem; too many of these assassins have been getting by our security.”

She turned to him. “This is the third station that one of these self-righteous assassins attacked our troops. They’ve managed to kill a few; however, they were not Dominion. This one made a mistake in you. I’d say you need to find out what she knows.”

“Nasty business,” he mumbled.

“I have some tools, Captain, a drug that will work on this Harbenta female. Of course, it’s questionable if she is indeed a female. Regardless, the drug will work on the species.

“Excellent, Xenobia. When do you think I can leave and begin her interrogation?”

“Soon, captain, soon,” she said as she ran her hand over the scanner and the door to the infirmary closed. She turned to him. “Do you wish to turn off the cameras, captain?” she asked, untying her dark hair as she walked over to him.

He grinned. “Are you an assassin too? Should I be frightened?”

“It depends, captain, if you can deliver? You are wounded. How are those new biochemical replacement fingers? I hear they work just like biological ones.”

His grin widened. “Doc, they work even better than my real ones.” He raised an eyebrow as she approached him. “So, I can assume you’re not going to kill me?”

“That again depends on if you can do as I demand.”

He rubbed his crotch. “Baby, you know I can deliver.”

Her arms came around him. “Bret, are you sure you’re up to this?”

“Baby, the cameras are shut down. What does that tell you?”

Her lips touched his gently. “I was scared when the call came in, Bret. I can never lose you.”

“Baby, it’s been months, and I’ve hungered for you,” he said, lifting her black sweater over her head. He buried his face in her full breasts. “Damn, how I’ve missed you. Get those pants off. I long to taste you, baby.”

“Brett, all I want is you inside of me. We’ll play some more tonight, but now—just let that incision heal.”

He was off the gurney, unzipped his fatigues, and sat on a chair. Xenobia climbed on him, taking his erect cock deep. “Dear God, you are like the air that I breathe. I thought I had lost you.”

“Never, baby, never. When this war is over, you’ll be with me forever, do you hear me?” he said, moving his hips in rhythm to hers.

“I love you, Brett,” she whispered as her body trembled with release.

“And I love you, Xenobia,” he whispered as he came. 

She held him tight. 

There had been an over two-year lull in the Scalopian war. The initial attack on Earth happened in 2280, taking the planet by surprise. It had taken Earth a century to achieve peace, always teetering on nuclear annihilation. That finality came with the Planetary Army, Dominion troops a genetically engineered warrior.

These men and women came from every country and race on the planet. They were bred to protect all humanity with a sense of honor and loyalty. For over a century, the Dominions had coupled with the Earth’s population passing on their strength and peaceful mindset. 

Despots were overthrown, and scientific innovations ensured health and well-being. The most important achievement was Earth’s people finally at peace. And then the Scalopians and devastation.

Earth was now protected by thousands of domes, warding off foreign or alien attacks. However, the Scalopians were a far advanced race, and it was just a matter of time before they were on the attack again.

Many of the men and women of the Planetary Army forces still maintained the strong Dominion DNA, some even close to one hundred percent pure. Captain Brett Cameron was one, and he would be called again, there was no doubt, and it would be months until she saw him. Now they’d make the best of it until he was deployed again. 

It would kill her to see him called to battle, but he was tough and bred for war. It still didn’t ease her mind or her worry. She loved him and wanted to spend the rest of her life with him.
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Xenobia was a doctor and a healer. She’d spent her adult life taking care of others. That was until Earth was attacked by alien species that surprised everyone in the free world.

They were reptilian-like aliens who ransacked Earth for all its natural resources. 

The Western and Eastern Alliances were still under constant threat, not by each other but by the illegal underground. Over the centuries, the drug cartels expanded, and synthetic drugs became the norm. Along with these cartels came the desperation for wealth. As in generations before, there was always a call for drugs, and addiction was still a problem

Earth had expanded its horizons and ventured into the new frontier, space. Speed and cryogenics allowed space exploration giving businesses and scientists new worlds to discover as they searched for new energy sources.

Earth was peaceful and managed to keep the criminal entities under control. But money and power won, and Earth plummeted into a new era of strife and corruption. 

Then came intelligent alien life, much like the human species. Human’s first encounters with alien races that were far more advanced progressed Earth and technology advanced. 

Peace still reigned, especially for humanity.

Then came the Scalopians, a coldblooded species so different from humans.

And then war.

These reptilian aliens turned on The Alliances and waged war on Earth. The Scalopians wanted a commodity that only Earth could supply, sunflower seeds. With their technology, the precious seeds became a source of energy and food for these creatures.

But there was more: humans, primarily females. The elite of the species was vicious and sexually charged. They experimented with females from all over the universe and species but found human females the most desirable. Captured by these aliens was a death sentence for any woman.

Now, Xenobia sat wondering how the lovely Harbenta was convinced to turn on humans. These aliens were peaceful. The thought of one of them killing another lifeform was against everything the Harbentas believed. She was sure that Brett would find out the creature’s motive.

Once she was sure his neck was healed, and the poison was out of his system, she released him from sick bay. He’d left her over three hours ago, and she tried not to think about what was being done to the alien. She heard heavy footsteps, and then Brett appeared. The look on his face was somber as he handed her a communicator. “You need to see this. I need your expert opinion. I’ve never seen anything like this before.”

She walked with the handheld imaging device to her desk monitor and plugged it in. “Will this upset me?” she asked.

“Xenobia, of course. But you need to see what happened. Then you tell me what the fuck is going on.”

When she plugged it in, her screen came on, and the Harbenta female sat chained to a metal chair. Her head hung low, her black blood stained her face, and it was obvious that she’d been beaten. Then as she watched, she heard Brett’s deep thunderous voice, “Who sent you?”

The female said nothing.

A mechanical drone rammed into the Harbenta, and she screamed.

“I hate doing this,” Brett’s voice echoed. “I sincerely do, but it’s my job. Just tell me, who sent you on such a mission?”

She sneered at him and then laughed. “Stupid human, I will never betray my people.”

“Harbentas, I assume those are your people, and they have no qualms with us.”

As Xenobia watched, the Harbenta began to wince. Her body began to tremble, and her face distorted. The chair she was tied to rattled on the metal floor, and she began to scream. 

Xenobia clutched Brett’s arm as she watched the Harbenta’s skin split. Her screams deepened and became agonizing. As if a snake was shedding its skin, so did the young female. Black blood dominated the scene, and the metal rope which held her, bit into the emerging figure. The screams were deep and resounding as another image appeared, one that no longer resembled the Harbenta.

Green slime and reptilian skin replaced the orange-tinged skin of the small Harbenta female that once sat there. 

“Oh God,” Xenobia whispered. “Scalopians. The enemy.” She turned to Brett. “How is that possible?”

He scowled and took a breath. “You’re the doctor, you tell me.”

“Shapeshifting? I’ve never seen it before, nor did I think it existed. It’s not like what
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