
  
    
      Tavarr’s Mate (Kleaxian Warriors Book 2)

      A Dark Sci-Fi Alien Romance

    

    
      
        Sue Lyndon

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          About this book:

        

        
          Excerpt:

        

      

      
        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        
          Chapter 19

        

        
          Chapter 20

        

        
          Chapter 21

        

        
          Chapter 22

        

        
          Epilogue

        

      

      
        
          About Sue Lyndon

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2018 Tavarr’s Mate by Sue Lyndon

      

      All rights reserved. This copy is intended for the original purchaser of this e-book ONLY. No part of this e-book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without prior written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

      

      Published in the United States of America

      Sweet Savage Press

      

      Editing by Celeste Jones

      

      This e-book is a work of fiction. While reference might be made to actual historical events or existing locations, the names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About this book:

          

        

      

    

    
      I am fated to belong to a seven-foot tall alien warrior named Tavarr. He’s coming for me soon.

      

      My name is Katrina. After the Kleaxians attacked the humans on Tallia, I was captured by a cruel alien named Vonn. He claimed me as his mate, but tormented me for weeks and even tried to kill me. When he was executed for his crimes, I thought my nightmare had finally come to an end. But then his older brother, Tavarr, shows up burning with a biological urge to claim me.

      

      Darkly handsome Tavarr’s mere presence makes my body hum with pleasure, and his touch prompts a relentless ache between my thighs. But I’m worried he’s too much like his brother. What if he tries to kill me too?

      

      Despite my fears, I’m drawn to the tenderness in Tavarr’s dark otherworldly gaze, and I want to believe his intentions are true. However, the flashes of primal lust in his purple eyes don’t escape my notice. When it’s time to claim me, I don’t think he’ll be quite as gentle as promised.

      

      Publisher's Note: Tavarr’s Mate is a dark sci-fi alien romance, containing explicit scenes and themes of power exchange. If such subject matter offends you, please do not buy this book. This story takes place in the same world as Kenan’s Mate, however it can be enjoyed as a standalone title.
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      Tavarr’s reddish skin is hot and my flesh tingles as he finishes wiping the moisture from my cheeks. He cups my face and steps closer, so near the heat of his body wafts onto mine like a sensual caress. I promptly flush from head to toe. It doesn’t help that he’s breathtakingly handsome, with a strong square jaw, high cheekbones, full kissable lips, and dark beautiful features.

      “No more hurt,” he says, stroking my hair. A wave of endorphins rush my scalp, and I find myself leaning into his touch. My lip quivers again, because I haven’t shared a moment this intimate with anyone in a long fucking time. I hadn’t realized how starved I was for affection until now. I pray it’s not a trick.

      I try to detach myself from the attraction I feel toward Tavarr and get a read on him. Is his heart clouded by anger and darkness? Does he really mean it when he says “no more hurt?”

      If I plead with him to walk away and not claim me until the end of the year, will he understand what I’m saying? Or even if he does, will he refuse to wait because of the fierce mating urge he’s experiencing? I think of Prince Kenan’s description of Tavarr’s attraction to me, of how he thinks I’m the most beautiful female he’s ever seen and senses I have a kind heart. No man has paid me such a compliment before, and I flush all over again in remembrance.

      “Why shaking?” His deep, rumbling brogue makes my pussy clench. I want to back away, but at the same time I long to lean into him, craving his closeness.

      I decide to be honest. “I don’t want to be claimed by a Kleaxian male, especially by you, as you are the brother of Vonn and I worry you will hurt me.” I pause to clear my emotion-clogged throat. “I had planned to ask Prince Kenan to instead allow me to remain in Zandek’s household as a slave, like Joanna. Please don’t claim me. Or at the very least, please don’t petition the king to claim me earlier than the year the prince gave me.”

      Confusion enters his gaze, and I suspect he’s not fluent enough in my language to understand all I’ve said. But surely, he must sense my hesitation to mate with him. Kleaxians are an intelligent race. Can he not already understand why he’s the last male in the universe I would wish to be claimed by?

      The nighttime insects buzz louder and the breeze picks up, blowing my hair forward. Tavarr takes his time tucking every last errant strand of my long locks behind my ears, letting his fingertips trail over my cheeks and neck in the process. I shiver and repress a moan of pleasure. His delicious, woodsy masculine scent is like my own personal aphrodisiac, beckoning and seducing.

      He leans down and his hot breath tickles my ear. His hands move to my waist, and the urge to rest my head on his chest becomes overwhelming, but I remain completely still, not daring to encourage him. I want him to release me and walk away, don’t I?

      “Mate soon,” he says. “Katrina.” My name is a low, sexy growl that rumbles from his throat. He starts rubbing my back and buries his face in the side of my neck, his tense body shuddering as he takes a long inhale. One step forward, and the unmistakable bulge of his erection presses against my stomach.
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      The crowd in the rooftop café buzzes with excitement, and even though my stomach is twisted in a thousand knots, I can’t help but smile as the blinking lights of the Stargazer grow larger and brighter amidst the stars. The night is warm and clear with a faint breeze. Perfect weather for a landing.

      Home. I’m finally going home.

      I’m sitting at a table near the café’s exit, two bulging suitcases at my feet. The only belongings I’d brought to Tallia two years ago are stuffed inside, hastily packed after I managed to snag a return ticket to Earth at the last minute. By the time Harry notices the credits missing from our account, I’ll already be long gone.

      On the other side of the Anders-Perkins Wormhole.

      My heart pounds and hope rises in my chest.

      As a child, I’d marveled at the creation of the wormhole and the pristine tropical planet that had been found on the other side, only to learn from Harry years later that the wormhole hadn’t actually been created by humans, but rather it was a naturally occurring passage that humans simply made larger in order to send ships through.

      In order to profit and conquer.

      But right now, the details and the government cover-ups don’t matter, because I’m finally going home.

      Like everyone around me, my gaze remains glued to the night sky. When a ship is due to arrive on Tallia, all of Capital Acres ventures outside to watch it land.

      Tonight, the blinking white lights moving away from the blue wormhole represent my freedom, and I can’t wait for the Stargazer to descend to the nearby platform. After the passengers disembark, I plan to be the first Earth-bound traveler in line for boarding.

      Though my tea has grown cold, I take a sip and attempt to will my nerves to settle, but my hands won’t stop shaking. Space travel scares me, and it doesn’t help that I’m traveling alone.

      But I must get away from Tallia. There’s nothing but heartache left for me here.

      A sudden wave of fury heats my blood, though I’m not sure who I’m angrier with—my soon-to-be ex-fiancé, Harry, or myself for falling for the sadistic asshole. I’d thought it sweet when he proposed marriage and asked me to accompany him to Tallia only a month after first meeting, but that impulsive and over-the-top romantic gesture had been just one of many red flags.

      I swallow past the burning in my throat and peer at the two orange moons sitting high in the sky, watching over the planet like two strong guardians.

      How many nights have I slept outside on a bench in Capital Acres after Harry kicked me out during a heated argument, the moons as my only companion? I stopped counting after a dozen.

      Two years has felt like an eternity. If only I’d stayed on Earth. I would still have a good job and a place of my own. I wouldn’t be running away, and I wouldn’t feel like an utter failure.

      I’d always prided myself on being independent, but Harry’s temporary charm had won me over, seduced me to take a risk for the first time in my life.

      It didn’t take long for that risk to blow up in my face.

      In my stubbornness and pride, I had clung to hope that everything would somehow work out on Tallia, that Harry’s frequent mood swings would cease and we’d finally set the date for our wedding.

      Now I’m about to return to Earth broke and homeless.

      I’m sure my parents will take me in once my mother finishes saying I told you so for the hundredth time, but I cringe at the thought of showing up on their doorstep, jobless and penniless and no longer engaged to the renowned scientist they admired.

      I’m confident I’ll find another teaching job eventually, but until I’m back on my feet, working and living in a place of my own, I’m not sure I’ll be able to hold my head very high. The prospect of enduring the disapproval of my entire family, especially my mother, weighs heavy on my heart.

      When I announced my engagement to Harry—an emerging xenobiologist—I’d never seen my mother so delighted, as if snagging a super smart and successful man was my greatest achievement, and she finally had a reason to be proud of me.

      Until I became engaged to Harry, I was jokingly referred to as the “free spirit” and even the “black sheep” of the family. I’ve long been considered the least successful individual in a family full of overachievers, and a family function isn’t complete without at least a handful of snide comments directed my way. Of course, I never find the jibes very funny.

      My older sister is a renowned surgeon who’s married to a wealthy businessman, and my younger brother is a successful engineer who has graced the cover of many tech magazines. Both my parents are lawyers who frequently represent high-profile clients, and it’s not unusual to turn on the television and see them giving interviews on late night news programs.

      To top it all off, I have a huge extended family, with lots of aunts, uncles, and cousins, each one of them as equally successful and admired in their professions as my siblings and parents.

      My family has always looked down their nose at me, making hurtful just a teacher comments. It didn’t matter that I’d loved my job, or that I’d been nominated for numerous teaching awards. In my family’s eyes, I was always little more than a glorified babysitter.

      You could have been so much more, my mother used to say, shaking her head in disappointment.

      I hope the two-year gap on my resume doesn’t make finding a job quickly too difficult. I fight down a wave of panic as I imagine facing my parents with nothing but the meager contents of my suitcases. What little savings I had went directly into a shared account with Harry. I should have emptied it and called it even for all the shit he’s put me through, but the return ticket home cost more than I originally added to our joint funds, leaving me feeling guilty over the prospect—as well as dirty.

      He’s done terrible, unspeakable things to earn his hefty paychecks on this planet.

      Of course, I never thought I would end up depending on Harry financially for so long. After I agreed to marry him, he had promised Earth governments would soon start sending children to Tallia with their parents who came here to work. He said I would easily land a job teaching elementary school, but the Tallian government—a new council of elected leaders in charge of Capital Acres and the surrounding areas inhabited by humans—had once again unanimously voted to continue excluding minors from visiting Tallia, let alone living here.

      All the other jobs available in Capital Acres are Earth hires shipped in by the various companies that own businesses here. I can’t walk into a hotel, café, or store and apply for a job. It doesn’t work that way on Tallia, so for two years I’ve lived with Harry and relied on him for everything—a fact he has held over my head from the first week, when he not so eloquently laid out his expectations for me.

      Not long after our arrival, he announced that I must cook, clean, and keep house for him, because in his mind, I owed him. I would have been happy to contribute to our household in any way, including performing all the domestic chores, but when he repeatedly said things like “Try not to fuck up dinner tonight” or “Christ, woman, did you never learn how to iron a shirt properly?” I realized too late what an awful mistake I had made.

      To keep his insults at bay, I tried to be the perfect homemaker, only to hear things like, “About time you learned how to make a simple dish like spaghetti” or “I bet you took these shirts to the cleaners and spent more of my money.”

      Of course, not all of his insults revolved around my housekeeping skills. Many of them targeted my appearance. Just last week he said, “I’m glad you finally got those laser hair removal treatments. Your legs and pussy used to look so gross on the days you were too lazy to shave,” and “Your face looks chubby when your hair is that long.”

      Sickness rises in my stomach. I shouldn’t dwell on the awful putdowns, but sometimes his spiteful words play over and over in my mind, stuck on repeat no matter how hard I try to block them out.

      The twin moons become a blur and I blink rapidly to dispel my tears.

      I refuse to cry over Harry.

      Not ever again.

      He never loved me, not really, and the love I’d felt for him has already dissolved under the endless barrage of his harsh insults.

      Thank God he’s working late tonight and won’t be around to stop me. I know he would do everything in his power to keep me here. His status as a lead scientist in Project KH09 makes him one of the most powerful men on Tallia.

      With a single phone call, he could have me thrown in jail or detained in a top-secret location.

      A cold shudder passes through me, because no matter how much I don’t want to believe it, I know he could probably have me killed too.

      He’s that ruthless and obsessed with his work.

      I gaze at the crowd in the café, wondering if any of them know about the research that goes on in the secretive labs that sit outside Capital Acres, the tall buildings that rest beyond the landing platforms. I wonder if any of them know about the aliens who call Tallia home, the humanlike beings unethical scientists like Harry are studying.

      Kleaxians.

      My heart aches as I think about the aliens.

      Another reason I need to sneak back to Earth.

      Harry wasn’t supposed to tell me about Project KH09, nor was he supposed to show me images and videos of his horrific experiments on the Kleaxians. But he has. Many times. The fucker sure likes to brag.

      Gasps draw my gaze back to the sky.

      What the hell?

      The Stargazer has come to a standstill. Numerous blinking lights surround it, blue and green lights that appear to belong to other ships.

      Other ships.

      My stomach flips. No other vessels are scheduled to travel through the wormhole anytime soon. In fact, an interstellar ship only travels to and from Earth once every few months.

      Something is very wrong.

      The crowd grows tense, and hushed voices and gasps ripple across the café, a wave of fierce apprehension that prompts my sudden unease to deepen. The knots in my stomach twist tighter with each passing second. I shift to the edge of my seat.

      One of the unknown vessels shoots a white beam directly at the wormhole.

      I grab my suitcases and stand up at the very moment there’s a blue flash behind the Stargazer. The flash is so bright, the crowded streets of Capital Acres are illuminated for a brief instant, a sea of wide-eyed frozen bodies bathed in blue.

      Oh God.

      Something has happened to the wormhole.

      The flash fizzles out until nothing but blackness is left where the Anders-Perkins Wormhole should be located. Screams ring out around me, and I drop my suitcases.

      A thought strikes me, and the implications grip me with coldness.

      Could it be the Kleaxians?

      I can’t imagine who else has destroyed the wormhole. Or who else would open fire on the Stargazer. Unless there’s another alien race nearby that even Harry doesn’t know about.

      The blue and green blinking lights rearrange into a triangle and direct multiple white beams at the Stargazer.

      Panic consumes me. This can’t be happening. It can’t. Not on the very night I’m supposed to depart this planet that has brought me nothing but misery.

      I run out of the café and join a group taking the elevator down. A man next me is crying that his wife is aboard the Stargazer. Others are shaking and sobbing, muttering to themselves and each other that this can’t really be happening.

      Once the elevator hits the ground floor, I race into the street, but then pause in the middle of the crowd. Almost everyone remains standing still, looking at the sky. I glance up again to find the shooting has ceased, but the other vessels are now closer to the Stargazer, practically on top of the ship.

      “The wormhole is gone! Oh my God!” a woman screams.

      “How will we get back to Earth?” a man laments.

      How indeed? Disbelief envelops me and I start walking toward the condo I’ve shared with Harry for the last two years. I doubt the Stargazer is going to land on time—if at all. My ticket is still in my back pocket though, just in case.

      For a moment, I consider returning to the café for the bags I’d abandoned, but I don’t want to spare the few minutes it’ll take to grab them, nor do I want anything weighing me down.

      My gut whispers we’ll all soon be running for our lives.

      If the Kleaxians destroyed the wormhole and opened fire on the Stargazer, chances are they’ll visit Capital Acres to wreak their devastation next.

      I think of the images and videos of Kleaxians that Harry’s showed me and shudder. Most of their males are over seven feet tall and freakishly muscular, built like fierce warriors. And if they can destroy a wormhole, they also apparently have technology superior to humans. None of our vessels intended for space travel possess weapons.

      The Kleaxian ships suddenly veer away from the Stargazer, spreading out in all directions. Then the alien vessels resume firing.

      A blinding explosion lights up the night sky.

      It’s gone. It’s fucking gone.

      The Stargazer has been destroyed.

      I take a deep breath and race back to the condo, weaving through the panicked masses, and grab Harry’s extra ID card.

      No matter what happens, I’m not going to die here. I’m not.
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      Smoke billows into the night sky, and the ground shakes with fury. I navigate through the chaos of the alien attack on Capital Acres, my heart pounding. Screams and weapons’ fire ring out from every direction, prompting me to run faster. Women are being dragged onto a hovercraft in a clearing up ahead.

      Women. Only women.

      I pray the aliens don’t catch me.

      A human man in a security uniform emerges from behind a tree and opens fire on the Kleaxians, but misses his target, and a nearby alien blasts him with a beam of white light. The human man drops dead, joining the other bodies scattered lifeless on the ground. Smoke is rising from those felled by the strange light shooting weapons, and the sickening smell makes me gag. Still, others are laying in the street bleeding from wounds inflicted with long daggers many of the Kleaxians are wielding. A few are missing heads and other body parts.

      I swerve to the left and sprint to a back road that winds out of the sprawling city. Thick vegetation surrounds me. I run until my mouth tastes like pennies and my side throbs in agony.

      Most of the inhabitants of Capital Acres are probably shocked by this evening’s events, but I’m not. I’ve known about the Kleaxians for longer than I care to admit, and I know all about the horrible atrocities that have been committed against their species.

      Clearly, the humans who first settled this planet had underestimated the strength of the Kleaxians, or an entire city that catered to thousands of tourists wouldn’t have been constructed here.

      The Stargazer was supposed to be my trip back home. To Earth. But fuck, a few minutes ago I’d witnessed the total destruction of the ship—as well as the wormhole from which it emerged.

      Everyone had been out in the streets to witness the Stargazer’s arrival, only to watch in horror as strange lights appeared in the sky. The blue speck of light that marked the Anders-Perkins Wormhole—the only way to and from Earth—had exploded and lit up the city for several seconds, bright as daylight.

      The Stargazer blew up about thirty minutes later.

      At first I hadn’t understood why the pause in action, but now that I’d seen Kleaxians shooting only men and forcing the women onto hovercrafts, I had my answer.

      The Stargazer had likely been boarded and the women taken captive.

      The aliens want to keep the women, but whether as mates or slaves, or both, I do not know.

      All I know is that the Kleaxians have every right to be pissed off at humans. We’ve captured them. We’ve experimented on them. We’ve broken their families apart. We’ve forced them off this particular continent on Tallia. We’ve even killed them.

      The Demitros Research Facility—the front for Project KH09—comes into sight. The guards that typically keep watch are nowhere to be seen, and I swipe Harry’s ID card and the door clicks open. I hurry inside and jog beyond the lobby, heading for the stairs that lead to the lower level. That’s where Harry will be. He always brags that he has almost the entire basement to himself.

      I hate that I’m seeking his help, but if anyone knows a way out of this mess, it’ll be him. Maybe there’s a secret ship hidden outside Capital Acres that he’s aware of, or maybe there’s a way to repair the wormhole. I can only hope. I refuse to believe all the humans on Tallia are stuck here forever, fated to be slaughtered by the Kleaxians, or taken captive.

      Though I’m not supposed to be here, none of the white-faced scientists I pass pay me any attention. They all look like they’re about to piss themselves. The ground shakes with vigor and I pray the building doesn’t collapse and bury us alive.

      I descend to the lowest level and swipe Harry’s ID card at the next door. As soon as it opens, I bolt through the entryway, only to slam into a hard body.

      My gaze travels up to meet hard blue eyes. It’s Harry.

      He pushes me against the wall. I hate how he’s crowding over me, using his size to intimidate. He’s never hit me before, but he’s manhandled me a few times while angry. Right now, he looks fucking furious. A chill skitters down my spine as his fingers dig into my upper arms.

      “What the fuck are you doing here, Katrina?”

      “The Kleaxians are attacking Capital Acres. They destroyed the Stargazer and the wormhole.”

      His eyes widen and he pales. “I thought all the shaking and noise was the Stargazer crashing into Capital Acres. Holy fuck.” He releases me and steps back, then rakes a hand through his dirty blond locks.

      “Is there another ship hidden somewhere on Tallia, a ship like the Stargazer, that might take us away from here? Is there an evacuation plan in case the Kleaxians attack? Is there—”

      “The Kleaxians don’t have ships. They are primitive beasts. You must be mistaken.”

      “I’m not fucking mistaken, Harry. I watched the wormhole and the Stargazer get blasted to bits in the sky, and then several vessels landed in Capital Acres. Kleaxians are storming the streets, shooting men on sight and taking women captive. I saw it with my own eyes. Would you care to take a stroll outside to confirm I’m not making this all up?”

      “Fucking hell.” He starts pacing. The ground continues shaking and I remain leaning on the wall for support.

      Realization settles over me, and my blood runs cold with fear.

      Harry’s completely surprised by the attack. Hell, he didn’t even know the Kleaxians possessed ships. He’d truly believed them to be the Neanderthals of Tallia.

      “There’s nothing, is there? No secret ships? No contingency plan of any kind?”

      He lifts his chin and glares at me. “Come, we’ll hide out in the lab until it’s all over. I doubt the Kleaxians can breach the building’s security.” He eyes the ID card I’m still holding and snatches it from my hand. “I hope no one saw you with this. You could get me fired.”

      “I’d say getting fired is the least of your worries right now, Dr. Jenner,” I say, my tone dripping with disdain as I utter his name.

      He grabs my arm and roughly guides me down the corridor. He swipes the ID card and presses his hand to a black surface on the wall. It lights up and scans his palm. This must be his personal laboratory, the one he’s taken illicit pictures and videos inside.

      My heart pounds. He’d recently boasted about being given a new Kleaxian female to study, saying she was near death when brought to the lab and if she died, he would get to perform an autopsy on her. It was my understanding that she’d almost drowned while trying to escape the humans pursuing her, and rather than administer medical attention, Harry’s team has decided to wait it out until she passed on her own—as if watching her die of so-called “natural causes” made their hands any cleaner and their research slightly more ethical. I wonder if she survived, and
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