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      The first thing Prince Taurian of Renjer sees after surviving an interstellar war isn't a rescue party.

      It's a shotgun aimed at his naked chest.

      Stranded on Earth and stripped of the dragon powers that once made him one of the most feared warriors in the galaxy, Taurian has no way home and no choice but to rely on the stubborn, beautiful woman threatening to pull the trigger.

      Dena learned long ago that men bring heartbreak, lies, and disappointment. The last thing she needs is a mysterious trespasser with secrets in his eyes and trouble written all over his ridiculously perfect body.

      But the wounded stranger awakens something she'd sworn was long dead.

      Hope.

      As danger closes in and enemies from across the stars hunt the fallen prince, Taurian discovers that losing his powers changes nothing.

      Dena is his fated mate.

      And a Renjer dragon would burn galaxies before allowing anyone to harm the woman he loves.

      Because a dragon prince may lose his throne.

      He may even lose his wings.

      But he will never surrender his mate.

      This alien dragon romance features:

      [image: red heart] Fated mates

      [image: red heart] Fish out of water

      [image: red heart] Forced proximity

      [image: red heart] A protective dragon prince

      [image: red heart] Touch-her-and-die vibes

      [image: red heart] Action, adventure, and sizzling chemistry

      [image: red heart] Guaranteed HEA and no cliffhangers

      Welcome back to the Aliens of Renjer, where dragon warriors fall hard and forever.
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          TAURIAN

        

      

    

    
      Taurian flew over the gorge, hunger clawing at his insides. The drameze herd below would have to wait. He had to find Kohl. His brother had given himself to the Tryns to save their father. No, to save them all. Desperation twisted Taurian’s insides. His brother couldn’t be dead. He was the youngest of them all and brave to a fault.

      But Taurian had never heard of their enemy taking prisoners except for their older brother who was working alongside their father as king. Tryns were nasty little parasites with short black fur covering their bodies. Claws and rows of teeth. Their bite poisonous if it got through any Renjerian’s scales. The buggers coated their weapons with it. And though the Tryns couldn't fly, despite their leathery small wings, they launched their barbed spears and had brought down many of his kind.

      He inhaled. Scents from the pinxula bush blooming with purple flowers and toxic white berries filled the air. Beneath the plant lingered a metallic glimmer. Hope soared in his chest. It smelled like his brother’s blood. And if he was bleeding, then he was still alive.

      Gods, he wanted Kohl to be okay and bring his brother home safely. Their father was overprotective of Kohl. All because Kohl's human mother had died giving birth.

      Taurian snorted. Females on Earth were too fragile. Too swooning or screaming and fainting when they saw a Renjerian...or wait...what did they used to call his kind, dragons.

      Yup, Taurian hadn't visited Earth for fifteen hundred years and didn't plan on going back. Their superstitions alone made him shake his head. Believed they were the only beings in the universe. Fuck! Even Xyrians weren't that arrogant.

      Once his rebellious brother was back home, Taurian would celebrate with a visit to the Crimson Lane district and eat and screw alien females until he could no longer fly straight.

      The wind above him picked up and he grunted as Desmonda landed beside him. His sister's copper wings glowed in the sunlight. Having her out in the open was dangerous. She was too easy a target for the Tryns, but she had the best nose of all of them. Taurian didn’t care if the bastards spotted him. Let them come and I’ll roast them all.

      Desmonda shook her head. “I smell Kohl...and another scent I can't make out from this distance. A female.”

      “Tryn?” He'd only ever come across male Tryns, but that didn't mean anything. Their enemy had been smart. Swooping in under their noses and taking out the quasicrystals that fueled their weapons before attacking.

      The wars and slaughters that had followed still kept Taurian up at night. His father had to gather what remained of their family and go into hiding. Palace walls that Taurian had taken for granted were now replaced with a labyrinth of caves in the mountains.

      “No, I've never smelled this before. It's not from here. There's a sweet aroma like a flower.”

      “Can you locate the source without being discovered?” Taurian wasn't going to let anything happen to his sister.

      “Have you ever found me during our hiding games as hatchings?”

      “Twice.”

      She ruffled her leather wings, her spiked tail hit the ground to emphasize her words. “Those were the times I got bored waiting.”

      “Be careful.” He placed his talon on her scaled head, but she shook it off.

      “Always. Follow my lead.” She rose into the sky with a few flaps of her wings. “When we find Kohl, I'll take him home,” she called out.

      “And I'll destroy whoever has him.” Taurian launched himself skyward and followed after his sister.

      In silence, they flew over the gorge, allowing the overcast clouds to shield them. Ions charged the air. There would be a storm later tonight. With his luck, Kohl would be home on his sleeping mat and Taurian could ride the lighting to fuel his transporter comm strapped to his forearm. Crimson district, here I come.

      Who was he kidding? He hadn't left the planet since the Tryns came. Best he could ask for was a day of no fighting.

      Desmonda dove forward, landing in the river below him. The water splashing against her scaled abdomen. Had she found something? He peered into the distance and blinked. Two humans...here?

      But when he inhaled, he caught Kohl's scent. No human could smell like his brother. Being half-human must mean his brother could shift back and forth between his patronages. Desmonda’s mom was Zumarian and she had a double set of ears, forked tongue, and extra olfactory glands.

      Joy paraded through Taurian’s heart, they’d found Kohl. But his brother wasn’t moving and his breathing was shallow.

      Taurian glared at the human pulling their brother on some sort of handmade raft. Kohl wasn't moving and his blood covered him as he bobbed along on the river’s surface.

      “Distract the female and I'll take our brother home. He's got the Tryns’ toxin all through his bloodstream.”

      Taurian growled. “How about I eat her in one bite and bring Kohl⁠—”

      “No,” Desmonda said sharply. “The woman is pregnant with hatchlings.”

      Taurian narrowed his eyes. “Are you sure?” His chest tightened. Had Kohl found his mate or was this a trick?

      “Find out what the female knows,” Desmonda whispered, turning back to him, “and if she's a danger or not.”

      He balked, but Desmonda placed her talon on his scaled cheek. “You thought the same when the first Tryns arrived and left us with half our brothers to party on Lexy Prime.”

      Sorrow slammed into his chest. There wasn't a day that went by that he didn't wonder if he and his brothers had remained home if they could've stopped the attacks before they had started. But the Tyrns were barely bigger than a large boar. How did Taurian know there'd be so many of them by nightfall or that their poison could kill a full-grown Renjerian within two nights? That the creatures who looked like devils would target their weapons and kill their brother, who had newly been appointed king under the guidance of their father. And that so many of his people and family would die while he was gone and in the months that followed despite his return.

      “Fine. I’ll distract her while you get Kohl out.”

      She grinned. “Don’t let Father catch you calling Kohlxchijr by that nickname. He says it’s too short for a Renjerian prince.”

      “Kohl likes it.” He shrugged. “And Father has too many things to worry about besides his youngest’s name.” Leaving his sister, he launched himself into the air.

      Yards from the human woman, a stripped lynich dashed into a bush on the river’s edge. The woman glanced at it and overhead, Taurian circled past her. He lowered his altitude and swept past her again. This time the force of his wings blew her backward and she lost her grip on his brother’s raft. The water surged around her.

      Instead of looking at the danger from above, she spun to find his brother and waded after him.

      Enough of this. His brother needed medical help and to get home. Taurian lowered into the water, his wingspan brushing the sides of the riverbank, the impact tumbling the human woman under the water. Well, if she drowned, it wasn’t his fault…exactly.

      Desmonda grasped Kohl and the raft in her talons and flew toward home.

      When the human surfaced, sputtering, she glanced in the way Kohl had disappeared. Taurian frowned and stomped his scaled feet into the water until she gasped, staring at him.

      He snapped his teeth at her, and she yelped, dipping under the water again. ‘Bout time the woman acted like a proper scared senseless human in his presence. Then again, maybe her bravado was what his brother liked about her.

      It was getting late and Taurian wanted to know how his brother was doing. The only reason he didn’t kill this female was Desmonda had said she was pregnant.

      “What have you done?” Taurian barked.

      “P-Pardon?” She struggled to keep afloat and backed away from the tide pulling her toward him.

      “My brother, human.” He narrowed his eyes and inhaled to sense if he could smell the hatchlings when the scent of smoked fur reached his nostrils. Tryns. Was this a trap? “Are you working with the Tryns? You smell of their vile scent as well.”

      She swallowed, shaking her head.

      “How did you get here? Are you a spy?” Taurian snarled. “I scented Kohl’s blood and the enemy.” Before, when the Tryns had first arrived, he underestimated them and while he was out screwing and partying on another planet, they destroyed half his family. He would not make the same mistake again. Who knew what ruses the enemy hadn’t revealed yet? Good thing Desmonda had taken Kohl back to their cave home to tend him. Taurian didn’t think he could not kill this woman if he discovered she’d played a part in his brother’s injuries.

      “No, I-I was kidnapped by a demo-Tryn. It brought me here on a spaceship against my will.” A fish splashed past and the woman wiped her face. “I just want to make s-sure Kohl’s okay…and to get back home to Earth.”

      “How do I know you speak the truth? That I just happened upon you with my brother while I was scouting for him? There’s enough of their foul stench to choke a rumix.”

      She lifted her chin. “And I have to trust you not to fry me and eat me.”

      Brave. Stupid, but brave. He shook his head. When his brother recovered, they were going to have a long talk. “If he dies then so do you.”

      “Where is Kohl?” She bit her lip. “The poison must be extracted from him...he’ll need a blood transfusion as well is my guess. He's weak and lost a lot of blood.”

      Perhaps this human cared for his brother after all. But he still didn’t trust her. Too many humans had attacked and killed his kind when they tried to help them against the Tryns long ago when the buggers invaded Earth. The thanks they got for removing them then was human swords and spears. He held out his talon, but kept his expression neutral. “Come, I will take you to him. But any trickery, human, and I will suck the marrow from your bones.”

      “No tricks.” She limped forward, her head occasionally slipping under the water. “I just want him safe.”

      He raised a scaled eyebrow, but said nothing. A female the size of his foot making demands! Good thing none of his brothers were here or he’d never hear the end of their jokes about it. With the woman against his chest, he flew to his home in the labyrinth of caves deep in the mountainside. Wind tore at them and she shivered, but he landed quickly and let her go. By now, Desmonda would be tending Kohl in his chamber.

      “Come, human,” he spat and squeezed through a mountain gap, then into a dark cave.

      Her steps slowed behind him. “Where is Kohl?”

      He snorted. “How vulgar that you use his third name when addressing him and a mispronunciation at that.” His spiked tail zigzagged across the darkened dirt path. The cave continuing down and he took the second tunnel. “Kohlxchijr is his name, not Kohl.” Only he and family were allowed to call him Kohl.

      “Fine.” She squared her shoulders. “Where is Kohlxchijr?”

      For several turns, he didn’t speak, then he pressed through Kohl’s bedroom opening. The area opened up to a chamber with glowing lights along the walls and ceiling providing just enough light to see Kohl, in his human form, laying on a straw mat with Desmonda hovering over him. His hair was still damp from the river.

      “Kohl!” The woman rushed forward, dodging her escort’s tail.

      Desmonda turned, hissing and the woman skidded to a stop.

      “Please, is he okay?” The human wrung her hands. “Have you healed him or given him medicine?”

      “Taurian, leave us. I want to talk with the human alone.”

      “No, she might do more damage to him or hurt you,” he rumbled.

      Desmonda stared at him then back at the woman. “I think not. Wait outside the chamber if you must, but you will not like our discussion.”

      With a snapping of teeth that made the human jump, Desmonda turned and scraped her body out of the opening and stomped away. As soon as those hatchlings were born, Taurian was sending this woman back to Earth and Kohl was going to get a lesson in birth control that he’d never forget.
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          DENA

        

      

    

    
      Dena crushed the pill between her fingers and used a spoon to mush it into the canned dog food. “Mix it up like this for Butch once a month so he gets his medicine, okay?”

      “Thank you, Doc.” Mrs. Harrison smiled. “Since George died, I haven't been able to get Butch to take it. My George had a special way with animals. Like you do.”

      “Call me Dena. And bring Butch in during the summer for his annual checkup.” She placed the laced food in the plastic bowl before the two hundred pound Rottweiler who gobbled up the food in seconds.

      “What do I owe you?” Mrs. Harrison dug into her purse.

      “No, it's fine.” Crap, she had to come up with a reason or Mrs. Harrison would pay her out of her social security money. Her husband had been good with animals, but not finances. “Actually, George overpaid so you have a credit on file.”

      “Oh, dear me,” she clipped her purse closed, “he did?”

      “Yup. So don't hesitate to bring Butch in, okay?”

      The old woman squeezed her hand. “Thank you. My sister Vivian has a grandson about your age. He lives north of New Orleans and he's studying law.” She winked. “But I think you two would be a good match. I can introduce you.”

      “That's okay, Mrs. Harrison.” She pulled her hand away. “I have enough men in my life for now.” Two ex-husbands, but hey, who’s counting?

      “Well, let me know if you change your mind. My great nephew is good-looking. A bit on the thin side, but that's nothing a wife and home-cooked meals can't fix.”

      “Thanks for coming by, Mrs. Harrison.” Dena opened the door and waved bye to the old woman and her dog. She knuckled her back and flipped the plastic sign over to closed. Good thing about working out of her home, she didn't have to commute.

      Her office connected to her house on the side. Originally it was a parlor with several sunroom windows that Dena converted.

      She sat at her desk and pulled out the small jar that held the poison spear fragment that she'd dug out of Kohl when he visited here from his alien planet.

      Gesh, if anyone knew that she believed in dragons and aliens they'd lock her up in the looney bin. She still had a hard time grasping it herself and she'd seen Kohl shift from a dragon to a man.

      Dena shook the jar and the metal piece rattled against the glass. And for some reason, Kohl's blood hadn't dried out yet from when she had removed the weapon from his side weeks ago. By now, the blood should have dried. Yet, there were still several drops inside as if she'd just placed everything inside. Was it Kohl's blood causing the phenomenon of looking fresh or the other alien poison? The fragment itself was half the size of her palm.

      Curiosity tickling up her spine, she pulled her microscope closer to her, then put on latex gloves. What would it hurt to take a peek? She was a vet and a scientist and might be able to figure out how to help Kohl and his people against their enemy.

      She screwed off the lid. The metallic scent hit her nostrils. Damn, the blood still smelled fresh even. Digging in a drawer, she removed a set of tongs and placed the broken spear piece onto the glass lens, then peeked through the viewer.

      The blood cells were in a clear pulsing liquid. What the hell? She turned the dial to amplify everything. Yup, the metal piece itself was vibrating. Not enough for her to see without a microscope...or was it moving so fast that she couldn't detect it until now. And why?

      The fragment was a cross between obsidian and a black metal she couldn't identify. Or what if it was alive somehow? Like a parasite or virus?

      She shifted in her chair, turning the dial as high as it would go. Part of the glass had slid off the viewer. She pushed it back in place when one of the spear’s edges cut into her finger through the glove.

      “Son of a bitch!” she yelped and jumped back. The shard dug in deeper and she spun out of her chair to the sink. She ripped off her glove, hoping the plastic would help remove the shard when she did so.

      But the splinter pressed in deeper. Her whole hand throbbed. Shit, shit, shit. This is just like those damn Alien movies.

      She fumbled for the antiseptic and doused her finger. Her blood fizzled on her finger while she groped for the tweezers. Using her uninjured hand, she tried to pluck the metal out. Pain radiated up her arm and she gritted her teeth. Her hand shook so hard she couldn't keep it still.

      No alien germ thing was going to get one over on her! She took out her scalpel and sliced into the wound. A cry of pain escaped her lips. Her whole hand ached and burned. Blood dripped down her arm. This rate, she'd be cutting through muscle then bone if she didn't get the stupid piece out of her finger.

      Grounding her teeth, she plunged the scalpel deep into the wound and yanked up. Her gasping scream echoed through her house. Nausea rolled through her and tears spilled down her face. The splinter the size of a half of a toothpick rolled over to the bookshelf.

      Dena dashed to the sink and poured the antiseptic again on her finger. The searing pain stole her breath. She had a hunk of flesh missing. At least I won't breed some alien creature that claws its way out of my stomach. She shivered and wrapped her finger in bandages to stop the bleeding. Weariness tugged at her as she plopped down in her desk chair. She couldn't leave the pieces of this alien weapon out in the open. Not after seeing what a tiny sliver could do.

      Her eyelids grew heavy as she used tongs to pick up the shard on the floor. She placed it in a clean jar, then pushed off the parts on the microscope slide back into their original jar. After she sealed them both, she placed them on the top shelf next to her medical almanacs.

      She wiped her forehead and stifled a yawn. Tomorrow she'd finish cleaning up. For now, she just wanted to crawl into bed with some painkillers. Her finger and hand and hell, her whole damn arm ached.

      Too bad Kohl's planet didn't have cell phones or she'd call him up and cuss him out for not telling her how dangerous his enemies’ weapons were.
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