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Vraylar (V-ray-lar) 

Vladislav Dracula (Vlad-ee-slav, Drac-ula)

Vitaly (Vee-tal-ee)

Vitair (Vee-tair)

Lyrai (Lee-rye)

Kenoir (Key-noir)

Tayvor (Tay-vor *like Taylor only with a v*)

Krell (rhymes with bell.)

Hennessy Travers (Hen-nes-see, Tra-vers)

Jasper DeSilva (Jas-per, De-Sil-va)

Mackalo (Mah-call-oh) 

Adevellier (Ah-deh-vel-lee-er)
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Vraylar is a dragon shifter of royal blood, who calls Xenos his home. Xenos is a planet light years away from Earth whose inhabitants are shifters of all types. Xenos is usually a peaceful planet, but in an effort to seize the throne, a war has been waged. When an assassination attempt is made on Vraylar and the unborn child of the now deceased King and Queen, Vraylar decides to send the child away, in the hopes that it will be protected until the war is over and it’s safe to return.

Vladislav Dracula, Slava to his friends, is the first vampire ever created and the current lord of the North American covens. Being centuries old, makes him a force to be reckoned with as he gains a new power as each century passes. When Slava wakes up in an alley with a briefcase cuffed to his wrist and no recollection of how it got there, he has to work at getting his memories to return, because without them, he has no idea what to do with the case or its contents. And not knowing can be a dangerous thing. 

Vraylar has to end the war before the case protecting the heir opens. If he doesn’t, the enemy will stop at nothing to end the child’s life. With Slava’s memory on the fritz, he’ll be a sitting duck if Vraylar fails. Meeting your mate in the middle of a war is not how either thought things would go, but if they’re to stop what’s coming, they’ll have to work together to protect innocent lives.

 

(Warning: Contains sexual content, Mpreg elements, and explicit language. Not recommended for those under the age of 18.)
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The beginning of this story appeared on Stormy Glenn’s ManLove Fantasies blog of Summer 2019. The rest after chapter three is entirely new though some bits have been added to those beginning chapters. Enjoy.
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“They’ve broken through the front and are heading right for us!

“The west wall has collapsed, the army’s moving in from the south and the east is on fire! They’ve got us surrounded!”

Fuck… that’s not what I wanted to hear.

“Take cover!!! Incoming fireball!”

Dropping into a crouch, I cover my head to try and protect myself from falling debris. The force of the explosion causes everything to shake and rumble. We’re getting our asses handed to us. There’s no way we’ll win without help.

As more fireballs rain down on us and bullets whiz past, I turn towards my second in command, and snarl, “Where the hell are those reinforcements?”

Krell returns fire, taking out a couple of the shooters and says, “They’re ten minutes out.”

“We don’t have ten minutes! The castle will be toast in five. Tell me you got the royal family out of there.”

Krell nods and I sigh in relief. As long as the royal family is safe, it won’t matter if the castle falls. Once the reinforcements get here, we’ll turn the tides of this war and win. If we can hold out for ten minutes that is. Over half of our army has been decimated and I’m not sure how long the rest will last.

A guard whose uniform puts him with the royal guard like I was, before I was promoted to the king’s personal guard, runs up to us using magic to create a shield in front of him so, he doesn’t get shot and says, “Admiral Vraylar, sir! All escape routes have been blocked off, and the force of that earlier explosion caused a cave in of the tunnels. The royal family is trapped underground!”

God damn, can’t we catch a break? I knew I should’ve accompanied the royal family on their escape, but the king ordered me to take the post my rank calls for and lead his armies.

“Fucking hell! Krell, take care of things here, I’m going to see if I can help get the royal family out.”

Krell nods and reloads his weapon, firing at the enemy once again to give me cover so, I can follow the guard to where the royal family is. Seeing the gaping hole where the gardens used to be, has my chest tightening with fear. If they’re alive under all that, it’ll be a miracle. The guard jumps into the hole and says, “Come on, there’s an opening this way.”

Following him down, I crawl through the tiny opening, cursing my bulk all the while as rocks scratch my skin with every movement. Finally, squeezing through, I find myself in a section of tunnel that is big enough for me to stand in. Up ahead, there’s a massive pile of rocks and as I get closer, I see a uniformed arm sticking out from the bottom. Turning to the guard, I see the grief on his face when he says, “I was the only one who didn’t get crushed by the cave in. When I left, I could hear the king calling out from the other side, but I can’t move the rocks on my own.”

“I’ll take care of it. Stand back.”

When the guard moves back, I partially shift, changing my lungs to those of my dragon. Taking a deep breath, I blow it out, freezing the rocks with it until all they need is a firm strike and they’ll burst into ice dust. Picking up a small rock, I throw it at the center of the pile with all my might, causing the rocks to disintegrate with a poof. Seeing the bodies of the royal guardsmen under the dust, I feel pain in my heart, but the sight that nearly cripples me, is of the queen laying lifeless among the guards.

At her side, running his fingers through her hair, is the king and next to him, is the incubation box keeping the egg holding the future king or queen of Xenos warm. Xenos -short for Xenostigvarta- is a planet in another galaxy that’s home to multiple species of shifters; most of which do not exist on earth and are considered extinct. We’re bigger, faster, and stronger than those of us on earth because our bloodlines haven’t been diluted by humans and other species of paranormal. Though with no one finding their fated mates in the last two thousand years, that might be something we need to change.

However, it’s not easy to convince a human to abandon their home and family to live with us on our planet, especially, since time works differently here. A day on Xenos equals a week on earth. Though if the war doesn’t end in our favor, there might not be a planet left to bring them to since the enemy plans to take over the throne and enslave the entire planet. The guy’s a fucking dictator and we can’t let him win. Xenos is like a carbon copy of earth only without humans and better in every way. Our planet is the leading planet when it comes to advanced technology and it’s because of that technology that we’re able to learn everything there is to know about other planets and galaxies. We’re also able to develop our planet without polluting it so, as a result, our air is cleaner which makes it healthier for everyone.

Hearing our footsteps, the king looks up at me and I know instantly that he’s about to die. With the loss of his fated mate, his dragon is fading quickly, and when the dragon is gone, the king will follow. Walking over, I kneel in front of him, putting my fist over my heart in a sign of respect. “Your majesty…” Gods… I have no idea what to say.

The king looks down at the incubation box and uses his free hand to push it towards me. “You know what you have to do, Vraylar.”

Closing my eyes as the pain in my heart grows, I nod and take the incubation box from him. “Yes, sir.”

He waves me over and I move closer so he can whisper in my ear, not allowing the other guard hear what’s being said. “I’m counting on you, nephew.”

Feeling tears prick my eyes, I whisper, “I won’t let you down, uncle. I’ll protect your heir with my life.”

He shakes his head and says, “Not mine… yours. With the end of my life, the throne goes to you. This child, you’ll raise it as your own. That was our deal when I named you the godfather, remember?”

“I remember.”

With a nod, he says, “Good. Now, go… finish this war. Save our people.”

“I will.”

He closes his eyes and takes two more breaths before passing on.

“Va en paix, mon ami.”

Standing, I use my magic to enclose this section of the cave in a magical barrier, to protect it from further cave ins so we can give the dead a proper burial when the war is over. Turning to the guard who brought me here, I see him fighting to hold back tears. Nodding towards the opening we came through I say, “Let’s go.”

“Yes sir.”

Keeping the incubation box close, I crawl through the opening, and exit the hole, just in time to see our reinforcements arrive. A grueling five hours later, the war finally comes to an end. But, the magnitude of what we’ve lost doesn’t hit until the day we bury our dead and realize every person who held a claim to the throne is now dead, except for the distant cousin who started the war, the egg containing the next heir, and me; the illegitimate son of the king’s brother, no one but the king and his queen knew about. My father was married to a woman who wasn’t his mate. A woman he hated with everything he had.

One day, he met my mother, who was in fact his mate, but because he was already married, they couldn’t be together for real until he got divorced. They spent one night together, then my father left to tell his wife he wanted a divorce. However, that didn’t happen as on that very same day my father died mysteriously. My mother died a few days after I was born, and because she had no other family, I was raised in an orphanage until I was old enough to join the military academy.

Vitair was there on graduation day and the shocked look on his face when we shook hands as he congratulated me on graduating confused me. Until he called me into his office the next day and showed me pictures of my father at my age and I realized I was his spitting image. I didn’t want to believe him at first, especially when he said my scent was almost identical to my father’s but then he had someone from the infirmary compare our DNA and when it came back as a familial match, I knew. From then on, Vitair took me under his wing and treated me like I was his own.

At one point, I asked him about what happened to my father. Turns out, he was murdered and after investigating, they learned a mercenary hired by his wife was responsible. She hated him so much, she had people follow his every move. When word reached her about what he’d done with my mother, she had her people kill him. When everything came to light, she was executed and all the family assets she’d gained after my father’s death went to me as the only living heir.

Since that information was kept secret, the lands were put into Vitair’s name first and he gifted them to me as a reward for saving his life when he had an allergic reaction to some new food the chef had tried. I didn’t think it was a big deal since that was my job, but Vitair saw it as an opportunity to give me the inheritance I was denied when my father’s life was taken. I’ve got people taking care of the house and the lands, and I earn money from the businesses my father owned, but I’ve never wanted to live there. In fact, if I ever have kids of my own, I’ll gift the house and the lands to the second born. I’ll have to survive the coming battle first. We may have won this round, but Kenoir isn’t finished. Not by a long shot. We’ll have to be prepared or all will be lost.

The day after the funerals, the king’s will is read, revealing my parentage and making me the next king, until a time when I decide to step down and let his heir take my place. One week later, the coronation is held, and that same night, the first attempt on my life and the heir’s life is made though it ends in failure. When the assassins’ second attempt nearly succeeds, I make a decision that’ll secure our kingdom’s future.

Walking over to the incubation box housing the egg that’ll become my child when it hatches, I use my magic to change the box into a steel briefcase protected by the strongest wards and spells in existence and as a precaution, I add in a DNA, retina, and thumbprint scanner. This case will be unable to be destroyed by outside forces, and it won’t open until the egg inside is ready to hatch. If anyone tries to open it before that time, they’ll die. They try
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