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Meagan Danae sprinted down the street. Have to keep running. Her chest ached as she drew in harsh panting breaths. The gray stone buildings rose up around her, caging her in. She rounded the corner.

Her feet slipped on the stone paving and she skidded, nearly falling. Her heartbeat jumped up another notch and fear lurched through her. She couldn’t fall. They’d kill her.

Fuck, this was crazy. Fleeing Apolin with her own sect sisters racing after her trying to kill her. Why had they attacked her?

A thick lock of black hair whipped across her face. She shook her head to get it away from her eyes, but kept moving. No time to worry about it. Hurt, betrayal and confusion mixed inside her, leaving her stomach aching and her head hurting.

She dashed down the street, dodging carts and people. Relief surged through her. Good, another occupied street. They wouldn’t hurl any energy bolts here. Her shields wouldn’t take too much more battering. She had to get out of here. I can’t help them if they kill me now.

She blew out a long breath and ran forward. Have to find a little space. When there was a clear area, she pulled on her magic. A black and white swirling portal opened in front of her. She jumped into it.

The portal dumped her in a soft grassy meadow. Meagan landed on her feet, running forward a few steps from the tunnels momentum. She turned and stared for a few moments. The tension locking her muscles loosened a little. They hadn’t followed her. She grimaced. Lady, that had gone badly.

Leaving the village had been the only way. The others probably hadn’t been able to follow. They’d been zealous and wouldn’t give up while she was in the city. If she stayed, she’d have to start taking the offensive. They were her sect sisters. She wouldn’t hurt any of them if she could finish it.

A heavy weight settled in her stomach and her jaw ached. How had this happened? After she’d returned from a scouting mission, the elders of the Hanir sect accused her of being a spy or a Dark Sorceress. Before she could say anything in her defense, a group of younger witches burst into the room and hurled orbs at her. The choice had been simple. Hurt them or run. She’d run. A tightness banded around her chest as sorrow and pain weighed on her. She hadn’t done anything to deserve that kind of suspicion. 

She thrust her hand through her hair and slowly turned. Tall trees fronted two sides of the meadow giving it an air of security. It would be nice to stay here for a little while and catch her breath, but this wasn’t the time.

A small stream cut across the grassy expanse, clear water trickling over the rocky stream bed. She inhaled drawing the sharp tang of sap and spring air into her lungs. Have to calm down and think. Later, she’d deal with the hurt. They might not follow her here, but she had to move. She had to try something.

Sometimes life makes the choices. Apparently, her older sister was right about that. If only she could talk to her sister or her brothers right now. Unfortunately, they weren’t here and she had no idea where to find them.

She’d have to do this on her own. There wasn’t any time to waste. More merdanons were coming. That was about all she managed to tell them, but considering they doubted her loyalty, they probably hadn’t believed her.

Meagan clenched her fists. The dragons and vampires probably wouldn’t show up to help tonight. They hadn’t answered any of the other calls for aid. If the dragons were near, someone would have sighted them in the air. 

Meagan licked her lips and raised her hand to the amulet at her neck. Maybe she was the one meant to take up the weapons. Maybe not, but she had to try. In spite of what had happened, she couldn’t let the merdanons and Dark Sorcerers destroy the village. She had to try to help them when the attack came.

She looked around the grassy meadow. Damn, she had to get moving. The temple wasn’t here. To even try to get those weapons, she’d better start now. She took a deep breath and formed another tunnel. White streaks swirled through the black portal. She stepped into it. Silver and white beams slashed through the blackness around her and a pulling sensation tugged low in her belly.

The portal opened, hurling her into bright sunlight a moment later. The momentum propelled her forward and she stumbled forward. Her toe caught on a rock. She stumbled and fell to one knee on the rocky ground. Pain lanced up her leg.

She rose to her feet and brushed at her pants. The gray cloth was torn over knee and as the wind blew across her knee, prickling stings ran over her skin. She ignored it. The pain would go away, but she had to get moving.

She turned and stared across the meadow. One path would lead around the mountain and one up the mountain. She chose the path that seemed to be heading upward. The old temple was near the top of the mountain, but she’d never been there. No reason to. This wasn’t a region where the Hanir sect held power and the only reason to come would be to try to get the weapons. She’d only studied this area on maps.

Huge trees grew alongside the rough, rocky path. Leafy branches arched over path, forming an almost solid canopy overhead. The leaves blocked the light, giving the path a shadowed, closed-in feel. If only the cover wasn’t quite so thick, this would be so much easier, but she could still see. Hopefully, she was on the right path. This could take some time and a mistake could cost someone their life. There might not be any time to spare.

The terrain steepened. Relief swept through her and her muscles relaxed. Good, this was probably the right direction. She hiked up the trail, watching her footing on the loose rocks. As the leafy cover blocked more light, she watched both sides of the trail. Many wild animals made their home on this mountain.

A volk or a necalot could do a lot of damage before she managed a spell to stop them. The furry necalot might not be out hunting yet. It wasn’t even dusk. Most of the time, they hunted at night, pouncing from the trees. The larger, leaner volk would definitely be prowling from the forest, using its sleek spotted coat as camouflage.

Being bitten or clawed would be a horrible topper to an already terrible day. Trimoks chattered in the trees. That was reassuring. One of the small feathered animals swooped down and snatched an insect off a branch. They wouldn’t be so noisy or relaxed if there was a predator in the area. 

Moisture from a building storm hung in the air along with the crisp scent of the dicanan trees. Her shirt clung to her skin, dampened by sweat. The path curved upward. She hiked until the trail finally stopped near the entrance to a cave. She smiled and relaxed a little as relief flowed through her. This was it.

Two stone columns, carved from the mountains rock, stood one on each side of the opening. She channeled a bit of power. Silver mist coalesced, creating an orb of light. She tossed it into the air. The light bobbed and floated in front of her as she strode through the dark opening. The dark gray rock tunnel narrowed and then opened into a large cavern.

Carved images and scenes covered the walls from floor to ceiling. Some of the reliefs still bore the paint of a recent ceremony. Fine cloth draped over the statues placed around the room. Bowls of flowers and fruit rested on a marbled rock altar in front of a huge stone warrior. The local sect of witches still used this temple. Good. It would continue to provide a disguise to this location’s first purpose.

She walked past the altar to the giant statue behind it. Placing her hands on the large pedestal beneath the great warrior’s feet, she pulled a little magic up. Silver white light flared and spread over the deep gray base. The stone slid beneath the statue’s feet. She stepped away as the stone block moved backward.

The dark square opening in the floor loomed in front of her. The bobbing ball of light floated into the gap. She stepped down into the hole.

Even the walls down here were decorated. Etched scenes of battle and everyday life in the age of the ancient kings ran along the walls. She eased down the long hallway to the door. Painted scenes covered the panel. She slipped her family seal off her necklace. This would either work or not. She took a deep breath and placed the seal in the small depression in the center of the door. Was she the one meant to take the weapons? If she wasn’t, she wouldn’t even be able to open the door.

The symbol glowed silver. A heat rolled from it before the door swung open. She let out a slow breath. Thank you, Lady! It opened. If it hadn’t, she’d have a huge problem. They still had to defend the village. She couldn’t just walk away.

Weapons covered the walls and the large, stone table in the center of the room. She drew in a deep breath. Oh my. So many of them. How would she know which one to pick? She walked around the room slowly. Swords and daggers rested in neat rows on the table, but none of them caught her eye.

She moved to the back wall and stopped in front of the blades hanging there. Light glinted off a sword. The blade was straight and shone in the white light. Unlike many of the other weapons around it, it wasn’t silver. Silver etching scrolled over the golden blade. She couldn’t take her eyes off it and the matching dagger. Those were her blades.

She reached for the sword and matching knife. Power pulsed from the sword. Her hands tingled as magic raced up her arm. The energy rolled through her straight to the core of her power low in her belly. Her own magic swelled and responded. Energy surged through her to the sword.

She stood still. The two distinct powers mingled and mixed. So strange, but nothing had ever felt so right. Even the weight and the grip could have been made just for her.

She held the weapons in her hands. These two weapons and the magic now inside her would help so much in the fight. She flexed her fingers. Damn, so perfect.

At the door, she awkwardly pulled her seal free of the door using the tips of two fingers to nudge it loose and grasp it. She refused to let go of the blades. Maybe a little of it was fear that the weapons would disappear and this be no more than a vivid daydream. Even now, it didn’t seem real. She wasn’t some hero like in the stories. That wasn’t why she was here. She had to keep the village safe until they could get some help.

She stepped out into the hallway. The door creaked as it swung closed, but it shut tightly. She paced down the tunnel to the stairs.

Time to get ready for the battle. Those merdanons would probably arrive tonight. Going up the stairs, she summoned a pulse of magic. Silvery white magic spread over the stone base. She stepped back as it slid over the opening to the vault.

Now, she had to get back to the village. With every other attack, when merdanons had been spotted, an attack followed the same night. If that was the case, she shouldn’t have to hide. Once the merdanons attacked, all attention would focus on defending the town.

Fucking Dark Sorcerer chose this area because it was vulnerable. Almost easy prey. The village was small and made the perfect target for the dark sorcerer and his merdanons. The only other town close by was just as small and vulnerable. Mountains and forest provided a barrier and isolated it from larger cities and the aid of sister covens.

The Dark Sorcerer also targeted the other village nearby, but it had also withstood the attacks of the Dark Sorcerer to this point. They couldn’t offer any help. Not when every one of their witches was needed to protect their city.

After the battle ended, she’d have some decisions to make. It would be easy to walk away from the village. Especially after they’d chased her through the streets. Her gut tightened. Fuck, never would she have expected such a betrayal. Maybe she’d find another coven, but she had to know why the elders questioned her loyalty.

As she stepped from the cave, the sun sank behind the mountain. Definitely time to get moving. Night fell fast in the mountains.

Meagan summoned a tunnel. A black and white portal swirled in front of her. She stepped into it. Beams of silver and white streaked through the blackness surrounding her.

A tugging sensation pulled low in her gut. The portal opened and hurled her out into an alley lit only by the glow of the moon. She stumbled forward two extra steps to catch her balance. Not the most elegant of entries.

A scream rippled through the air. She stiffened and a rush of energy surged through her. They were already here. She stepped forward, leaving the alley. Time to face the merdanons.

Silver white light flared around her as her shield settled in place. No enemies were in sight, but she wouldn’t be without protection. Meagan paced down the street. She rounded a corner and stopped.

A few doors down one of the Dark Sorcerer’s minions, stood, facing away from her. Pale gray skin gleamed in the dim light from the moon. The only thing in sight was the sharp blades at the huge beast’s hands, but nothing more was needed to identify it. It would have the same vacant black eyes and sharp teeth as all the others. There was nothing in the natural world like a merdanon.

A faint glow flickered beyond the merdanon. The creature pressed forward. Pieces of dark gray wall lay on the ground in the light from the orb. Was the person cornered? Had walls from houses collapsed into the street?

The only way to know was to get rid of that big ass creature. She flexed her fingers on the grips of her sword and dagger. Okay, now what was she supposed to do with these things. The stories didn’t describe how to tap into the power, but she needed to now.

Maybe if she tried summoning an energy orb and directed it through the sword. Silver white magic flared around the pommel of the sword and flew into the walls of the building. Damn it. Obviously not the way.

She tapped the sword against her thigh. How, by the Lady’s robes, am I supposed to do this? Power stirred inside her. She froze. Was it the movement?

She swept the sword from side to side. The energy built channeling from her to the blade. As she swung the sword, silver white energy coalesced near the tip and flew off. The shimmering mass hit the merdanon and flared.

The gray skinned creature howled and spun to face her. She exhaled. The Dark Sorcerer hadn’t put much effort into this creation. It wasn’t shielded.

She whipped the sword back and forth, gathering power. A sizzling white orb flew down the street and slammed into the merdanon. It toppled to the ground. 

Meagan nodded and tightened her fingers on her weapons. Damn, these things were good. She looked up from the merdanon to see who stood beyond it. Hopefully, this didn’t result in more trouble.

Talia Sarash, an elder of the sect, stared at her with her mouth agape. Normally, the elder wore robes, but she seemed comfortable in a flowing white shirt and gray pants. The woman’s gray-and-black hair hung wildly about her face.

“I wondered where you’d gone. I knew you wouldn’t just leave the village. Even after the way what should have been a few questions turned into a disaster.” Talia slowly walked forward.

“My family has defended this village for generations. After it’s safe, I’ll decide what I’m going to do.” Meagan flexed her fingers on the hilts of the blades. Something pulled low in her gut. She still had to do something here. This was unfinished.

She dropped to a knee. A tingle raced up the arm holding the dagger. Apparently, she had to use the blade in some way. She drove the blade into the fallen merdanon’s arm.

The large armor-skinned beast dissolved into a fine dust. Power roared into her. Her heartbeat raced and she took a few breaths. Hopefully, she could get used to the feeling. So strange, like raw magic burning through her veins.

“We just had some questions, Meagan. There were coincidences and some gossip.” Talia edged forward. “No one but the elders and you were ever supposed to know about it.”

“Rumors. I don’t know how I was supposed to have time to contact others, much less opportunity. I was always scouting and seldom alone.” Meagan shook her head and rose. Most days, she barely had energy to fall into bed, much less conspire.

“Well, that question is settled now. There’s no way you could hold those weapons and be in any way evil.” Talia waved her hand.

Meagan just raised an eyebrow. Yeah, that was small comfort after being chased by that mob. She looked down the street. The broken wall didn’t completely block the way. Should she go that way or head back and take another street? It probably didn’t matter much. There would be merdanons on the street no matter which way she went. It was early in the fight.

“Do you mind if I go with you? I don’t want another incident like what happened earlier.” Talia held up a hand.

Meagan took a deep breath. Anger burned through her and her muscles tightened. The suggestion made sense. Less chance of having to waste energy protecting herself. The presence of the elder should stop another attack.

Clearing the village would be hard enough. Fighting other witches while she did it could make it impossible. She nodded.

“Has there been any sign of dragons or vampires coming to aid in the fight?” Meagan walked slowly down the street.

Talia fell into step beside her. “No, nothing. There hasn’t been any message of any kind. You didn’t expect there to be any help. You’d have never taken up the weapons if you had.”

Very right. Yeah, Meagan actually gave the vampires or dragons making an appearance more probability than her being able to get into the vault. Since that had worked, there was hope, even if it was slight.

Apolin and Dicsin were too small, too isolated, and too far away from the dragon and vampire protected areas to warrant even yearly visits. Normally, not a problem. The isolation usually meant little happened, but the absence of dragons and vampires in the face of the repeated requests for help meant the messages hadn’t made it there. If nothing made it through the passes, then one of the larger Hanir sects in the city of Amaes should send someone to check on them eventually.

“Are all the villagers safe?” Meagan swept her gaze over the street. Some of the homes were completely destroyed.

“Yes, they’re safe.” Talia’s voice held relief. “When the merdanons were spotted, we moved the villagers out.”

Meagan sighed. Good. They hadn’t been taken by surprise. Unfortunately, there was no time to savor that. Two merdanons lumbered down the street. Behind them, walls crumbled and holes gaped in the buildings. Damn, they’d destroyed this area.

She took a deep breath. The strange power inside her swirled inside her, not building, but staying the same. Thankfully.

She gripped the hilts of her weapons until the metal bit into her palms. A bit of nervousness skimmed through her and her stomach lurched. Would she be able to handle two of them?

The weapons were so new to her. Only stories remained of the last time the weapons were used and the details in them were sketchy at best. How much power would she be able to take before it was too much?

Tiria had always been a mystery. It took more than the right bloodlines to get into one of those chambers. Fate played a huge part in it.

The merdanons advanced closer. She widened her stance and lifted her hand. White magic drifted up, reinforcing her shields. Those couldn’t come down when the merdanons battered them. She licked her lips and swung her sword. An orb of white magic flew off the tip.

The glowing white-silver ball zipped down the street. It flared as it hit the gray-skinned creation on the right. Both beasts roared and shuffled toward her. At least, there wasn’t a Dark Sorcerer behind them. They’d be much more difficult to defeat if the corrupt wizard was nearby.

If this attack followed the pattern of the other assaults, plenty of merdanons would flood the village, but the Dark Sorcerer wouldn’t enter the walls. Why did the attacks keep coming? The Dark Sorcerer might not have a reason for one attack, but five meant that this wasn’t random. He had to want something even if it was just to make them leave the area. The village didn’t have great wealth and wasn’t well-known as many cities and towns were. He had a reason behind all of this effort.

Meagan slashed the sword back and forth. The arc of energy gathered at the tip, glowing brightly before flying off. It hurtled down the street and hit the second beast. The gray-skinned being screamed. The loud noise reverberated off the walls. She winced. Her ears rang.

She swung the blade again. Those two creatures had to go down. Another crackling, white ball of magic flew off the tip of the weapon. The orb flared, but the merdanon didn’t fall. She cursed under her breath. Damn, the Sorcerer put some power into that one.

She slammed another glittering bolt down the street, followed by another quick orb. One merdanon fell, but the other took two long strides forward. She lifted her hand. White magic streamed out, forming a wall that stretched across the street. It pushed him back. She couldn’t let him get too close. Even with her shield up, it was dangerous. Occasionally, they threw things. Her shield should deflect it, but better to keep them away than take chances.

The Dark Sorcerers always came up with new tricks, new ways to destroy or capture witches. She threw another bolt. The second merdanon toppled to the side. She paced forward, slowly. Her muscles tightened. Now, she had to go destroy the merdanons. Lady, even though she’d barely started the power still pulsed too high. With these two, the writhing mass of power would get even worse. 

She knelt and drove the blade into the arm of the gray-skinned beast. Power pumped into her while the creature dissolved into a misty dust. She shivered and her head tipped back as the surge flooded her body. Lady, there was another one left. Her hands shook as she moved the few steps closer to the next merdanon.

She looked at the wizard’s creation and bit her lip. How was she supposed to handle all this power? The magic roared through her body at a level higher than she’d ever experienced, but that was only one part of it. Arousal simmered inside her. The more power she took in, the higher it went, but she couldn’t leave the creature for the Dark Sorcerer to recall.

She dipped down and drove her blade into its arm. The energy zipped from the dagger straight to her core. She rose to her feet. Every muscle in her body quivered with the influx of magic.

“You know I won’t mind if you help a little. We’ll run into more than a few of those beasts as we make our way through the village.” Meagan slid a glance toward the elder.

“I was just enjoying watching the weapons at work. I never thought I’d see a Tiria.” The older woman smiled. “You make it seem so easy to defeat them.”

Meagan looked up at the sky. With the exception of being able to destroy the merdanon and prevent the Dark Sorcerer from using it again, there wasn’t much difference in dealing with them. The extra power helped, but what was she going to do with it? Without a Dark Sorcerer in the village, she wouldn’t have call to use it. Not that that was anything to complain about. She really needed time to get used to the power and what the sword could do before putting herself to the test.

Meagan stalked down the street. Orbs illuminated two people strolling toward them. She looked for a side street. Merdanon roars echoed through the city.

There was still work to be done. Chatting wasn’t on her list of things to do until the village was safe. Meagan and the elder met the two women, younger witches from the sect, just before they reached a side street. The young witches looked from Meagan to the elder and back again.

“Elder, we... Isn’t she a Dark Sorcerer or a spy?”

“No, she isn’t a Dark Sorcerer or spy. Look at the weapons. A Tiria can’t be a Dark Sorceress.” Elder Sarash gestured to the sword and dagger.

Both women’s eyes rounded.

“Spread the word to any witch you meet. Meagan is not a spy and no one is to attack her. After what happened, we’re lucky she came back to help.” Talia stared from one woman to the other.

Meagan and Talia took the street to the right. Time to find other beasts before they did more damage. The moon rode high in the sky when the last merdanon fell and Meagan destroyed it.

Energy zipped inside her and she could hardly stand still. The arousal boiled inside her. It had built to a point where she was almost desperate with need for both satisfaction and release from some of this energy. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Get control. She wasn’t a slave to her desires. There had to be some way to handle this arousal without attacking the first man she met. Even if it did sound like a great idea at the moment.

“We have problems, elder. There are holes in the stone wall. We’ll be vulnerable tonight if we don’t seal the gaps.” Camilla Neshar met them as they neared the main sect house. 

Meagan looked around the area. Fire glowed red and yellow above some of the rooftops. It would be hard enough for everyone to clear the debris and try to put the village back together. A gap in the wall would only add more worries. They didn’t need to worry about cortans and mountain graels coming into town.

“I’ll shield the village tonight.” Meagan straightened. At least, it would use up some of the extra energy and let her rest later.

“The whole village?” Camilla stared at her.

Meagan smiled. The raised eyebrows and open mouth spoke the doubt louder than words. Maybe Camilla thought she’d lost her mind. With the amount of power coursing through Meagan and the effect it had, Meagan would have done something similar to use up the excess energy. This definitely was one of the negative aspects of being a Tiria.

She glanced around as she walked the village and her stomach sank as if rocks weighted it. Some of the house walls stood no taller than she did. Fires burned on almost every street. Though they’d won this battle, it had come at a cost.

A burning irritation scraped at her eyes. The acrid smell permeated her clothing and her hair. It would take repeated washings to remove it. My the Llady’s power take that destructive sorcerer.

Ash floated in the air and landed on her face and the sleeves of her maroon shirt. The gray stuff smeared into dark streaks on her hands. She pushed on, helping to clear and stop the fires before they spread any more.

By the time the last fire was put out, exhaustion pulled at Meagan. Holding a shield around the village had taken some of the edge off the power, but strange energy still bubbled inside her. Time to get some sleep. The night had been hellish long already and tomorrow the rebuilding had to begin.
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Chapter Two
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Jaeson Ro’Shan strode into the large main cavern of the lair he shared with his dragon. The red walls and ceiling curved upward in a huge dome. His dragon loved the space.

Now, where was Samiel. As much as the dragon irritated him at times, he’d missed him. Definitely not in this room. The big dragon wouldn’t hide behind the furniture, but Samiel was in the lair somewhere. The low pulse of his bond mate’s energy thrummed within their home. Samiel had used his magic recently.

A fire burned in the hearth in the center of the room. Light from the flames glinted off jewels embedded into the wall, glinting brightly. Jaeson strolled past the large golden and black bed to an opening in the red rock wall.

He peered into the large room. A blue dragon rolled around in the large bathing pool. Samiel’s dragon really enjoyed water.

Jaeson smiled and leaned against the rounded opening. If only he could go over there and jump into the water with the gorgeous dragon, but that wasn’t possible. He’d ruin Samiel’s enjoyment of his bath. The dragon would freeze up and change forms immediately.

Something had happened to the dragon in the past. Unfortunately he hadn’t discovered why the dragon thought he’d hurt anyone who got too close to him in dragon form. It had been a struggle just to get the dragon to bite anywhere other than at the wrist.

From a few remarks, there was some incident with a female in his past. Getting the tight-lipped dragon to talk about it had been impossible to this point. Someday, he’d get the full story and change the dragon’s view, but it would take time.

The dragon had lit all of the lamps on the glittering metal stands around the pool. Golden light filled the room.

If the large dragon hadn’t taken up so much of the deep pool, the jewels embedded in the bottom and sides would sparkle with the beams cast from lamps. Samiel did like the flash of bright metal and jewels. In that way, he was the typical dragon most people imagined.

The dark blue dragon splashed and rolled in the water which flooded over the rim of the tub. The large triangular head popped up and slipped beneath the surface again. They’d have to travel for fun sometime in the future, so the dragon could spend some time in a large lake.

“How was the meeting with the other dragons?” Jaeson straightened. The dragon had played alone for more than enough time.

The dragon flipped in the water. A dark, black cloud surrounded it as it moved beneath the water. The cloud tightened into a man-size oval before dissipating and Samiel’s golden body glided through the water. His skin gleamed and muscles rippled as he stroked to the edge of the pool. Mmm, the dragon made such a handsome man.

Jaeson pulled his shirt over his head and dropped the deep blue material to the floor. He swept his gaze over the man swimming toward him. No one could resist that too tempting, hard body. Jaeson pulled off his boots. Time to spend some time with the dragon.

Samiel folded his arms on the rock rim. Golden hair hung around his shoulders, the ends curling. Maybe someday the dragon would grow it a bit longer. Blue strips curved in an undisturbed arc along the sides of his head to the ends of his hair. The green crystal in Samiel’s earlobe was almost hidden by the hair, but light glinted from it amid the wet strands.

Taking off his pants, Jaeson walked to the edge of the pool and dived into the clear water. He surfaced and turned. Samiel’s dark brown eyes focused on him. The dragon could look intimidating at times, but the smile on his firm lips promised pleasure. And they’d both enjoy the playtime.

This side of their relationship had always been good. Even with dragon’s refusal to show his strength during sex, it was something unrivaled with any other. Heat had flared between them on sight and even after years still burned hot. Jaeson stroked forward in the water, eagerness boiling within him. He had to touch Samiel.

Jaeson put a hand on Samiel’s shoulder. He tugged his bond mate close. Damn, it had been too long. He brushed his lips over the dragon’s lips firmly but didn’t deepen it even when the other man’s lips parted. Unfortunately, they had to talk first.

“So tell me about the meeting.” Jaeson brushed his leg against Samiel’s. A slow deliberate tease designed to rouse the dragon.

“For the most part, normal. A few villages requesting aid, but there was a request for us to check on two isolated covens of witches. Apparently, they’ve been out of contact with the rest of the sect for months.” Samiel nipped at Jaeson’s earlobe.

“Any sign that the witches are in genuine danger?” Jaeson tensed. If they were in danger, he and Samiel would need to leave soon. If there was a chance of witches being taken by a Dark Sorcerer, they had to do everything to prevent it.

“No word of any danger. The witches who sent the note don’t know of any attacks, but they need to know what’s preventing the others from contacting them. It’s a mountainous area.” Samiel hooked an arm around Jaeson’s waist, dragging him closer. “They don’t have the extra witches or wizards in the area to do it themselves now. They’re short because they’ve sent some of their people to help a sister coven in another region.”

“Good, then we can play a little. I’ve been waiting for this all day.” Jaeson slanted his mouth over Samiel’s in an aggressive claiming.

Samiel didn’t remain passive for long. His tongue drove into Jaeson’s mouth on a growl. That harsh sound rolled through him. If only Samiel would relax his control a little, they could both enjoy the dragon’s ferocity. Jaeson would love to feel the strength and heat of his lover and push his control to the edge. That wouldn’t happen. Not tonight.

Jaeson arched his hips against Samiel’s. The hard length of the dragon’s cock rubbed against him. He reached between them and circled his fingers around the thick shaft. He stroked the length with a firm grip. Tonight, he’d watch Samiel find his pleasure. The dragon tensed and his arms tightened. Jaeson met his lover’s brown gaze.

“Jaeson.” Samiel’s voice rumbled a low, warning growl.

Jaeson smiled. A light touch caused that. The dragon definitely enjoyed the touch, even if he had control issues. “I want to give you pleasure.”

Samiel shook his head firmly. “It’s been days since we’ve been together. I want you too much. I want us to come at the same time.”

Jaeson nipped at Samiel’s lips. Coming together sounded so good. The idea had definite merit. But tonight, he didn’t want to be fucked. As good as the dragon could make that feel, Jaeson wanted to fuck.

“All right, but tonight the choice is mine and I want you beneath me.” Jaeson smirked. Would the large man argue about it or want to rip control from him?

A soft laugh rolled from Samiel and a smile curved his lips. Those brown eyes burned with heat. The heady musk of the dragon’s arousal surrounded Jaeson, spurring his own desire higher. Samiel’s hand slipped down Jaeson’s back and his nails pricked against the skin of his buttocks. Tingles raced up Jaeson’s spine. Fuck, the aggressive move shot desire through im. The dragon was using his claws. Samiel knew how much that excited him.

“If you intend to be on top tonight, you’d better get started or I’ll be sinking my teeth into you as I ride you.” Samiel’s teeth parted, shining bright white against the brown gleam of his skin. Four sharp fangs rose above the other teeth. They were more than capable of fulfilling Samiel’s promise. \

“You’re not riding me tonight.” Jaeson laughed. This wasn’t a chance he’d let slip past.

Now, that he had control and the dragon’s attention, he wouldn’t give it back. He licked his lips. Where to start?

Water glided over his skin, lapping at his back. He’d take advantage of the warm, sensuous flow. He summoned a little magic. Green flowed from his palms. The floor in the small area of the pool rose until their feet touched the bottom and the edge came to about waist high. Green pooled in his hand once more and a jar of lube settled in his palm. He wouldn’t chance hurting his lover.

“Bend forward a bit, Samiel.” Jaeson drew his hand down the dragon’s side.

Samiel leaned forward. He braced his elbows on the stone surrounded the pool. Jaeson opened the lube. This stuff wouldn’t dissolve in water which was a great thing. The last thing he wanted was to move anywhere.

Jaeson smoothed the lube around the tight, muscled ring. The thick lubricant coated the opening. He pushed a finger into the clinging tissues, spreading the slick lubricant. Samiel’s back arched and the muscles tightened as Jaeson pressed, finding the rounded gland. The dragon moaned.

Jaeson grinned. Good thing the dragon couldn’t see it. It would have pushed at Samiel’s control. And Samiel refused to let that go. Jaeson worked his finger into Samiel’s ass. It would be sweet to stroke that sensitive spot until Samiel came, but hunger thrummed through Jaeson.

He reached around and gripped Samiel’s cock. Samiel drew in a harsh breath. Jaeson stroked the length a few times before grasping the heavy sacs and squeezing gently. Samiel growled and shoved back against him.

Jaeson rubbed his cock against the entrance. The ring gave way as he pressed forward. The muscular passage tightened around his shaft. A spike of hunger slammed through him. He drew in a hissing breath.

Samiel’s hand brushed Jaeson’s thigh. That large hand gripped, pulling him closer. Jaeson tensed. Did the dragon intend to take control?

“Not slowly.” The two words seemed to be ground between the dragon’s teeth.

Definitely not slowly. Jaeson eased forward until his hips touched the taut muscles of Samiel’s buttocks. He clenched his teeth. I won’t lose it after just sliding into him.

He withdrew and rocked forward again. Fire raced through him, but he wouldn’t go over without Samiel. He stroked Samiel’s cock as he drove into him, each deep thrust faster than the last. His balls pulled tight and blood pounded through his veins. He would come soon.

The muscles along his shoulders and back tensed. He pumped Samiel’s cock faster. Samiel tensed. He shuddered and a low shout erupted as the dragon came.

Jaeson surged into the clenching grip. Sizzling sensation shot through him. Streaks of white hot sensation exploded over him as a wall of pleasure hit him. He jerked and tightened his grip on Samiel. A heaviness invaded his body, making every move seem slower. He pulled back. As soon as his cock slipped free, Samiel turned.

“Now, it’s my turn and I want to take this to somewhere a little drier.” Samiel swept his eyes down Jaeson’s body.

Jaeson moved to the edge of the pool and levered himself out of the water. Already arousal stirred within his body. What did the sneaky dragon have in mind? Maybe restraining him with magic again or perhaps a slow, grinding fuck. The man might irritate him at times, but they had trust and friendship. He could work with that and solve the few problems later.

* * * * * 
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SAMIEL LANDED IN A clear area beyond the wall. Staying at the lair last night had been a mistake. Men worked on the dark gray outer wall of the village. Gold and silver magic channeled into the stone reinforcing it. And it wasn’t only the wall.

A fierce battle had been fought here last night. A heavy weight settled in his stomach. Had anyone been taken while they fucked last night?

Men and women frowned and glared at them as they passed through the gates. Oh, damn. They had sent for help. Somehow, that message had never reached its destination. Why and how that happened would wait.

This village had been targeted by at least one Dark Sorcerer. The other village they had to check out was probably in the same situation. Maybe they’d need other dragons and vampires, but perhaps not. Once they had more information about the situation, they could decide on a plan.

“With those big holes in the wall, I’m surprised we haven’t seen cortan or mountain grael carcasses. The area is surrounded by mountains and thick forests.” Jaeson stared at a huge break in the dark, gray and black stone wall.

Jaeson was right. The sound and smell of destruction would have brought the mountain grael in first. The dark brown furred animal would have slinked in through the first hole, looking for easy prey or the wounded. Those pointed ears could easily pinpoint the slightest sound of distress.

“Where did they put the merdanon bodies? I didn’t see any as we flew over the area.” Samiel frowned. There should be more than one carcass of those beasts still here.

The brisk mountain wind skimmed over his skin. Very different from the desert area where they lived, but in a good way. The beauty of the location as well as the isolation drew him.

Lush green trees reached for the skies and he’d seen more animals than he’d spotted in a week near his lair just in the short flight in. No dragon had a lair in the area, not even in the Gowanna mountain chain, which was strange.

The area was made for dragons. Mountainous, lots of forest, lakes, and plenty of game. Why was there not a dragon in the area? It definitely needed someone in residence to protect it. The present attack was proof enough of that.

“That’s a good question, but the Sorcerer could have called them back to him already.” Jaeson shrugged. 

That could be possible, but Dark Sorcerers usually left the carcasses as intimidation for a while. Especially when the village didn’t have strong protection.

He straightened his shoulders. Nothing would be explained until they found someone to talk to about the attacks. They headed toward the center of the village. The coven house should be near it. Hopefully, it had faired better than the wall.

They strode through the streets. The clank and thud of hammers and chisels striking stone and wood filled the air. The men of the village had been split into two groups. The bulk of the men worked on the wall. Those men not reinforcing the wall demolished the houses that were too damaged to be repaired.

They turned down a final street. The sect house loomed in front of them. Made of dark gray stone and standing two stories high, it dominated the other buildings around it. A large statue stood on either side of a set of stairs leading to the wide, metal-studded wooden doors.

But these weren’t just plain statues of the lady Goddess worshipped and honored by many of the witch covens. Bright red gowns draped the two stone sculptures. Flowers crowned the figures’ heads and jewels and gold glittered at neck and wrist. The petals scattered near the stone feet still looked fresh. They had at least spread the flowers this morning. The witches spirits were still intact.

He shook his head, climbed the stairs, and knocked on the door. It took a few moments, but one of the doors eased open. A young witch in a red-trimmed white tunic and pants stood in the opening. She was damn young to be a witch.

He blinked. She was probably still in training and had been given one of the more tedious chores. No surprise crossed her face. Her eyes didn’t even widen. Someone probably saw him as he flew in. The elders had probably known of their presence before they’d landed.

“We need to speak with some of the elders.” Jaeson smiled at the young golden-haired witch.

The woman fluttered her lashes before returning the smile. The witch nearly drooled over Jaeson. Not that he could fault her. Jaeson’s silver-blond hair, light golden skin, and muscled body were inspiring.

“They’re expecting you. I’ll take you to them.” The young woman stepped back, leaving the door open for them to enter.

Samiel stepped into the coven house behind Jaeson. He closed the door before he followed them. The walls of the large hallway were the same dark stone as the outside walls but white and silver streaks shot through the rock. Bright flowers decorated small tables placed along the corridor.

Jaeson’s white shirt gleamed in the light from the magical lanterns hanging overhead. Samiel trailed them, eyeing the single doors they passed. Too many doors and too many ways for someone to get behind them.

The woman led them down one hallway before turning onto another. She finally stopped before two pale-brown, wooden doors. She knocked first and then pushed them open.

A long, ornately carved wooden table faced the double-doored entrance. Two smaller wooden tables sat against the wall to the left of the room. A black-haired woman stood near one of the small work areas, looking at something on the on top of it. Two women with streaks of gray in their hair stood beside her.

The muffled sound of their conversation floated across the room, but their voices were so low that only the occasional word reached him. At the ornate table, three other older women had their hands on a large book, but their gazes turned to the door.

The black-haired woman at the work desks was probably the youngest woman in the room aside from the witch who’d escorted them. The woman’s deep brown skin set her apart from the women next to her even more than her youth. Such a gorgeous brown. Would she taste as delicious as she looked?

The woman was probably a powerful witch. Her light gray pants and smoky purple shirt didn’t just hug her form. She could move in them and was ready for action. The elders wore long flowing smoky purple skirts and dresses not suited for work.

The woman noticed them then. She spoke a few quiet words to the elders, nodded, and stepped away from them. As she turned, the fullness of her hips and breasts became more evident. Damn, the view was better from the front. He’d love to get his hands on those sweet curves.

“I’ll see what I can find here first. I’ll talk to you if I find anything of interest.” The woman nodded to the other elders and headed for the door with barely a glance at either him or Jaeson.

First, they get at least the basic facts. Samiel focused on the elders. After that, maybe they could check out the women here. There’d be time later to discover if any of the local witches would complete their tri’inal, a mated triad of a witch, vampire, and dragon.

The last two elders took a seat behind the long, dark-brown wood table. They looked Jaeson and him over as if assessing them and none of the women appeared impressed or very welcoming.

“How long has your village been under attack?” Samiel stopped in front of the elders.

“There have been at least five major attacks over the last few months, many other testing probes. A single merdanon sent to cause panic the first time.” One of the women at the far left of the table glared at them. Her skin was wrinkled, her hair white, but her blue eyes sparkled with life and intelligence. \

“We sent for aid. Why didn’t you or any other dragon or vampire come before now?” A slim elder with gray-streaked hair, one of those who’d been talking to the younger witch eyed them warily as if she wasn’t sure they could be trusted.

“We didn’t get any requests. Not from you or from any other town in this area. We came because the main sect house asked us to check on the covens and villages here since there hadn’t been any messages in months.” Jaeson shrugged.

Every one of the elders gasped. “We sent message after message. Most of the messengers never returned, but we thought they were too afraid of the merdanons to come back without aid. Those who did make it back were sent more recently and they never got through the pass out of the mountains. They were blocked by merdanons and the Sorcerer.” A short, frail-looking elder with leathery skin and steel-gray hair shook her head. “Now that we know that absolutely none of our requests made it through we have to assume that at least some of the women sent have been captured.”

Samiel studied the woman. She might have been one of the oldest witches in the coven, but she’d probably been out there fighting with the rest of them. Spirit and a fierce determination glowed in her eyes. Their skill and tenacity amazed him. There were cities and towns with many more witches and wizards that had fallen under such persistent attacks.

“We’ll get them back, but first we have to discover who the Dark Sorcerer is and where he’s hiding. How have you survived so long and what did you do with the merdanon bodies?” Jaeson cocked his head to the left.

“We were lucky, but we also have some very capable witches. Surrendering wasn’t really a choice.” The elder at the end of the table stood. “I’m Elder Talia Sarash. We thank you for coming to help us.”

“There will be more dragons and vampires coming to help now that we know there is a problem. The Dark Sorcerer has to be stopped. He won’t stop on his own.” Samiel stepped forward to clasp her hand. For a while, it had been questionable if their help would be welcomed or not. “We’ll see what we can do to help secure the village before we check in on the other village in the area.”

Samiel started toward the door. He heard Jaeson’s footsteps, but then they stopped. Samiel turned. Jaeson looked back at the elders. Samiel shook his head. Only one thing would have stopped him. Jaeson was curious about something.

“How did you keep the animals out all night long?” Jaeson asked.

“Oh, a few of our witches held shields on the worst spots until the sun rose. By the time the battle was over, it wasn’t that long.” One of the elders waved her hand. “They’re resting right now.”

Samiel nodded. That explained a few things. It also gave him more reason to admire the witches of this coven. They took care of themselves and those around them. He turned and headed for the door. He and Jaeson could go seal those holes and give the men a chance to repair the houses. As well, they could add more magic to help reinforce the wall and hopefully prevent another breach. This wouldn’t be the last attack.
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Chapter Three
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The first of the other dragons and vampires swooped in just as Samiel and Jaeson finished strengthening the wall. Samiel and Jaeson walked over to meet them at the double, black metal gates. Some of the dragons landing outside the city were familiar. More than one set of dragon-vamp pairs landed.

Danan and Grae made it to the gates first. Behind them, Maxim and Jadin strolled into town. According to Jaeson, Gaellon and Lassan would be staying to help the other village. A few single dragons and vampires had arrived as well. In total, about eight dragons had come to help. That should be more than enough to deal with the Dark Sorcerer in the region, especially with the help of these witches. Everyone would spread out over the two villages.

Samiel strolled forward and clasped Danan’s forearm. “It’s good to see you. They don’t know what’s behind this, but the Dark Sorcerer has been persistent.”

Jadin looked around the area, his eyes running over the buildings and people. “I’m surprised to see this town as intact as it is. The other village didn’t fare as well. How did they manage it?”

The vampire’s eyes were wide and appraising, probably astounded. Samiel could understand that. This village and the witches here were unique. They’d held firm in a desperate situation that would have had many people running.

“Apparently cooperation, determination, and an inability to accept defeat.” Jaeson strode forward and greeted the
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