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Chapter 1

“Am I gonna feel anything weird?” Zea’s voice drifted down the hallway from outside of Persephone’s galley, and I paused my walk before I turned the corner.

“The cut hurts,” Aasne said, “The sensation of being bound to someone else doesn’t happen immediately.”

“How long does it take?” I heard Paula ask.

“Uhhh, you’ll start to feel where he is standing after a day or so,” Aasne answered.

“A day?” Zea asked. “I kind of thought it would be faster.”

“Could be a few days,” Aasne said. “I still can’t quite feel him, but I know he’s on the ship.”

“He is standing around the corner,” Eve said with a soft laugh that I returned when I stepped around the hallway and walked into the galley.

Eve, Zea, Paula, Kasta, and Aasne were sitting around the long table drinking glasses of wine and snacking on crackers and cheese. It was the day after they had all returned from their rite, and I’d been in meetings with Sivaha, Madalena, Elana, and all of our admirals so that we could sort through the logistics of our combined fleets. We’d already spent a bit of time working through all of this with Aasne’s forces a few weeks ago, but we were going to need many more months until all the Nordar clans were incorporated into the Vaish governance.

“Eavesdropping!” Kasta laughed as they all stood to give me hugs.

“Hard not to,” I said as I returned the android’s hug and long kiss. As our tongues touched, I realized that it should have felt a lot stranger than it actually did. The movement came naturally, and I felt my emotions spin when our lips parted, and I stared into her blue eyes.

“Oh, hi,” she whispered as she bit her lip, and then we both laughed as our arms parted.

I hugged Paula next, and she kissed me shyly before leaning her head against my shoulder. The beautiful engineer didn’t say anything when we parted, but I could read her desire plainly on her face. When we were last together, she had told me how much she loved me. I wasn’t sure what would become of our relationship, but being without her while she took the rite had made my feelings for her and her sister crystal clear.

“How were the meetings?” Zea asked as she took her turn to kiss and hug me. She didn’t look bothered by the blonde twins who I had just kissed, and I guessed that the hacker had come to terms with their relationship with me while they were all on their journey.

“Long and boring,” I laughed as I crushed her body into me and kissed her. She gasped when we parted, and her cheeks turned bright red when she noticed the other women smiling at her.

“Sounded like it,” she said. “We were just getting to know Aasne a bit.”

“I like your wives, my lord,” Aasne said with a nod.

“We aren’t his wives yet,” Zea said.

“Soon!” Kasta giggled as she clapped her hands together.

“Would you like some food, my love?” Eve asked as she wrapped her arm around mine, leaned into my shoulder, and then gestured to the spread of cheese and crackers.

“Sure,” I said.

“I can prepare you--” Aasne began to say as she stepped over to the kitchen, but I waved my hand to interrupt her.

“Just sit down. These cheese and crackers look fine.” I sat in between Eve and Zea, and the rest of my friends all sat around and stared at me as I cut a piece of cheese.

“What?” I asked as I opened my mouth to take a bite. “You are all staring at me.”

“Sorry,” Zea laughed, and they all sat back. “Just missed you.”

“Yep,” Paula agreed, and Kasta sighed.

“They have told me some stories,” Aasne said as her green eyes focused on mine. “From before you were King of the Vaish. It sounds as if you have had many adventures.”

“We’ve been on a few.” I smiled at her, and the auburn-haired woman’s cheeks flushed slightly as she bowed. We had not spent much time together since I caught her at Oskmay and defeated The Six in their defensive arena matches, but I was going to need to in the next few days.

“Just a few…” Zea laughed as she took a sip of her wine.

“Have you all recovered from the rite?” I asked as I nodded to the food on the table. Eve, Zea, and I had spent last night together making love, but I’d woken up early to go to my meetings, and both of them didn’t even stir from their sleep when I took my shower, got dressed, and left.

“We woke up only an hour or so ago,” Eve said as she smiled at me.

“It’s a wine kind of morning,” Paula laughed, and the women all raised their glasses to toast.

“So…” Kasta said as she wiggled her eyebrows and turned to me. “When are we going to get some weddings happening? Do I need a white dress? What is the custom with Nordar?”

“The clans are a bit different,” Aasne said. “My people. Well, the people once known as Idonan would have long ceremonies with song, dance, and food. The bride would attend a sauna to sweat and wash out her maidenhood before committing to her husband, and the groom would need to create a song that he could gift his bride with. Both would wear the best outfits that their closest family would purchase or craft for them.”

“That sounds like fun!” Kasta said.

“The Skyad had many combat rituals,” Aasne continued. “I don’t know their exact ones, but Sivaha would. The Waymund would have various games in the celebrations. The Jotnar have long parties that last for weeks.”

“What of the Vaish?” Paula asked.

“As far as I know, the Vaish do not have any sort of ceremony besides the submission.”

“So they just go back to work after?” Zea groaned. “Figures. Madalena never takes a day off.”

“Once we all celebrated in the same way,” Aasne said with a shrug. “The clans have been split for a long time though, so our personalities have flavored the proceedings.”

“I don’t really need a party,” Zea said as she wrapped her fingers around mine. “I just need Adam.”

“You’ve got me,” I said.

“Not yet,” she chuckled and then stuck her tongue out at me.

“We should at least get you all nice dresses,” Aasne said as she gestured to the flight suits that the four wore. They were the same ones that we had first used when we found them in Persephone’s storage room. The material was skin-tight, and the gray and black stripes on the arms and sides of the legs actually looked a bit tiger-like.

“I prefer this outfit,” Eve said. “As soon as I wore it, I knew I was home.”

“I kinda like it too,” Zea said as she looked down at her chest. “Just wish my boobs were bigger.”

“Your boobs are amazing, Zea,” Kasta said. “They are really firm and perky. I just wanna grab and bite them.”

The women all burst into laughter, and Zea’s face turned red as she got up to walk toward the fridge.

“I don’t care about the outfit,” Kasta said as she turned her eyes to me. “I just wanna fuck Adam.”

“Ugh,” Paula moaned. “Sis--”

“What?” Kasta laughed as she shrugged her shoulders. “That’s what wives do with their husbands. Stop pretending, you wanted him when you first saw him too. Let’s just get the thing done and then move onto the fun part. Oh, do you want him alone, or can we both do it together? I’m fine either way. Of course.”

“You are incorrigible,” Paula sighed, and then turned to me. “Sorry, Adam, I--”

“It’s fine,” I said as I leaned over Zea’s empty chair so I could touch Paula’s shoulder. “We’ll figure it out, there isn’t much of a rush.”

“Except for the whole ‘the SAVO are coming to fight us, and we are all gonna die in ninety-ish days,’” Zea called out over her shoulder as she plundered the food inside of one of the fridges.

“We will have a navy with numbers beyond reckoning by then,” Aasne said. “Surely, the Draugr will not be able to stand before our husband’s might.”

“Maybe,” I said, and Eve nodded as the smile faded from her lips. “They are powerful. We don’t really know how powerful, but it is possible that their ships are beyond any technology that we have, and they could have an armada that is much larger than even mine. It’s possible that we won’t win, but I’m going to do everything I can to protect this galaxy from them.”

“I find it hard to believe that you won’t win,” Aasne said. “I watched you defeat The Six easily, something which sounded impossible.”

“I--” My mouth opened to reply to the freckled woman, but then I sensed Madalena and Sivaha walking down the hall toward us, and I looked toward the entrance as they walked inside the galley with Elana.

The tall woman with short hair was wearing a Vaish uniform that matched Madalena, and my newest wife shot me a shy smile when she saw me. I had spent even less time with her than Aasne, but the young woman who we had been fooled into thinking was a boy seemed pleasant enough, and she had spent all day working with Sivaha, Madalena, and our admirals to ensure that our forces were knitted with hers.

Sivaha was wearing one of her usual dresses that showed off enough leg and cleavage to paralyze a room full of men. The silver-haired temptress winked at me when she saw me, and her tongue slowly traced her upper lip with an exaggerated promise. There was nothing understated about my second wife. She was a twisting inferno of passion, lust, and animal intensity. I loved that about her, and I felt a shiver of pleasure descend my spine when our eyes made contact.

Madalena wore her long brown hair braided loosely over her left shoulder. The Prime Valkyrie’s face almost never showed emotion, but she smiled slightly when she saw me, and her gray eyes twinkled with the hints of the adoration she felt for me.

Besides Persephone, all my women were together in a room with me, and I felt the beast I kept caged up in part of my soul purr with excitement.

“I thought you all would be in meetings the rest of the day,” I said as I stood to greet my three wives.

“We have something to speak with you about, my lord,” Madalena said as she nodded to Elana.

“Yes,” the Waymund princess said. “I’m sorry, my lord, I do not wish to interrupt your time with your other wives. Your admirals and mine, well, they are yours now, began to speak about striking against the Jotnar, and… I did not wish to offend you, so I’ll make it as short as I--”

“For the love of Odin, girl, spit it out.” Sivaha rolled her eyes, and Elana’s cheeks turned bright red.

“Sorry,” she began, “I’m just a bit nervous speaking in front of… everyone.”

“It is fine,” Eve said as she stepped forward to take the taller woman’s hands in hers. “We are all sisters here, and we are all united by our love for Adam and our desire to save our galaxy from our enemies. Speak your mind, and none will judge you.”

“My king,” Elana said as she bowed her head a bit. “Your wives and generals tell us that your plan is to attack the Jotnar directly.”

“Not directly,” Sivaha scoffed. “We are going to show up, demand that they bend knee, and then let them decide if they’d like to die putting up a fight like warriors or surrendering meekly like bunny rabbits.”

“That is not quite the plan, Sivaha,” Madalena said as she frowned at the other woman.

“Oh, I know,” Sivaha sighed. “But that is what it will come down to, you all are complicating this. Our husband has the largest armada ever known to mankind. What are the Jotnar to do? They will put their tails between their legs, roll over, and beg for us not to destroy them.”

“But that is where I disagree,” Elana said after she cleared her throat. “With apologies, Queen Sivaha, I--”

“Don’t apologize to me,” Sivaha groaned. “Just tell our husband your thoughts. If I didn’t think your opinion was important, I wouldn’t have called a halt to the meeting and then dragged your ass to talk to him--”

“The Prime Valkyrie was actually the one who deci--”

“It does not matter,” Madalena said as she gestured to me. “Tell him.”

“My father and our admirals have conducted numerous clandestine spy missions against the Jotnar, since they have been attacking some of our mining operations.”

“Okay,” I said, when she paused to swallow. I had realized that the young woman was painfully shy this morning during our meetings with the generals, but it was obvious by her earlier words and her glances at Zea, Paula, and Kasta that she was worried about making herself look like a fool in front of them.

“Their armada numbers around a quarter million,” she said. “And I know the plan is that they might surrender, but--”

“Or they won’t, and we’ll kill them,” Sivaha spat.

“A quarter of a million ships is too many,” Madalena said.

“Bah,” Sivaha spat.

“They won’t surrender,” Elana said. “I know it from hearing my father speak with his admirals. The Jotnar has been his primary focus and the Idonan his second since their territories share a border. If their king commands it, they will fight until their last ship is destroyed, and then you would need to carpet bomb the planet. They would lose any conflict with you, but your losses would be large as well.”

“Hmmm.” I glanced at Madalena, but the Prime Valkyrie’s face was hard to read and her emotions were calm.

“My king,” Elana continued, “if your goal is to have the largest possible armada to battle against the Draugr, then you should probably just leave the Jotnar alone. It just isn’t worth it to fight them.”

“As you can imagine, I disagree,” Sivaha said after she made a gagging sound. “My husband doesn’t leave enemies at his back, he destroys them all.”

“What do you think, Madalena?” I asked as I turned to the Prime Valkyrie.

“The idea is worth considering,” she began as she sat down, and we all joined her as Zea laid out more cheese, crackers, lunch meat, and wine.

“Explain,” I said.

“If we fight them, they will still lose, but we will also lose many ships.”

“We outnumber them more than four to one now,” Sivaha said, “how will they fight back?”

“Queen Sivaha, you underestimate their strength,” Elana said carefully.

“Or you underestimate our husband’s, Queen Elana,” Sivaha grumbled before she took a bite of cheese.

“A battle between our forces could lose us an equal number of ships,” Madalena said. “I have gone back and forth on the strategy many times, my lord. At first, I did not believe that you should challenge them directly. Then I changed my mind once you began to unite the clans. However, now I find myself leaning toward Elana’s suggestion. The Jotnar will not know the moment that we will battle the Draugr, so they will not know exactly when to attack. Also, we can push the clan into ship production, and maybe get another ten thousand ships made in the next quarter of a year. We can leave behind a small defensive force to guard each homeworld before we take the majority of your aramada to Uraniel.”

“This is why we came to you,” Sivaha said as she smirked at Madalena. “The Prime Valkyrie is suddenly afraid of combat.” The tone of Sivaha’s voice made it clear that she was joking, and Madalena actually cracked a half smile.

“What are my other options?” I asked.

“What do you mean, my king?” Elana asked.

“You both think it’s a bad idea to attack them directly, but I also agree with Sivaha. I don’t want to leave them at our back. They could attack us while we fight the Draugr, or they could realize that we are all merged and decide to test our strength with attacks that could distract us from our goal.”

“I do not know of any other options,” Elana said as she shook her head. “We, as in Waymund, are at semi active war with them, but I doubt they will make a large move against us in the next ninety days.”

“I agree,” Madalena said. “We should focus on the Draugr. That is the real threat.”

“What about setting up a meeting?” I asked as I nodded to Sivaha and then Aasne. “It has been a useful strategy so far.”

“They will not meet with you privately,” Elana said. “Their king is cautious. From what I know, Jotnar’s king almost never leaves his battle fortress, and that is in orbit around his homeworld just as the Odin Geirr is.”

“We warped into Idonan’s home sector, battled them, and then forced their king to surrender,” Sivaha said. “We can do the same with Jotnar.”

“They had fifty thousand ships,” Madalena pointed out.

“Yes, but now we have the combined armadas of Vaish, Skyad, Idonan, and Waymund.” Sivaha shrugged her shoulders, and one of her straps that held her dress on slid down to expose all of her perfect skin there.

“Might I interject?” Aasne asked, and we all turned to her. “My father was no coward, but he was one to try negotiation before fighting. We knew we were the weakest clan, and we did not wish to fight unless we were backed into a corner. Jotnar will know they are backed up into a corner as soon as we show up with the entire Vaish armada.”

“What about what we did with Aasne’s wedding to Alrick?” I asked as I winked at Elana. “Is there some way we can sneak onto the Jotnar battle fortress under a false pretense and then get to the king?”

“It would be next to impossible,” Madalena said.

“Except that a group of assassins tried to kill Adam and me just a few weeks ago,” Paula said with a shrug. “It can’t be that hard to get in.”

“Those assassins were waiting for years for an opportune moment,” Madalena said. “Although, I do see the merit in the suggestion. It seems too difficult to plan.”

“And it might take a long time,” Zea said as she leaned back in her chair. “Unless…” The blonde hacker paused with her mouth opened and then shut it with a clicking noise of her teeth.

“What are you--” Elana started to ask, but Zea inhaled through her teeth sharply with a hissing sound and then turned to Madalena and Sivaha.

“I’m thinking like a hacker, so you all come with me, ‘kay?”

“Okay?” Sivaha raised her eyebrows.

“So the harbor,” Zea said as she pointed out toward Persephone’s bay. “There are hundreds of ships coming and going every day out of the Odin Geirr. Those can’t all be military vessels.”

“Half of them are carrying supplies,” Madalena said with a nod.

“And where do the supplies come from?” Zea asked.

“Nordar 13 - a, b, and c,” the Prime Valkyrie answered.

“So there is a hole,” Zea said as she crossed her arms.

“No,” Madalena answered. “Each ship is inspected thoroughly and their contents documented, especially after the attempt on Adam and Paula’s life.”

“Yeah,” Zea said, “but my first counter argument is that you all are Vaish, and you are all about organization. Second counter argument is that a group of spies just tried to kill Adam and Paula, so we are on high alert. Will Jotnar be like that? As a hacker, I look for all the possible holes in a security network, but almost ninety-five times out of a hundred I can wiggle in because someone else is just lazy and made the password their kid’s birthday.”

“So what is the plan you are thinking of?” Aasne asked.

“We get into the Jotnar home sector, get to their homeworld, stow-away on a ship delivering stuff to the battle fortress, get out, find Jotnar’s king, have Adam kill him, and then Kitty-boy is the new King of the Nordar. Easy peasy.”

“I like this plan,” Sivaha said. “Let’s do it.”

“How is it that Zea is coming up with the crazy plan this time?” Paula said.

“Hey, I just spent two weeks in the wilderness hunting my breakfast with a spear and killing giant monsters. I’m feeling a bit more confident that we can do anything.” Zea laughed, and the other women joined her.

Everyone except for Madalena, who shook her head and looked pensive.

“There are many variables to Zea’s plan,” the Prime Valkyrie began.

“Of course,” Zea shrugged her slender shoulders. “I was actually kind of joking. I just thought that, since we were throwing out crazy ideas, I’d start with the craziest. The point is that they have holes in their security, and we--”

“I like it,” I said, and everyone turned to me.

“But I was actually joking though,” Zea said. “Madalena’s right, there are too many variables. I’d always get full details on a system before I try to break in, but we can’t do that with this.”

“Why not?” Aasne asked.

“There is no way we can investigate the system,” Zea said as she laid her long fingers on the table. “If it was a corp’s database we were breaking into, I’d find out where the servers were located, I’d figure out who the admin was, I’d figure out who wrote the original code, I’d try to figure out who the live security team operators were when I wanted to make an attempt at hacking, and I’d have a bunch of back up plans. I’d have a map. I’d have information.”

“We cannot do that with this plan,” Madalena said. “We have no way of getting into the Jotnar home sector. We have no way of knowing what ships deliver the main battle fortress goods, and we’d have no way of getting on board.”

The women all frowned, and the room was silent for a few moments.

Then I cleared my throat, and they all looked at me.

“We do not need a plan that complicated,” I said. “We also don’t need to know all the facets of Jotnar’s security setup. Look.” I gestured next to me where Eve sat. “We have a vampire who reads people’s thoughts, and can move objects with her powers.” I gestured to Zea. “We have the galaxy’s best hacker.” I pointed at Paula and Kasta. “We also have the galaxy’s best engineer and her twin sister who can speak and read any language as well as build stuff.” I smiled at Sivaha. “We have a woman who can manipulate people’s emotions and mesmerize any man.”

“And most women.” Sivaha shrugged and smiled.

“We have the Prime Valkyrie,” I said as I gestured to Madalena, and then I nodded to Elana and Aasne. “And I have two young women who understand the clans and can fight. We can improvise the middle part of Zea’s plan.”

“Okay, wait,” Zea coughed and cleared her throat. “It’s not really that great of a plan, and I’d like to unattach my name from it. I’m all for improvisation, but we won’t even be able to get step one done.”

“Fly into the Jotnar home sector?” Aasne asked.

“Yeah,” Zea replied. “All of our ships are stamped with the Vaish branding.”

“She is correct,” Madalena said, “and we could not just take Persephone. As I said before, the Vaish are known for having the Shadow Eagles.”

“I don’t own a single ship that doesn’t have clan branding on it?” I asked, and Madalena shook her head. “How is that possible?”

“The Nordar scanner technology refers to a database based off design and build aspects,” Madalena said with a shrug. “Even if we remove the etching on the side of our ships, the Jotnar’s computers would still recognize our craftsmanship.”

“But haven’t we captured any other ship from any other manufacturer?” I asked. “There are hundreds of thousands of ship builders across our known space. We don’t have a single one of their ships?”

“No,” Madalena said, “The only ships we have found close to build quality were those made by Elaka Nota inside of Persephone, but they just retrofitted her, and it is obvious they used their best components for the chairs and internal systems. The Nordar ships are far superior, so we do not care to keep the others. They are recycled for metals that we can use to build more of our own.”

“So I’ll buy a ship,” I said with a shrug. “Then we’ll jump on it, fly to Jotnar space, land on the planet, and figure out how to get on board of the battle fortress. Then we stick to Zea’s plan and kill the last king.”

“I disowned the plan,” Zea laughed. “Why are you still calling it my plan?”

“It still won’t work,” Elana sighed. “They won’t let an untagged ship enter their home sector. We would be attacked immediately.”

“We need to stowaway on a Jotnar ship right from the start,” Paula said.

“Or steal one.” Kasta made eye contact with Sivaha, and the two women nodded at each other.

“So we’ll step back a bit,” I said. “We need to find a Jotnar ship. How?”

“We could take one from a mining colony,” Elana winced as she spoke, and her statement half sounded like a question.

“They will be guarded as well,” Madalena said. “We would need to attack with our fleet and hope we did not damage one in the process.”

“These mining colonies have to make shipments back to Jotnar’s home sector often,” I said. “An attack might be too heavy handed, since we would probably have to replace all the pilots and crew of a ship with our own people. It would be better to stow away.”

“They will attack Persephone if we fly to one,” Madalena said. “So we will still need another ship.”

“So,” Aasne said as she leaned forward. “We get one ship that is not Nordar. Then we fly it to one of Jotnar’s mining colonies. Then we get on board another ship that is heading for Jotnar’s home sector. Once we are there, we find a third ship that will get onto the battle fortress. After that, we find the king, get through his security, and then kill him. Zea’s plan is insane.”

“Just so we’re all on the same page, it’s not my plan anymore,” Zea laughed. “You are right, it’s too crazy.”

“It is a great plan,” Sivaha said as she smiled at the hacker from across the table. “The best part about it is that King Uffe Jotnar won’t expect it. Well, he’s expecting assassination attempts, but not from Adam, Madalena, or me. I can’t wait to see the look on his face when he--” her mouth opened suddenly, and then she sighed.

“What’s wrong?” Paula asked.

“I can’t go,” Sivaha groaned. “Neither can Madalena. Okay. I’ve changed my mind. This is a stupid plan.”

“Why can’t you go?” Zea asked.

“Because they know what I look like,” Sivaha gestured to her face. “Same with Madalena. Well, especially with Madalena. I might have gotten away with it at the Prism Palace, but the skald there still recognized me, and he would have put the pieces together if he saw me again.”

“Well, shit,” Kasta said. “Can we disguise you?”

“How?” Sivaha asked as she gestured to her face and body again. “My beauty would pierce through any disguise. Even if we could find some sort of makeup that would cover me successfully, it might come off in combat, or in dozens of other situations.”

“We might be able to control the situations,” Madalena said as her lips frowned. “I would be fine wearing a disguise. As long as--”

“There is no disguise that will cover you, Prime Valkyrie,” Sivaha laughed. “Consider that it might take them days or weeks to figure out the transitional parts of the plan. We could be stuck out in some backwater mining colony and then bring the entire planet’s security team on us if a guard recognizes us from a picture. It is too risky.”

Madalena was silent for a few moments, and the two women stared at each other.

“If you are saying it is too risky, then I will concede the point,” the Prime Valkyrie finally said.

“Okay,” Zea sighed. “So, we need a new plan then.”

“No,” Sivaha groaned. “You did a good job with the plan, Zea. I still like it.”

“You just said you didn’t like--”

“I don’t like that I’m not going,” Sivaha growled, “But I still like the plan. My husband is wise in his assessment of everyone’s abilities. Eve will handle the people, you will handle the computers, and Paula and Kasta will handle drones or other machines.”

“What about us?” Aasne asked. “Elana might wish to stay here, but I will join my husband in--”

“What makes you think I do not wish to go?” Elana hissed.

“You both are Nordar,” Sivaha huffed before Aasne could reply to Elana. “You are born warriors; Eve, Zea, Paula, and Kasta are not. Protect our husband and your sister wives from harm. Understand?”

“Yes,” both Aasne and Elana replied in unison, but the two women shot quick glares at each other.

“I still wish to think about the plan,” Madalena said. “We will need some time to study our combined intelligence on the Jotnar mining colonies. Then we will also need to find a ship that we can--”

“I know where to get a ship,” I said, and then I saw Calisto, Hegeia, Uma, and Waiola walk into the galley, and I stood to greet them. The four women each held long garment bags, and they shot me quick smiles.

“Where will you get a ship from?” Madalena asked, but everyone was staring at the garment bags that the four newcomers held.

“We’ll go over that tomorrow,” I said to Madalena, but then I turned to Eve, Zea, Paula, and Kasta. “Tonight we are going to celebrate, and I am going to marry four women who I love very much. I asked them to get dresses for you, and we are going to have the ceremony inside Persephone’s hold. The four of you have a few hours to get ready while the rest of the crew sets up the festivities.”
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Chapter 2

The crew of Persephone, all of my admirals, my sister, and my mother all gathered in the hold of Persephone for the wedding ceremony. I hadn’t been able to plan much in such a short amount of time, and my crew told me earlier that the Vaish really didn’t have much of a ceremony beyond submitting to the other person and swearing to be loyal.

So I had to improvise.

The skald who had entertained Paula and me at dinner the night we had been attacked would be officiating the event. I’d given him a brief overview of what to say and then I allowed him to add whatever bits and pieces he wanted to include from traditional Nordar culture. The rest was going to be from Ganymede culture, which had been taken from a mishmash of Japanese and western American culture.

I stood at the front of the seating area with the skald. Traditionally, I was supposed to have groomsmen and a best man, so I asked Dragon, Mikhael, and Admiral Birger to stand with me. We all wore new uniforms, and the two Nordar men were insistent that I wear my two massive revolvers on my waist.

The skald had a perfect memory, and as soon as the signal at the end of the hallway was given by Hegeia, the man began to sing a Nordar ballad while motioning for the audience to stand. They did so, and everyone turned to see Paula and Kasta walk down the aisle between the seats we had set up.

The twins wore dresses that matched in cut but not color. They were fashioned as a blend between a more western style dress at the top and a kimono style Japanese flowing folded garment at the bottom. Calisto, Hegeia, Uma, Waiola, my sister, and my mom had worked with tailors on Odin Geirr since last night designing the dresses, and I was more than happy with the result.

Paula’s dress was mostly white, with canary yellow flowers that danced downward from the tight neckline toward the waist of the garment with fine embroidery work. At the skirt of the dress, the fabric folded open with thick yellow fabric like the hem of a kimono and then pulled back to expose her lace covered legs. Paula didn’t wear a veil, but her blonde hair was braided high up on her head like complicated celtic knotwork. Yellow daisies and baby’s breath flowers were held in place by the complicated knots in her hair, and she carried a bouquet of matching flowers in her hand.

Kasta’s dress was a burnt orange instead of canary yellow, and she wore her hair down in a long braid that was studded with orange poppy flowers. She carried a trio of sunflowers in her hands as a bouquet, and she smiled at everyone as she walked down the aisle beside her sister.

Both sisters came to stand before me, and we exchanged smiles before they handed their flowers to Dragon. The man took them with a stoic nod, and then he stepped away so that I could stand between the two sisters and face the skald.

“Freyja!” the man called out, and then he paused for a few seconds as he looked over all those gathered. “She would appreciate a ceremony such as this. For too long, the Vaish have cared about the results instead of the process. But if not for the process, would the results even have mattered? The joining together of a man and woman through submission is no small task. It is not reversible. It is not escapable, and it will not end. Even if both should end up in Valhalla.”

The skald smiled and then turned his eyes to Paula, Kasta, and me. “But for those who choose this bond out of love, there is a special place for you at Odin’s table or in Freyja’s field. The bonding makes two souls share with each other unconditionally, and both of those souls become stronger. But before we proceed with the magic that Odin has blessed our people with, I will ask each about to be joined to exchange a vow of trust and honor. King Adam Vaish, will you speak with your fiancées first?”

“I will,” I said as I led each of the twins around so that they both faced me.

“Paula,” I began, but my voice choked halfway through her name, and I had to clear my throat before continuing. “Inside of you is the soul and mind of someone as brilliant and wonderful as the sun. You have brought life to those around you figuratively and literally, yet you remain humble to your own incredible abilities. Your life set out on a dark path, but that wasn’t the real you, and once you were presented an opportunity to help others, you eagerly took it. I have never sung your praises enough, but now I am able to correct that. You have supported me in my quest and asked for nothing in return but my respect and love. I never want to be parted from you, and I swear that I will do everything in my power to make sure that you have as much love as you will ever desire.”

Paula’s blue eyes were opened wide as I spoke, and I felt my heart slam in my chest when a single tear ran down each of her cheeks. Her lower lip trembled when I finished speaking, and it took everything in my power to keep from hugging her to me. We stared at each other for a few moments, and then she bowed her head and whispered my name.

“Kasta,” I said as I turned to the android. “If your sister is the sun, you are the playful moon which pulls on the tide and brings joy to the night. I have never met someone more alive than you. You find humor and happiness in every moment, and then you make sure that others around you feel the same emotion. That is what I love most about you, Kasta, you care for everyone else beyond yourself. You say that it is because you aren’t alive, but your habit of thinking of others before yourself makes you entirely human. I want you to be by my side every day, and I will do everything in my power to ensure your happiness. I believe that both Odin and Freyja will bless our union, and the process will work.”

The beautiful woman’s smile grew larger with every word I spoke, but when I finished, her smile faded, and she gave a worried nod.

“Paula?” the skald asked, and she cleared her throat as I turned my attention back to her.

“Yes,” she choked as another set of tears rolled down her cheeks. “When I first saw you, I knew there was something special about you. I couldn’t define it, but you seemed out of place in the room. There was just too much of you. You filled every corner with your presence. Until that point in my life, I believed that people were just different shades of monsters. I had even done my best to reinforce that truth by seeking the dark underbelly of society. When I met you, it changed my life because I found that people could be good. I found that men could be good.”

Paula took a deep breath and squeezed my hand. “I built Kasta and Byron because I wanted revenge, and I never wanted to be alone. Once the revenge was gone, the loneliness could not be kept at bay. I think that we are all lonely, but our purpose gives us a sense of belonging. I have that with you, Adam. My love for you has only grown stronger as you have committed more to your mission. I used to think that my new home was Persephone, but when we were exploring the bunkers on Uraniel, I realized that my home was with you.”

Paula smiled at me, and a new set of tears came down her cheeks as she choked out the last of her vows. “I am shy, so these words are hard for me to say, but I am so thankful that you came into my life. I’m so thankful that you knew the words I wanted to say to you and accepted them. I’m so glad to be here today in front of our family. I promise to give you all of my soul and be by your side until the last star burns out.”

Silence blanketed Persephone’s hold as everyone took in the brilliant engineer’s words. I was doing my best to blink back my own tears, but I caught my mother and sister sobbing in each other’s arms in the front row of seats, and then I couldn’t stop my own tears. The galaxy was unforgiving, and there were too many places where the strong preyed upon the weak. Paula had been one such victim, but she turned her life around after her family was taken from her and had almost stepped over the line to taking from others. It wasn’t just her engineering skills which made her amazing, it was that she never lost herself in her own hate.

“Thank you,” I whispered to her, and her face split into an amazing smile.

“Kasta?” the skald said, and we all turned to the android as I took her hands.

“Yeeeeaaaaahhhh,” the blonde woman said after she sucked in her teeth. “I wanted to go first, but it might have been a bit of a mistake since I just had a bunch of jokes about how I loved your big penis, your hard muscles, your handsome face, and the fact that you can turn into a tigerman. So, I’m gonna talk instead about what you said in our apartment that day. You said you would have saved our sister had you been there when she was abducted, and I knew the words you spoke were true.”

Kasta was smiling as she spoke, but then she froze as a tear came out of her left eye and trailed down her cheek. The android lifted up a finger to touch it when it came to her chin, and then she looked at her finger with a bit of surprise.

“That doesn’t normally happen,” she whispered, but then she cleared her throat and spoke loud enough so everyone could hear her. “I was built to serve and provide companionship to the most wonderful person in existence.” Kasta looked over at Paula, and the two sisters smiled at each other. “But I have my own will, I have my own feelings, I’m… I’m not human, and I never really cared either way if I was or wasn’t, but as soon as I met you, Adam, I wished that I was human so I could have a closer connection to you. Now I’ve realized that it didn’t matter. You’ve accepted me and forgiven me for my transgressions. I don’t think this submission will work, but I’m still happy that I’m yours now.”

We squeezed each other’s fingers, and I felt my heart soar around Persephone’s hold like an eagle. Part of me didn’t know if I deserved their affections and their commitments, but then I realized that we were all just trying to find our way in an endless expanse of emptiness known as the galaxy. It was cold, dark, and hostile, so when you found a spot of warmth that loved you, you held onto it with everything that you had.

I was blessed to have so much love.

The skald turned back to Paula, and the engineer cleared her throat and said the words that I had heard many times since joining the Nordar.

“Who will witness?”

“I will witness,” everyone in the room said with one voice.

Paula kneeled at my feet, arranged her dress slightly so that it wasn’t bunched, smiled at her sister, and then looked into my eyes. There was no mistaking the love I saw in them, and I felt my heartbeat in my ears as the magic began to fill the room as I handed her my knife.

“I am Paula Leda. Twin offspring of Jacob Leda. Third offspring of Iulian Leda.”

“She is Paula Leda. Twin offspring of Jacob Leda. Third offspring of Iulian Leda,” the gathered Nordar repeated.

“I am Paula Leda. Builder of machines and programmer of robots.”

“She is Paula Leda. Builder of machines and programmer of robots.”

The room filled with a tense energy that pressed on my head, shoulders, and back like I was deep underwater. Paula felt it too, and her eye opened wide with surprise.

“I am Paula Leda. I submit my body, mind, and soul to Adam Vaish. I will serve him as consort, advisor, eyes, arms, legs, and heart. We will be bonded both in life, and when we arrive in Valhalla.” The blonde woman hesitated for half a moment when she raised her hand up, but then she pushed my blade deep into her palm and pulled the knife across her skin. Blood instantly began to shower onto the front of her dress, and she quickly moved to cut the other one while the witnesses repeated her words.

I plucked the large blade from her bloody fingers, and then quickly drew its edge across my own hands before Kasta took it from me.

Then Paula and I reached for each other, and our hearts were joined as soon as our blood was.

“I accept your submission, Paula Leda,” I whispered, and then the pressure released from both our bodies.

“They are bound!” the skald called out, and everyone watching let out a satisfied sigh before clapping.

The blood was gone from our hands, Paula’s dress, and the floor of Persephone. It was like we had never cut ourselves, and I felt Paula’s hands tremble as I helped her to her feet.

Then I pulled her close to me, wrapped my big arms around her narrow waist, and kissed her until she stopped trembling.

When we finally parted, she leaned her head against my chest and let out a sigh of contentment. The audience was cheering, but they quieted down once she parted from me, and I turned to Kasta.

“I still don’t think this is going to work,” she said as she kneeled.

“Odin’s magic is powerful,” the skald said. “You have completed your rite, and he has accepted you as a Nordar.”

“Ehhh,” Kasta sighed. “It was an intense camping trip. I dunno if that means I’m blessed by a god now, but hey, worst that happens is I cut my skin open, and it takes a few days to heal. Best case is that I’m bound to Adam like Sis is. Here we go. Who will witness?”

“I will witness,” everyone in the room said.

“I am Kasta Leda. Twin offspring of Jacob Leda. Third offspring of Iulian Leda.”

“She is Kasta Leda. Twin offspring of Jacob Leda. Third offspring of Iulian Leda,” the gathered Nordar repeated.

“I am Kasta Leda. Artificial life and intelligence made to love those around me and avenge those who deserve it.”

“She is Kasta Leda. Artificial life and intelligence made to love those around her and avenge those who deserve it.”

Persephone’s hold filled with an energy that pressed on my head, shoulders, and back like a weighted heat blanket. Kasta’s eyes opened wide, and her mouth hung slack for a few moments before she continued.

“I-I-I am Kasta Leda,” she stuttered. “I submit my body, mind, and soul to Adam Vaish. I will serve him as consort, advisor, eyes, arms, legs, and heart. We will be bonded both in life, and when we arrive in Valhalla.” She didn’t hesitate to cut her hands like Paula had. Kasta felt the magic energy flowing between us, and even though we weren’t bonded, I could feel her excitement. Her blood was a bit darker red than a normal human’s would be, but it still dripped down with the same urgency when she cut her hand, and the witnesses repeated her words as she cut her other palm open.

I took the knife from her hand, quickly cut my own palms, sheathed the weapon, and then we both reached for each other.

And I knew Kasta was praying as much as I was for this to work.

As soon as our hands touched, the magic passed between both of us, and we gasped.

“I accept your submission, Kasta Leda,” I whispered, and then the pressure released from both our bodies.

“They are bound!” the skald called out, and everyone watching let out a satisfied sigh before clapping.

“I can’t believe it!” Kasta hissed as I helped her stand.

“Believe it, Queen,” the skald said. “Odin and Freyja have taken you as their children. They believe in the mission of our king and our people. Why would they not give you the power?”

“I… I… Didn’t think it would work,” the android said as she stared at her palms. They were healed now, and there wasn’t a trace of whatever liquid Paula had used in her android sister’s body.

“Sis, you are supposed to kiss Adam now,” Paula reminded her, and Kasta let out a gasp before she flung herself into my arms and pressed her lips against mine.

The gathered crowd cheered as we kissed, and when we parted, I saw that the android’s face was covered with tears.

“I’m, I’m, I’m so happy,” she gushed. “They said I was okay. They said I can be with you.”

“We didn’t need their permission,” I whispered to her before I kissed her again. “Even if Odin and Freyja hadn’t blessed this bond, I still love you, Kasta.”

“Awww,” she whispered as she stroked my face with her fingers. “I love you, Adam, and I can’t wait to sex you up tonight. Been a lot of build up for--”

“Ahhh, Sis,” Paula sighed as she covered her face.

“What? I’m his wife now, I can tell him how much I want his dick, and no one can do anything about it.” Kasta threw her head back, laughed like a villain in an old timey movie, and then she wrapped her arms around my neck tightly so that we could kiss again.

“May I present to you all Queen Paula Vaish and Queen Kasta Vaish!” the skald announced as soon as we were done kissing, and the twins turned to face the audience. Paula’s cheeks were burning red, and she blinked shyly as she leaned into me, but Kasta was bouncing excitedly next to me, and she waved to everyone before blowing them air kisses.

The sisters took their flowers back from Dragon, and then I walked them to the front of the left group of chairs where Madalena, Sivaha, Aasne, and Elana stood clapping. Paula and Kasta gave each of them happy hugs before taking their seats, and then I returned to stand next to the handsome man who was serving as my second.

“They are good women, Tiger,” he whispered to me. “You grow in power with them in your harem. I am proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said to him, and he gave me a stoic nod. Then the skald raised his voice in song, and we all turned to watch Zea walk into the hold.

My breath caught in my throat when the slender blonde woman made her entrance. Her dress was also a mishmash of Japanese and western styling. The neckline was two pieces of grayish-blue satin that forced her her small breasts up into a surprisingly ample cleavage. It was tight around her torso to accent her lithe form, but it billowed out in white waves of silk to disguise her long legs. The dress left her shoulders bare, but long white sleeves were tightly tied around her bicep in Japanese style embroidered knots. The sleeves came all the way to her wrists and then bellowed out like a traditional kimo, and I saw that the inside of the fabric was decorated with busy embroidery work of blue flowers and gray birds. The coloring scheme was a nod to the first dress she had worn when we went out on a date back on Queen’s Hat, and I had asked Hegeia to mention that to her when she was helping the blonde hacker get dressed.

Zea didn’t have any decoration in her short hair, but she had a thick diamond band wrapped tightly around her slender neck like a choker. She also had matching dangling diamond earrings which glittered in Persephone’s light. Zea was an amazingly beautiful woman, but seeing her wearing a dress again reminded me of the time we had first met on Trappist - 1e in the slum bazaar over a bowl of noodles and negotiated the payment for the job I had hired her to do.

Now, some six months later, we would be joined for life.

“Hi,” she whispered to me as soon as she reached me. The hacker carried a bouquet of blue orchids in her hands, and she handed it to Dragon before I took both of her hands in mine.

“Hi,” I whispered as I rubbed my thumbs on the back of her hands. Her palms were sweaty, and her face was a bright red that contrasted with her blue eyes.

“Freyja,” the skald repeated loudly once Zea and I both turned to him. “She is the mistress of love, passion, life, birth, marriage, and anything that happens between a man and a woman. As a woman, she is more complicated than a man, but she understands the way humans work better than even Odin, who watches all of us.”

The skald nodded at Zea, and her face turned even redder as she smiled at me.

“Without his wife, Odin would just be a grumpy old man with too many pets,” the skald laughed, and the rest of the Nordar actually chuckled. “But with Freyja, the All Father has a purpose. He loves those around him, since that is what his wife tells him is important, and what good is a man who does not have a happy wife?”

Zea nodded and then shot me a shy glance. Her face was almost purple now because of her blushing, and she gulped a deep breath before the skald continued. “The joining together of a powerful woman who knows secrets, and a man who can benefit from her wisdom and knowledge is what our gods want for their children. They smile down on this ceremony, and they lean forward to listen for the vows you will exchange with each other. Adam?”

“Zea,” I began as I turned to her. “I have never had a best friend until you came into my life. I’ve never had someone that I felt could love me, argue with me, support me, and confide in me like you. You’ve taught me to be vulnerable to my emotions, you’ve taught me to follow my passion, and you’ve taught me to trust others. You’ve done all this for me, even when you doubted yourself at every step during our relationship. You’ve cared for everyone that has ever cared for you, and I know that has sometimes led to heartbreak. I want our friendship to last forever. I want you to be a part of my soul. I want you to never be alone. I promise to hold you in my arms before you ask me. I promise to laugh with you when you need me to. I promise to honor you as your husband and friend. I need you in my life like a body requires food, and I never want to be parted from you.”

Zea was trying her best not to cry while I said my vows, but a few tears dotted the corners of her blue eyes. She squeezed my hands when I finished speaking, nodded, and then took a deep breath.

“Adam,” she began. “I told you that I was attracted to you the moment I saw you, and the feeling only deepened the more time we spent together. You are kind, brave, compassionate, and honorable. You have seen me at my best and at my worst, but you never turned away from me, you only loved me more and then demanded that I love myself more.” Zea started blinking rapidly and then she inhaled a sniffle to combat the tears. “I never felt like I was good enough for anyone, so my relationships always turned sour, but you told me that I am perfect for you, and I think you are the perfect man, soooooo… yeah. I guess what I’m trying to say is that I was lost before I found you and Eve. Now I know my purpose in life, and even though our life’s mission might appear impossible, it isn’t. We found each other somehow in the galaxy, and you made me whole. So, I think we can do anything, and I don’t even mind if we die trying, since I believe in the kind of things that I never would have thought true, and once we pass from this world, we will all spend eternity in Odin’s hall or Freyja’s field as lovers, friends, husband, and wife. I loved you the moment I met you, and I will love you past the end of all moments.”

Zea took a deep breath and then laughed lightly. “Also, I can’t believe I made it through my whole fucking speech thingy without crying.”

Everyone in the audience chuckled along with Zea, as she knelt before me as I passed her my knife.

“Who will witness?” Zea asked as she turned her head to the crowd.

“I will witness,” the room repeated, and Zea took a deep breath before turning back to stare up into my eyes.

“I am Zea Binti Zudani Zalayhe. Only offspring of Zudani Bin Hasmad Zalayhe. Only offspring of Hasmad Bin Zalayhe.”

“She is Zea Binti Zudani Zalayhe. Only offspring of Zudani Bin Hasmad Zalayhe. Only offspring of Hasmad Bin Zalayhe,” the room repeated.

“I am Zea Binti Zudani Zalayhe. Computer programmer and hacker of two-thousand and eighty-four security systems.”

“She is Zea Binti Zudani Zalayhe. Computer programmer and hacker of two-thousand and eighty-four security systems.”

The room began to fill with electricity, and the beautiful blonde woman bit her lip as she blinked at me.

“I am Zea Binti Zudani Zalayhe,” she stuttered. “I submit my body, mind, and soul to Adam Vaish. I will serve him as consort, advisor, eyes, arms, legs, and heart. We will be bonded both in life, and when we arrive in Valhalla.” Zea winced as the point of my ornate blade sliced open the skin of her left palm, and she almost fumbled the blade as she changed hands. Blood spattered across her beautiful white dress, and she took another deep breath while the audience repeated her words. Then she cut her right palm, and I grabbed the blade when it almost slipped from her fingers.

I was used to cutting myself with a blood coated weapon by now, and my hands were quickly pouring blood. I reached for Zea as I thought about all the close moments we have shared. One stuck in my head as our fingers touched: it was when I was in the elevator of the shopping mall the second time we had met. She had just watched her boyfriend get gunned down, and we were trying to flee from enemy Elaka Nota warriors. I’d jumped down from the elevator where we were hiding, and she had offered her hand to help me up.

She could have left me at any time, Zea was a survivor, and she could have escaped our brief partnership and sold us out to Elaka Nota just like her boyfriend did, but she hadn’t. Instead, she had offered to help me because she sensed something in me that maybe I hadn’t ever known was there. She knew I was a good man, and when I took her hand then, I knew that we would end up together.

As soon as our fingers connected, the blood flowed between us, and the power filled both of our bodies. I felt twenty kilograms lighter, and my heart danced in my chest.

“I accept your submission, Zea Binti Zudani Zalayhe,” I whispered as the weight lifted from us, and then I helped her stand as the skald declared that we were bound.

The audience cheered as I wrapped my arms around Zea’s slender waist. She was crying now, and I kissed her tear filled eyelids as we held each other. Then I kissed her mouth, and the air from her body filled me like a drug.

“May I present to you all Queen Zea Vaish!” the skald announced, and the guests all clapped while Zea bowed before them. Her face was red again, and the flush had spread down her slender neck and formed a spotted pattern on her shoulders. It was too cute for me to bear, and I kissed her a final time before she took her flowers back from Dragon.

Zea surprised me and the strange dragon-man by throwing her arms around his neck and kissing his cheek, and then I escorted her to my other wives. Both Paula and Kasta were crying, and the twins hugged Zea for almost a minute while they whispered words I could not hear in her ear. Then they parted, kissed each other on the cheeks, and Zea continued on to hug Aasne, Elana, Sivaha, and finally Madalena. All four women kissed Zea on the cheek, but Madalena also kissed her on the forehead.

Then the skald’s voice rose in song, and I turned to watch Eve enter the hold.

The obsidian-haired beauty was wearing her hair down in a wave of night with small cherry blossoms pinned to the strands like red stars. Her dress might have been considered a tight fighting “pencil” dress with a short skirt, but woven over the white satin garment was a thin webbing of white silk that was embroidered with a swirl of red cherry blossoms that wrapped around her perfect figure like a vine. The white silk trained behind her for a few feet, and I could see she wore red high-heeled shoes that matched the color of the dress’ accents. Eve always liked to wear chokers, but this one was a thick band of platinum with a square cut ruby larger than my thumb in the middle. Matching bands with rubies were also on her wrists, and rubies dangled from her ears. The color scheme of white, black, and red matched her skin, hair, and eyes, and I felt my mouth begin to water as my heart threatened to break free of my chest.

Eve’s eyes met mine as she walked down the aisle, and her mouth was curled into the largest smile I had ever seen her wear. When she reached me, she passed her bouquet of red cherry blossoms to Dragon without even looking at them, and my friend bowed deeply as he took them.

We said nothing to each other. We didn’t need to anymore. She knew my mind, and I knew how complete her love for me was. The words we spoke today would be just so everyone could hear our vows of love, but they weren’t needed.

They are needed, my love. You do not know my exact thoughts, and I want our lovers, friends, and family to understand how I feel for you. Thank you for this opportunity, and… Ahhh. I’ll speak the rest when it is my turn.

I nodded at Eve, and then we both turned to the skald.

“Freyja,” he repeated for the last time. “She is the völva, the sorceress that controls the magic of minds and hearts. She is the veleda for Odin, and she speaks of what will happen in the future. She maintains the fields outside of Valhalla, and she gifts all of our people with the kindness of love, and the fury of war when it is needed. She blesses the weddings of our king because each of his wives holds aspects of her, but perhaps none is as close to the goddess as Eve is. So we know that all of our gods are smiling at this ceremony. Adam, will you say your vows?”

“Yeah,” I said as I cleared my throat, and squeezed Eve’s hands. “I had a life before you, Eve, but it was one of slavery. I had no hope and no dreams. I had nothing besides a longing for a quick ending that I feared too much to cause myself. Then, with a flick of your fingers, you removed my bonds and gave me a second chance at life. I was finally able to make a choice, and I chose to protect you for the rest of my life. I chose to protect others because it was your dream, and I chose to be a better man because of the grateful example you gave me. I began with you, and I will end with you by my side.”

Eve’s eyes blinked dozens of times as I spoke, and large tears rolled down her rounded cheeks. She knew the words before I was going to say them. Hell, she probably knew every dark corner of my mind, and she still loved me.

“Our stories are similar, my love.” Her first few words were soft, but when the front row of the audience leaned in closer, she raised her volume so everyone could hear her. “Before you, I had nothing. I was alone in the cold darkness, but even before that I was hated for being different from the others. I prayed for release, not so I could have vengeance on those who wronged me, but so I could help others that could do nothing to change their fate. My prayers were unanswered for years, and I watched the scientists around me grow old, have children, and then grandchildren.”

Eve took a long breath, closed her eyes, and then opened them to stare deep into my soul. “Then I felt you enter the building where they had imprisoned me. Your soul spoke to me like no others ever had. I was able to form my words, and I felt you answer my call. My heart leapt for joy when you came closer, but I worried that this was just another trick that would end with no changes to my life. You came though. You came and rescued me from my prison. You rescued me from torture. You rescued me from hell. My name is Eve now. It never mattered what my first name was. If you are Adam, then I am the woman who came from your rib, for I would not exist without you. I love you more than I will ever be able to express in words, so I let my soul speak when we make love, and I let my dreams bless you a thousand times in ways you will never know. With our love, nothing will stand in our way, and we will save all the species of our galaxy from the Draugr or any other threat that seeks to imprison, enslave, or destroy. Our love will lead us, and it will not allow us to be defeated.”

I saw my wives nod out of the corner of my eye, and Eve pulled up her dress a bit so that she could kneel before me, then she held out her hand, and I placed my knife in her fingers.

“Who will witness?” Eve asked softly as she turned to the crowd.

“I will witness,” everyone said, and the vampire nodded.

“I am Eve,” she said simply, and then she smiled slightly when the audience tried to figure out if she was going to say more.

“She is Eve,” my wives all said in unison, and then the others repeated the sentence.

“I am Eve,” my love continued. “I seek justice amongst the stars.”

“She is Eve. She seeks justice amongst the stars.”

The room began to fill with the power of the submission magic again, but it felt more intense than with Paula, Kasta, and Zea.

“I am Eve,” Eve said calmly. “I submit my body, mind, and soul to Adam Vaish. I will serve him as consort, advisor, eyes, arms, legs, and heart. We will be bonded both in life, and when we arrive in Valhalla.”

Eve made a quick cut with my knife, and dark red blood poured from her hand to drip on the silk lace part of her dress. She didn’t even wince as she passed the blade to her injured hand and then made a matching cut on her right palm. Then she looked up to me with love in her eyes and passed me my knife.

The scent of her blood filled my senses, and I felt the beast in my stomach stir with some confusion. It was a simple creature, and I could tell that it was confused by the love of our woman and her obvious injury, so I made my cuts quickly, sheathed my weapon, and then reached for the beautiful vampire’s hands.

“I accept your submission, Ev--,” I started to say as our hands touched, but then the room started to spin, and my vision dim.

“They are bound!” I heard the skald call out. I also heard clapping and cheering, but it felt like I was falling into the ground.

I tried to shout out, but nothing came out of my mouth but a whispered hiss.

Then I felt Eve’s body press against me, and I saw that her eyes were wide with horror.

“Adam…” she started to say, but laugher filled my ears, and I felt my head smack into Persephone’s metal floor.

“Shhhheeee brrooouught you to meeeee.” I heard the familiar voice of the female SAVO bitch from my dreams, and I tried to turn and see her.

Then I realized the voice was coming inside of my mind, just like Eve’s did, and my vision faded to nothing.
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Chapter 3

“What?” I gasped as I sucked in air and tried to sit up. For a few seconds I couldn’t remember where I was, but then I remembered the wedding to Paula, Kasta, Zea, and Eve. I recalled touching Eve to seal the bond with our blood. I remembered falling down and hearing a voice in my head.

I blinked open my tired eyes and knew instantly that I wasn’t on Persephone anymore.

I was in one of the SAVO styled throne rooms. I recognized the black metal-stone of the walls and pillars and the long tubes that ran across the ceiling. There were red lights pulsing somewhere up on the ceiling, but I couldn’t really make out their exact location when I turned my head upward. It almost seemed like the whole ceiling was just pulsing with the violent color.

The whole place smelled like blood, death, and ash.

Then I realized I was naked, in my human form, and manacled to the wall.

“Welcooommmmeee, Adammmsss,” a voice hissed to my left, and I turned to see the SAVO woman who had haunted my dreams. She wore a skintight suit that looked to be made out of a shiny rubber or leather, and the front was zipped open to show the white skin around her cleavage. Her body was almost the exact same proportions as Eve, and her face looked similar. However, Eve’s cheeks were high and rounded while this woman’s were sharp and angular, and Eve’s lips were full and welcoming while this woman’s lips were thin and lacked any color. Perhaps she might have been beautiful, but the evil of her personality seemed to drip from every part of her.

“Where the fuck am I?” I growled as I pulled against the metal that was holding me up against the wall. It was just two metal loops screwed into the stone, but the woman had both my arms out to the side in a “T” shape, and I couldn’t get enough leverage to wiggle my wrists free.

“Withhh meeee,” the vampire hissed as she gestured to the walls. “Myyyy hooommmmeeee. Is thaattt hoowwww youuu sayy it?”

“Fuck you,” I growled, but the woman just laughed.

“Yourr language is tooooo simmmpleee,” she whispered. “I almost have itttt though. Your minddddd tellssss meeee howww to say what I wannnt.” The woman was sitting on the steps that traveled upward at the front of the black temple, and she stood when she finished speaking. There was a stone cylinder at the front of the room where all the tubes descended and joined, and the woman gave one look at it before turning to face me.

Then she grinned wide and slowly walked down the stairs toward me.

“You cannot stop ussss,” she hissed. “You will lose. Your women will die, and you will know of true agony.”

“If you really thought that, you wouldn’t try to attack me in my dreams.” I tried to yank my right arm against the metal shackle again, but it didn’t even budge.

“You have a use for me,” she said as she took the last step off the stairs. Her boots matched her outfit, but I saw that the toe had a metal blade on the front. “You will serve me.”

“Nope,” I growled as I yanked again at the bonds around my wrist. My bare feet were on the ground, so I was able to get a bit of leverage, but I couldn’t really turn my torso over and use my back with my movement. The experiments had made me stronger than most men, but my position only allowed me to use my bicep strength. It wasn’t enough to tear the manacles out of the wall.

And the SAVO bitch continued to walk toward me.

I tried to shift, but I couldn’t feel the beast inside of me. He didn’t feel caged, or trapped. It was as if he wasn’t inside of me anymore. I sensed no anger, no rage, and no growling intensity.

“Yoooou are alone, Adammm,” she hissed. “She gave you to me.”

“Who?” I asked as I forced my mind to focus on what she was saying instead of the terror swirling in my stomach.

“Your bitch,” the vampire-woman cackled. “She was your bait.”

“No,” I growled, and I felt some small flame of anger ignite in my stomach and push away at the fear that chilled my body. “Eve wouldn’t betray me.”

“Yessss,” she hissed as she finished her walk and came to stand in front of me. “She wanted to give you to us. Now, you will serve me, either in death or life.” The woman raised her hand to my cheek, and I tried to twist my face away so she couldn’t touch me.

Being bound to the cold stone wall meant that I couldn’t really move that much, so she just had to reach a bit more to touch the side of my face. Her touch was cold, almost frozen, and it took every gram of willpower I had not to scream when her fingers trailed down my jaw and then caressed my neck at my carotid artery.

“If you serve me, I can promise you whatever you wish,” she whispered urgently. “You can have your bitches, and the worlds you want to enslave. You can share in our power and drink of their terror. Think of how sweet their agony will be when you take up our flesh and feast from our table.”

“You keep trying to convince me to join,” I said, and I turned my head down and to my left so that I could meet her red gaze. “It’s just like I thought, you need me to come willingly. Why? It’s because you fear me, and if you fear me in my dreams, you fear me more in reality. So fuck off you ugly cunt and start counting the days before I come to chew your head off your shoulders.”

My words actually surprised me since I felt my legs shaking at her touch.

Then I realized I’d been kind of dumb. My legs weren’t even shackled, just my wrists, and I wondered if this arrogant bitch would be foolish enough to let me bring them into play against her.

“Grraawww, Adam.” The sound that escaped her mouth sounded like a cross between a laugh and a frog’s gurgle, and her thin lips turned up into a wicked smile. “I do not need your permission. I take everything unless I want to destroy it first.”

As soon as she finished speaking, her glowing red eyes focused on the artery on my neck, and her mouth opened wide like a snake.

Her fangs grew until they were six centimeters long, and her head moved toward me.

I held my breath and got ready to swing my legs up around her chest, but before I could make my move, a loud bass drum sounded in the stone room. It seemed to echo off all the stone walls, and the SAVO woman paused in mid-biting motion.

Then the drum sounded again, and the evil woman turned back to face the stone cylinder that sat on top of the raised dais at the front of the room. The third boom echoed through the inside of the black temple, and I saw a crack form across the entire length of the stone cylinder.

“Ohhh gaawww,” the SAVO grunted as she took a hesitant step back toward the stairs. She turned back to me quickly, and I could somehow read the confusion on her violent face.

Then the cylinder exploded in a spray of black stone and a shower of what seemed like endless red blood.

The blood rushed down the stairs of the dais like a waterfall, but there wasn’t enough of the crimson liquid to reach where the SAVO and I stood. Some stone fragments rained down on us, but it was more like dust particles than large chunks. Still, the woman covered her face with her hands, and I closed my eyes to keep from accidentally getting a shard through my retina.

As soon as the shower of dust stopped, I opened my eyes and looked up at where the cylinder once stood. The bottom quarter of it was still there, but it was cracked apart like an eggshell, and a single figure stood inside.

Even though she was covered in blood, I recognized Eve instantly.

THAT. IS. MY. HUSBAND.

Eve’s words slammed into my head like an impact hammer, and I saw the SAVO woman stagger as if she’d been punched in the gut. The evil bitch gnashed her teeth and hissed at my wife, but Eve was already leaping down the stairs with her own fangs exposed, and the SAVO’s eyebrows raised with surprise.

Then Eve slammed right into her, and the two women went down in a tumble of dark hair, blood, screeching, claws, and fangs.

I yanked on my arms again, but the manacles continued to hold me firmly in place, so I once again searched for the beast in my soul. He didn’t answer me, but I felt what seemed like a shadow of his presence.

“Ahhhhhhgggraaaa!” a woman screamed, and I turned my attention back to the battle as my heart leapt into my chest. For half an instant I couldn’t figure out who was who, since both of them had similar bodies, black hair, and blood covered both of them, but then I recognized Eve just as she yanked hard and tore the left arm off the SAVO woman.

I think we are in your dream, or my dream. She is less powerful here, but I do not think I can kill her! Can you shift?

Eve’s voice was urgent in my mind, and I wondered if she wasn’t able to read my thoughts; I was trying to shift and not having success, and she should have known.

The SAVO bitch was screaming, and I saw Eve use the arm like a club to smack the woman’s face. More blood sprayed everywhere, but as I watched, the red liquid began to drip up toward the evil vampire’s arm, and it looked like it was taking the shape of a new limb.

“She is regenerating!” I shouted as I tried to find the tiger in my soul. He wasn’t answering me, and I let out a scream as the SAVO kicked Eve away from her. My wife tumbled backward, but then sprang to her feet like a gymnast.

It seems as if she cannot paralyze me, but I am unable to use my powers on her either. I will try to--

Eve turned her head to me, and then I felt the manacle on my right hand wiggle a little as she tried to yank it out. I flexed my arm again to help pull it free, but then I felt Eve’s pull on the band falter when the SAVO bitch jumped on top of her. Both women were screaming at each other and slashing with their claws, but their identities quickly blurred because of the blood and similar looking outfits.

I looked for the tiger in my soul again, but he was nowhere to be found. How was it possible? It normally took all of my will power to keep him at bay, but now he was silent when my wife was being attacked by the very creature we had vowed to destroy.

I screamed with frustration when I saw both women grab each other’s throats. Eve’s boots didn’t have blades on the toe, so I was able to tell she was on the bottom even though they were both drenched in blood. I knew I didn’t have much time. Eve seemed equally matched against the SAVO in this dreamstate, but she needed my help to win.

And I didn’t know what would happen to her or me if we lost this battle.

“Come on,” I growled as I tried to find the beast inside my soul once again. He just wasn’t there anywhere, but then I noticed that the empty sensation wasn’t really correct.

I could feel the beast, but not where he normally was, he felt like he was the cage, he felt like he was me.

Then I knew what I had to do.

I just shifted without unleashing him.

My body began to change instantly. My spine elongated, my muscles grew, my teeth fell out, and the fur sprouted from my skin as my eyes adjusted. There was normally a bit of pain when I shifted, but I felt none when I transformed, except for the bands around my wrist grew too tight.

I growled and yanked my now much stronger right arm away from the black stone wall. The manacle shifted just a tiny bit, but I still felt like I didn’t have enough leverage. I risked a glance back to the battle between Eve and the SAVO and saw that the evil vampire was slowly lowering her open maw to Eve’s throat.

I needed to get free of my bonds. Right. Fucking. Now.

I turned back to my left hand and yanked downward with my arm. My wrist broke painfully and immediately started to heal, but then I twisted the bones against my hand and let out a scream as I tore the bloody stump free of the metal band.

Blood sprayed across the room, and what remained of my left hand started to twitch where it still hung against the manacle, but I didn’t have time to inspect the damage I had done to myself, I rotated to my right arm, pushed my feet against the wall, and then yanked hard against the manacles. The metal ripped free of the wall easily, and then I dashed toward where the two women fought.

The SAVO was only ten or so centimeters away from biting Eve, but I grabbed her as if she were a puppy by what would be the puppy scruff and yanked her off my wife. The evil vampire bitch’s eyes opened in surprised when I grabbed her, but her eyes opened even wider when I sank my tiger teeth into her throat.

I bit, tore, and pushed her toward me with my right hand so that all of her neck could fit into my maw. I felt her attempt to choke out a scream, but one of my fangs popped her vocal cords before she could get it out. She could do nothing more than frantically spasm against me. But that only lasted a few moments. Then I tore my teeth away, and her head popped off her body.

Eve’s boot was waiting, and my wife stomped down to smash the SAVO woman’s skull like a rotten pumpkin. More blood and bone sprayed across the floor, and then she let out a scream.

MY. HUSBAND.

I actually had to cover my ears, but my left hand was still a bloody stump, and my head still ended up spinning with her cry. It actually didn’t matter if I covered my ears, since the voice came from inside my head again, and I didn’t even think she knew she was hurting me.

“Eve!” I barked out as she gnashed her teeth at the ceiling and took a deep breath. My voice seemed to bring her out of her rage, and she gasped before looking over to me.

“Adam, I am so sorry,” she said as she ran over to me. “I am sorry. I did not mean for my rage to hurt you.”

“It’s fine,” I said as I stumbled on my feet and tried to shake the pain out of my head. “Fuck that bitch. We beat her, and now--”

“No,” Eve said as she looked at my head with concern. “They have us here because of me. She said so. There must be something with my DNA which gives her access, and now that we are bonded it--”

“Now that we are bonded she came to fight both of us,” I growled as I gestured at the woman’s headless corpse. “Look at how that turned out for her.” I could still taste the woman’s nasty blood on my tiger tongue, so I hacked out a small puddle of the stuff when I finished speaking.

“I do not believe that she is dead, though,” Eve said. “This is not real. It is our minds which she can infect. What if others come to help her? What if--”

“Eve,” I interrupted her as I pulled her to me with my right hand. “Let them come. You and I will kill them. Nothing can stand in the way of our love.”

Her red eyes stared into mine for a few seconds, and their angry glow slowly faded. Then she sighed, nodded, and smiled with her blood smeared lips.

“Thank you for helping me. Your hand? Does it hurt?”

“Yeah,” I said, “but I’ll be alright. It’s stopped bleeding already.” I glanced back to what remained of my arm that was still stuck in the manacles and then down at my stump again. Then I looked around inside of the temple. “If we are in a dream, we need to figure a way out. Normally I see Persephone in them, but I don’t remember us falling asleep, and that’s when I normally have these.”

“It was once we were bonded,” Eve sighed. “I did not know that would--”

“It’s fine,” I said as I lifted her chin. “You would never betray me. I know how much you love me.”

“And soon you will feel it through our bond.” the beautiful woman let out a relieved sigh and then rubbed her cheek against the fur of my palm. “Let us leave this place. Where do you think we should go?”

“Front door,” I said as I turned around to face away from the cylinder that Eve had been trapped in. The massive double stone doors looked to be a hundred meters away, and Eve’s boots made soft clunking noises as we walked across the black stone floor.

“Did you wake up in the cylinder?” I asked as I pointed my only thumb over my shoulder.

“Yes,” she answered. “It was strange. I could breathe the blood but could also see what was happening. I wonder if it is a form of a sleeping chamber or if it is how they are born.”

“Elaka Nota had you in a cylinder made of glass with water in it,” I commented.

“Yes,” she said. “The water was actually a synthetic plasma mixture. So it was a bit like blood.”

“Hmmm,” I replied. “I think Elaka Nota knows about these assholes. That is going to be our next stop after we get the Jotnar on board.”

“But first, this place.” Eve gestured to the door, and I moved to grab the handle.

The door swung open when I yanked on it with my one hand, and the light of a single large white moon poured into the black temple. The steps of the temple gave way into grass, but that only continued for another hundred meters or so, and then another black temple rose up.

“Fuck,” I growled when my eyes traced the lines of the next temple. There were dozens more that I could see, and a few quick steps out into the grass allowed me to see a hundred more of the temples. They seemed to expand in every direction as far as I could see in the moonlight. They were arranged in careful rows like black crops of uniform width and height.

“There are thousands,” Eve gasped.

“Or more,” I grunted as I swung my head around to look the other way. Did each one of these temples hold a sleeping Draugr? Was this even my dream? Or was this a look at the homeworld of my enemy?

“Where do we go?” Eve whispered. “How do we escape?”

“Maybe I can climb up to the top and get a look around,” I said as I looked at the wall of the temple we had just exited. The black stone was smooth, but it was made of many ledges and various indents that gave it the kind of ancient Indian temple type feel that I recognized from pictures of Earth’s preserved ruins.

“You only have one hand,” Eve said.

“Yeah, but I’m also a crazy strong weretiger,” I chuckled as I jumped up to grab the ledge right above my head. It would have been difficult to reach in my human form, but I was significantly taller now, and I was easily able to pull myself up with the one arm.

The climbing was a bit slow, but I managed to make it up some ten meters before I bothered to look down. I guessed that I was only thirty percent up the total height of the temple, and I took a quick glance around to see if I could tell which direction we needed to go. I was only able to view the main lower bodies of the other buildings though, so I climbed until I thought I was almost three quarters of the way to the top.

My tiger eyes worked excellently in the lower light, and the moon was bright, but every direction I looked seemed to have endless rows of these temples. The only difference I could see was to the back side of where I climbed, off in the distance the sky seemed to turn a red color instead of the white from the moon. I didn’t know if it meant that we should go toward or away from that spot, but it was the only directional clue I had.

“I cannot sense you as usual,” Eve said when I climbed back down to her. “I normally feel your thoughts, but now I cannot. It is strange, I feel something else from you. It is like water flowing from you.”

“I think it is the Nordar bond of submission,” I said. “It is supposed to take a few days to start working, but maybe you are sensitive to it. All directions seem to be the same: endless black temples, but the direction behind this temple has a red glow in the sky. I say we go that way.”

“I will follow you, my love,” Eve said, and we moved across the grass and around the building where we had killed the SAVO woman.

The air was slightly damp and cool, and the dew covered grass tickled my feet as we walked. For a few moments we didn’t speak, but then I heard a distant scream behind us, and we both froze in place.

“That sounded really far away,” I whispered.

“Yes,” she agreed, “but perhaps we should jog instead of walk?”

“Yeah,” I said, and then we both picked up our speed so that we were almost running across the grass.

We passed our first temple, and I felt a bit of relief that its door was closed. When we ran past the third temple, another scream echoed through the night air, and I felt a cold chill ascend from the grass and form a block of ice in my stomach.

“It sounds closer,” I growled, and Eve nodded.

Our jog turned into a run.

Well, it was a run for Eve, but in my tigerman form, I could have kept this pace up all day without even breathing heavy. I contemplated carrying her over my shoulder, but that would have required using my only remaining hand to hold on to her, and I was starting to get the feeling that I was going to have to fight something soon.

Another scream sounded behind us, and there was a second screech that echoed it to our right.

“Shit,” I hissed under my breath. The screams could have just been random, but the one behind us definitely was getting closer, and I had no reason to think that the second voice didn’t know where we were.

“How far away was the red light?” Eve asked.

“Hard to tell,” I replied. “Maybe four kilometers.”

“They will reach us before we make it.” She frowned.

“Probably,” I said as I looked at one of the dark temples we passed. It might be worth it to open one of the doors so I could have a bit of a bottleneck for when these fuckers came at us, but I also didn’t want to risk waking up someone that might have been sleeping inside.

Another scream sounded, but this time it was to our left, and the one behind us and to our right echoed its cry.

Yeah, we were being herded. Maybe I should have picked the other direction, but it was too late now. I needed somewhere to make a stand, but I couldn’t really see a place beside inside the temples. Worse case, whatever was inside woke up, and we would have to fight what tried to come inside and what was already inside. That was probably still better than fighting a battle from three different directions.

“We are going to duck into one of these and--”

“Eyyyyee yahhh!” I heard a familiar voice shout above me, and my heart leapt for joy when I looked up to see black wings descend against the backdrop of the white moon.

“Persephone!” I sighed as she landed on the soft grass ahead of us and shook her wings.

“Persephone?” Eve asked as her body crouched down in a fighting stance.

“Yes!” I said as the platinum-haired woman threw herself into my arms and showered my tiger nose and whiskers with kisses. Her lips burned with wonderful warmth, and I felt the fear in my stomach melt away for a few moments.

Persephone turned away from me, and the two red eyed women stared at each other for a handful of seconds. Then the dark angel stepped so that she stood only a few centimeters away from Eve, took her hands, and kissed Eve’s palms. Then Persephone wrapped her arms around Eve’s narrow waist and kissed her passionately on the lips.

“Ahhh,” Eve exhaled after Persephone let go of her. “I cannot read her thoughts here, but her touch is familiar. I can sense her love for you, Adam. Is this how she looks in your dreams?”

“Yeah,” I said as my eyes trailed down her lingerie clad body. Her flawless white skin showed through the black lace fabric in all the right places, but then I remembered that we were being followed by assholes, and I opened my mouth to ask the winged woman if she could help us.

“Eye yahhh!” she said before I could ask, and she pointed at the two o’clock heading of where we were running.

“Let’s follow her,” I told Eve, and the three of us all began to run across the grass.

We passed four more temples, and then the platinum-haired angel pointed urgently to the next one. As she gestured, another round of screeches pierced the cool night air behind us, and I glanced over my shoulder. There was a group of humanoid creatures sprinting toward us. I guessed they were maybe three hundred meters away, but it was obvious that they were going to catch us if we didn’t figure something out in the next half a minute.

“Eye yahh. Innn!” Persephone shouted as soon as we turned the corner, and I saw that this temple’s doors were slightly ajar.

I ran in first, and it took me half a moment to get adjusted to the red lighting. It was a bit fainter than the moon glow, but I soon saw that the cylinder at the far side of the temple was laying on its side, and the tubes which were once attached were dripping blood down the steps of the dais.

Eve ran in behind me, and then Persephone. I threw my shoulder into the door on the left, and the two women pushed the door on the right closed. There didn’t appear to be any lock on it, but there were two long loop handles that I might be able to use as a door bar if I could find something long and metal.

“Innn!” Persephone shouted as she pointed at the far side of the open temple.

“Does she mean the cylinder?” Eve asked, and the other woman nodded violently.

“I’m not sure that is actually going to--” I started to say, but Persephone waved frantically and then pointed to the cylinder again.

“Boouudd! Pooowerr! Reeeetuurnn!”

“That is the way home?” I asked, and she nodded.

Then the group of monsters slammed into the door.

“Fuck!” I growled as I pushed my left shoulder and right arm against the seams of the door. My strength forced it closed after they knocked it open a few centimeters, and I could see a horde of the disgusting monster bat-men that I remembered from my previous dream.

Persephone and Eve jumped next to me and pushed against the door as the monsters slammed into it again, but I knew that we wouldn’t be able to keep this up forever, especially if Persephone wanted us to do something with the cylinder.

“I need something to put through these door handles so it stays closed!” I yelled. “Both of you, go find something!”

Eve and Persephone spun away, and I caught sight of the platinum-haired woman jumping in the air and floating away with a beat of her wings. The monsters on the other side of the door were screaming now, but the stump where my left hand had once been was itching like crazy, so I was kind of able to focus on that and holding the door closed instead of their screams.

They beat on the door again, but this effort wasn’t unified, and I was able to hold them both closed while they slammed on it. Part of me, the animal beast side of me, wanted to open up the door and tear into them with my claws and teeth, but I knew that would put my women in danger, so I resisted the urge.

“How’s it coming?” I shouted over my shoulder after the monsters seemed to get their coordination together and had almost knocked me back away from the door twice.

“Here!” Eve shouted, and I spared a glance over my shoulder to see both women carrying what looked like a terminal screen, except it was made out of the same kind of strange stone as the wall. It looked similar in design to the unit I had seen inside of the temple on Uraniel, and I guessed by the way that the two women lifted it that it must have weighed a lot.

I also guessed that it was going to be a bit too large to fit in the loops of the handles.

“This was all we could find besides the tubing on the ceiling, and I don’t think Persephone can pull it down.” Both of their pale faces were red with exertion, and I could see their arms trembling when they walked up next to me.

The fuckers hit the door again, and my feet slipped for three terrifying seconds. One of them managed to get an arm through the gap and claw at my chest, but I let out a roar, threw my body against the door again, and the limb was seared off when the doors joined again. There was a scream of agony from the other side, and I kicked the twitching limb away before turning back to them.

“It looks too big to--” I started to say, but then they both dropped the terminal screen, and it cymbal crashed into the ground. The longest side of the rectangle kind of accordioned so that it was smaller, but a bunch of stone pieces also chipped off from the sides, and the screen flickered to life.

“That will work!” I thrust my hip against the seam in the door, prayed that I could grab the terminal before the fuckers kicked it open again, and then lifted the device from the ground with my one hand.

I had expected it to be heavy, but it felt almost like I was lifting something that weighed twice as much as I did, and my muscles screamed almost as loud as the assholes outside as I tried to force it up toward the door loops. Eve and Persephone grabbed the other end, but they had to lift it up to their chest height.

“Move it with your mind!” I shouted as the fuckers collided with the door again. I almost lost my grip on the terminal when I shoulder checked the doors back, and one of the monsters cut me on the shoulder.

“I am. It is so heavy!” Eve’s voice came out in a panicked rush, and I knew what I had to do.

“I’m going to put it on my shoulder!” I shouted. “You both grab the door on my command. One!”

As soon as I said the word, the doors were forced open again, and I had to head butt a fucker back who got his face through the door opening.

“Two!”

The monsters beat on the door in an uncoordinated attack, but I still didn’t have good leverage against the surface. The door pushed open a little, but I slammed my shoulders back in, and then scrapped the claws on my toes across the stone ground pushing everything closed again.

“Now!” I shouted as soon as I felt I had control of the door.

I yanked up hard on the crumpled terminal and threw my body under it like I was doing some sort of sideways snatching lift. Eve and Persephone both let go at the perfect moment and leapt to the doors, but the fuckers on the other side must have felt the pressure on our side release for just a moment, and they screamed frantically as they pushed again.

I let out a roar of frustration, spun around, and then tried to angle the one side of the terminal into the first loop of the door handles while both women pushed it closed. My heart was slamming in my chest, and my lungs burned like I was breathing fire, but I managed to get the one end into the left-door loop and a bit of the pressure on my shoulder was relieved.

The monsters made a coordinated push, and then the right door where Persephone was got pushed open almost halfway.

Persephone shouted with surprise as three of the ugly fanged humanoid monsters jumped through. I kicked out with my right leg and hit the first one in the stomach, but its hands wrapped around my ankle, and my heart skipped a beat when I thought it might pull me out and into the horde of evil creatures.

Eve threw herself at the monster, shoulder checked it so that it fell back, and then sliced her nails down on its hands. I almost went down as I struggled to balance on one leg while bearing the weight of the terminal and the inward push of the door, but the creature’s grip on my leg let go when Eve sliced his arm open, and he let out a blood-curdling scream.

Persephone shouted and slammed her shoulder into the door. There were still two more monsters that were inside, and I couldn’t really do anything about them, but Eve pushed her hands out, screamed, and then they both tumbled deeper inside of the temple so that Persephone could push her door closed.

I grunted and pushed hard with my aching legs. The door was swinging in and out with the combined movements of the fuckers pushing against us, but the terminal suddenly slid through the second loop, and I let out a sigh of relief as soon as I let go of my burden. It had been a tight fit into the loops, but that actually served to keep the doors from wiggling too much, all I had to do was take care of the two fuckers that were inside, and we’d have a bit of time to figure out what Persephone meant with the cylinder.

Then the terminal cracked down the center with a sound that reminded me of ice breaking.

“Shit,” I growled. “We don’t have a lot of time.”

I turned around just as the two fanged monsters came rushing back toward us. Now that I wasn’t carrying a massive load on my shoulder with one hand, the fight would be more in my favor, and I jumped into the space between my women and the two monsters so that I could deal with them.

The one on my left came in first. He swung both his claws at me in some sort of double scythe-like attack that might have connected had I not shuffled forward and brought my right fist into his ugly nose. His skull imploded like a rotten egg, and he flipped backward to land on what was left of his head.

The second ugly bastard didn’t even pause in his attack when I destroyed his friend, and I parried his jab attack with my left forearm before kicking the side of my bare foot into his knee. His joint shattered like a dropped glass, and I grabbed him by the throat as he fell so that I could slam his skull down into the hard stone of the temple. Blood exploded out of his mouth, nose, and eyeballs as soon as the back of his head connected with the stone, and I tossed his twitching carcass away as I came back up from my crouched position.

“Now,” I said as I turned back to Persephone, “about the way out of here?”

“Yahhh.” She pointed to the cylinder again as she beat her wings. “Urrr eeee!”

“She wants us to hurry,” Eve said, and then the three of us glanced back at the door when the terminal made another cracking noise.

We sprinted across the temple floor and up the dais stairs. I made it up first and checked inside the top part of the overturned stone cylinder. It looked like the tubes connected to it using some sort of grommet-like lid that I saw on the ground behind the cylinder. Most of the tubes from the ceiling were still attached to it, and I saw blood leaking from the bottom in a slow trickle.

“Up!” Persephone shouted as she grabbed onto the top part of the cylinder. She stuck her ass out as if she was doing a deadlift, beat her wings, and tried to lift, but the thing didn’t move until Eve and I both grabbed with her.

“Push!” I growled as the three of us slowly pulled the thing off its side. I could have done it with both of my hands, but having just the one was hampering me, and we almost lost control of the heavy stone container before we got it right side up.

“Innn!” Persephone demanded as she pointed up to the top of the cylinder. It was four meters tall, and I still had no idea how climbing inside of the thing was going to help us, but then we heard a loud crack from the far doorway, and I knew we had no choice but to trust in Persephone.

“Go,” I told Eve as I lowered my right hand to her knee. She placed her hand on my shoulder, put her boot on my palm, and then looked into my eye for a quick moment. She didn’t weigh much, so I easily lifted her over my head with one hand while she walked her palms up the side of the stone cylinder for balance.

Then she pulled herself up to the edge and turned to look back down.

“Hurry!” Eve said, and I coiled my legs under me. I felt incredibly tired, but that didn’t matter. I forced my legs to obey me, and I exhaled as I leapt as high as I could.

I had thought that I might barely be able to grab the side of the cylinder, but I had jumped a bit higher than I expected, and I managed to hook my elbow over the top of the stone lip, and Eve helped me pull myself the rest of the way up.

“Innn! Innn!” Persephone shouted as she ran toward the lid on the ground. She lifted it easily in both arms and her wings began to beat frantically as she turned around to look at us.

Then the doors flew open with a crack that sounded like a gunshot, and what looked like a hundred of the ugly fuckers ran inside of the temple.

Eve and I dropped down into the dark cylinder. It was a tight fit, but we wrapped our arms around each other and looked up as Persephone set the lid on top of the cylinder.

“Wait!” I shouted as I realized that she wasn’t going to get into the cylinder. “Don’t you need to come with us?”

“Me! Me!” The platinum-haired woman tapped on her temple and then made a movement with her hand with thumb and pinky finger spread out. She didn’t wait for us to confirm we knew what she was talking about. Instead, she grabbed onto the lid again and slid it the rest of the way so that it covered us.

Then we were in darkness. All I could hear was the screams, but they sounded like they were a kilometer away. All I could feel was Eve’s heart beating frantically against my chest. All I could smell was the coppery fragrance of blood.

Then that scent started to grow stronger as the red liquid began to pour from the tubes at the top.

“Adam,” Eve whispered as she clung to me.

“Think about being back on Persephone,” I said. “The ship. Think about being back on the ship. I think that is what she wanted.”

“I will,” she said. “If it does not work, and we--”

“It will work,” I growled as I felt the blood began to fill the tank around my shins.

“But if it does not. I must tell you something.”

“It will work. Don’t--”

“Please listen!” she hissed.

“Yeah?”

“I love you,” she said, and the screams sounded like they were right outside our stone prison.

“I know,” I replied.

“No,” she said. “Words cannot express it. When you saved my life, I did not think anything else would be able to bring me as much joy, but then you made love to me, and I knew I was wrong. Then you married me. Adam, you have made my life complete in more ways than I ever thought possible, and this is all because of me. They control my cells. What if they do this--”

“They aren’t going to,” I growled as I licked my tiger-tongue across her face. “I’ll fight them. If that bitch isn’t dead, she’ll know that she can’t come after both of us.”

“But what if they--”

“No!” I growled. “You are mine, Eve. Not theirs.”

“Yes,” she whispered, and I could feel her sobs cause her body to shudder.

The blood was up to my waist now, but that was closer to her chest. I had no idea how we would be taken from this nightmare, but I lifted Eve up so that her face was even with mine.

Then I held her as close as I could until the blood filled the cylinder.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think. It was just the blood and the screaming.

And Eve.
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Chapter 4

I gasped and sat up as air filled my lungs. The light was bright in the room, and I hissed as I covered my face. I was human, and my left hand covered my eyes. It was a bit comforting to know that I had my hand back, but I realized that I was naked.

“Where am--”

“He’s awake!” Kasta shouted, and I felt her hands wrap around me. “Eve said you would wake up soon, so I called everyone else on the--”

“Where is she?” I asked as I forced my eyes open. I was in the infirmary aboard Persephone, but Eve wasn’t in the bed next to me.

“She just woke up and walked out--”

“How long?” I asked as I pulled Kasta’s arms from around my shoulder and reached for the IV drip needle in my arm.

“She walked out fifty-two seconds ago. Said that she loved me and to tell you that--”

“Wait here!” I shouted as I sprang out of the bed.

“Hey! What’s going on?” I heard her call out as I stumbled out of the room and slammed my shoulder into the hallway wall. My head was spinning, and I tried to figure out where Eve would have gone.

It only took me a split second to guess at how she would try to kill herself.

“No, no, no, no,” I chanted as I ran naked down the hallway toward the hold.

I was still a bit discombobulated as I sprinted, and I bounced my right shoulder off the right wall, and then my left shoulder off the left wall before I was able to run straight. I heard some voices talking on a cross hallway that I ran by, and I heard Sivaha shout my name.

I didn’t stop running.

I plowed into the hold and turned toward the bay door, Eve was almost to the button that would open the side docking door airlock, but that was across the entire hold, and I didn’t think I could make it there before she could step inside.

“Eve!” I screamed as I slammed my bare feet into the metal floor. She was still naked, and the motion of her head turning around to see me caused her long black hair to swirl around her alabaster body. The pause in her step was all I needed, and I reached forward to pull her away from the button.

Then my entire body froze in mid run.

“I love you so much,” she whispered as tears streamed down her cheeks. “You gave me life, but I will only bring you death. You cannot stop them with me. This is the only way, my love.”

I tried to scream, but my mouth wouldn’t move. Nothing worked on my body. Even gravity didn’t seem to affect me since I was poised in mid off-balance run.

Eve reached up and touched the button for the airlock, and the door slid open.

I tried to scream again, but her powers were too strong.

“No,” she answered the question in my mind. “We cannot fight them when I am one of them. They got in our minds through me. You are in danger because of me. You are the only one who can stop them. Good bye, my love.”

Eve took a quick step toward the door, and I felt my heart stop beating. Thousands of emotions slammed into me, and I pushed against her power with every gram of muscle I possessed, and every part of my soul.

I loved Eve. I needed her. She needed me. The only reason I lived was because of her. The only reason she lived was because of me.

I wasn’t going to let her kill herself to protect me.

I protected my women.

I was Tiger.

I felt her power break around me, and then I had my arms wrapped around her bare shoulders. I yanked her away from the airlock violently and then pushed away with all the strength in my legs. We slid across the cold metal floor, and I squeezed her to my chest so that she couldn’t escape.

Then we lay still for a moment.

“I began with you, and I will end with you by my side,” I whispered. “Those were my vows to you.”

Eve didn’t speak, but her body began to shake, and her warm tears dripped onto my bare chest like a tropical rain.

“I remember,” she finally whispered.

“And you said that nothing would stand in our way as long as we were together. ‘Our love will lead us, and it will not allow us to be defeated,’ is what you vowed.”

“Yes,” she sobbed.

“So let our love lead us here,” I whispered as I stroked her hair. “Let it defend us from harm. We are powerful together. They won’t defeat us. They can’t. As long as we are together.”

“But--”

“No,” I interrupted her. “It isn’t just me. It is Zea, Paula, Kasta, Madalena, Sivaha, Aasne, and Elana. We all need you. The other women who Elaka Nota experimented on need you. The galaxy needs you. You said that we owed them. We haven’t finished paying our debt. We haven’t finished what we started that day. They can try to attack us again through you, and we’ll win again. As long as we are together.”

Eve continued to cry, and I saw my other wives standing a respectful distance away. They had to guess what was going on, and I gave them a quick nod before turning my mouth down to Eve’s ear.

“You are the strongest woman I know. You think of everyone else before yourself, but this isn’t the answer. The answer is that we get stronger, and we figure out how to use this against them. The answer is that we do this together.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “I’m sorry, my love, you are right. I just never want to cause you to be hurt, and--”

“Shhh,” I said as I hugged her tighter against me. “I know what you were thinking, but don’t think that anymore. We can fight them. Please, Eve. Let’s fight them. We’ll beat them in space around Uraniel. We’ll find every planet they are on and beat them there. We’ll fight them in our dreams and win every time. They serve evil and darkness, but we serve love and light.”

“Yes,” she gasped, and then she leaned her mouth up to kiss me. It was soft and sweet at first, but then her kiss became more passionate. When our lips finally parted she let out a light laugh and then leaned her head against my chest again. I felt her body relax against me, and I knew that it was over.

“I am quite the fool,” she sighed.

“Nope,” I chuckled. “You just want to save the people you love. You know that I understand you.”

“Yes,” she whispered, “you always have.”

“Can you stand?” I asked. “Our friends and lovers want to know we are okay.”

“Yes,” Eve sniffled and then wiped the tears from her eyes with the back of her hand.

She slid off my chest, and I stood before helping her to her feet. She wiped her face a few more times with the back of her hand, let out a grateful laugh, and then sighed when I wrapped my arm around her slender shoulders.

Then we walked together across the hold toward my wives.

None of them spoke, but Zea was the first one to step forward and embrace Eve. The two of them kissed passionately, and then the blonde hacker kissed me with the same intensity while Paula and Kasta hugged Eve. A few minutes later we had all finished embracing each other, and the group of wonderful women turned their attention to me.

“How long have we been unconscious?” I asked Kasta.

“Seventy-seven hours and thirty-four minutes,” she answered.

“Alright,” I growled as I wiped my hand over my face. “You’ve all probably guessed that our enemies have a way to attack me through Eve now that we are bonded. It was one of those dreamscapes again. Eve and I defeated the woman that seems to be the cause of these attacks, but I don’t know if she is dead or if I just ejected her from the dream.”

“I doubt that she is dead,” Eve answered. “She seemed much less powerful than the one we fought on Uraniel though. The male was able to paralyze all of us, but she used none of her magic on us, and her physical strength was about equal to mine.

“She might try to attack us again,” I said, “or she might not. Either way, we must be prepared. I just don’t know how to do that.”

“There might be someone who could help us,” Eve said, but even as she spoke, her lips curled into a frown.

“Uhh, no fucking way,” Zea sighed. “Not that asshole.”

“Who?” Elana asked.

“Yu,” Eve answered. “I dislike the man, but he said that I would betray you, and I… well…”

“You did not betray me,” I growled. “You didn’t know this would happen.”

“Still,” Eve said. “He may know how to better prepare against them. He is a terrible man, but we fight the same enemy.”

“I’ll think about it,” I grunted, but the words tasted sour in my mouth. “We need to move forward with the plan to unite the clans. Have you all done any research?”

“Yes,” Elana said after she cleared her throat. She glanced at Madalena and Sivaha and then continued when both of them nodded at her. “We have combed through the Jotnar information data points that we have between the four clans which are now Vaish. We believe that there is one mining planet which will serve our purposes: Nsling -24 - f. It is a Goldilocks planet that never needed terraforming, but the deposits of platinum and rhodium are slightly higher than average. It is one of Jotnar’s older mining settlements, and that could mean that security is either relaxed or tighter, but our last piece of intel said that they do accept trade ships landing on the planet, and they also make direct shipments to the Jotnar home sector.”

“It isn’t much to go on,” Sivaha filled in. “The data is somewhat old, and there is a chance that they either won’t let you land, or they will try to attack you as soon as you exit warpdrive, but it is the most likely hole in their defensive network.”

“There are too many variables to the plan,” Madalena said. “I am uncomfortable with the risks.”

“I’m gonna agree with Madalena for once,” Zea said. “We have to find a random ship. Then we have to fly it to this old mining colony. Then they have to let us land. Then we have to find a way to get on one of their ships that is making a delivery to the Jotnar sector. Then we’ll need to figure out how to get on the battle fortress. Then we are going to have to find King Uffe. Then kill him. There are way too many ‘if’s’, ‘buts’, and ‘this could all go sideways’ parts to the plan.”

“The other plan puts millions of my people and the galaxy at risk,” I said. “We have had tougher missions and emerged victorious.”

“But we have no intel!” Zea sighed. “You know I like to be prepared for this stuff.”

“I understand your worry,” I said. “But we are going to do it anyway, and we are going to win. You are my wives, and you are the best at what you do. Jotnar thinks they are safe from me because no one would try something this risky, they don’t realize that I’m married to the best hacker, twin engineers, and space witch in the galaxy.”

Zea stared at me for a few moments, and then she shrugged. “Well, yeah. Okay. Fine. So let’s start with step one. How are we going to get a ship?”

“I already have that part figured out.” I smiled and then turned to Madalena “Set course for Queen’s Hat. It’s time to call in a favor. We are going to leave after Eve and I talk to Yu.”

“Yes, my lord,” Madalena answered, and then I took Eve’s hand in mine, and the group of us walked out of the hold.
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Chapter 5

It took Eve and I about an hour to shower, get dressed, and get an escort through the Odin Geirr to where Yu was being kept in the jail. My other wives had asked to come with us, but I didn’t think any of them would really be able to help, and I wanted Zea, Paula, and Kasta to spend more time with Aasne and Elana before the mission preparing for potential threats.

Yu was laying on his bed staring at the ceiling when we walked into the hallway outside of his cell. He glanced down at us briefly and then returned to look at the ceiling without speaking.

“Let’s talk more about the Draugr,” I said after ten seconds of silence had passed.

“I’m really bored,” he sighed.

“Too fucking bad,” I growled.

“Yeah, it is,” he laughed. “I feel like my brain isn’t working anymore because of the boredom. It’s making my mind all fuzzy and I can’t really remember anything.

“Then you can relieve your boredom by speaking to me about these fuckers,” I hissed.

“Mehhhhhh,” he sighed. “I don’t really feel like it right now.”

“What do you want?” Eve asked.

“See, this one is smart,” Yu said was he sat up a bit and glanced at Eve. “I’m dropping hints all over the place, but Mr. Eats Crayons For Breakfast can’t perform simple math.”

“Let’s go,” I said to Eve. “This was a waste of time.”

My wife nodded at me, and we turned to walk away.

“Wait!” Yu said after we had taken three steps. “Let’s negotiate.”

“You have no power here,” I said. “You have no leverage. I own your life right now.”

“Well, I do know things about the things that you want to know things about.” Yu shrugged his narrow shoulders and then laughed as he drapped his long legs over each other so that he was sitting cross legged on the bed.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“Can I speak with Hanekawa?” he asked quickly.

“No,” I spat.

“Pretty please, with sugar on top?”

I was about to say no again, and then turn and storm out of the hallway, but Eve rested her hand on my bicep and smiled at me.

“We can ask if she wishes to speak with you,” the vampire said. “If she does, we will allow it. Now, you will tell us of the Draugr.”

“Hmmm,” Yu said as he curled his lips to the side. I guessed that he was considering asking me to confirm her offer, but then he just shrugged his shoulders and lay back down on his bed. “What do you want to know?”

“You said I would betray Adam,” Eve started. “What did you mean?”

“What do you think I meant?” he asked.

Eve squeezed my arm to keep me from spitting out an angry reply, and I held my breath.

“I am connected with them. I have some of their DNA. I am guessing that is what you meant?”

“Ahhhh, yes,” he said. “They are linked together. Somewhat like my kind are, although the differences would take me a few months to explain to someone like Adam.”

“Give us the high-level summary,” I said.

“What do you know of the vampire myths?” he asked, but he didn’t move his gaze from the ceiling of his cell.

“They drink blood, turn into bats, hate garlic and the sun.” I crossed my arms and fought against my frustration. We were moving slow, but this was the farthest I’ve gotten in acquiring information from Yu, so I reminded myself to be patient.

“Some of that comes from the truth,” he said. “Just like the stories of various shifter creatures. I’ve talked about this before, though.”

“What did these legends get correct?” Eve asked.

“They aren’t called vampires. Well, their name doesn’t matter. Draugr is actually pretty well fitting, so let’s go with that. Their species propagates by infecting other life forms. Some forms work better than others, and it isn't always  successful. Failures turn into even more horrific creatures, but the ones that fully take to the parasites become linked with their masters, and then all of them are linked through their species.”

“Eve is enslaved to them?” I asked.

“I didn’t say that,” he replied. “She might be, but I don’t know how Elaka Nota got the DNA for the experiments. If they got it from one that is still alive, then yeah, she has a master somewhere, but if they got it from one who is dead, then I don’t know what would happen. Maybe that one’s master would have some sort of claim.”

“There is one I keep seeing,” I said after I considered if it would be worthwhile for me to share any more information with him.

“Oh?” he asked as he sat up in his cot.

“Yeah. In my dreams it seems. They were chaotic at first, but then I started to recognize her more.”

“Her?” he asked with a raised blonde eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I answered. “She looks a bit like Eve.”

“Hmmm,” he said as he swung his legs off his cot and leapt to his feet. Then he started pacing his cell. “In your dreams?”

“Yeah.”

“Every time you sleep? Or is it when you are traveling through hyperdrive or warpdrive?”

“I haven’t paid attention,” I said as I tried to remember.

“Of course you haven’t,” he sighed. “I’ll save you the trouble of trying to exercise your brain. It’s probably been in hyper or warpdrive. Definitely folding drive if you have tried it. She might have come to you when not in those time leaps, but that is part of their domain.”

“Time leaps?” Eve asked.

“Yes, time leaps,” Yu answered, then he must have read the confusion on our faces and he rolled his eyes. “Fuck, they don’t teach humans anything in school nowadays, do they? Look, there is only two units of measurement that matters in the universe: Time and mass.”

“Not distance?” I asked.

“It’s just a derivative of the time it takes to get the mass there,” he said. “The closer a species gets to understanding how to manipulate time or mass enables them to ascend in the power which controls the universe. Take Adam for example.” Yu pointed at me. “His kind inherently understand mass. They and the lizards are the only two species we know of that seem to have kind of figured it out, and that is how they change. My kind and these Draugr are closer to time. I could go more in depth, butttttttt…” Yu shrugged his shoulders and then smirked at both of us.

“Which of these aspects do humans understand?” Eve asked.

“Humans understand nothing,” he laughed. “They kind of get how hyperdrives work, but warpdrive engines are just designs they keep tweaking with hopes that they will get faster without imploding the craft they are attached to. They got the technology from us, we needed to start our rebuild somewhere, so we leaked the designs to them when we felt that they wouldn’t accidentally destroy the Earth with a misstep.”

“How many of your kind are there?” I asked.

“Not enough,” he sighed and then looked off into the distance behind us. “We hide, and we hide your kind and the lizards so that the Draugr won’t know we are getting ready for them again.”

“You weren’t doing a very good job of hiding me,” I said. “You put your test subjects through torture and then countless sorties. There has to be hours of video footage of--”

“You are so short sighted, Adam,” Yu laughed. “I’m thinking long term here. This war has been going on for longer than both of us have been alive. Your species is one of the few weapons we have against them, so of course I’m going to use you.”

“You could have told us about the threat,” I growled. “You could have explained what we were fighting and asked for volunteers.”

“I’m not trying for a democracy here,” Yu said. “Weapons that talk back and argue aren’t very useful. I get better results with the control collar and the fear of death.”

“Have you tried it the other way?” Eve asked. “People are capable of great feats of heroism when they are--”

“Bah,” Yu scoffed. “Save your fiction for another time. They have been hiding for too long. They needed coaxing to reveal their forms. The hardened criminals were my best bet, and those types don’t care about anyone else. If offered a choice, they would take their powers and wreak even more chaos in the galaxy. Then I’d have more problems to worry about.”

“That is not what I did,” I growled. “I did not know your other subjects, since you did not allow us to speak to each other, but some of them seemed like good men that protected my back honorably.”

“Let’s just agree to disagree,” Yu sighed. “You think the world is flowers and sunshine, I know about the darkness and the frailty of the mortal condition. I stand by my decisions, and I’d do it all over again. Now, where does that leave us? When will you speak with Hanekawa?”

“I am not done with my questions,” I said.

“I’ve told you everything that your mind can handle for the day,” Yu said.

“Eve and I are bonded now with the Nordar magic,” I admitted. “The female Draugr that has been in my dreams attacked me, and I think it was through Eve. Can I do anything to stop them?”

“Ohhhhhh,” Yu giggled with delight. “My. My. My. Now I understand why you are bugging me again.” The slender man tapped his fingers together and bit his lip as he looked at both of us. “When?”

“Some seventy-nine hours ago,” Eve answered. “The Nordar submission had us join blood and--”

“I’m familiar with it,” he interrupted.

“You are?” I asked. “How does it work? Is it magic, or is there--”

“I said I was familiar with it,” he spat as he rolled his blue eyes. “I didn’t say I understood it. Fuck, these Nordar are insane. They believe in their Viking gods enough to change the universe. Do you know about Ancient Britain?”

“Britain?” I asked, and then I turned to Eve.

“Yes,” he sighed. “It was an island on Earth. You’ve heard of the Romans, no?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Caesar?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Sure,” I replied.

“Caesar is conquering all of that continent, and he gets to the British Isles. The idiots there are practically eating mud, shitting it out, and then eating it again because they are so fucking stupid. He writes in his journals about how monkeys would make better fighters or what not. Now, Caesar was a bit of a dick, so he might have exaggerated how dumb these people were, but he conquered them quickly, and enslaved most of their mud island in a few weeks. Well, except for the northern tribes. They tried to hold out in their mountains, but then Caesar just offered their leaders hot baths and whores until they gladly accepted the Roman yoke.”

“What is the point in all this?” I asked.

“I’m getting there,” Yu spat. “I know you have the attention span of an ant, but stay with me, and you might learn something. So, this group of inbreds on these islands, are quite possibly one of the most useless territories in all of Rome. When the empire collapses, no one gives a shit about it, and they just go back to fighting amongst themselves for another few centuries. Then that all changed, and this small nation of complete idiots manages to conquer pretty much the entire planet.”

“How?” I asked.

“See?” he laughed. “I told you you’d learn something. So this guy writes a story. It’s about a grand king and his loyal knights. The author is a monk who probably never talked to anyone outside of his monastery. He just makes up this story and then tells everyone that it is a true historical account of the island people’s ancestors.”

“You are speaking of King Arthur,” Eve said.

“Yeah. He never existed. There was no factual evidence that these Britons were anything other than complete losers, but they took to this tale like ducks to water, and they suddenly thought that they deserved to rule the globe. So, they did it. They conquered pretty much everyone, and the nations who they couldn’t conquer, they just controlled their currency. All because of a story that they believed was true. These Nordar are the same way. They think that Odin watches over them, and they think that he gives them magic. They think it so hard that it actually happens. Is there a science there worth exploring? I dunno. All I know is that most humans are idiots who somehow make things work and survive against all odds. Which is why my people decided to use them.”

“It seems that you would want to study it more,” I said as I commanded the aegis to flow over my body. “This is not the imagination of a group of fools. This is an actual power, and I have felt it hundreds of times.”

“Walking on land looks like magic to a fish,” Yu said with a shrug. “I know what can beat these Draugr, so I will use those tools. You can play with the Nordar magic all you want.”

“You spoke of the legend of King Arthur,” Eve said, “but then you chided me for my ‘fictions.’ You have proven my point, Yu. These stories give us hope, and they can help guide our future. That is why humans tell them. Maybe it is why we are still here.”

“You count yourself among them?” he scoffed. “How quaint.”

“It must be sad,” Eve whispered as she shook her head.

“Sad?” Yu asked as the corner of his mouth turned up into a smirk.

“Yes,” Eve answered. “You think the only way is to use others. They are just pawns on your board. They are just objects for you to manipulate. You have missed the joy of living and the joy of love. It is a reason to fight. We do not need a control collar. We only need something to fight for. What are you fighting for?”

Yu’s mouth hung open when Eve finished speaking, and he stared at her for a dozen seconds before he blinked and shook his head. Then he walked back over to his bed, lay down, and stared at the ceiling.

“I am done talking. Adam, will you ask your sister if she will speak with me?”

“Yeah,” I said, and then I gestured for Eve and I to walk out of the hallway.

“We did not get much from him,” Eve said after we had walked for a few moments in silence with my guard escort.

“We got a few things,” I said as I thought through the conversation. “Aren’t you looking into my--”

“I am not,” Eve sighed. “I am nervous to read your thoughts because I do not want them to--”

“It’s fine,” I said. “The danger is past. I want to share everything with you, Eve. So, please--”

“Just give me some time,” she whispered as she wrapped her arms around my left bicep and leaned her head against my shoulder. “I feel fear. With the airlock, I… You were right. That was too drastic a decision, but I still do not wish to expose you to any additional danger.”

“I get it,” I sighed. “I’m not afraid, but it is your choice to read my thoughts or not. I am fine with it.”

“I know.” She smiled up at me. “Let us talk it through though. What do you think we got from the conversation with Yu?”

“I have two thoughts,” I said, “but they are both conflicting. The first is that Yu hinted that we can do whatever we wanted in our dream state. I’ve kind of observed this a bit in the other times I’ve been in a dream.”

“Which of his words did you discern that from?” she asked.

“He said my people understand mass. Maybe I’m looking at it wrong, but then he talked about the story about King Arthur and the Nordar magic. Yu doesn’t seem like the guy to go out and tell me something directly. It seemed that he was hinting that I can do what I want if I believe in it enough.”

“It is very possible,” Eve said. “You have proven that you can accomplish great tasks, my love. What of the second thought?”

“I think Yu was lying about the Draugr losing the war,” I said.

“What?” she gasped.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “I’m thinking about his story again. Well, the story of the story. I’ve felt a lot better about our challenge once he told me that the races fought and won against the Draugr. But that could be exactly what he wants me to think. If the truth was that we all lost, and had to hide, then it would be harder to fight them in the upcoming battle.”

“I understand what you are saying,” Eve said. “I too, felt a blossom of hope when he said that they could lose.”

“I keep wondering if this is a game he is playing with us,” I said. “Did he want this from the beginning?”

“Impossible,” Eve said. “Your escape from his slavery might have put him a position that he wanted, but he could not have planned it.”

“You are probably right,” I said, “but he said his people understand time. What if they can move back and forth? They might have abilities that we don’t understand.”

“They could,” Eve said with a shrug, “but he was wrong when he insulted my stories. I kept them in my heart and mind during my long years of isolation. They inspired me to help others, and they gave me hope during my captivity. Look at the difference between you and him. You have recruited a wondrous team of friends and lovers that are ready to die for you. Then you won the rulership of a powerful nation of incredible warriors. Some fear you, but most love you. Yu’s methods would not have given anything close to those results.”

“Thanks,” I whispered as I smiled at the beautiful woman. Her words caused my heart to warm, and she returned my smile. “It all started with you, Eve. I don’t ever want you to forget that.”

“I will not,” she said. “I am sorry that I almost did. It will not happen again. I love you, Adam, and with the help of our family, we will overcome any challenge.

We spoke no more as we walked, and we soon arrived at the suite in the castle where my mother and sister were staying.

Both of them had been worried about me since the wedding, and Eve and I both had to assure them that we were okay. We spent a few more minutes catching up, and then I told them that I would be gone for a few weeks.

“Hanekawa, Yu wishes to speak with you,” I said as Eve and I were getting ready to leave.

“He does?” my sister asked as she bit her lower lip. Then her eyes searched mine, and she shook her head. “I don’t want to talk to him.”

“That is fine,” I said. “He gave me some information in exchange for me asking if you would see him.”

“Shin-- ahh Adam,” she said as I turned to go. “I know that he hurt you, and I’m--”

“It’s fine,” I said as I forced myself to smile at her. My heart still hurt when I thought about how hard it had been to convince her, but I knew how powerful love was, and I knew that Yu was a manipulative fuck.

“I know he hurt you, and I hate him for it, and I hate myself for it, but I also hate myself because I still love him.” Her words poured out of her mouth like a waterfall, and she sighed when she had released them all.

“Yeah,” I echoed her sigh. “Look, Hanekawa. He’s a fucking bastard, and he hurt me, and he lied to you, but he knows stuff that I need, and I like to think that he was nice to you.”

“He was,” she said as she looked at the carpet.

“You can make your own decisions,” I said. “I don’t know if I’m going to keep him in the cell forever, but I think he is dangerous free. If talking with him will give you some closure, then it might be worth it. Or not. I don’t care. Fuck that guy.”

“Thank you,” she said, and then I gave both her and my mother a hug before Eve and I walked out of their suite.

A few minutes later we were in the hovercar, and then we were back on Persephone.

“Welcome aboard, my lord and queen.” Josefinna greeted us at the hold door and then raised the ramp as soon as we had walked up it.

“Thanks, Josefinna,” I said. “Everyone on the bridge?”

“Yes,” she answered as she nodded. “I am performing a last check on our inventory, but I’ll be done by the time you make it up there. Then Persephone will be ready to go.”

“Thank you,” I said, and then Eve and I continued up to the bridge.

As soon as Eve and I turned around the corner from the elevator, Lux barked out an order in Nordar, and the gunner crew stood at attention. I nodded to Dragon and his four ex-wives Rin, Yui, Kalan, and Vikana. Then I turned to the other side so that I could nod at Hegeia, Uma, Waiola, Mikhal, Callisto, and Lux. Lux wasn’t actually sitting at a gunner station anymore. Instead, there had been a few alterations to the front bridge seating arrangement, and I saw that she stood by an officer’s swivel chair behind the dais where the row of five seats was.

“New chair, Lux?” I asked as I stopped walking next to her.

“Yes, Adam,” she said. “I can supervise all of their stations and take over a gun if needed. We have been performing practice drills in the last few days, and everyone’s ability has grown tremendously.”

“Excellent.” I nodded at her, and then I walked around the dais with Eve to the front part of the bridge.

Four new seats had been added to the bridge at the bottom of the dais between the pilot and the officer seats. The chairs looked identical to what the officers sat in, and both Aasne and Elana had taken positions in the two closest to my chair. My wives were all whispering to themselves, and they all smiled at me and Eve when we came around the side of the dais.

“Nikki, we ready?” I asked.

“Yes, Adam,” the pilot said. “Traffic is halted, and we can leave at any moment.”

“Let’s head to Queen’s Hat,” I said, and she nodded before she turned around to her controls. I threaded between Aasne and Elana’s seat, smiled at each of them, and then took my chair between Eve and Madalena. Then I occupied myself for a few moments watching Nikki pull Persephone off the harbor floor and aim toward the Odin Geirr’s exit.

“Paula, how long will it take to get there?” I asked.

“Forty-five-ish,” she answered.

“Good,” I said, and then I realized that all of my wives were looking at me. “What’s wrong?”

“It is Nordar tradition for the wife to cook and serve her husband dinner on the night of their marriage,” Aasne said. “You have not allowed me the opportunity to--”

“We are all waiting on him,” Elana interrupted. “I do not see why you should have first--”

“He married me before you,” Aasne hissed, and her bright green eyes burned when she turned to the taller woman.

“He has known Eve, Zea, my sister, and I much longer though,” Kasta said as she winked at the redhead.

“Yes,” Aasne answered, “but I was still married to him before you. It only makes sense that I am the next one to honor him with a meal.”

“Meeyooowwww!” Sivaha screeched, and everyone stopped talking to stare at the silver-haired woman. “All these kitties trying to get a piece of the tiger. Ladies, let’s have a bit of self-respect, eh? We do not need to be chasing our husband around every moment begging for his time.”

“Uhhh, that’s pretty much exactly what you did when you first submitted to him,” Zea pointed out.

“Oh, well, I couldn’t possibly have sounded that desperate,” Sivaha laughed.

“You pretty much did,” Kasta said.

“Anyway,” Sivaha ignored the android and continued. “I have the perfect solution for the problem: Until you all agree on who will serve him first, the Prime Valkyrie and I will just trade off nights.”

“I approve of this,” Madalena chuckled.

“You can go first,” Sivaha said as she nodded to the brunette warrior woman.

“Thank you,” Madalena said as she returned her nod. “I am eager to cook for my husband again. I think I’ll try a--”

“Fuck that,” Zea growled. “Okay. Fine. Aasne, Elana, Paula, Kasta, Eve, and me. Done? Done.”

Elana opened her mouth to object, but then she looked at Sivaha and closed her lips.

“Ahhh,” Sivaha laughed. “Too bad. My master plan failed.”

The rest of the women laughed along with Sivaha.

“My king, tonight?”

“Yeah, that should be okay,” I answered. “I’m not sure how quickly we can get a ship. It might take a few days, but I’ll make sure we hold off until after we have dinner tonight. Also, I think eating all these nice dinners is going to make me fat.”

As if on cue, my stomach rumbled almost as loud as one of my tiger growls, and I realized that I hadn’t eaten in at least eighty hours.

“It sounds as if you will be very hungry,” Aasne said, and her intense green eyes spoke of more than just enjoying the meal she intended to cook me.

“Yeah, and I doubt you’ll get fat,” Kasta purred. “I can think of a few physical activities we can do to burn some calories afterward.”
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Chapter 6

Shortly after we entered warpdrive, Aasne excused herself to prepare our dinner, and the rest of my wives and I spent the time reviewing what had happened in Eve’s and my dream. We also talked about what Yu had said, and the conversation turned into a discussion about what the meaning of his story was.

“He’s just fucking with us,” Zea spat as she reached her hands up to cup the back of her head. “He’s gonna milk us for every single drop of information that he has. He probably never intended to stop the SAVO. He just wanted the mercenary band of weretigers to steal shit.”

“That could be a possibility,” I said, but before anyone else could add their comments, Nikki raised her hand to signal that she needed my attention.

“We are coming out of warpdrive in five minutes, Adam.”

“Make the announcement. Everyone to their battle stations.”

“Yes, Adam,” Nikki said, and she quickly repeated my instructions across Persephone’s transponder system.

Then we waited for the count down in silence.

“Five,” Nikki began, “four, three, two, one. Leaving warpdrive.”

Persephone’s front screen instantly shifted to bright stars. Queen’s Hat was centered on the screen, and I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw that the station was in one piece. A dozen ships looked to be in the process of docking with the hat shaped station, and we waited for a minute before their traffic controller requested communication.

“Persephone, this is Queen’s Hat. Welcome back.” It was a male’s voice, and the tone was the typical nasal variety that all traffic controllers and news reporters seemed to possess.

“Happy to be back,” Zea said. “Where can we dock?”

“Hold a moment,” the man said, and then we waited for about half a minute. Then there was a clicking noise across the speakers, and I heard a familiar voice.

“Why, hello, hello, hello,” Juliette said.

“Hey, Juliette,” I replied.

“Hey handsome,” she purred. “I thought you’d forgotten all about me.”

“Not a chance,” I replied. “I’m here to talk with you, actually. Everything okay at the station?”

“Yep,” she replied. “I’m looking forward to seeing you. Take uhhhh, Take dock B3 again. I’m still at my station. Do you want me to send an escort?”

“Do you still have the rules about the weapons?” I asked.

“Yes,” Juliette replied, “but if you let me send an escort, it won’t be a problem for you to carry.”

“Then send us the escort,” I answered. “Everytime we walk around your station without our guns, something bad happens.”

“I get it,” she replied. “I’ve cleared my schedule for the rest of the day. Blondie with you?”

“I’m here,” Zea said.

“Good. Eve too? How about the twins? I missed you all.”

“We missed you too,” I said. “See you soon.”

“See you soon,” she replied, and then we heard the speaker beep.

“Who is this woman?” Sivaha demanded.

“A friend of mine,” I said. “She’s the security chief of the station.”

“Is she pretty?” Sivaha asked as she raised an eyebrow.

“Not as pretty as you,” Paula said.

“Oh, you are a dear,” the silver-haired woman laughed as she smiled at the engineer, but then she looked at me. “I was asking our husband though.”

“Uh, oh,” Kasta said. “Someone is having some feelings of inadequacy.”

“The bridge only has space for so many more seats,” Sivaha said as she gestured to the new chairs. “I have no doubt that I will continue to bring my husband pleasure, but others might be worried that he will only have a limited amount of time in the day.”

“Ehhh,” Kasta said with a shrug. “As long as I get to ride his cock a few times a week, I’ll be happy.”

“Sis,” Paula sighed.

“Oh, fine,” the android hissed. “His penis in my vagina until I have a mind numbing orgasm. At least more than one time a week. There? That less vulgar?”

“A bit, yes,” Sivaha laughed.

“You mind if I take her in?” Zea asked Nikki as she gestured to the controls.

“That is fine with me.” Nikki nodded at the hacker, and Zea bit her bottom lip as she reached her fingers out to take control of Persephone.

A few minutes later we had docked at harbor B3. There hadn’t been any sudden jerks or movement when Persephone attached to the station, and Nikki gave Zea a nod of respect.

“Good job, Zea,” I said as soon as she cued us to take off our harnesses.

“Thanks! I’ve been practicing with Nikki in the simulator.”

“It shows,” I said as I stood and looked to my wives. “I’m guessing that Aasne will want to stay here and prep for dinner. Anyone else who wants to stay here?”

None of my wives nodded, so I looked to Nikki. “You have command.”

“Yes, Adam,” the blonde pilot replied, and then my wives and I walked past the gunners stations and into the elevator.

We swung by the armory on our way out. I already wore my massive revolvers on my hips, but I grabbed the multi-magazine pump shotgun that Juliette had given me from her armory many months ago while the rest of my wives armed themselves.

Madalena picked her usual plasma rifle and pistol. Eve took one of the more conventional centerfire rifles that we had looted from Cynthia Jayhee’s personal guard many months ago. Zea grabbed one of the pulse pistols, as did Kasta and Paula, but I noticed that Paula had her bulky drone wrist control on her arm, and I figured that both her and her twin would have eyes in the air just in case we needed them.

Elana glanced around at the weapons we all carried and then reached for the massive sniper rifle that I had taken from the Elaka Nota grunt when we had last fought them on Queen’s Hat. The weapon carried bullets larger than my fingers, but I shook my head, and she paused her reach.

“It’s a little too heavy duty,” I said. “We aren’t supposed to have any weapons. Keep it rifle or shotgun.”

“Understood,” she said, and then she reached for one of Nordar pulse rifles.

Sivaha was wearing one of her usual low-cut dresses that showed off her perfect cleavage, and she slung one of the submachine guns over her shoulder. I half expected her to spread her legs and holster one of the small pistols to her inner thigh like she normally did, but she had either already put one there when I wasn’t looking, or she didn’t feel the need.

“Guess we don’t really need to wear armor anymore with the aegis,” I said as I looked at my wives. Madalena and Elana wore their figure fitting Vaish uniforms with pants and a jacket. Eve, Zea, Paula, and Kasta still wore their skin tight Persephone flight suits. My eyes settled on Kasta, but she spoke before I could ask her my question.

“The aegis works for me!” She chuckled and then pointed at the amulet on her neck.

“Of course, it does,” Sivaha said. “Why wouldn’t it?”

“Well, I am an android,” Kasta replied with a shrug.

“You are Nordar and Queen first,” Madalena answered.

“Uhhh, I’m actually an android first, but I’m not gonna belabor the point. The armor works, and I’m tickled.”

“Your armor has not evolved much,” Madalena warned. “Do not put yourself in harm’s way thinking you are invincible. Let Sivaha and I take point position if it comes to combat. Even Adam’s armor will not hold up to many bullets.”

“I thought we weren’t expecting trouble?” Elana asked.

“It’s Queen’s Hat,” I said. “We plan on being prepared for any sort of trouble that may pop up, we have a history here, so stay on point.”

The short-haired brunette nodded at me, and then I gestured for us all to leave the armory and head out to the dock tube.

A few minutes later we were at the first security door. A group of ten heavily armored guards were waiting for us, but I recognized their leader as one of the men that I’d helped last time Elaka Nota attacked, and I felt a bit of relief relax my muscles when we shook hands.

“Good to see you again, Captain Adam,” he said.

“Thanks,” I replied. “Sorry, I didn’t get your name last time.”

“Sergeant Grant,” he said as his eyes drifted to my women. To his credit, his jaw didn’t drop, but most of the other men under his command stared at my band of beautiful women as if they were dreaming.

“Larns is waiting for you,” Grant said as he gestured over his shoulder, and then we all fell in line with the escort and walked across the green tinted harbor of District B.

The main avenue wasn’t as busy as the last few times we had been here, but there were still plenty of pedestrians walking in both directions. Eve and Zea had gotten plenty of looks the last time I walked with them, but now the foot traffic practically ground to a halt as every man, and most every woman stopped to stare at us. It might have been because we were being escorted by station security, or it might have been because we were all carrying weapons in a no-carry zone, but it was probably because each of my wives was absolutely beautiful, and there were seven of them with me.

“Watch where you step, ladies,” Sivaha whispered. “The ground is slick with drool.”

Her words seemed to break some of our tension, and Zea, Paula, and Kasta laughed while Eve smiled.

The rest of our walk was uneventful, and I noticed that the walls of the station had been repaired. I hadn’t noticed any strange tension on the streets while we walked through the main part of District B, but then again, everyone had stared at us, so I didn’t really have a good sample to judge against the baseline I was used to.

The group of guards peeled away from us as soon as we entered the station, but Grant continued to guide us back through the hallways toward Juliette’s office. We still got plenty of glances by the cops that passed us in the hallway, and I noticed there was a group of men that had stopped across the hallway from Juliette’s office so that they could gawk at my women.

Grant knocked on the door to Juliette’s office, and then I heard her bark to let us in. The sergeant nodded to all of us, opened up the door, and gestured for us to enter.

“Hot damn!” the beautiful redhead said as she jumped up from her chair and walked around her desk. “You all are a sight for sore eyes, especially this one.” Juliette punched me lightly in the arm and then let out a light laugh when I gave her a hug.

“Missed you too,” I said after we let each other go.

“Eve, good to see you,” Juliette said as she nodded to the vampire.

“I agree,” Eve replied. “It is good to see you again, Juliette.”

“Twins, you are both looking fabulous,” Juliette said.

“Thanks,” Paula and Kasta repeated in unison.

“Blondie,” Juliette said as she nodded at Zea. “There is something different about you.”

“Uhh, there is?” Zea asked as her eyes narrowed.

“Yep,” Juliette said as a smirk spread across her lips. “You are getting your pussy ravaged by Adam, aren’t you?”

“N-N-Nooo ackk!” Zea coughed out her words, and her face turned bright red.

“Ahhhh, must be nice,” the redhead sighed as she winked at me. Then she looked at Madalena. “Sorry, I forgot your name. I think I called you Ice Queen or something like that before, but that’s probably not super nice.”

“Madalena,” the Prime Valkyrie said with a curt nod.

“Nice to meet you again, who are these two?”

“I am Sivaha, Queen of Vaish and wife of Adam,” the silver-haired woman said as she gestured to me.

“Uhhh, wasn’t Ice Que-- I mean Madalena your wife?” Juliette asked as she turned to Madalena and I.

“Yeah,” I said, “it’s a bit complicated, but I’ll explain.”

“I am also Adam’s wife,” Elana said. “Elana, Queen of the Vaish and wife of Adam.”

“Another wife?” Juliette’s jaw dropped, and she gave me a confused look. “Are you fucking all these women?”

“Maybe we can talk about that later,” I said. “I have a favor to ask you.”

“Uhh, yeah, I guess,” Juliette exhaled and then glanced at Sivaha and Elana, then she turned back to Eve and Zea with her eyebrows raised.

“Yes,” Eve said. “We are all married to Adam now. There is no jealousy. We all share him equally.”

“Damn, did you do your mind read on me?”

“No,” Eve said as she smiled. “I can read your face rather well. Can we sit down?”

“Yeah,” Juliette said, and then she gestured for the rest of us to come deeper into her office. “Little cramped in here. Hold on.” She pressed the button on her phone. “Smith! Get me three more chairs. Pronto.”

“Yes, Commissioner Larns.” Smith’s voice came through the speaker now.

“Commissioner?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “That sounds like quite a bit of a promotion over Lieutenant Colonel.”

“Uhhh,” she sighed as she flopped down in her chair. “Yep. I keep trying to tell them they need someone else, but everyone they bring in is a complete idiot, and none of my guys want the job. Now I’m in charge of fucking everything, and they’ve given me a vote in congress. Can you believe it?”

“You do good work,” I said as I smiled at her. “Cream rises to the top.”

“I work fucking two hundred hours a week,” she laughed. “I feel more like lead than cream.” There was a knock on the door, and Juliette’s assistant entered with three chairs. Madalena, Elana, and Sivaha took them, and then we all turned back to Juliette.

“It is good to see you all again,” she said as her eyes met mine. “Hard to make friends when everyone wants you to order them around.”

“And it is so hard to find good help nowadays,” Sivaha sighed.

“Fuck yeah,” Juliette agreed as she glanced at Sivaha. “This hot bitch knows what I’m talking about.”

“Hot bitch?” Sivaha asked as her eyebrows raised with surprise.

“She means it as a compliment,” I said.

“Yep,” Juliette sighed as she reached into her desk, pulled out a cigarette, and popped it between her lips. “I gotta tell you Adam, I was hoping that one day you’d fuck my brains out since Blondie wasn’t riding you on the regular, but I don’t think I can compete with seven wives, especially when they are all this caliber.”

“There is one more back on the ship,” Kasta said.

“Ughhh,” Juliette sighed and pointed at Sivaha. “As hot as this one?”

“Let’s change subjects a bit,” I said. “Like I said, I have something important to talk about.”

“I kind of think my competition is important,” Juliette said as she winked at me, “but go ahead. This about those asshole dickbag vampire super gods?”

“Superpowered Asshole Vampire Overlords,” Zea corrected.

“My people call them the Draugr,” Madalena said.

“I think I remember you calling them by both names,” Juliette said, and then she looked at me. “How can I help?”

I filled in Juliette with what had happened with us since we were last on her station fighting the Black Heart mercenary group. I started off with hunting Madalena’s father down, killing him, and then becoming king of the Vaish Blood Overlord Clan. Then I talked about Sivaha coming to try to kill or manipulate me, but then I forced her to submit to me and took over her clan. Then we talked about tracking down my sister’s location on Wobbegong and running into the man who had experimented on and tortured me. I talked about capturing him and then fighting the emperor of that nation after he showed that he could transform into a dragon-man.

Then I told her about destroying all the Black Heart’s ships and traveling back to Ganymede so that I could try to find my mother. I didn’t get too in depth with the run-ins I had with the Yakuza, but I summarized that I was able to get my mom and sister back to my battle fortress, and then I talked about traveling to Idonan space so that I could try to push my armada against their forces in an attempt to get their king to surrender. It hadn’t worked out quite how I planned, and I ended up having to chase down his daughter on another planet and then challenge six of the skilled Valkyries before Aasne would submit to me.

“I’m gonna need to stop you for a second,” Juliette said as she took the unlit cigarette out of her mouth and gestured to Sivaha. “She tried to kill you?”

“That was one of my contingency plans,” the silver-haired woman said with a shrug.

“And now she is your wife?” Juliette’s eyes narrowed until they were slits, and I could almost see her brain struggling to put together the pieces.

“Yes,” I said with a nod.

“I love him,” Sivaha said. “He is my soul. The gift Odin gave me and my people.”

“Uhhh, yeahhhh,” Juliette said as she inhaled through her teeth, and then she pointed to Elana, “and he killed a bunch of old warrior bitches and made you marry him?”

“No,” Elana sighed. “That is Aasne. I came to my husband eagerly and willingly once he killed my father during my wedding to her.”

“To who?” Juliette asked.

“Aasne,” Elana answered.

“Wait,” the redhead sighed as she rubbed her eyes with her finger tips. “Didn’t you just say ‘she?’”

“Yes,” Elana said. “I was pretending to be a man.”

“I’m so fucking lost,” Juliette laughed.

“My father wanted me to marry Aasne so he could kill her father and take over his clan.”

“But then Adam just killed everyone before they could kill each other, and then you all decided to marry him?”

“Yes,” Elana answered, “but it was maybe not quite as simple as you made it sound.”

“How could it possibly be more complicated?” the cop asked.

“Well, a lot more people died,” Sivaha laughed.

“Where is she?” Juliette asked as she leaned off to the side of her chair as if she was trying to spy someone hiding behind Elana.

“Who?”

“Aasne!” Juliette moaned with frustration.

“She is back on Persephone making me dinner,” I chuckled.

“So you kill her dad, and she makes you dinner?” Juliette asked as she shook her head. “Just how big is your dick anyway? Damnnnnnnnn.”

“It is wonderful,” Sivaha sighed happily.

“Okay.” Juliette cleared her throat and then leaned forward a bit over her chair so she could quickly glance at my crotch. “Soooooo, how many wives again?”

“Just eight,” I said.

“Just eight?” she laughed, and my other wives also let out light chuckles. Even Madalena smiled, and the mood in the room seemed to lighten.

“There is one more clan to conquer,” Madalena said. “The Jotnar. They are the most powerful after the Vaish.”

“Sounds like they are the only crazy space vikings left,” Juliette said as she popped her cigarette back into her mouth. She still didn’t light it, and I wondered if she had quit the habit for good.

“They need to fall under my command,” I said.

“So you are gonna kill their king and take his daughter for a bride?” Juliette asked as she raised an eyebrow.

“It is the most efficient way,” Madalena said. “The Nordar submission ceremony reduces the chance of betrayal since the bonded feel each other’s emotions, and the one who swears submission will die if the other dies.”

“Yeaaahhh,” Juliette sighed. “Sounds like a lot of work, and I’m not even talking about the whole going to war with another clan stuff. Just dealing with eight women all the time that are probably going to end up on the same menstrual cycle sounds like a horror vid.”

“That’s a topic for another time,” I said as I grinned at her. “We need your help.”

“I’m always eager to help you,” Juliette said. “Oh, that reminds me, I sent the seed and food supply ships to both Your-ass-enn-hole and --”

“Uraniel,” I corrected.

“Whatever.” She shrugged. “And Gliese 87 something or other.”

“876 B iv,” Zea corrected. “That’s Jatal’s moon, and they have rhodium.”

“Both of them were very grateful for the supplies,” Juliette continued, “but what can I help you with today? The way I figure it, I owe you my life a good three or four times.”

“We need a ship,” I said, and then I briefly explained our plan to try to get onto the Jotnar battle fortress in order to kill their king.

“Hmmm.” Juliette sat back in her chair and put her boots up on her desk once I had finished explaining the plan. “And all of them are going with you?” she asked if she gestured to my wives.

“No,” I said. “Madalena and Sivaha will return with Persephone to Nordar 13. We are concerned that they might be recognizable by our enemies.”

“What about this whole bond thingy you just talked about?” Juliette asked. “I thought you mentioned that they need to be close to you or something.”

“We will be uncomfortable,” Madalena explained. “As will Adam, but there is a point of distance and time where it becomes easier to bear.”

“And what if he dies when he’s out on this Jotnar fortress?”

“There is a possibility we might die,” Madalena said with her usual nod. “But again, time and distance.”

“Our husband won’t die,” Sivaha said. “He is the avatar of Odin and impossible to defeat in combat.”

“Yeahhh,” Juliette said as she looked at me. “So you are taking Eve, Blondie, the twins, the cross-dressing girl, and cooking girl?”

“I am not a girl,” Elana hissed, “and I pretended to be a man because my father--”

“Save it for someone who cares, Sweetie,” Juliette snickered, and I leaned forward as I held my hand up to keep Elana from reaching for her gun.

“Juliette,” I said. “You are my friend, we have helped each other dozens of times, and I’m hoping you can help me again, but please do not insult my wife. When you insult her, you insult me, and I know that isn’t what you intend.”

The red headed cop blinked at me a few times, and then she nodded quickly. “Yeah, sorry. That was shitty of me. Elana, sorry about that. I’ve got a sharp tongue, and I’m used to cutting everyone around me with it.”

“Thank you,” the slender warrior said, and then she elegantly bowed her head in acceptance of the apology.

“So, back to your plan,” Juliette said as she smiled at me. “You need a ship?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Something unmarked--”

“No,” Zea interrupted, “something branded would be better. If it doesn’t have any tag or ID, the Jotnar might be suspicious. We need something that looks, smells, and acts like a trading or supply ship.”

“And what planet are you going to?” Juliette asked as she turned to her terminal keyboard.

“Nseling - 24 - f,” both Paula and Elana said at the same time, and the two women smiled at each other from across the room.

“Nseling… twenty… four… Frank…” Juliette muttered the words as her fingers tapped on the keys of her terminal. Then she twisted her lips and nodded. “Docking manifests had something about six months ago from that planet. Cargo ship under the Gray Horizon Export Company. Hold on, let me see if these guys have docked with us recently.”

Juliette’s fingers pecked at the keyboard for another half minute, and we all waited for her to dig through the information in silence. Finally she nodded and then spun her view screen around so that we could look at what she saw.

“They’ve docked with us five times in the last two years, and then once some four years ago. These guys look pretty legit, actually. They provided us with the unique ID tag for their company. Take a look at the list of ships that have docked with us and tell me what you notice. I’d give you three guesses, but I don’t think you’ll need them.”

“They are all frigate class ships manufactured by a company named Yvehhal Manufacturing,” I said after I glanced at her screen.

“Yep,” Juliette said as she spun the screen back around and typed on her terminal some more. “We’ve got a couple of options here: There are thirty-four ships docked here that are for sale. Of those, eight are frigate class. None of them are manufactured by Yvehhal though. Let me check our impound yard.” Her fingers slammed on her keys for a few more seconds and then she moved her fingers over her screen.

“Ohhh! I’ve got a single ship here by Yvehhal. It’s a small passenger ship though. Only sixty meters long.”

“How about the engines?” I asked.

“Only hyper,” she said. “But… you are going to run into the same issue with the frigates. I doubt anyone would be trying to sell a ship with a warpdrive on it.”

“You sure?” Paula asked. “There aren’t any ships for sale with a warpdrive?”

“Lemme look,” Juliette replied, and then she clicked on her keyboard for ten seconds. “Huh. Looks like there is one. A corvette class. Hundred meters. Built by Hinjulal Industries. No tag posted on it. Oh shit. That price is crazy.”

“How much?” I asked.

“Sixty-five kilograms,” Juliette laughed.

“Of rhodium?” Zea gasped.

“No, of your sweet ass, Blondie,” the redhead snickered. “Yeah. Rhodium. So that’s out of the question, I’ll--”

“We can buy it,” I said as I glanced at Madalena. The Prime Valkyrie nodded and then looked to Juliette.

“What is the warpdrive numbers?”

“Uhh, you have sixty-five kilograms of rhodium?” she asked.

“It will be fine,” Madalena said with a single nod.

Juliette tilted her head and narrowed her eyes a bit at Madalena. Then she looked at me and bit her upper lip. “Soooo. When you said that you were ‘King of an empire of crazy viking people’ I may have kind of painted the wrong picture in my head. How many ships are in this armada you have?”

“Close to a million and a half,” Madalena answered for me.

“And… how many people are in this Nordar Clan, or your Vaish Empire thingy?”

“We are the Vaish Clan,” Sivaha explained. “Our race of people are known as the Nordar.”

“Yeah, okay,” Juliette said as she cleared her throat and licked her lips. “So how many people in your clan?”

“A few hundred billion now,” Madalena answered.

“Come again?” Juliette blinked and her skin turned pale.

“I do not have the exact count yet,” the Prime Valkyrie said. “Around two hundred billion. Perhaps more.”

“And this guy is in charge?” Juliette asked as she pointed at me.

“Yeah,” I laughed. “Hard to believe. I know.”

“Shiiiiitttt,” she sighed. “Well, I guess someone has to do it. It might as well be a handsome weretiger man. Adam, you know I find you incredibly sexy. Do you remember all the times I said so before I knew how fucking rich you were?”

“Oh gawd,” Zea moaned as she covered her face.

“Shhh,” Juliette hissed as she waved her fingers at the blonde hacker. “Momma’s working here. I’m starting to understand the whole eight wives thing. Adam darling, are you accepting applications from beautiful redheads with slight attitude problems and potty mouths? I’d be more than happy to be a ninth if you can promise me a crown and at least one conjugal visit a month.”

“We should speak of the ships,” Madalena said. “It is the most pressing matter. Money is no object for us. My husband needs a vessel that will get him to his destination on the mining colony without being detected. What is the speed of the craft with the warpdrive?”

“Yeah, okay,” Juliette said as she turned back to her screen. “I need to jump into another system to look at navigation points. How far away is Nseling - 24 - f?”

“Fourteen and a half,” Paula and Kasta said at the same time.

“Shit. That’s fucking far.” Juliette hit a few more keys on her terminal and then shook her head.

“The warpdrive on the corvette is two light years per hour, for one hour, and then a ten hour recharge. Hyperdrive is eighty hours to one light year.”

“Damn,” Zea hissed. “I’m so used to how fast Persephone is. It will take us a little over two days to make it there going full speed.”

“The Yvehhal passenger ship has a little faster hyperdrive. It’s seventy-four hours per light year.”

“And the frigates?” I asked.

“Fastest is a hundred and ten hours per light year.” Juliette shrugged. “Looks like you have a decision to make. I’ve got the Gray Horizon Export Company ID tag specs, and I can put them on any ship you want. The frigate might make a more convincing cargo ship, but the passenger ship as the correct manufacturer and might work if you spin the story that you are just trading something small and valuable; like maybe medical supplies. You could get there way faster with the corvette, but that might seem a bit suspicious since the specs on this look close to a military vessel.”

“How long will it take you to get each of the ships tagged and ready to fly?” I asked.

“I’m not a shipwright,” Juliette said with a shrug and smirk, “but as you may recall, I’ve often said how attractive I have found you and also mentioned that I am a pretty amazing pilot.”

“Give me your best guess?” I chuckled.

“Corvette will probably take half a day or a full day to get the tags set up and your supplies bought and loaded. Frigate will be about the same. The passenger ship is in impound, and I have no idea about its condition. We’d have to do a full inspection, test components, and then do the tags and supplies. I’m guessing three days, unless you have crew onboard Persephone that can help us.”

“We do,” Madalena said, and both Paula and Kasta nodded.

“The corvette is tempting because of time,” I said.

“It is the most likely to set off alerts,” Zea said. “We can’t use it.”

“The other ships are too slow,” Sivaha said. “If you take one of the frigates, it will take sixty-six days to get there. The passenger ship will take forty-five. Remember that you still have to find another ship to take you to the Jotnar home system, and that one will probably be slow. This mission could end up taking half a year to complete. I cannot be without my husband for that long.”

“I agree with Sivaha,” Kasta said. “We don’t have the time to waste. The SAVO are coming soon. We can spare fifty hours, but we can't spend forty-five days.”

“I know we can’t spend that much time,” Zea said, “but taking the corvette seems too risky. If it is a military ship, they might just shoot first and then ask questions later.”

“We could disarm it,” Paula said with a shrug.

“Yeah, then we’d be sitting ducks,” Zea argued.

“We’d also be sitting ducks if we were in the frigate or the passenger ship,” Kasta pointed out.

Paula, Kasta, Zea, and Juliette began to argue, but I cleared my throat, and they all stopped so they could look at me.

“How do we make the corvette work?” I asked. “It seems like the only way.”

Everyone sat back in their chairs for a few moments, and Zea crossed her arms before puffing her blonde bangs away from her eyes.

“Maybe we pretend to be injured?” the blonde hacker said.

“Pretend?” Kasta asked.

“Yeah,” Zea answered as she uncrossed her arms and looked at everyone. “What’s going to make them consider allowing us to land? Most civilizations try to help ships in distress, and the ones who don’t still try to salvage ships. What if we make it look like we are limping out of warpdrive with a battered hull and a distress signal set on loop? Then we can ask them for permission to land or a repair crew.”

“If a repair crew comes on board, they might find out we aren’t who we say we are,” Paula said.

“Hey, I’m just trying to get to the next step!” Zea laughed. “I’ve already said a few hundred times that I think this plan is crazy. If another ship docks with us and comes on board, Adam can always do that thing he does with the violence, and we can hop on their ship.”

“That’s a great idea, Zea,” I said as I considered her plan.

“Wait,” she laughed. “No it isn’t. You can’t be serious.”

“Ughhhh,” Shivaha growled. “I wish I was coming. Imagine the look on the faces of the fools who try to rescue you when you destroy them and take their ship.”

“We will try not to kill them,” I said. “People that try to help others when in need do not deserve death. Especially if I wish to bring the Jotnar under my rule. Zea’s plan is great though. Best case, they let us land. Worst case, they come aboard when we are in orbit, and then we can take over their ship. We might even be able to hyper or warpdrive out before they attack.”

“This isn’t my plan,” Zea sighed. “You all keep saying it’s my plan. I think it’s crazy.”

“Juliette, can you tweak this corvette so it looks battered?” I asked.

“I can have the shipwrights try,” she said with a shrug.

“I will send help from Persephone,” Madalena said.

“We’ll help too,” Kasta said as she gestured to her sister.

“So that’s the plan,” I said as I looked at the Prime Valkyrie. “We’ll need to give them the rhodium for the ship.”

“I will take care of it,” Madalena answered. “We will also need to buy supplies for your new ship, at least enough to last you for the fifty hours of travel. I will take care of that as well.”

“I’ll go with you,” Sivaha said. “Since I feel like we are going to be bored together for the next few weeks.”

Madalena smiled slightly and nodded at the silver-haired queen. Then both women moved as if to stand.

“Adam,” Juliette said as everyone stood, “can we talk privately?”

“Sure,” I said, and then I told my wives I would meet them all back on Persephone. It took half a minute for everyone to exchange goodbyes with the red headed cop, and then I sat back down.

“They keep promoting me,” she started as she gestured to the walls around us.

“You are good at your job,” I said.

“Naw,” she scoffed. “I’m terrible, but everyone else is worse. Who is going to fly your corvette? Is Blondie still flying Persephone?”

“No,” I said. “We have a Vaish pilot named Nikki. She’s very skilled. I was thinking Zea could fly the corvette, or Kasta.”

“Blondie was right you know,” Juliette said. “Your mission is crazy. I’d say it would be suicide, but this is you, and you seem to accomplish the impossible.”

“Yeah,” I said, “but there are a lot of unknowns with this. We are going to be entering Nsling - 24 system blind.”

“Yeah, and then you are going to try to find a ship you can steal. Then you are going to this Jaylar--”

“Jotnar,” I corrected.

“Whatever. Their home system. I’m guessing that will be filled with ships. You’ll have to figure out a way to get into this battle fortress.”

“That’s the plan,” I said.

“So what if I told you that I knew of a way to increase your success? Would that be of value to you?” Her lips curved up into a pretty smile, and she batted her long eyelashes at me.

“You want to come with us?”

“Absolutely,” she said. “You need a good pilot. Someone that is used to flying a variety of different ships. I’m the best, and I’ve had my hands on at least fifty-six different types. Blondie is smart with computers, but I have thousands of hours under my belt. I was pretty much born in a ship’s pilot chair.”

“What about Queen’s Hat?” I asked as I thought through her words.

“So it’s all part of my evil plan,” she chuckled. “I keep telling them to get someone else, but they haven’t taken me seriously. So I’ll go on a month sabbatical, and either one of two things will happen: You and I will end up fucking each other a bunch, and I can join your harem of sexy wives, or I come back after a month, and they’ve either found someone, or they will give me a huge raise. I win either way.”

“Or we could all die,” I pointed out as I felt a smile pull at my lips.

“Doubtful, but you didn’t mention anything about the sex or me joining your wives, so I’m thinking there is a pretty good chance that will happen. Can I have a hundred diamonds in my crown and one giant ruby at the top?”

“I’m gonna go now,” I laughed as I stood. “Madalena is going to get you the money. Let me know when the ship is ready.”

“Hmmm,” she said as she smirked at me. “Of course, your majesty. Whatever you want, and I mean... whatever... you want.”

“Oh, stop,” I laughed again and then stepped back to the door, “and thanks for your help.”

“No, problem,” she said. “But remember that I wanted you before I knew you were rich.”

“Yeah,” I opened the door and then walked out into the hallway.

“I mean, I’m a rhodium digger, but at least I’m being hone--” she started to say as I closed the door behind me and cut off the rest of her words.

Then I shook my head, chuckled, and made my way out of the police station and back to Persephone.
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Chapter 7

The walk back to Persephone was uneventful, other than the strange feeling of being without any of of my lovers. No one gave me a second glance as I strolled Queen’s Hat’s streets, and I was able to let my mind wander a bit as I walked. I had a lot to think about, but instead of focusing on the upcoming mission and the hundreds of different things that could go wrong, I found myself thinking about having dinner with Aasne. I was really looking forward to getting to know the auburn-haired beauty, since we hadn’t spent much time talking alone.

Thoughts of dining with Aasne brought me to thoughts about Elana, Paula, Kasta, Eve, and Zea. All five of them thought they were supposed to cook me dinner. I didn’t really think it was necessary, but I knew they wouldn’t want to break the custom. Especially since Paula, Kasta, Eve, and Zea had just spent two weeks working to become Nordar.

Dragon greeted me when I came aboard Persephone again, and he asked if he could walk with me a few moments. I agreed, and guessed that he was going to talk to me about Rin, Yui, Kalan, and Vikana, but the first words out of his mouth surprised me.

“I am very proud of you, Tiger,” he said as we walked by some crates.

“Huh?” I asked.

“You have gathered many powerful women to you,” he said. “This is adding to your magic.”

“Ahhh,” I laughed. “We are going to talk about women again. Here I thought you might have been proud of me for other reasons.”

“You seek my approval?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.

“No, you are my friend,” I said with a shrug.

“I see,” he said as he bobbed his head. “The amount and quality of women that a man attracts is his sole measurement. You have achieved that by being a great ruler. I have no doubt that the Jotnar will soon fall under your heel. Then you will set about to challenge our true foe.”

“You’ve been a bit cryptic about the Draugr,” I said. “Yu mentioned something about you and I being closer to understanding ‘mass,’ while the Grays and Draugr are closer to ‘time.’ Do you know what he was talking about?”

“I have theories,” Dragon said, and we stopped in the hallway outside of the elevator. “I was similar to you. The scientist found me as a human and thought that I would benefit from his experiments.”

“So you didn’t know you were one of these, uhhh, dragon race people?” I asked.

“I knew that I was different than most other humans,” he said. “The ones I knew were weak and docile. I had created a small empire on my homeworld, but then the scientist captured me and began his experiments. I soon realized my powers.”

“How did you escape?” I asked.

“He could not find any more of my race,” Dragon said. “He got bored with me, and I told him that he had two options: he could keep me a prisoner, and I’d eventually figure out how to escape and murder him. Or he could let me go, and I would forgive him.”

“I’m guessing he took the second option,” I said.

“Yes, but he whined and moaned about it for weeks as he debated with me,” Dragon said.

“Did he give you a ship, money or anything when he let you go?” I asked.

“Of course not,” Dragon laughed. “He said ‘if you want to come back, I could use a partner with my mission.’ I stole a ship, left the station where he had dropped me off at, and then journeyed back to my homeworld. A few years later I had conquered it and began to build my empire.”

“But your intention was to stop the Draugr?” I asked.

“The forces of light need strong leaders,” Dragon said. “That is the problem with heroes, they do not have the stomach to do the horrific deeds that need to be done, so darkness often wins. The Draugr are a threat we know of, but they might not be the greatest. My intent was to defeat them and then prepare our galaxy for the next challenge.”

“Next challenge?” I asked. “Is there something else out there?”

“There always is,” Dragon growled. “It may not know of us yet, but our galaxy is impossibly large, it is just one grain of sand in a desert of galaxies. We must fight and then prepare to fight again. Your Nordar people understand this. So it is fitting that you are their leader and that I am your friend.”

“So about the mass versus time question?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said as he ran his fingers over his mustache. “We are present. Here. Solid. We are manifestations of emotions. We pull the universe where we want with our might. The Grays and Draugr are thoughts and ideas. They can take various forms and act through others. You and I view the universe as galaxies made of suns, planets, and moons. They think of the universe as yesterday, today, and tomorrow.”

“What you said doesn’t make any sense to me,” I laughed.

“Perhaps it doesn’t need to,” Dragon said as he shrugged. “I have had hundreds of years to meditate on the matter, and I am not at a place where I can distill it down to you in a few words. This is not to mean that you are not intelligent enough to understand, Tiger. It means that I have not come to understand it well enough to communicate the concepts to you easily enough. I will try another way. What is between a shadow and the object that casts the shadow?”

“Uhhh, fuck. I don’t know.”

“Are they both real?” he asked.

“Yeah, but the shadow is the derivative of the object that casts it.”

“Ahhh! Perfect.” He laughed.

“Are you saying that the Draugr and Grays are derivative of us?” I asked.

“No,” Dragon said with a shrug, “the example is somewhat poor. Think of it more like the shadow can change and shift given the movement of the object that casts it, and the way the light responds. It is easy to see, but you can’t touch it or feel it. The shadows are of another nature than our physical world. The Grays and Draugr can exist there. So can we, but we are closer to the physical world.”

“I think I get it,” I said as I juggled his words in my mind. “Or at least, I’ll think about it some more. I need to go meet Aasne now.”

“Yes,” he said. “Go enjoy your woman. You have earned her, Tiger. When you are ready, I will introduce you again to Rin, Yui, Kalan, and Vikana. They are most eager to serve you, and they will give you more power.”

“We’ll talk about that later,” I said, and then I gave him a final nod before I stepped into the elevator and took it up a floor to where the galley was.

I didn’t know for sure that I’d find Aasne in the kitchen, but I ended up being correct. The beautiful green-eyed woman was mixing something in a large bowl with one hand and carefully sipping wine with the other. As soon as she saw me, she set down the wine and gave me a wide smile as her freckled cheeks turned red.

“Greetings, Husband.”

“Hey Aasne. I finished my business at the station. You’ve got me for the rest of the night.”

“The entire night?” she asked as she raised a dark reddish-brown eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said as our eyes met.

“Good,” she said quickly as she looked down at her outfit. She was still wearing her Vaish uniform, but white powder was splattered a bit on the front. “I can begin cooking now, I was just finishing up my prepwork, but would you mind if I changed first? I have a dress I would prefer to wear.”

“Sure,” I said. “I can go take a shower again or some--”

“No!” she blurted out, and then her cheeks blushed a deeper shade of red. “I have a suspicion that if you leave the room, someone will grab your attention, and I’ll lose you for the rest of the night.”

“I said that you had me for--”

“I understand,” Aasne said as she waved her hand. “I know what you swear and what your intentions are. I have seven other women to wrestle with you for time. Now that I have you right now, I will not let you out of my grasp easily. I can just wear this uniform. There is no need to change.”

“Fair enough,” I laughed.

“Wine?” she offered as she raised the bottle.

“Sure,” I said, and then I sat at the counter while she poured me a glass and went about cooking the meal.

Aasne’s movements were efficient as she bounced from counter, to refrigerator, to pantry, and I watched her expertly wield a knife and trim some of the fat off two thick cuts of steak before she laid them over a grilling pan.

A“What are you making?” I asked as I saw her dive back into the fridge again. “Besides steak that is.”

“This will go with the steaks,” she said as she pulled a bowl from the shelf. “It is a cream dill sauce. As soon as the meat is seared, I’ll pour this over and let it marinate while it slowly cooks.”

She danced back to the grilling pan, flipped the steaks, set down the bowl and then moved over to another pot that was heating over low heat. “This will be the potatoes for Kroppkakor.”

“What is that?” I asked.

“It is a… hmmm…” she wiggled her cute mouth for a few moments as she considered her next words. “They are small meat pies, but with potatoes instead of bread. Inside will be shredded pork, dill, onions, pickles, and berries. All covered with butter. It is one of my favorite dishes to make.”

“Do you like cooking?” I asked as she whirled to the fridge again and pulled out a few more bowls.

“All Nordar women like cooking,” Aasne laughed. “Especially for our husbands. Young girls often plan the first meal they will cook for their husband way before they have even started dating boys, and I am cooking for a king. Thank you for the opportunity.”

“You are welcome,” I said as I laughed. I raised my wine glass. She mirrored my movement after she set down her bowls, and we took sips of the wine. It had left a bit of spice on my tongue at the end of the tasting, and I felt my stomach start to warm a bit.

“No Aquavit?” I asked.

“We will have some later,” she said as she went to work with her back to me. “It is normally served with fish. That will be our second course. I am just doing a simple cracker and herring plate. Some women prefer more exotic creations, but pickled herring is my favorite snack.”

“I like it too,” I said, and she smiled over her shoulder at me before going back to work.

“It is funny,” she said after a few moments of silence. “I am very happy right now. Had you told me a few weeks ago that I would never be a Valkyrie, but would instead be making a wedding dinner for my husband. I would have been very upset.”

“You said you trained your whole life to be a Valkyrie?”

“Yes,” she said with a slight sigh. “I wished to be Prime Valkyrie, but most women who enter the sisterhood want that. I would have been satisfied just passing their tests.”

“I see,” I said.

“You sound upset,” she said as she turned back to me. “You should not be. A queen has more value than a Valkyie, and I will still be able to serve you in combat. Well, there is another way I wish to serve you as well.”

“Oh?” I asked, and then she laughed.

“Other than my wifely duties. I wish to write and sing your saga.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You have lived an amazing life,” Aasne said quickly. “You possess great powers and have used those powers to defeat evil and save others. The Idonan are Vaish now, but our people are gifted with song and poetry. A wife has many duties, and I am looking forward to cooking for you, standing by your side in battle, pleasuring you in bed, and bearing your children, but I also wish to sing your saga and have my rendition passed to all of our people so that they can know your glory.”

“I’m not sure I really need everyone to know about my glory.” I smiled politely at her and then took a sip of my wine.

“Stories give others hope,” Aasne said with a shrug. “Soon all the Nordar clans will be united, but there are hundreds of billions of us, and none but a select few will ever come to know you. What will everyone think of you?”

“It doesn’t matter what they think of me,” I said. “All that matters is that I stop the Draugr and save the galaxy.”

“That does matter,” Aasne agreed, “but what if the men, women, and children knew your song? What if they knew of you saving Eve? What if they knew of your meeting with Zea and your escape from Trappist? What if they knew how you saved the orphans on Queen’s Hat and prevented the corporations from taking it over? What if they knew that you saved the Prime Valkyrie’s life without hands?”

“You’ve been doing some research on me,” I chuckled.

“Or course!” she replied. “I want to know everything about you. So do your people. Imagine being a young Nordar boy, and you hear the epic saga of his ruler King Adam. You hear of how he treats women. You hear of how he helps others who are weaker than him. You hear of what it means to be a good man. How do you think this boy will grow up?”

“He’ll want to be like that,” I said with a heavy sigh. “I see your point.”

“What of the Nordar girls?” Aasne continued. “From your saga, they will learn how a man treats and respects a woman, and they will learn that all women have different strengths and ways of solving problems. Ever since our clans were seperated, our kings have been arrogant bastards who were more concerned with themselves. Now we have a king who would risk his life and his women to help not just the Nordar, but the entire galaxy. It is wonderful, and the saga will usher in a golden age amongst our people.”

“You might be putting a little too much weight behind a poem,” I said, but then I remembered Yu’s words about King Arthur, and what that story had done to that kingdom on ancient Earth. Would my saga help my people become better humans?

“I know these things work,” Aasne said. “Do you know why girls wish to be Valkyries?”

“No,” I admitted.

“Because we hear about the Prime Valkyrie. We know her story. We know about her family. We know how many years she has spent training. We know what weapons she prefers and we know her face and voice. She is a heroine to every young Nordar girl who wants to be strong. We all love her even though we will never meet her.”

“Hmmm,” I said. “You held up rather well when you first met Madalena on Oskmay.”

“My legs were trembling, and I thought I was going to piss myself,” Aasne laughed. “Even now, I find it hard to believe that she is my sister-wife. In some ways, I find it harder to believe than the fact that I am Queen of all the Vaish. There have been many Prime Valkyries, and Nordar girls know the history of most of them, but none have been as celebrated as Madalena. She is practically a living god walking amongst us.”

“She is pretty incredible,” I said.

“And to think that I am allowed to share her husband,” Aasne sighed and then shook her head. “Well, that is just one more reason I wish to compose and sing your saga. I must find a way to get your attention. Eve has powerful magic, Zea has computers. Paula and Kasta have their machines. Sivaha already was a queen, and she is irresistible to men. All of them are beautiful and talented. How will I find my place? I am not the best warrior, I might have guessed that I was more talented than Sivaha, but her skill during the battle at the Prism Palace was amazing. She could have easily been a Valkyrie if she wanted, and perhaps the only better woman warrior alive is Madalena.”

Aasne let out a long sigh and then turned away from her cooking to face me. “So I cannot be your warrior. I am not the prettiest of your wives. Nor am I the most clever or intelligent. After all this time of trying to deny my Idonan ways and become a warrior, I find that my voice will set me apart. Can I sing for you, Husband?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Please. I’d love to hear you sing.”

Aasne nodded and opened her mouth. She sang softly at first as her green eyes stared into mine, but then she gained more confidence, and she closed her eyes as her volume raised.

The words were Nordar. I had been slowly absorbing the language, so I could only pick a few words out of her verses, but it seemed to be a song about Freyja and love. I wasn’t much of a connoisseur of music, but her voice sounded full and pure, and I felt a shiver of pleasure ripple along my spine when she began to change verses and hypnotically sway her hips in time with her music. Her performance was beautiful, and I found that I had to force myself to breathe when she finished singing.

“Wow,” I gasped as I clapped my hands together.

“You liked it?” she asked as her lips curved into a grateful smile.

“Very much.”

“Then you will let me compose your saga and sing it for you?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I want to make you happy. If this does it for you, then go for it.”

“Thank you!” she gushed, and then the pot behind her boiled over, and she spun around to attend to it.

“Sing another one for me?” I asked.

“Of course, my king,” she laughed, and then her voice broke out into song again.

Aasne sang and cooked for another fifteen minutes while I sipped on wine and enjoyed her voice. Soon it became apparent from her movements that the meal was getting close to completion, and she laid out a cucumber, dill, and olive oil salad for us. The greens were simple but delicious, and I heard my stomach roar for more after I had finished my bowl.

“Now for the aquavit,” she said as she laid out a dish of varied crackers, cheeses, and salted fish. Some of them were in a creamy dill sauce, some were glazed with a light dill and salt mixture, but everything was delicious and we ended up finishing half of the aquavit bottle by the time we polished off the first course.

“You are hungry,” Aasne whispered as she pulled the empty plate away and went back to the stove. “There is plenty more coming.”

“Great,” I said as I went back to sip on my wine.

Aasne sang a quick soft song for me, and then she laid out the potato pies. We toasted again with aquavit, and then we chatted about her training and music while we ate. The kroppkakor was delicious. Like most of the Nordar food, it was flavored with dill, rye, and salt. The dish went very well with the aquavit, and I soon felt a warm glow fill my stomach and legs.

Aasne was skilled at conversing. Unless she was singing, there was never a lull in the conversation between us. She jumped from conversation topics easily, complimented me often, and traded jokes with me. As the night moved to the main course of the dinner, I found that we were leaning across the table so that we could whisper, and our fingers came to wrap around each other's.

If this had been a first date, it would have been really damn good. Other than a few times where the freckled woman seemed nervous, it progressed comfortably and felt very natural. I had been a bit worried that there might have been some reason that we wouldn’t have gotten along, but that wasn’t the case at all. If this had actually been a first date, I would have wanted another, and another. Even though we were from two different cultures, and I guessed that I was a bit older than her, we just fit together well.

Dessert was a flourless cake with caramel, cream, and mint garnish. We switched to brandy to drink with it, and she had insisted that she feed me the first bite. It was delicious, so I insisted that I feed her the next bite.

Then we were both on the table kissing each other passionately while we pulled each other’s uniforms off. She let out a grateful moan when I took her nipple in my mouth, and then her moans turned to cries of pleasure when my tongue continued down her body and finished between her legs. Her fingers frantically ran through my hair as I enjoyed another type of dessert, and her beautiful voice cried out a pure song of pleasure when she peaked.

“Ohhhh, my king,” she gasped when she started to come down from her pleasure. “Isss…. Is the door to the kitchen locked?”

“Yeah,” I said as I glanced behind me.

“I am a virg--”

“It’s fine,” I said as we kissed.

“But I don’t know how to pleasure you--”

“Just relax,” I whispered. “I’ll do all the work. Just enjoy yourself.”

Then I pulled Aasne’s hips to the edge of the table and angled myself so that I could penetrate her.

We let the doors stay locked all night.
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Chapter 8

The crew and I spent the next day planning what equipment and supplies we needed to take with us on the corvette. We knew we needed enough food, water, and toiletries to make it there, back, and an additional fifty percent just in case, but we were a bit unsure about the weapon load out.

The main concern centered on what would happen if we got boarded by a Jotnar security team. If our intent was to attack them, then we should bring as many weapons as possible. But if the intention was to try to infiltrate their ranks as traders that had been attacked, it might make sense to only carry the bare minimum of weapons. We finally decided to just bring a moderate amount of centerfire rifles, a few shotguns, and pistols with the reasoning that most trade or passenger vessels would have some sort of armory with basic weapons.

Next we needed to decide on the drones. Kasta wanted to bring both of our bulky knight drones, but Paula argued that we would probably have to leave them behind, and we might not really have a need for them. I agreed with her, and the twins ended up just bringing six of their dragonfly scout drones.

Then we went about loading up our new craft.

The corvette was a small vessel. It measured one hundred and ten meters long, but was only about half the width as Persephone. It was actually a perfect size for the seven of us, and we quickly got situated with the bridge.

“Crazy to think you just bought this baby because you needed it, and we are probably going to leave it behind,” Zea said as she wiggled her tight ass into the leather pilot’s seat.

“Yeah,” I laughed and sat in the co-pilot’s seat. “We could have easily stolen a ship like this out of Elaka Nota’s yard. Hell, this was probably the perfect size for the three of us. Well, maybe a bit too big, but Persephone was much too big.”

“She was meant to be with us,” Eve said as she sat at the terminal that controlled one of the ship’s four light plasma cannons.

“Ehhh, this ship isn’t bad,” Kasta said as she tapped some controls on the other gunner station. “Chairs aren’t as nice, controls aren’t as smooth, floor isn’t as polished, the ceiling is a little low, doesn’t smell as good, rooms are tiny, only showers and no tubs, missing--”

“We get it, Sis,” Paula laughed. “We only have to be in this for fifty-ish hours. We’ll make it work.”

The elevator opened directly to the bridge, and it slid open to reveal Madalena, Sivaha, and Juliette. They had been inspecting the exterior of the ship when we arrived and had said they would soon meet us on the bridge. Juliette wasn’t wearing her police uniform. Instead, she wore a tight fitting pair of dark blue jeans with brown leather cowboy boots and a green blouse with a white scarf tied around her neck. She had a leather cowboy hat on, and she tipped the front of it to me when she noticed me looking at her clothes.

“How’s the ship looking?” I asked.

“The exterior looks damaged,” the Prime Valkyrie said as she fixed her gray eyes on me. “Food supplies are in the galley, and the systems have been checked twice. You all have civilian style clothes in your rooms. Have you all made sure you are not wearing anything Vaish besides your Aegis?”

All of us nodded and glanced down at our street clothes. Most of us were wearing jeans, boots, and leather jackets, but Elana was wearing a long gray summer dress that showcased her slender figure and high-heeled shoes. I guessed that she was trying to dress more feminine to compensate for a lifetime of pretending to be a man, but I didn’t yet intend to talk to her about her choice in wardrobe.

“What about our cover?” Zea asked.

“Seeds, medical supplies, and a terraform unit.” Sivaha answered as she polished one of her long silver nails.

“Whoa!” Paula gasped. “How did you get one of those?”

“We had one sitting around from a ship we impounded a few years ago,” Juliette said with a shrug.

“That has to be worth a lot of rhodium,” Kasta asked.

“Yep,” Juliette said, “but it is a really good cover. Pirates, corps, governments, or anyone with a ship and a fucking cannon will want a terraform unit. This one isn’t that impressive; clock says it would take eight years for an Earth-sized planet, but it’s worth a few dozen kilos of rhodium.”

“Thanks for that,” I said. “It really is a good cover. They will want it instead of shooting us down.” As I spoke, I saw Madalena shake her head, and I could feel a bit of frustration from her.

“Did we pay for the unit?” I asked Juliette.

“Naw,” the cop said as she walked through the bridge and inspected some of the controls. The room was an oval shape, with a single captain’s chair in the middle, two pilot’s chairs, a navigation chair, and four gunners stations. There were also a few bulkhead chairs attached to the back wall, but they weren’t next to any terminals.

“Are you going to get in trouble?” I asked.

“It was locked in a storage room in a police evidence warehouse,” Juliette said as she came to stand next to Zea’s chair. “They might find out, and they might get mad, but I might not even be there.”

“You might not even be there?” Zea asked with a confused look on her face. Then her eyes opened wide.

“You are in my seat, Blondie,” Juliette said as she pointed to where I was sitting. “That’s your seat. Adam’s seat is over there.” The redhead pointed to the captain’s chair, and the bridge became quiet as my wives all looked at me.

Then Juliette looked at me and smiled.

I thought through my options and couldn’t really think of any negatives. I liked Juliette a lot, and I trusted her to have my back. She was cunning, smart, good with a gun, and funny. I knew that her ambitions might not end with her just being my pilot for this mission, but I also knew that we would all be a lot safer with her on board.

“Welcome to the crew, Juliette,” I said.

“My shit is already on board,” the pilot said as she nudged her knee gently into Zea’s shoulder. “Get up, get up, get up, Blondie. I’m gonna teach you how to fly this thing.”

“I’ve already been taking lessons from Nikk--”

“Bah!” Juliette scoffed as she threw her ass in the chair that Zea scurried out of. “I’m talking real flying. Not whatever the Nordar do. I’m talking style, grace, panache, and a little touch of je ne sais quoi that those military folks can’t even touch.”

“Je ne sass huh?” Zea sighed as she took the other pilot’s seat.

“It means something sexy in French. Come on. I thought you were cultured?”

“I grew up eating ramen noodles and playing with computers in the slums,” Zea said with a frown.

“Well, now you know.” Juliette laughed, and then turned to me. “So, we are ready to depart. Just give the signal. Oh, your wives who aren’t coming with us should probably leave.”

“I’ll walk them out,” I said as I turned to Madalena and Sivaha. The two of them nodded, and then they both surprised me by making a quick trip around the bridge to hug my other wives. It only took them a few minutes to hug and whisper goodbyes to each other, but the sight warmed my heart, and I felt quick moment of fear about the outcome of this mission.

If I died, all these wonderful women would probably die with me.

I shook the negative thoughts out of my head when Sivaha and Madalena returned to me, and then I walked them both to the bridge elevator.

As soon as the doors closed, Sivaha was pressing her mouth urgently to mine. She moaned and pushed me against the wall as we kissed, and my hands wrapped around her slender waist as her leg came up to wrap around my hips. She grinded her crotch against my thigh with a moan, and then she gasped as soon as she pulled her mouth away from mine.

“Damn, I want you to fuck me,” she hissed.

“Madalena is standing--” I laughed as I gestured at the Prime Valkyrie.

“She can watch. It will be hotter that way.”

“I would prefer not to,” Madalena said flatley.

“Spoil sport,” Sivaha sighed as she pulled away from my chest. “You could always join in if you want.”

“I still would prefer not to,” Madalena said with her usual shrug, “but if our husband wishes to have us both at the same time for efficiency, then I would--”

“It’s fine,” I said as I pulled away from Sivaha and gestured toward the door. “The sooner I get this done, the sooner I will come back to you both.” I took each woman’s hand in mine, and the three of us walked across the hold of the smaller ship and to the door. It was open to the docking platform, and I paused at the security door.

“I’ll be back in Nordar 13 soon,” I said, “and I will miss you both tremendously.”

“Be safe,” Madalena said with her usual stoic nod, but I could feel her emotions as if they were my own, and her worry, sadness, and fear pulsed from her.

“I’ll be fine,” I said as I pulled the warrior woman into my arms and kissed her soft lips. “This is the best way.”

“I may not die if you pass,” she whispered in my ear, “but I will wish I had. You are a part of me, Adam. I need you like I need air to breathe. May Odin and Freyja watch over you.”

“They will,” I said once we parted. Then I changed my mind, kissed her passionately again, and then turned to Sivaha.

“If you die, by the hand of the Jotnar, and I somehow live through our bond being broken, I will order our armada to scrape the corpses of every last one of them off their planets and cook them in the sun.” The silver-haired woman spat the words, and her brown eyes glowed with malice.

“No,” I said as I reached up to stroke her cheek. “You’ll figure out how to defeat the Draugr and save our galaxy. It is my wish, and your duty to fulfill as my queen. Even if I am dead.”

“Ahhh,” she sighed as she leaned into my fingers. “Of course, husband. I am your kitten. It will pain all of us to be seperated for too long. Please complete your mission safely, bring these Jotnar under your heel, and then return to me. My body and soul will yearn for you.”

“I’ll yearn for you too,” I said, and then I kissed Sivaha a final time before I let her go. Her emotions matched Madalena’s, and I gave each of the beautiful women one last look before I stepped back into the corvette.

Then I continued to watch them as the hold doors closed.

I returned to the bridge and found Zea, Paula, Kasta, and Juliette laughing at some joke. Eve was smiling broadly, but Aasne and Elana were sitting at the gunners stations across the small room from each other, and they looked a bit uncomfortable.

“What did I miss?” I asked, and the four women closed their lips and cleared their throats.

“I’m guessing it was a joke about my penis,” I sighed, and they all burst out laughing again.

I looked over to Aasne, and the freckled woman shrugged, but Elana shook her head and looked pensive. I figured it probably wasn’t worth discussing, so I sat in my chair and then buckled my harness. As soon as the straps clicked into place, the four women stopped giggling and everyone turned to me.

“What’s the name of this girl?” I asked as I tapped on my arm rest.

“Gray Horizon names all their ships after numbers,” Juliette said. “So, this fine young lady is named Eighty Six - A.”

“Sounds good, let’s take her out.” I pointed at the screen, and Juliette nodded before wrapping her fingers around the controls.

Five minutes later we were pulling away from Queen’s Hat. My stomach dropped a bit when I thought I saw where Persephone was docked, but then I reminded myself that this was the best way to take out the Jotnar without risking millions or even billions of lives.

It would just risk my life, and the lives of the women I loved.

What would I give up to stop the Draugr? It seemed the question had already been answered since my women were all bound to my life and I was risking myself for a chance to stop the vampire assholes.

I had to win. There wasn’t any other way. I couldn’t let evil consume our galaxy, and I wouldn’t allow my wives to die.

The beast in my stomach growled in agreement, and I realized that I hadn’t heard much from him since the dream.

“Navigation is loaded,” Paula said.

“Got it,” Juliette replied. “Captain?”

“Engage warpdrive,” I said.

“Engaging warpdrive,” Juliette said. Then she hit a button, and the bridge display screen went dark.

“We’ll have two hours,” Juliette said as she leaned back in her chair and put her boots up on the side of her terminal where there weren’t any buttons. “Then we’ll have ten hours of hyperdrive. Then another hour of warp, and so on until two days have passed.”

“Hmmm,” Kasta said. “I wonder what we could all do for two days in a small ship with a very virile man who just happens to be married to all of us?”

“I’m not married to him,” Juliette pointed out. “But I’m fine being the mistress on the side that he has all the kinky sex with because his wives are too prim and proper.”

“You think I’m ‘prim and proper?’ Kasta gasped.

“I am going to be having dinner with Elana tonight,” I interrupted Juliette before she could respond. “Then tomorrow night I will have dinner with Paula or Kasta, or however you both want to do it.”

“We have decided to cook separately for you,” Paula said. “We are a package deal, but we would like more alone time with you.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

“So, I’m after Elana,” Kasta said as she leaned forward and licked her lips.

“I did not consider that I would be cooking for you during this part of our mission,” the tall brunette admitted. “I don’t know if I’ll have everything that I--”

“It’s fully stocked,” Juliette said with a yawn that she covered with the back of her hand. “You’ll find plenty to cook with. We only needed five days of food, but Sivaha mentioned something about people cooking dinner for Adam, so she bought a bunch of stuff.”

“Huh,” Paula said. “That was considerate of her.”

“At any rate,” Juliette said as she reached up to adjust her cowboy hat. “I have a very important job to do: nap until we pop out of warpdrive so I can hit the button to send us into hyperdrive. You all should go do whatever it is you want to do somewhere that isn’t here until I tell you that I need you.”

“Elana and I will head to the kitchen,” I said. “I’ll see you all in a few hours.”

“Or not,” Juliette muttered as she covered her head with her hat. “Nothing much going on for a while. Damn, I forgot how much I love being a pilot.”

We all left Juliette and crammed into the elevator. Zea, Eve, Paula, Kasta, and Aasne chatted about what they were going to do to occupy themselves for the next few hours, and they quickly decided to play some card games. Elana and I parted ways from them as soon as the elevator dropped us off at the lower level, and we both walked to the kitchen.

The galley was about a third of the size of Persephone, but it was well appointed. There was a six burner stove, a large sink, and a fridge that could have serviced a ship twice the size. The dining room table in the center of the room had ten chairs, and the center island of the kitchen had four barstools. The counters were a white quartz with flecks of gold and silver in the material, and Elana ran her hands along the smooth surface before she opened the fridge.

“Can you make dinner work?” I asked as I locked the door to the kitchen.

“Yes, my lord,” she said as she started pulling boxes of vegetables and cartons of eggs out of the fridge. “I would prefer some more time to prepare--”

“I can leave if you want,” I said with a shrug.

“No!” she gasped. “That’s fine. Please, I want to spend time with you. Please stay. I am just a bit embarrassed.”

“Why?” I asked as I sat at one of the barstools.

“Why? Because you are you, and I am me, my lord.”

“Huh?”

“Until a week ago, I had spent my entire life pretending to be a man. No one ever looked at me, or cared about me. I had no choice but to follow my father’s wishes, and I knew that I would go back to the shadows as soon as he took control over Idonan. Now I get to wear dresses…” Elana’s words drifted away as she ran her fingers down the long garment that she wore. “I’m married to the most powerful man in the galaxy, and he is handsome and kind to me. Even though I never thought I would be a wife, I’ve planned this meal hundreds of times in my head, but what will happen if he doesn’t like the food I make? Will he cast me aside? I somewhat expect it, but--”

“I’m sure it will be wonderful,” I said. “Besides, I know that this is a Nordar custom, but I just want to spend the time with you so that we get to know each other better.”

“Ahh,” she said, and the slender woman’s cheeks darkened a few shades of red. “I would enjoy that. You are so kind to me. It was more than I could have asked for since I would have come to you either way.”

“What do you mean?” I asked as she began to heat some butter in the pans on the stove.

“I submitted to you at the wedding,” she said with a shrug.

“But it seemed like you wanted to,” I replied.

“Of course,” she said with a light laugh. “What else was I supposed to do? You had just killed everyone in the room, and I figured that I would be next after you killed my father, but then you helped Leara, and I wondered if you were actually kind.”

“You know the answer to that now,” I said.

“Yes,” she agreed, and she shot me a quick smile from over her shoulder. “Nordar women are taught to cook and care for their husbands, but I was raised as a boy. I realize the competition for your time is fierce, and I’m embarrassed because I know this will not be the best meal you have ever eaten.”

“Like I said, I just want to spend time with you.”

“That also causes me concern,” she laughed. “Me? I am a boy named Alrick. Or at least that’s how I have lived my life. Elana was born when you said I could be her, but how can that woman be married to you? How can she compete for attention with the Prime Valkyrie?” Elana laughed and shook her head. “The Prime Valkyrie? It is unbelievable that she would ever submit to a man, and now that man is also my husband. Sivaha was queen of the Skyad, your other wives are beautiful, intelligent, and amazing. I don’t even know how to act like a woman.” Elana looked down at her dress again and cleared her throat. “It doesn’t sound like a very Nordar topic of conversation. I’ll stop now. Shall we toast with Aquavit? I think I need half a bottle to calm down.”

“Sure,” I laughed, and the short-haired brunette pulled a bottle out of the fridge and two small glasses from the cupboards.

“Skol,” we whispered to each other as we raised our glasses. Elana tossed hers back like it was water, gasped with satisfaction, and then turned back to her cooking. The scent of the butter was mixing with garlic and onions, and I poured us another glass while I watched her move over the pots and pans.

“Did you ever want to become a Valkyrie?” I asked after a few moments of silence.

“I think every girl does at some point,” Elana laughed. “Then they realize that they have to give up boys, and most change their mind. I was in a strange situation since my father wanted me to pretend that I was a man. But yeah, for many years I thought that I could escape to Oskmay and be free of my father.”

“Why didn’t you try?” I asked.

“A few reasons,” she began as she started to cut a chicken open. “First is that Valkyries are our best warriors. A woman must be skilled in all forms of combat. I find that I have a great eye for shooting, especially long range, but I never much cared for physical combat. I tend to tense up when sparring or wrestling. I tried to overcome it for a few years, but I just never settled.”

“Ahh,” I said as I remembered her reaching for the scoped rifle in Persephone’s armory. “What are the other reasons?”

“Even if I did somehow get accepted into the order, and I passed their tests, and I became a Valkyrie, I would still have to return to my father.”

“I thought that you got a bit of autonomy once you were a Valkyrie?”

“We still must serve our king and queen.” Elana shrugged. “Maybe the Prime Valkyrie can make her own rules, but I believe Madalena still followed her father’s orders.”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “So you didn’t want to become a Valkyrie because it wouldn’t have changed much.”

“My life wasn’t terrible,” Elana chuckled. “My father was still the king. I still wanted for little besides his affection and attention. I assume it is the same with most Nordar princesses; we are emotionally distant from our fathers. Aasne did not want to marry me, so she tried to flee.”

“It’s pretty ironic,” I said.

“Women just want a man to love them,” Elana said as her eyes quickly glanced over to mine. “At least, the women that I know.”

“I will love you,” I said.

“You don’t know me yet, my lord.” Elana nodded her head, but her lips curled up into a bit of a smile.

“You protest, but you still want my love?” I grinned.

“Yes,” she whispered. “More than anything in my entire life. So, I better get back to cooking. You are distracting me.”

We kept our conversation light while she shuffled back and forth from the fridge, counters, and stove top. Elana was a hair taller than Zea, but the women had very similar body types. They were both slender with long legs and pert, tight butt cheeks. Elana’s skin was a bit tanner than Zea’s, and her dark hair was slightly curly and cut even on the front and back while Zea had long bangs that hung in front of her eyes. The women also moved differently. Zea was gangly and a bit clumsy in a way that I found cute and endearing. Elana moved with heavy footfalls and broad swings of her shoulders. She was used to walking like a man, and I could see her attempt to soften her footsteps with more gliding motions.

The first course she served me was a seaweed salad with grilled chicken and sesame seeds. It tasted great, and I complimented her until her face was a bright red.

“It is simple to make,” she said as she cleared our plates and poured more aquavit. “I’m hoping you like the more complicated courses just as much.”

The next plate was cut tomatoes covered with a soft cheese, salted ham, and oregano garnish. It was simple, delicious, and it went great with the aquavit. Elana seemed to enjoy her cooking, but it also seemed like she was starting to get a bit buzzed from the alcohol.

The main course was breaded chicken stuffed with more salted ham and cheese. There was a side of steamed green beans and yellow squash that was all drenched in thick butter, and my mouth began to water as she laid the plate out in front of me.

“This looks wonderful,” I said as I cut into the chicken. It tasted better than it looked, and I had to close my eyes as I chewed.

“I am happy that you are enjoying it, my lord.”

“I am,” I said as I cut another bite. “Thank you. Tell me more about your family. Do you have any siblings?”

“Yes,” Elana said, and then she talked for the next hour about her four younger sisters. They were all back in her home sector, and she admitted that she was soon going to ask me if she could bring them to Odin Geirr so that she could see them more often.

“Of course,” I said. “When we get back, I’ll have a ship sent for them.”

“And Leara too?” Elana asked.

“Sure,” I replied. “I got the feeling the two of you were friends.”

“Yes,” Elana answered. “We were actually friends before she married my father. That was how he met her. We were walking down the hallway of his castle one day talking, and then he stopped us and asked for her name. A few days later the woman he was married to before passed away from a mysterious sickness, and Leara was submitting to him.”

“Ahhh, fuck,” I sighed.

“Yes,” Elana said with a shrug.

“Are all the Nordar kings giant assholes?” I asked.

“They were until now,” she said as she gestured to me. “Aasne spoke of her desire to write your saga.”

“Yeah,” I said with a shrug. “I told her she could. She is happy about it.”

“You do not want the attention,” Elana stated.

“She made a good argument for it,” I replied with a shrug. “But all I want is to unite the clans and destroy the Draugr. A song won’t help me do that. Are you and Aasne friends? Last couple of times you have both spoken it seems you don’t get along.”

“We are fine I suppose,” Elana said with a shrug. “She is my real competition. I do not want to be your last wife, so I am looking for ways to win your favor.”

“You don’t need to do that,” I said. “This isn’t a competition.”

“My father didn’t care to have multiple wives,” Elana said after she carefully chewed a bite of her food. “When he got tired of one, he found a way to acquire a new one. I am not saying that you are anything at all like my father, but I’ve been ignored my entire life. How can I compete against the Prime Valkyrie, or Queen Sivaha, or Eve, or Zea, or Paula and Kasta? You have known them all much longer than me, and I feel awkward in my own flesh as a woman.”

“We will have to find something to share,” I said as I smiled at her. “Something that just you and I do together. Deal?”

“Deal,” she said quickly, and then her cheeks reddened again. “You are a good man, my lord. I am very grateful that I am here with you right now.”

“I’m glad you are here with me too.”

“Next course!” she shook her head and then cleared our plates before setting out bowls of mint sorbet. The icey treat helped clear my senses.

“Last course is just berries,” Elana said as she set out a bowl between us. “There is a dry brandy we can drink with them. If you would like.”

“Sure,” I said, and then she poured us small glasses as we picked over the bowl.

“Did you enjoy the meal?” she asked a few minutes later when we were almost done.

“I did,” I answered.

“I like to keep things simple,” Elana answered as she blushed again. “Fewer things for me to mess up.”

“You should be confident in your ability,” I replied. “It was delicious.”

“Thank you,” Elana bit her lip and then glanced down to my mouth. She took a deep breath as if she was going to ask me something, but then she closed her mouth and turned away to begin washing the dishes.

“What?” I asked as I touched her arm.

“Oh, uhhh. Nothing, my lord.”

“Come on,” I laughed. “Spit it out. No secrets.”

“Okay,” she sighed and then cleared her throat. She half turned to me, but her eyes stared at the counter and not my face. “If you do not wish to… for us to be together tonight, I’ll understand. It’s okay.”

“Why wouldn’t I--”

“You mentioned a while ago that you wanted our relationship to grow naturally,” she said. “I know you have other wives who you have been together with longer. I’m sure they know how to satisfy you better tonight. I am just honored that you allowed me to serve dinner with you. If you’d prefer, you can--”

“You are still a virgin?” I asked as I thought about what Aasne had admitted to me last night.

“Ahhh, yes,” Elana answered as she turned a deeper shade of red. “My father forbade--”

“It’s fine,” I said as I reached across the counter to take her hand. “I want to make you happy.”

“It is my duty to please you,” she said. “I am queen, but only because of my submission to you.”

“Do you really want me to just leave you here right now and go spend the night with one of my other wives?” I asked as I raised an eyebrow.

“I want you to be happy,” she said as she crossed her arms.

“Ahh, stop it.” I laughed. “Where is the fire in your eyes that I saw at the wedding? Where is the fierce girl that made the decision to marry me?”

“I’m here,” she laughed, and then she finally made eye contact with me.

“We might not live for very much longer--”

“Then you might prefer to spend your nights with someone else,” she interrupted me.

“Is that what you want?” I asked. “Be honest. Be true to me. I want you to be my wife and not my servant.”

“I… I…” she sighed. “I want you to take me to your bed and make me your wife. I want to know that you love me. I want to tell you that I love you. I want it to feel like we would have made the same decision had it not been political. I want the kind of love that people dream of, but very few ever have.”

Elana glanced away from me then and looked back to the dishes. She turned the water on and began to wash them, but I was already walking around the counter so that I could stand behind her.

Elana shivered when I wrapped my arms around her narrow hips, and she gasped when my lips pressed against her bare shoulder by her dress strap. She tried to turn around and face me, but I held her in place and softly kissed, licked, and bit her shoulders and neck until she was panting.

When I finally let her turn around her eyes were wild, and her skin was flushed. Our lips met with equal parts passion and aggression, and then I picked her up in my arms.

“The dishes--”

“They’ll still be there,” I said as I carried her out of the galley. It was just a few meters across the hallway to the captain’s suite. The room was a muted brown, and about a third of the size of my room on Persephone, but the bed was just as big, and Elana let out a sigh of pleasure when I lowered us both down on top of it.

“Tell me what to do, and I will do it,” she whispered in my ear as I kissed her neck and cheeks. “I will do anything for you.”

“Then take off your dress and lay back on the bed,” I whispered.

Elana did what I told her, and then I spent the rest of the night making her my wife and a woman.

We drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms with our legs wrapped around each other and her head on my chest. Her shyness had endured through the night, but she had really enjoyed herself, so I knew that it would only be a matter of time before she was more comfortable with our love making.

“Adam? Adam!” I heard a voice shout, and I blinked my eyes open to stare around the dark room. Elana began to stir, and I felt her smooth skin rub against my legs and chest.

“Huh?” I asked as I blinked away the sleep from my eyes.

“It’s Juliette, I need you to come to the bridge.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked as I gently slid away from Elana.

“We just popped out of hyperdrive and… well, shit. Just come.”

“I was kind of in the middle of something,” I said as I glanced at Elana, she was awake now and had the sheet up in front of her small breasts.

“Something? You mean you're in the middle of someone. Ha!” Juliette laughed. “Well put on your pants and get up here. I wouldn’t have called you if it wasn’t important, and this is. I think we’ve just stumbled on a way to get into the Jotnar’s system really easily.”

“Alright,” I said, “I’m coming up.”
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Chapter 9

“What’s going on?” I asked as Elana and I jumped out of the elevator and onto the bridge. She had slipped her dress on while I pulled on my pants, and we both ran out of my room and into the elevator as I put on my shirt.

“Check it,” Juliette said as she gestured to the screen.

I looked at the display and felt my stomach leap up into my throat. We’d somehow exited hyperdrive in an area of space that was dotted with the wreckage of a good hundred spacecraft. Their designs were immediately recognizable, and I shook my head.

“Those look like Nordar ships. How did we pop out so close to them? That’s a one in a bazillion chance.”

“We were actually pretty far away,” Zea said as she gestured to one of the terminals that was covered with playing cards. “We popped out in the middle of a card game and decided to wait until the hand was over before firing up the warpdrives again. Then the long range scanners picked the wreckage up, and we flew over here. Still pretty unlikely though.”

“Our route is actually somewhat well-traveled,” Paula explained. “It has the least amount of gravity swell, and it’s the shortest distance to not just Nseling -24 -f, but a few hundred other mining and trading outposts that are in Queen’s Hat’s master navigation system. So this probability is more like one in a hundred thousand.”

“Did you ID the ships?” I asked.

“Yep,” Juliette replied, and the rest of my wives smiled.

“Jotnar?” I asked, and they nodded.

“Other ships are Waymund,” Paula said, and we all looked at Elana.

“They must have not changed their tags yet,” the brunette beauty said as she tried to smooth the bed-head from her short wavy hair. “It will probably take three months to reach across all of our domain.”

“What were they fighting over?” I asked as I glanced at the scanner readouts on the right side of the screen.

“Hard to tell,” Paula said as she tapped on her controls. “Might have been a ship that is already gone. I don’t see any sort of planet or outpost nearby. The galaxy is mostly a lot of nothing, and this is right in the middle of a bunch of nothing.”

“Their logs will have the info,” Juliette said. “That’s part of the reason I wanted you to look at it so quickly. Heat signatures are still warm, and I’ve got engine burn on some of them.”

“Shit,” I said. “This battle happened recently.”

“Yep,” Juliette said. “I’m guessing maybe seventy hours ago, maybe a hundred.”

“It could have been long enough for someone to escape and then come back,” Zea said.

“Or maybe they haven’t come back yet, and they will come back at any moment,” Paula said.

“Check this guy out though,” Juliette said as she clicked some buttons on her terminal and the screen highlighted one of the Jotnar carriers and then zoomed in a bit. “See that hole in the side?”

“Yeah,” I said as I saw the gap on the starboard side of the bird-like ship. It looked surprisingly clean and uniform. She was a heavy cruiser class, and the scanners said she was two-hundred and forty meters long.

“This girl is pretty much in one piece. The plasma blast she took didn’t melt all of her seams, it just fried that one panel and ventilated all the air out. I bet her engines are still working, along with her life support. We just have to patch the hole and check her systems.”

“Hmmm,” I said as I looked at the cluster of floating ship debris around the highlighted vessel. “That’s a lot of garbage floating out there around her.”

“We can tow her out,” Juliette said with a shrug. “But yep, we’d have to go in there to tow her out, and the corvette might take a bit of a beating. Then we would have to worry about repairing two ships.”

“And we don’t know if anyone is coming back.”

“If the Waymund come back, would it be a problem?” Paula asked.

“Yes,” Aasne said. “They might not know Adam is their king. Even if they do, we aren’t in a properly branded ship and we are wearing civilian clothes. They’d think we were scavengers and probably shoot before asking a second question.”

“Getting that ship will make life easier for us,” Zea said. “Hell, we can probably just skip going to Nseling - 29 - f all together and just take a direct path to Jotnar’s home sector.

“Maybe,” Aasne said. “Unless we get there, and they ask the captain of the ship how he or she got out of the battle alive.”

“If they even know there was a battle or no survivors,” Zea said with a shrug. “I’m not saying it’s the best idea, but look at our plan right now: We have this corvette so we can hopefully get to Nseling and then either stow away or steal another ship so that we can get to Jotnar’s home sector. This is a Jotnar ship that can get us to their home sector. We are really fucking lucky to have stopped here. It’s almost like someone is looking out for us.”

“Odin,” Kasta said with a nod. “I’m sure he is.”

“You’re sure Odin is watching out for us?” Paula asked her sister, and her voice was filled with disbelief.

“Yes,” Kasta said with a nod. “I know I’ve never been much for religion. Hell, I’m an android, but…” The blonde woman turned to look at me and then she tapped on her chest. “I can feel something from Adam. It’s so strange. I felt our bond, and I can use the aegis. I don’t need any more proof to know that he exists and has blessed me. I’m a Nordar now. I believe in Odin’s power.”

“I’m glad the android has found god,” Juliette said as she pointed back to the screen. “But let’s figure out what we are going to do. While that ship sits in the middle of the cloud of broken ships, she’s just getting more beat up, and we don’t know if anyone else is coming back. If we want her, we need to do something now. Or we need to continue on our way. What’s it going to be, Adam?”

“How many space suits do we have?” I asked as I stared at the cluster of floating ships and space junk. It was probably ten kilometers in diameter, but the ship we were looking at was right near the center of the densest wreckage. Taking the corvette in was sure to reward us with some hull damage, but we could probably maneuver in with space suits.

As long as no one’s suit got ripped open.

“Just three,” Juliette replied.

“I don’t need one,” Kasta said. “I don’t need air. I can just use my aegis to protect me against the shrapnel.

“You can still get hurt if something cuts you,” Paula said.

“That’s why I have the aegis,” her sister laughed. “I’ll be fine.”

“I’ll need to come also,” Paula said. “You will need help to repair the hull.”

“I’ll come in case I have to fix some of their operating systems,” Zea said.

“Alright,” I said as I stood. “Paula, Kasta, Zea, and I will head out. Do we have a tow line we can attach to the cruiser? I’d prefer for you all to drag it out of the debris while we are inside working on it.”

“There should be one in the hold,” Juliette answered.

“Paula and Kasta, do you have a drone that can fly out there and?--”

“Nope,” they both answered.

“We only brought our dragonflies,” Paula sighed. “They need air to work. Sorry.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “We’ll attach the towline, and then Juliette can drag us out of the junk.”

“I’ll go help you find it,” the redhead said as she swung her long legs out of her chair. “Eve, can you take over as the pilot for a moment?”

“Of course,” the vampire said, and then she smiled at us as she took the chair. “Be safe everyone. I will pray for you.”

Everyone but Eve crammed into the elevator, and then we rode it back down to the lower hold level. Zea, Paula, Kasta, and I found the lockers where the space suits were, and Juliette, Aasne, and Elana searched for a tow line. By the time Kasta had helped all three of us figure out how to put on the suits, Juliette, Aasne, and Elana had returned with the orange colored towline in their arms.

“It’s one and a half kilometers,” Aasne said as the three women set the line down. The material looked like braided plastic, but it was about as thick as my middle finger.

“You’ll need to hook the end to the… where is the end?” Juliette asked, and the three women glanced down at the rope until Elana pulled it up.

“It needs to go on the tug hook at the back of the corvette,” Juliette finished. “Try not to let the rope knot up.” As she spoke she looked down at the mess of cord that the three of them had dragged over. It looked like a hundred bowls of orange spaghetti that someone had dumped on the ground, and I imagined that it was already knotted a hundred times.

“I’ll figure it out,” I said as I turned to Zea, Paula, and Kasta. “You ready?”

“Yep!” Kasta and Paula said as they each raised the tool cases in their hands. Zea also nodded, but her face looked a little pale as we all pressed the button to open the airlock.

“Wait,” Aasne said, and then she ran around the corner and returned a few moments later with two rifles in her arms. Zea and I each took one, hung the strap over our shoulders, and then turned toward the room that would take us out into space.

The four of us stepped into the airlock, and then we helped Aasne, Elana, and Juliette pull the towline in. Then everyone cross checked to make sure that our space suits were working, and Kasta engaged her Aegis. The armor dripped over her body like silver wax, and then covered her jeans, boots, chest, arms, and face with polished metal. The armor looked thin, and I remembered Sivaha speaking about how it would have to evolve.

“How do I look?” Kasta said as she turned to us. “Am I sexy?”

“Yeah,” Zea said. “It looks really cool.”

“It does,” I agreed as I looked up and down the beautiful android’s metal body. There were slight impressions of tiger stripes on her legs, chest, shoulders and arms, but the really striking area was her helmet. It looked like a tiger’s head, but while Sivaha’s visage had looked like an organic mixture of flesh carved out of metal, Kasta’s looked angular and rigid, like a tiger-robot. Her eyes glowed blue through the helmet, and the jaws of the armor actually seemed to move a bit when she spoke.

“Do I have those cool thrusters on my back?” she asked as she spun on her toes so we could look at her backside. The metal of her armor seemed to shift and ripple slightly when she moved her legs and arms, but that could have just been my imagination.

“I don’t see them,” Zea said.

“Darn,” Kasta pouted. “I guess they have to evolve. I’ll hang onto Sis so that I won’t float out into space.”

“Just hang inside of the airlock until I get the tow line attached,” I said as I hit the button to open the airlock to the outside. “Then we’ll all just hang on that. It will be safer.”

The three women nodded as the door opened to the vacuum of space, and I pulled the end of the tow line.

Then I jumped out of the craft and into infinity.

The last time I was in space was when I had saved Madalena and her crew from dying in their space station. I didn’t have my hands then, and it felt a lot less stressful to be doing a spacewalk with my fingers wrapped around a tow line.

With my free hand, I found the controls for the suit’s thrusters, and I quickly maneuvered myself to the rear of the ship and found the anchor point where the towline connected. As soon as it was hooked in, I climbed hand over hand back to the open doorway of the airlock and gestured for them to push the rope out of the room.

“Can this thin rope really tow the cruiser out?” Zea grunted as she pushed and I pulled on the rope.

“Sure,” Kasta said through the corvette’s transponders. “The hard part will actually be getting it to stop, since there isn’t any gravity out here.”

“Ahh,” Zea said. “That’s right.”

“I want you all to hold on to the line,” I said as I pulled the rifle down on my back so it was a bit more comfortable. “Watch out for the shrapnel. Some of it can be moving fast.” Even as the words came out of my mouth, I started to reconsider the plan. I could see a few holes in the spinning metal, but there was just too much flying around.

“Yeahhh, this isn’t going to work,” Zea squeaked. “We should just fly the ship in.”

“Negative, Blondie,” Juliette said over our transponder. “If we get hit hard, then we’ll be stranded out here. Someone needs to go and attach the tow line so that we can try to yank that beauty out. If you can’t figure out a way to do it, then we are better off just continuing to Nseling - 24 - f.

“I’ve got this!” Kasta said. “You don’t have to worry. Let me be at the back. I can actually calculate their trajectory and tell everyone when we are good to go forward.”

“Oh, that’s useful,” I laughed, and I felt a bit of my tension ease.

“I’m useful for more than just jokes and math, husband,” Kasta laughed. “You’ll find that out as soon as you let me in your bed.”

“Ehh, wait in line,” Zea laughed, but I knew her well enough to know that her laugh was nervous.

“I’ve been waiting! Everyone has had a ride now except for Sis and--”

“Focus on the mission please,” I said, and Kasta stopped talking. “I’m going to engage my thrusters. We clear?”

“Yep,” Kasta said. “For about two hundred meters, then the first pieces of space trash are gonna be floating around us.

“Alright,” I said after I took a deep breath, and then I slowly engaged the thrusters on the back of my suit and began to stretch out the orange cord.

I’d been out in the void of space several times in my life, but I still wasn’t anywhere close to being used to the experience. Looking up, down, or to my sides was just an endless field of stars that looked beautiful until the brain realized that they were all lightyears away, and all it took was one misstep to be forever lost amongst them.

I guessed that Zea was starting to have similar thoughts because I heard her breathing start to become labored as we neared the cloud of twisting metal.

“You all are looking good,” Juliette said over our transponders. “You are about a sixth of the way there. Nothing on the long range scanners.”

“Everyone make sure they are closer to Adam on the rope,” Kasta said, and I glanced back to see Zea, Paula, and Kasta choke up on their grips so they were grabbing right below me.

“Shit, some of those pieces look sharp,” Paula wheezed.

“It’s okay,” Kasta said. “Adam, increase our speed a bit. I see a hole we can fit through.”

“How much?” I asked as I pressed on my button a bit more.

“Tiny bit more. There! That’s good!”

I stopped the button as soon as she told me, and we drifted into the swarm of spinning metal, plastic, and other trash that came from the massive space battle.

“Zea, curl up into more of a cannonball shape,” Kasta instructed.

“Like this?” Zea gasped, and I caught her move out of the corner of my eye.

“Perfect,” Kasta said, and then I saw a spear-like shard of metal pass right behind me.

“Adam, press lightly on your vertical thrust,” Kasta instructed.

“Like this?” I asked as I pressed it.

“Bit more. That’s it.”

“Shit, shit, shit,” Zea chanted as we passed next to what looked like a missile that hadn’t actually exploded yet.

“It’s going to be okay,” I whispered, but then my words caught in my throat when I saw a spinning blender of fragments tumbling through the space between us and our destination.

“Adam, turn to your left. Good. Now thrust a small amount.”

“Like this?” I asked as I pressed the button once more. The inside of my suit felt like I was in a pool of water, and I saw two ships smash into each other some four hundred meters above us.

“Yep,” Kasta said. “Should be smooth sailing from here. Just no one move, hit your thrusters or do anything.”

“I’m not doing shit,” Zea hissed, and I heard her whisper something under her breath that sounded a lot like ‘what the fuck is wrong with me? Why would I jump out of a perfectly good spaceship?’

None of us spoke as we floated the rest of the way through the tumbling wreckage from the previous battle. Every few seconds, it looked like a piece of metal, rock, or destroyed drone might collide with us, but Kasta’s calculations were perfect, and I was soon reaching for one of the exterior handles of the Jotnar cruiser.

“Got it!” I said as my fingers wrapped around the grip.

“It’s not over yet,” Juliette sighed in our transponders. “Adam, attach that hook, everyone else, you need to get inside quickly. It looks like the hull is still getting battered, and you don’t want to be outside if something hits it.”

My three wives let go of my rope and moved across the hand grips toward the hole in the side of the cruiser, I found one of the anchor tow hitches near the back of the ship, but it took me about five minutes to climb there and attach the rope.

“Get inside, Adam,” Juliette pleaded as soon as I had attached the tow line.

“You don’t have to tell me twice,” I chuckled as I walked hand over hand toward the hole in the hull. As I moved, a few sharp spikes of metal smacked into the metal around me. I didn’t get hit, but each of the sharpened metal points left small divots in the side of the metal, and I guessed they would have torn through me like a needle through a thin piece of cotton.

Zea and Paula carefully pulled me inside of the hole, and then the four of us took a step away from the opening just as a long metal bar bounced off the rim of it like a flipping spear. The gap was about two meters in diameter, and I saw that the interior wall of the ship some five meters away was melted. A corpse of a uniformed Jotnar warrior floated by, and Kasta grabbed him by his belt so that she could pull him to the ground.

“What are you doing?” Zea asked as she glanced around the dark interior of the hallway where we stood.

“Seeing if he has any sort of security keycard, Ms. Hacker.”

“Oh,” Zea laughed. “Yeah, but you see its Queen Hacker now, Sweetie Pie.”

The three of them laughed, and then Kasta pulled what looked like a leather satchel off his corpse.

“Huh. Nothing but what they use for money, and a few print pictures. They might not have any security clearance stuff here, but I’m still taking his pistol.” Kasta untied the dead man’s gun belt and then wrapped it around her space suit.

“How are you going to patch up this hole?” I asked.

“We’ll go to the hold and see what they have for repair equipment,” Paula explained. “Worse case, we’ll cut pieces off the floor and weld it on the inside. It will be super messy.”

“Before that, we should make sure the systems work on this,” Zea said as she gestured to the dark hallway. “The emergency lights aren’t even on. If we can’t get the power to boot, then it isn’t worth patching anything up.”

“And before you do that, I need Kasta to take a look outside real quick, do her math, and let me know the best time to start towing,” Juliette said. “Even if this thing is a piece of junk, you won’t want to swim through the debris again.”

“I’m on it,” Kasta said as she leaned out of the hole.

“Zea and I will move to the bridge and see if we can get the power started,” I said.

“Alright,” Paula said as she gave a nervous glance around the dark hallways. “We’ll move to the hold. Be careful.”

“You too,” I said, and then Zea and I turned and started walking toward the front of the Jotnar ship.

Both of us had our rifles out, but we didn’t expect anything to be alive. It was obvious that the ship was powered off, and most engines had virtually unlimited juice that they recharged from radiation. So this girl was both broken and not pushing out life support, or she had sensed that everyone on board was dead and had turned herself off.

I was hoping it was the second one.

“Did you hear something?” Zea whispered to me after we had walked for a few minutes in the darkness toward where I thought there must have been an elevator.

“No,” I said, “and I have good hearing.”

“You both are freaking me out,” Paula whispered.

“Me too,” Juliette whispered, “and I’m not even there. I just see your suit’s camera feed.”

“You do?” Zea asked.

“Yeah, Blondie,” Juliette laughed. “We are all eating popcorn and pretending this is a horror movie.”

“I doubt that,” Zea scoffed.

“Juliette was just saying how concerned she was for your safety,” I heard Eve say in the background.

“Maybe,” Juliette laughed again, and I head Aasne and Elana chuckle.

“Let’s keep it quiet,” I said. “Or I won’t be able to hear something if there is something actually here.”

My words shut everyone up, and Zea and I continued moving down the dark hallways.

We only saw a few more bodies, but they looked like rowers. They wore uniforms, but were unarmed. After making a few turns, I almost thought I might have missed the elevator, but then I saw the double doors and gestured for Zea to follow me to them.

“We are at the elevator,” I growled as I forced my hand into the crack opening and began to pry the doors apart.

“We just reached the hold,” Paula said. “They’ve got a bunch of drones here, and a supply of repair parts for the hull. Looks like they need to be repaired from the outside though. They have all the equipment, Sis and I just need the power on so we can start.”

“Working on it,” I gasped as the elevator doors opened.

I leaned my head into the shaft, looked up, and saw the car above us. There was a panel at the bottom that I guessed could be pried open to get inside, and I gestured for Zea to follow me up the chute.

“Jussssssst so you know, this was not how I wanted to spend my honeymoon,” Zea laughed.

“I’m sure Adam will make it up to us,” Paula said.

“Yeah,” I said as I moved my fingers over the elevator unit emergency door. I couldn’t see a latch anywhere, and it wasn’t opening with my pushes. “We’ll do a spa or something.”

“Spa?” Juliette said.

“Yes,” Eve answered. “On Adam’s battle fortress, he has several rooms filled with hot springs and trees. There are many beautiful Nordar women on the ship that offer wonderful massages.”

“Dammmmnnn,” Juliette sighed. “Hey Eve, you can read minds, right?”

“Yes…” I heard Eve reply.

“So when you read Adam’s mind, does he think I’m good wife material, or does he kind of consider me more of a mistress?”

“I am not sure that he has thought much about--”

“Does he like butt stuff?” Juliette interrupted Eve, “cause I’m totally down if it means I get a crown and daily massages.”

“You know we can hear you talking?” Zea sighed.

“Oh, shit,” Juliette laughed, and then I heard her voice cut off.

“I’m going to break this open,” I said as I pointed to the stubborn door with one hand and pulled my rifle off my shoulder with the other.

“Uhh, careful,” the hacker said as I pulled the weapon back over my head.

I slammed the butt of the rifle into the center of the door, and a boom of thunder filled the elevator shaft. The panel dented a bit, but it was bent inward significantly after I took my fourth hit. The fifth broke it open and then we both peered inside.

“Paula and Kasta, you guys hear that banging?” I asked as Zea and I swam through the zero gravity and into the elevator.

They didn’t answer me.

“Paula, Kasta?” I asked again as I tried to keep the panic out of my voice.

“Shit,” Zea hissed. “You made a lot of noise with that. If there is anyone in the cruiser still alive, they must have heard it. Where are they?”

“Juliette?” I asked, but there was no answer from the redhead.

“Fuck,” I growled as I looked for another door up and out of the elevator car. There was a second hatch, and this one popped open with just a flip of my fingers. Then I motioned for Zea to follow me, and we sprang up and out of the car.

“--ange--hear--there?” I heard Juliette say into our transponders, and I sighed with some relief.

“I think our signal is getting blocked,” I told Zea.

“If we can get the power on, I can push our transponder through the ship,” the hacker replied. “That is, if the Jotnar systems are somewhat similar to Persephone or the Nordar ones.”

“We’ll find out soon,” I said as I gestured to the top door on the elevator shaft. “This has to be the entrance to the bridge.”

Then I paused when I saw a flash of light flash out of the seam of the door that we were about to open.

“Uhhh, Adam,” she whispered.

“I saw it,” I whispered back.

“Is there someone alive in the bridge?”

“I doubt it,” I whispered as I swung my body around so that I could try to get a better look at the seam of the elevator shaft door.

“Then what was making the light?” Zea hissed.

“Maybe something on the bridge is powered,” I said with a shrug. “Can you put your back up against the opposite wall?”

“Yeah,” Zea said, and then she kicked off the side wall, flipped through the air, and then grabbed onto an I-beam in the shaft so she could press her back against the far wall.

“Get your rifle out and point it at the door,” I ordered as I pushed my fingers into the small crack on the seam.

“If you don’t think anyone is in there, why am I pointing my gun over there?” she whispered urgently.

“Just in case,” I grunted softly as I began to pull the doors apart. They were a bit stubborn, and I wondered for a few moments if I should shift, but then they came apart a bit, and I dodged to the side as soon as I saw the flash of light inside again.

Zea fired her rifle as soon as I was clear, and then I saw her fling herself to the side as a burst of blue pulse bullets went through the doorway and slammed into the wall beneath where she had been shooting.

I grabbed my own rifle, twisted it around my right shoulder, and then blind fired into the room in the direction that I kind of though the Jotnar were shooting us from. I heard a single cry, and then I yanked my gun away from the door. No one was returning fire, so I gestured for Zea to take a position on the opposite side of the open crack from me so that we could both lean in and get shots off. She followed my orders, and then I raised three fingers to signal the countdown for her. As soon as I made a fist, we both spun around the crack in the doors I had pulled apart and aimed into the bridge. There was movement off to my right, and both Zea and I fired bursts of rifle bullets into the dark area.

There was a scream, and then the light stayed fixed pointing at the ceiling.

We both held our positions for a few moments, and then I indicated to her that she was going to cover me while I squeezed through the crack and moved forward into the room. A few moments later I was taking cover behind the nearest blocky terminal station while I swung my rifle over the dark room.

I didn’t see any more movement, and the single point of light stayed in its spot across the dark room. I finally gestured back for Zea to come in, and we both carefully covered each other as we moved across the room toward the light source.

The corpse belonged to a Jotnar warrior. The man was wearing a form fitting space suit with a slightly egg shaped helmet. One of Zea’s or my shots had punched through the glass and taken him in the throat, and another shot had put a hole in his chest. His face was frozen with shock, but his eyes were closed, and I wondered if he’d been thankful to depart this world finally.

“Looks like he might have been the only survivor,” I said as I searched him for the weapon he used against us. It was a small pocket-sized pulse pistol, and I checked the safety before putting it in the front pocket of my suit’s chest piece. “This probably isn’t good for us, since he would have gotten the ship back working if he could have.”

“Or he’s a dumbass,” Zea said as she floated over to the pilot’s terminal. “Let me see what I can do.”

I moved myself toward her so that the light coming from my helmet could light the input keyboard for her terminal, and I watched her hammer away at the buttons for a few moments. Nothing happened on the dark screen, and I could see her frown through her helmet.

“Fuck,” I grunted.

“Yeah,” Zea sighed and then pointed at the lower part of the terminal. “Can you yank the bottom panel out? I want to look at the wiring.”

“Sure,” I said, and then I hooked my fingers along the seam, grunted, and peeled the metal outward like a tough sardine can.

Zea pushed her face into the nest of wires until I couldn’t see the inside past her narrow shoulders. She kicked her feet a few times like she was swimming and then I heard her laugh through the transponder.

“Okay, I think I see something that might work. This terminal has a battery backup, but it looks like that battery was either never wired to the main power, or it was disconnected somewhere in the guts of the ship. It would kind of explain why the power is out everywhere; none of the backup systems could turn on.”

“How do we fix it?” I asked.

“Well, the most obvious solution is to get Paula and Kasta to fix it.” Zea chuckled again, and she kicked her feet a few times as she started to float backward. “But I think I can do it. I just need something to use as a battery for a few minutes, then I can access the systems and see if this is a hardware or software failure. If it’s a software failure, then I can probably fix that. If it’s hardware, the chances of me fixing it without Paula and Kasta are slim, but I might be able to figure something out, or at least I can get the transponder relays working so we can talk to each other again.”

“Can you use the pistol as a power supply?” I asked as I pulled the weapon from my pocket.

“Great idea,” she said as she reached back without looking to take it from my hand. “It might be a little too much juice, but I just need a few minutes of power so that I can get everything working again.”

I waited in silence as the hacker fiddled around in the back of the terminal for a few minutes, then she let out an annoyed grunt and pushed herself out.

“I need your Kitty-boy strength,” she panted. “I can’t get the connector terminals to fit around the power relays for the pistol’s magazines. Can you bend them with your fingers?”

“I’ll try,” I said as I ducked my head into the wire mesh.

“It’s a thick green cord. You’ll see it at the back by what looks like a black painted box about the size of a head.”

“I see it,” I said as I reached through the wires. The cord had two copper colored connector male parts, and the pistol magazine had two female holes that were set too close together. I grabbed the ends with my fingers, squeezed as hard as I could and then wiggled them into the magazine.

“I think I’ve got it,” I said as I pushed the parts together.

“Yeah,” Zea laughed, “you are good at fitting big things into tight holes.”

“Ha,” I chuckled. “It’s in as far as I can get it.”

“Let me try to turn it on. You might want to get your head out of there in case something explodes.”

“Got it,” I said as I pulled my shoulders out and looked up at her hands.

“Cross your fingers,” she said and then she started tapping the controls

The keyboard flickered for a moment, and then it lit up with a cyan glow.

“Fuck yeah!” Zea shouted, and then her hands began to dance across the keyboard as the terminal screen spit out Nordar runes.

“You can read all that?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Zea said. “Kasta figured it out in a few days and has been teaching Paula and me. I’m not native yet, but this shit is easy.”

“You are all geniuses,” I said as I squeezed her shoulder through her suit.

“Awww,” Zea gushed. “Okay, soooooo, looks like I was right about the battery. Main engines weren’t charging the backups. I’m going to try to get the main power on. Ohhh, so dumb. These guys have a password on their engines? Why would they do that? I’m gonna need my computer.”

I watched her pull her small system out of her suit pocket, and then she fumbled with the connectors on the terminal. Half a minute later she had it plugged in and she was typing on both keyboards at the same time.

“It’s ironic,” she muttered. “If the life support was on, I could just plug in. Then this shit would be done in a minute. Once I get the systems on I won’t need to plug in though.”

“What about the hole in the hull?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’m going to leave the life support off, and just turn on the main power to the engines, lights, and elevators. Then I can get our transponders connected to their relays and the twins can start patching up the hull. I think this is gonna work. No wonder that guy had been stuck here. This thing was a mess from a systems standpoint. Annnnnd voila! Systems on!”

As soon as Zea said the words, the lights in the bridge turned on, and every terminal sprag to life. The front view screen also booted up, and I could see the corvette and orange tow line. It looked like Juliette had pulled us from the trash, and I felt my tense shoulders relax.

“--from the bridge.” I heard Kasta’s words pop and crackle in my transponder.

“Can you all hear us?” Zea asked as her fingers danced on the terminal controls again.

“Yes!” I heard five women shout in unison.

“Are you okay? Where are you?” Paula asked.

“We made it to the bridge,” I explained. “One Jotnar was still alive up here in a suit, but we took care of him, and Zea figured out how to turn everything on.”

“We can see the lights,” Kasta said. “We have a spare panel to replace the one outside.”

“Do you want me to turn the gravity on?” Zea asked.

“Hmmm,” Paula said. “Can you do that while there is a hole in the hull?”

“No,” Juliette said. “Well, you can, but the ship might get confused and pour too much power into that area trying to correct the vacuum.”

“That’s what I figured,” Paula said. “We’ll jump out the hold door and get to work on the hole. It will probably take us half an hour.”

“You got all the time you need,” Juliette said. “I pulled you out of the trash so… oh shit.”

“Uhh. Oh shit?” Zea, Paula, Kasta, and I asked in unison.

“Yeah,” Juliette sighed. “I’m picking up a signal on the long range scanners. It’s way out at the end of the system, but someone else is definitely here, and it’s only a matter of time before their scanners pick us up.”
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Chapter 10

“If it’s the Jotnar, we are fucked,” Zea hissed.

“Won’t be much better if it is Waymund either,” I heard Elana say. “Not everyone knows Adam is their king.”

“Can’t you say something to them?” Kasta asked.

“Sure, but how strange of a story is this? Most of my clan thinks I am a man, so I would have to explain that I am really a woman, and that I am now Queen of the Vaish, and they are now Vaish. They won’t believe it.”

“Juliette, how much time do you think we have?” I asked.

“Hard to say. We were already scanning the system, and I had fired probes out to relay. They might have just paused here between drives, but I doubt it.”

“Occam's Razor says they are either Jotnar or Waymund,” Kasta said.

“What do we do, Adam?” I heard Aasne ask, and the transponder went silent as the women waited for me to figure out a plan.

I spun the problem in my head a few dozen times as I tried to figure out what to do. We could probably all make it back to the corvette in a few minutes, but I hated to give up on the Jotnar cruiser. This really did seem like a gift given to us from Odin, and we would be able to skip a whole leg of our quest if we could get the large ship functioning.

It was worth fighting for.

“Juliette, tow us to the other side of the debris cloud so that they might not see us through the trash,” I said. “That should buy us some extra time. Paula and Kasta, you need to fucking hurry with your repairs. Zea, figure out what kind of guns this thing has and try to get them working.”

“Got it,” the four women agreed, and I saw the corvette’s thrusters engage. The towline grew taut almost instantly, but I really couldn’t feel the shift in momentum.

A few tense minutes passed in silence, and then the twins let us know that they were on the outside of the hull.

“We are just going to do a rivet patch instead of a weld,” Paula said. “It should hold up through hyperdrive, and we can weld it from the inside.”

“Scanners are telling me that the ship is heading our way,” Juliette said.

“I’ve got the cruiser’s cannons online,” Zea gasped. “Four heavies and six lights. Adam, you can access them through any terminal.”

“Got it,” I said as I swam to one of the seats and strapped myself in. I still couldn’t see the approaching ship on the cruiser’s scanner feed, but I trusted Juliette wasn’t making this shit up.

“This thing has a pretty good warpdrive,” Zea said. “Four light years per hour with a three hour battery. Then an eight hour recharge. Hyperdrive is forty-five hours for one light year.”

“Is the hyperdrive working?” Eve asked. “Could we not just travel across the system or one over and then do the repairs.”

“You can’t hyper or warp with a hole in the hull,” I said. “Ship would tear apart.”

“Ohh,” Eve sighed.

“We are a quarter done!” Paula panted. “Ahh fuck dropped my--”

“Got it!” Kasta shouted. “Here.”

“How much longer?” I asked as I tried to ignore the slamming of my heart in my chest.

“It’s moving faster,” Kasta said.

“That’s not much of an answer!” Zea hissed.

“Fifteen!” Paula shouted.

“How’s the other ship?”

“It’s weird,” Juliette said. “It could just hyperdrive over to us, but it’s just cruising. I think they are waiting for their scanners to digest all the info from the trash cloud.”

“This is going to be close,” Aasne whispered.

“Who knows what they are thinking, though,” Elana said. “They could just think the corvette is another trashed ship, and the cruiser is dead.”

“How close is the next system over?” I asked.

“Let me check,” Juliette said. “It’s close, actually. Quarter of a light year. What are you thinking?”

“We need to get the Jotnar cruiser working, and then we need to get you all off the corvette and onboard with our supplies. I don’t want to do that with this enemy ship breathing down our neck, so we’ll hyper one system over. Zea, can you figure out how to do that on this ship?”

“I think so,” Zea said.

“Paula and Kasta, how we looking?” I asked.

“Fourteen minutes, since you asked us a minute ago.” Kasta laughed.

“The other ship has paused,” Juliette said.

“Do you have an identification yet?” I asked.

“No,” she answered. “I just see a sensory ping from the relay probes.”

“Can they see our probes and know we are here?” Elana asked.

“Maybe,” I said, “or they could think it was space trash. Paula and Kasta, how are we--”

“Still working on it!” Paula answered with a stressed laugh. “I love you, but if you ask again in the next minute, I’m gonna lose my shit!”

“Understood.” I forced myself to laugh, but my shoulders were one big knot, and the beast in my stomach was growling with frustration. It was one thing to face an enemy in combat, but we were just sitting ducks here, and all we could hope for was them not to notice us.

“I have the course plotted for the next sector,” Zea said. “We’ll be ready to go as soon as the hole is patched.”

“Thanks,” I said, and the hacker nodded.

“They are moving again,” Juliette said. “Still haven’t engaged hyperdrives, so I dunno what’s going on.”

“Let’s think it through,” I said. “If it is Jotnar or Waymund, then they might be moving slow for fear of being attacked. What other possibilities are there?”

“It might be scavengers,” Juliette said. “This is kind of a major thoroughfare. Again, I find it highly unlikely that they would have appeared just now, but they weren’t close to our position, and if this was either clan returning for a cleanup mission, they would have just popped out of their drive a lot closer.”

“We might be okay if it is scavengers,” I said. “There is plenty of loot here for them, and they won’t want to fight. We can let them know we’ll be leaving soon, and then they can have--”

“They hyperdrived--” Juliette shouted, and the ship materialized right in front of our view screen. The Jotnar cruiser’s scanners screamed out an alarm, and then the tag of the enemy ship scrolled down the screen in puke yellow lettering. It was a heavy cruiser class, but my eyes bypassed the technical details until they settled on the maker and ID tag.

Elaka Nota.

“Shit!” we all screamed as I twisted my cannon controls toward the larger ship.

“Our fucking towline is still--” Juliette started to shout.

“I will remove it!” Eve shouted loud enough to make my ears hurt.

“Adam, don’t fire!” Juliette screamed again, and my finger froze over the trigger. “They are trying to communicate with us.”

“What?” I growled as I struggled against the beast’s desire to lay waste to my enemy.

“Should we accept the communication?” Juliette asked. “Their weapons are pointed at the corvette, not at you guys.”

“Fuck,” I growled as my finger trembled. “Maybe they don’t know what is going on?”

“They might not see us,” Paula hissed. “I can’t see their ship. They are on the other side.”

“Can you patch their communications through both of our ships?”

“Uhhh, maybe,” Juliette said. “Well, I can just set my transponder on sensitive so you can hear what they say through the speakers. You won’t be able to talk directly to them.”

“Okay,” I growled. “They should just be attacking, but they must want something. Let’s try to see what it is. Best case, they give us some time to patch the hull and then we escape.”

“Uhhh, yeah. I guess I can try to buy us some--”

“I will speak with them,” Eve said. “Accept the communications. No video.”

“You got it,” Juliette said, and then I heard a faint beep.

Then there was silence for a few moments, and Zea and I both looked at each other.

“Eight Six - A, are your video communication systems working?” a woman asked.

“Who am I speaking with?” Eve asked.

“Turn on your video feed,” the voice replied.

“Why are you requesting our video feed?” Eve asked. “Are we in your territory, Elaka Nota? Our scanners do not indicate anyone has laid claim to this system. Therefore, we claim first rights over this salvage.”

“We do not care about your salvage, Gray Horizon. We are looking for two fugitive criminals,” the female voice said. “We believe they are on your ship. Prepare to be boarded.”

“No,” Eve said calmly. “What right do you have to board us? Who are these criminals you are searching for? How could they be on our ship?”

“We have a right to board you because we have ten heavy plasma cannons and twelve light plasma cannons along with forty fighter drones and pulse shields. You have four light cannons and no shields. We are looking for the criminals known as Eve and Adam. They are on your ship. We will move to your starboard side to board. Do not attempt to make any movements with your corvette. Instruct your crew to be in the hold disarmed and on their knees, and we will allow them to live after we have retrieved the criminals.”

“Okay,” Eve replied. “We will wait for you in our hold.”

“Thank you,” the other woman replied, and I heard a beep as the connection ended.

“Why the fuck did you agree?” Juliette groaned.

“There is no other choice,” Eve said. “Unless you think we can take them in combat.”

“Uhhh,” Juliette sighed. “It would be tough.”

“Is the towline still attached?” I asked. “I can’t really see it on my--”

“I will remove it,” Eve said. “I can use my power--”

“No,” I interrupted her. “I have a better idea. Paula and Kasta, can you get inside of the hole?”

“Uhhh, yeah, but we are in the middle of patching it, we just need--”

“I’m going to need you to duck inside when I give you the signal.”

“Okay, but--”

“Juliette, it’s time for you to show us how good of a pilot you are.”

“Oh reeeeeealllyyy?” she purred. “I feel another insane Adam plan coming up. What do you have in mind, Kitty-boy?”

“Hey!,” Zea squeaked, “that’s what--”

“We are going to tie them up with the tow line,” I said. “Then we are going to drag them into the sharpnel.”

There was silence on the transponder for a few moments, and then Aasne cleared her throat. “Won’t they just shoot us when we try to--”

“The corvette is fast,” I began. “Juliette is going to wind it around the Elaka Nota’s nose, and each of our ships will be pressed up against its hull.”

“But won’t it just mean that we’ll get fucked up by the trash?” Zea asked.

“No,” I said. “Here is what is going to happen: They are going to freak out and try to engage their thrusters once they realize we are too close for them to shoot, then we’ll point them into the field of trash. As soon as we are aimed correctly, Eve will use her powers to release both hooks of the towline, and then they will throttle into the mess. There are dozens of missiles floating around in there, we’ll shoot them with our cannons, they will go off and either take out the heavy cruiser’s forcefield at the least, or destroy the entire ship at the most.”

“This plan is insane,” Juliette laughed. “I love it!”

“Uhh,” Zea said as we both stared at the Elaka Nota ship drifting toward the corvette. “If we are connected at the rear, do I need to pilot this cruiser also and?--”

“Yeah,” I said. “You’ll need to make it work.”

“I’ll tell you what to do,” Juliette said. “Your ship isn’t as graceful as the corvette, so I’ll just have you hold thrusters while I do the dancing.

“Yeahhhhh, we are wiggling in the hole now,” Kasta said. “You people are crazy.”

“It will be difficult for me to remove both hooks at the same time,” Eve said. “But I will try.”

“You need to do it,” I replied as calmly as I could. “Or the plan won’t work, and we’ll all die.”

“It will be done then, my love,” Eve whispered.

“They are getting closer,” Juliette said. “When do you want to start this?”

“Hmmmm,” I said as I studied the heavy cruiser. It was an extra forty meters longer than the ship Zea, Paula, Kasta, and I were on, but that made it almost twice the size of the corvette. “Wait until they get into docking position, then they won’t be able to disengage as easily.

“If you want to wait that long, I’m going to have Zea make the first move,” Juliette said.

“Me? I thought you just said that I only have to engage my--”

“They aren’t going to be paying that much attention to you,” Juliette said. “You can probably flip around them before they even realize.”

“She is right, Zea,” I said.

“Ahhh, okay,” the hacker gasped, and I saw her shoulders tense through her suit as she clutched on the controls.

“You are going to head bearing 1.458 and -4320.03. Once you get up there, angle your nose down as close to their hull as you can, but don’t scrape them. It will slow you down too much, and alert them to what you are doing. As soon as you start to wrap the towline around their top, I’m going to come up from the bottom and fly to your port si -- go! Go! Go! Go!”

“Hollllyyyy Shiiittt!” Zea screeched as the Jotnar cruiser twisted in the air and shot toward the Elaka Nota ship. Our vessel was no Persephone, but she was surprisingly agile, and we closed the distance between us in about three seconds.

Then Zea yanked back on her controls a second before we rammed the larger ship, and we angled up and away.

“Down! Down!” Juliette shouted, and Zea punched forward with her arms to bring our ship’s nose back around.

“Too much! Too--” Juliette’s words were cut off when the chin of our cruiser impacted the hull of the Elaka Nota ship. I would have thought that the shields would have caught the impact, or at least deadened the ram a bit, but they must have had them down so they could attempt to board the corvette.

The scraping noise filled our bridge, and for half a moment, I thought my teeth were going to rattle out of my skull.

Then we bounced off the larger ship.

“Down more, but don’t hit it again!” Juliette yelled. “I’m coming up and around your port side! Stay your course!”

“Got ittttttttttt!” Zea growled into our transponders as she angled our nose down so that we were twisting around the bottom of the large vessel like a spinning dolphin.

“Turn right two degrees!” Juliette ordered, and Zea did a half second before the corvette whipped around the bottom of the Elaka Nota cruiser in the opposite direction. For a stomach dropping moment, I thought we were going to slam into each other, but then we passed across each other, and Zea continued to angle our ship so that we flew right around the sides of our enemy.

The Elaka Nota ship fired one of their heavy plasma cannons, but the shot wasn’t even close to hitting us, and they couldn’t angle the weapons tight enough to aim at us.

“One more loop!” Juliette shouted as our ships darted past each other again. Zea wasn’t speaking, she was just grunting into our transponder as she crushed the controls in her grip.

“That’s it! Slow your-- Zea! Too fast! Too fast!” Juliette shouted.

“Shiiittttt!” Zea hissed, and then a horrific tearing sound ripped through our ship followed by a thunderous thud. The harness dug into my shoulders suddenly, and the corpse of the Jotnar man was thrown across the bridge like a football.

Surprisingly, no alarms went off.

“That’s one way to do it!” Juliette cheered. “Bear 34.50 by -235.35 and 456. Full fucking thrusters! Go! Go! Go!”

“On it!” Zea shouted as I felt the engine flex its muscles and pull like it was deadlifting.

As we started to move forward, I realized that Zea had kind of body slammed us into the top of the other cruiser, and our belly was pressed into the top of their drone ports. I was a bit fearful that my plan wouldn’t actually work, but as we started to put down some engine power, we began to drag the larger vessel toward the cloud of shrapnel, missiles, and destroyed Nordar ships.

“Cut your engines eighteen percent, Zea,” Juliette said as we began to twist upward, “You’ve got more torque than my corvette.”

“Got it,” the hacker replied, and our bound ship began to straighten out again.

“Soooo, they are sending us a communication again,” Juliette laughed. “You wanna talk to them?”

“No,” I growled. “Looks like we get to the edge in fifteen seconds. I’m guessing that we’ll flip around so their thrusters throw them in?”

“Yeah,” Juliette said. “Zea, this will be the hardest part.”

“I’m ready,” the hacker said, and then the Elaka Nota ship fired a few shots that weren’t anywhere close to hitting us.

“They are freaking out,” Juliette said.

“I want them to panic, I want them to--”

“Adam!” Eve shouted, and we all stopped talking. “They have someone like me. That is how they found us. She is trying to attack me with her powers.”

“Fuck,” I growled. “How are you?--”

“She is not as powerful as me,” Eve hissed. “Still, she keeps trying. I do not wish to hurt her, but I fear I might have to. What should I do? She is my sister.”

“She isn’t your sister,” I said. “Your sisters are sitting right next to you. This woman is a weapon Elaka Nota created to fight you.”

“Yes, you are correct,” Eve said. “I will deal with her.”

“Deal with her fast,” Juliette said, “cause things are about to get fucking crazy. They are really pulling with their engines.”

“Yeah,” I said as I saw our speed began to slow. “Eve, how are you doing?”

There was a few seconds of silence, and then Elana spoke. “She’s just sitting in her chair with her eyes closed.”

“Fuck,” I growled as I focused on the screen. We were almost there, but I could see the the front thrusters of the Elaka Nota cruiser spraying out massive bursts of fire in an attempt to keep us from pushing it into the mess of garbage.

Then our speed seemed to slow to a crawl.

“They have some serious power on that boat,” Juliette growled.

“We are going to do it now,” I said. “Let’s flip it over and then hit our front thrusters and release. Eve?”

“She still has her eyes closed!” Elana shouted. “Will she know to take off the towline hooks? Should we wait?”

“Fuck,” I growled again as I looked at the screen. We had maybe another five hundred meters until the edge of the garbage and then another five hundred meters until it got oppressively thick. A ship going full throttle would cover that distance in an eyeblink, and I knew that our opponents couldn’t stop themselves if we could flip around and cut them loose.

But if we didn’t have Eve, we would just get pulled into the missiles and shrapnel with them.

“Their hold is opening!” Juliette shouted. “They are probably going to pour their drones out.”

“Eve?” I asked.

“She’s still not responding!” Elana shouted. “I’m touching her hand and nothing.”

“Ten drones out!” Juliette hissed. “Adam!”

“Spin us!” I shouted as my stomach flip-flopped a thousand times.

“Zea, angle up 88.09!” Juliette commanded. “Full throttle, you are going to do most of the pushing and I’ll steer.”

“Come on babyyyyy!” Zea urged as she yanked back on her control.

For half a moment, nothing seemed to happen.

Then we started to spin upward like a yo-yo.

The G’s slammed my stomach into my spine, my eyes almost instantly lost focus on the screen, and the edges of my vision started to blacken. I knew everyone else but Kasta was feeling the same forces because I heard the combined gasps of six women.

“Eve!” I shouted. “Wake up! Eve!”

“Shiiiittttt,” Zea groaned. “Eve, please…”

“I am here!” the vampire shouted. “Tell me when!”

“Zea, cut your engines, and Eve cut the hooks on my signal,” Juliette said with a surprising amount of calmness. “Annnnndddd. Now!”

I saw Zea jerk her arm back, and our cruiser seemed to relax. My vision was still spinning, but I managed to focus on the screen in time to see the Elaka Noka cruiser belly flop into the field of trash. Their engines were pushing full throttle, and I saw a hundred sparks of light as metal shards scrapped, punctured, and tore into the hull.

“Fire on the missiles!” I ordered as I fingered the controls of my cannons.

Twin streams of plasma left our carrier and nicked a stray missile that was on the starboard side of the battle cruiser. I half expected for it not to explode, but it erupted in a ball of angry lava, and the cruiser bounced away from the impact as its hull began to glisten.

Another missile exploded on the port side of the Elaka Nota ship, and this one set off a chain reaction of explosions and shrapnel that ate into the hull of the enemy battle cruiser like a fat man taking bites out of a submarine sandwich. The vessel began to twist into three separate dripping parts, and everyone let out a cheer.

“Fuck you, Elaka Nota!” Zea laughed as she flipped both middle fingers up at the deteriorating spaceship. “No one messes with the King and his Queens!”

“Great job everyone,” I said with an exhale of relief. “Paula and Kasta, you both okay?”

“Kinda,” Paula laughed. “Feel like a kitten that accidently got stuck in a clothes dryer.”

“Shit,” I sighed. “Are you hurt at all? Is your suit--”

“I’m alright,” she said. “We managed to get to a bulkhead seat before the real fun started. Are we good to get back to the repairs?”

“Yeah,” I said, “and as soon as you are done, we are going to hyperdrive one system away and transfer everyone over. Good or bad, there is just a little too much luck in this place.”

“Perhaps we have caught the attention of Loki in addition to Odin and Freyja,” Aasne said. “He might be playing games with us.”

“Naw,” I said. “The only one up to their usual tricks is Elaka Nota, and as soon as we finish with the Jotnar, those motherfuckers are next on my list.”
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Chapter 11

It took Paula and Kasta another fifteen minutes to do the repairs. Zea hit the gravity and life support systems on the cruiser, and the systems seemed to hold just fine. Juliette said that it was pretty obvious that there was a patch there, but I decided that we could work it into our story if we were questioned somewhere in Jotnar’s home system.

I wanted to speak with Eve face to face, but I had to wait until the repairs were finished and both ships exited hyperdrive one solar system over. Then we docked the two vessels together and we all met in the cruiser’s hold to go over the next part of our plan.

“We have a lot of work to do and not a lot of time,” I said as I looked at everyone. “Anyone know how many light years away we are from Jotnar’s home sector?”

“I checked when we came out of hyperdrive,” Zea said. “Sixteen and a half light years.”

“Pretty far,” I sighed.

“Our new ship is way faster than the corvette.” Zea shrugged. “Two light years per hour for one hour with a ten hour charge would take us shy of ninety hours. This big girl does four light years per hour for three hours and an eight hour charge. It will take us thirteen hours to get there.”

“And we’ll be in a Jotnar ship.” Aasne grinned. “Perhaps the next phase of our plan will be easier?”

“Yeah,” I said as an idea suddenly came to me. “Kasta, how are you with voices?”

“Voices?” she asked as she raised a blonde eyebrow.

“Can you sound like someone else?”

“Yeah, I can do that, beautiful,” she said, and her voice sounded exactly like mine.

“Wow,” Zea laughed.

“It’s super easy,” Kasta said in the hacker’s voice. “I just gotta plug the right sounds into my processor and then blam! I’m like a voice ninja.”

“Do I really sound like that?” Zea asked, and the other women laughed as her face turned a bit red.

“How many escape pods are missing?” I asked as I turned to Juliette and Zea.

“None,” Juliettle said with a shrug. “They are all on board.”

“Perfect,” I said. “Probably means the captain is dead along with the crew.”

“Wouldn’t there be more bodies on the bridge then?” Zea asked. “We just found the one guy who--”

“He probably cleared them out,” I replied, “but we’ll do a search on the ship. Here is the short-term plan.” I gestured to the interior of the cruiser. “Paula and Kasta are going to finish welding the inside of the bulkhead. Long term, Kasta’s going to try to find any recordings of the previous captain speaking so she can try to learn his or her voice. Get the repairs completed first.”

“Got it,” the twins said in unison, and then they turned to jog back toward where the damaged wall had been patched.

“Juliette and Zea, you are going to set the navigation on the corvette to return to Nordar 13. Leave a message on the log for Madalena and update our plans.”

“Hmmm,” Juliette said. “It’s against the law to set warp and hyperdrives for auto engage. There isn’t even a setting to do it.”

“You going to go police officer on us right now?” I smirked at her.

“No,” she laughed.

“I’m the king,” I said with a shrug. “My word is law.”

“Our lord and husband is correct,” Aasne said. “He does not need to care about the rules of mere humans and--”

“But it’s going to be impossible to change the systems,” Juliette argued. “We’ll have to--”

“That’s what Zea does,” I explained as I pointed at the hacker. “She got this cruiser working with a pulse pistol magazine. She can figure out how to get the corvette to flip out of the drives automatically.”

“You fucking bet I can,” Zea said. “Come on, Red, let’s get to it.”

“Red?” Juliette asked with a bit of indignation in her voice.

“It’s not as cool sounding as ‘Blondie,’” Zea laughed, and then the two women walked back through the boarding tube toward the corvette.

“Aasne and Elana, I need you both to move the food over,” I said.

“What about the weapons?” Aasne asked.

“I’m conflicted,” I said. “We’ve got centerfire gear onboard, and Nordar would use pulse.”

“I do not think it would be an issue,” Elana said with a shrug of her slender shoulders. “We Nordar love weapons. The more on our ship, the merrier.”

“Alright,” I said. “Bring them all aboard and give me an inventory of what is left in this ship’s armory.”

“Yes, my king,” Elana said, and then they both followed Zea and Juliette into the boarding tube.

As soon as my two wives had walked out of earshot, I turned to Eve and reached my arms out for her. She fell into my embrace quickly and pushed her face into my chest.

“You alright?” I asked.

“Yes, my love,” she whispered.

“Tell me what happened.”

“I felt her mind try to enter mine. At first I thought that she meant to speak with me and try to find peace between us. But no, she was trying to incapacitate me. She knew me, or at least, she knew of me. She hated me. It is strange since she does not know me.”

“This means that Elaka Nota finally figured out how to use these women as weapons,” I said.

“And trackers,” Eve replied. “Yu mentioned something about the hyper and warpdrives and your dreams. I wonder if my blood sisters are able to sense me when I travel that way.”

“Hmm,” I said as I considered her words. “Can you sense them?”

“No,” she whispered as she shook her head. “Perhaps they are more powerful than me.”

“You said you fought her though?”

“Well, yes.” Eve smiled slightly. “Perhaps they are not more powerful than me. When she tried to enter my mind it was akin to a puppy scratching at a door. I opened the door, grabbed her by the tail, and spun her over my head a few times before tossing her outside.”

“Hot damn,” I laughed.

“Then I followed her out,” Eve said. “I was able to see what she saw on the bridge of her ship. I made the pilot faint and then pushed their throttle all the way to the max before I came back to my own body.”

“Incredible,” I laughed. “So our plan only worked because of you.”

“It was a great plan. I doubt that my interference did more than help slightly. Zea and Juliette are the heroines that executed your plan and saved our lives.”

“That is one of the many things I love about you,” I said as I hugged her tighter in my arms. “You give others the credit.”

“You do the same, my love,” she whispered. “That is why you are such a great leader, king, and husband.”

“I need your help with this Jotnar cruiser,” I said as I gestured around us. “I need to make sure there are no more survivors. My first thought was to go room to room searching, but that opens us up to attack, and we could still miss someone.”

“I understand,” she said. “It will take me a few minutes to search the ship. Will you sit with me?”

“Of course.” I gestured to a nearby bulkhead chair, and I pulled her onto my lap after I sat on it.

Eve leaned her head into my shoulder, took a deep breath, and then was still for a few minutes. While I waited, I relished in the scent and feel of her silky hair against my shoulder and neck. For a few moments in the middle of chaos, it was just Eve and me together, and I allowed my mind to travel back to the moment we had first saved each other’s lives, escaped through Elaka Nota’s building through the street sewers, and hidden ourselves in a sleazy hotel.

“I do not sense any other life,” she said as she opened her red eyes and took a long breath.

“That’s a relief.”

“Will you start clearing out the bodies now?” she asked.

“We can do that when we are in warp or hyperdrive,” I said. “It can wait for a few hours. We won’t be able to get going until we get supplies moved over from the corvette.”

“I would like to go help Aasne and Elana,” Eve said as she stood from my lap. “They are wonderful women, and I wish to grow closer to them.”

“Sounds good,” I replied, and we both walked through the hold and back into the corvette.

The next few hours were spent shifting all of our food, weapons, and clothes over to the Jotnar cruiser. Paula and Kasta finished the repair job within a half hour, but instead of having them work on moving, I had them work in the bridge trying to find recordings of the captain’s voice. Zea and Juliette finished their programming job ten minutes after the twins finished the repair, but I asked them to help find files on the bridge.

As soon as we were finished moving everything over, we closed and removed the docking tube. Then Zea triggered the corvette’s automated drive sequence, and we all watched the ship disappear off the heavy cruiser’s display.

“Let’s hope this ship can get us to Jotnar space,” Aasne said.

“It will get us there,” Kasta chirped happily.

“The challenge will be once we get there,” Elana said.

“That’s where Kasta will come in,” I said. “Juliette, you ready to go?”

“Yep,” the redhead said as she cracked her knuckles and then wiggled her fingers over the terminal controls. “Nav is set. Give me the word, Captain.”

“Engage warpdrive,” I ordered.

“Engaging warpdrive,” Juliette repeated, and then the display screen on the cruiser went black, and the ship shuttered a slight amount before it steadied.

“How about Kasta’s job?” Elana asked as she turned to the android.

“Zea managed to find the captain’s voice journal,” Kasta said as she looked over at the blonde hacker.

“It was password protected,” Zea said with a shrug, “so it took me a few minutes to open.”

“He sounds like this,” Kasta said, and her voice took on the timbre and pitch of a male. “Captain Taangarn is my name. I have commanded the Pewter Falcon for the last six years. Before that, I was commanding officer of the Yellow Gull for ten years. I like my aquavit chilled, and my women on their knees begging for my cock.”

“Did he actually say that?” Elana asked.

“Naw,” Kasta laughed. “I made the last part up. The rest is true though. I have his voice down perfectly, we just need a cover story.”

“Did his logs talk about what they were all doing in that sector where the battle was?” I asked.

“Yes,” the android answered. “They had a spy who said that Waymund would have a convoy of ships passing through the sector on their way to deliver rhodium to their home planet. His last log indicated that there was only supposed to be three ships.”

“There were a lot more than three Waymund ships in that junk pile,” Aasne said.

“Yeah,” Kasta replied with a shrug. “We can’t find any recordings from the bridge during the battle, but it seemed like the Jotnar might have bitten off more than they could chew. Still, we don’t know how many ships they brought, or if anyone escaped.”

“Hmmm,” I said as I turned to look at Elana. “I want you to remind me of this after I conquer the Jotnar. I need to find out about their spy network.”

“Yes, my king,” she replied.

“So here is the cover story,” I said as I turned back to Kasta. “Act like Captain Taangarn and say that our ship was damaged. You’ve repaired it and then limped back to this sector, but you’ll need more extensive repairs before the ship will be battle worthy again. You need to try to figure out from the logs which other ships were in the battle. Claim that our communications were damaged, so you lost audio during the battle, and still don’t have video.”

“And then ask them if we can dock in the battle fortress for repairs?” she asked with a wiggle of her blonde eyebrows.

“You got it. That’s our main goal as soon as we get into their sector. We have to get on the fortress.”

“What about once we are on the fortress?” Elana asked, and her voice was tinted with a bit of concern.

“We’ll figure that out after,” I said. “I’m hoping we can get a spot to dock near the end of the harbor, so we can sneak into the rest of the fortress.” I rose, stretched my back, and then smiled at the group of beautiful women. Their eyes were all fixed on me, and I wondered if I would ever get used to their adoration.

“In between now and then, we have to get rid of all the bodies on the ship and find uniforms to wear.”

“Uhhh, Adam, I think you have forgotten something,” Paula said as she half raised her hand in the air.

“Yeah?” I said, but then she pressed her lips together nervously and I remembered.

“I thought--”

“We’ll do our dinner tonight,” I said. “Let me know when you are ready on the transponder, the rest of us will work on cleaning the ship.”

“Thank you,” Paula said as she bowed her head slightly. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

“Me too.” I smiled at her and then turned to everyone else. “Kasta and Zea, I want you to keep looking through the ship’s logs for useful information.”

“Got it,” Zea said.

“Everyone else, we are going to start collecting bodies, so--”

“I’m gonna need to stay in the seat and watch the controls,” Juliette said as she gestured to the terminal. “You know, pilot and all. It’s important that I do pilot things.”

“Juliette and Eve are going to take the top floor,” I continued. “Aasne and Elana will take middle with me, since that’s where the main crew quarters are. Drag all the bodies to the hold outside of the airlock. Kasta, how many did the manifest say were on board?”

“Forty-eight,” she answered.

“Number one is right there,” I said as I pointed to the corpse of the man who had tried to shoot us on the bridge. “He may have moved the bodies somewhere else on this level, but the elevator was stuck when the power went out, so I’m thinking he didn’t get them to the airlock.”

“We will find them,” Eve said as she moved to the other exit door of the bridge that I guessed went to officers’ quarters or offices.

Our group parted ways to complete our chores. Aasne, Elana, and I chatted about the various nuances between the Nordar clans as we went about the crew rooms on the middle floor of the cruiser. We found fourteen bodies in various rooms. They all looked to have died from the vacuum, and their bodies were somewhat preserved.

By the time we pulled all the bodies to the hold’s airlock, Eve and Juliette had started to pull the load out of the elevator. They had found twenty bodies crammed into one of the officers’ rooms, so they hadn’t needed to do much searching.

The bottom floor of the cruiser produced the other fourteen bodies, and we stripped the corpses of weapons before pushing them into the airlock. We couldn’t off load them when we were in warpdrive, but it felt good to get the job completed.

“Now I need to take three showers,” Juliette sighed as she wiped her gloved hands on her jeans.

“Have you not been around bodies before?” Elana asked.

“Well, yeah, I’ve seen plenty of corpses during my police work,” the redhead replied, “but that doesn’t mean I like touching or moving them.”

“They are dead, we are not, it is cause for celebration,” Aasne said.

“Yeah, but I’d be just as fine dancing on their graves if someone else dug the hole. Know what I mean?”

“Adam?” Paula’s voice came through my transponder. “Ummm, I don’t know if now works for you, but I’ll be ready in half an hour. If you are too busy I--”

“I’m fine,” I said. “We just finished. I’m going to try to figure out where to take a shower, and then I’ll come to the galley.”

“Great!” Paula gushed. “I’m so… ahh. I’ll see you soon.”

“The captain’s room is in the area behind the bridge,” Eve said as soon as the transponder beeped. “The room looked very clean, I believe it may have been cleaned before they all died.”

“Perfect,” I said. “I’ll talk with you all later.”

“Have a good night,” Aasne said, and everyone smiled at me.

I took the elevator up to the bridge again, said a quick hello to Kasta and Zea, and then I found the captain’s room. The suite was much larger than my room on Persephone, but that was to be expected since the heavy cruiser was a good eighty meters longer. The furniture in the room was made out of aged oak, and paintings of beautiful Viking women posing with weapons while in various states of undress were on all the walls. One of my wives had set my duffle bag of clothes on the bed, and I removed a fresh set of clothes and my toothbrush before jumping in the marble tiled shower.

“Damn, it’s good to be a Jotnar cruiser captain,” I laughed as I washed myself under the four shower heads and scrubbed myself with luxury soap.

Shortly after I showered, I headed back down to the second floor and made my way to the galley. The cruiser’s kitchen area was about twice the size of Persephone’s, and Paula looked a bit nervous standing behind the massive metal counters. There was a large datapad sitting on the counter next to the stove, and she glanced at it quickly before giving me a wide smile.

“Hi,” she whispered.

“Hi,” I replied as I took a seat at the counter.

“Soooooo,” she started, “I’m not really much of a cook.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I just want to spend the time with you.”

“Okay,” she replied with a bit of relief. “We didn’t have a lot of money growing up, and after my parents… well… I spent more time working on my projects than worrying about food. As soon as I had money I just ordered out all the time. Kasta would sometimes cook stuff, but we started to get busy when Byron’s empire started growing.”

“I get it,” I said. “I haven’t heard you mention Byron in a while.”

“Ahhh,” she sighed as she turned around to attend to one of her heating pots. I smelled chicken stock, celery, and onions on the air, and my stomach began to grumble with anticipation.

“It’s probably a weird subject for our wedding dinner, so we don’t have to talk about it if you don’t--”

“Oh, no, it’s fine,” she said. “Byron was my most advanced creation. I’m proud of him, but I’ve kind of forced him out of my mind.”

“He was your most advanced?” I asked with a bit of surprise. “I thought Kasta would have been.”

“It is somewhat complicated,” Paula said as she reached for a metal spoon and stirred the contents of her pot. “Their bodies and firmware were pretty much the same, but Kasta was programmed with my personality, and then I allowed her to evolve. Byron was a completely different personality, and I made him with Kasta’s input. So I’m saying he was more advanced because his programming wasn’t a derivative of me.”

“Ahh,” I said as I remembered my last moments with the android. At first I had thought him just a low level criminal boss, but then we figured out that he was an android on a mission to end the man who Paula and Kasta had thought was responsible for kidnapping their sister. He’d given up his life to protect Queen’s Hat, and while he’d been much cruder than Kasta, I had ended up really liking the strange man.

“I sometimes wonder what he would think about all this,” she said as she looked over her shoulder at me.

“All this? Or you and me?”

“Haha,” Paula giggled. “I guess I’d be most interested to know what he thought about you and me together.”

“What do you think he would say?” I asked.

“Ahhhhh,” Paula sighed and then turned around to smile at me. “He’d be happy for me and Kasta. He was a perverted miscreant, both bellicose, and selfish, but I had made him that way. He was how he was because he wanted to make me happy. I’m very happy with you, so he would be pleased.”

“That’s good to hear,” I said.

“I think we are a good fit, you, Kasta and me.”

“Oh?”

“Sure,” she replied as she grabbed two bowls from a cabinet and scooped some soup into them with a ladle. “I know some women are not very interested in sharing their men.”

“The Nordar women don’t seem to mind,” I chuckled. “I’m still not sure I’m ever going to be used to it.”

“Their culture is very pragmatic,” Paula said. “They think the strongest person should have multiple mates. I guess I was talking more about Zea.”

“Yeah,” I said. “She changed her mind after the rite.”

“We spent many hours talking to her about her fears,” Paula said. “Kasta and I are used to sharing everything. In some ways, it is wonderful to always have someone there for you. That is why Eve is very happy with this. She’s spent her life alone, and she wants as much love as she can get.”

“True,” I agreed.

“Zea was also alone, but for her, it became scarcity. She feared that you only had so much love to give, and that she would not be able to get her fair share. When Kasta and I talked about being twins and loving each other as well as the way our lives fit together, she seemed to respond positively.”

“That’s interesting,” I said as Paula set down the bowl of soup in front of me. “But, I want to focus on you tonight. Is that okay?”

“Yes!” Paula laughed. “Sorry, I’m just… okay, I’m really nervous, in case you couldn’t tell.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “You don’t need to be nervous.”

“I know I shouldn’t be, but you are the first man that I’ve ever loved, and I don’t want to mess anything up.”

“You won’t,” I said as I reached across the table to take her hand in mine. “We’ll just enjoy our time together tonight. We’ll talk, and laugh, and then I’ll take you into my bedroom and make love to you.”

Paula’s face turned red, and she bit her bottom lip as she stared at me. For half a moment, it almost looked like she was going to turn around and run, but then she looked at the bowls of soup and forced a smile to her face.

“So, this-is-a-potato-soup-with-bacon-and-chives-and-a-bit-of-garlic-and-Ihopeyoulikeit!” Her words poured out of her mouth like a machine gun, and then she threw herself down in the stool across from me, grabbed her spoon, and then started shoveling the soup into her mouth. Her eyes were cast down at the steaming bowl, and she made it about four bites in until she gasped and dashed to the fridge.

“Too hot! I forgot water!” The genius engineer pulled a pitcher of water out of the fridge and then drank from it without even bothering to pour it into a glass. She coughed, wheezed, and then gasped as soon as she was done drinking, and then turned to me with a sheepish grin on her beautiful face.

“Whoops,” she sighed. “I must look like an idiot.”

“Paula, come on,” I chuckled as I gestured for her to sit down. “You know I don’t think that way. You are a genius, and you’ve saved my life too many times to count. Don’t you remember my vows? Don’t you remember yours?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“You aren’t nervous about the food,” I said as I took a sip of the soup and nodded toward her datapad. “This is great. I’m guessing you followed the recipe to the letter.”

“Yes,” she said with a single nod as she reached for her own spoon.

“You don’t need to be nervous about what happens after dinner. We are going to enjoy each other.”

“I hope so.” She smiled meekly. “It’s ahhh… been a while, and well… my last and only lover was an android which I made.”

“Ahh, I see,” I said as I put the pieces together.

“Well, okay, his ummm… I didn’t really make his penis work, so it was just--” Her voice trailed off, and her cheeks blushed a bit. “Damn, maybe you should have had dinner with Kasta first?”

“Let’s just eat,” I laughed as I took another careful sip of the soup. “This is great. I really like it.”

“Thank you,” Paula said as she took another sip. Then she realized she had forgotten to get us glasses for the water, and she went to the cabinet to retrieve them.

“Ohhh, shit!” she cursed as soon as she brought back the glasses. “I have some wine chilling. White okay with you? I think it will go good with the meal.”

“Of course,” I answered, and she grinned as she pulled the bottle out of the fridge, grabbed two additional glasses, and then poured us both some. We toasted, took sips, and then I saw her eyes drift down to my lips before she blinked a few times and went back to sipping on her soup.

We made it about halfway through the soup when the oven beeped, and she spun around to open it. As soon as she did, my nose was caressed by the heavenly scents of bread, tomato, cheese, basil, and garlic.

“Wow, what did you make?” I asked.

“It’s called pizza,” she asked as she pulled the circular pan from the oven and set it on the stove. “Have you had it before?”

“Yeah,” I said, “but none of the ones I had smelled this good.”

“Let’s hope it tastes good,” she said as she went back to the fridge and pulled out two bowls of salad. “It needs a bit to cool. Let’s work on the salad next.

“Great,” I said as I dug into the greens. It was a simple spinach salad with cut pears, pine nuts, and pepper with a lemon tasting dressing. The bowls were small, so it only took us a few bites to eat everything, but then we chatted for a few minutes about her repair job on the hull before she moved back to the pizza.

“Did Aasne and Elana make you fancy dinners?” she asked as she slid me a plate with two giant slices of pizza on top. Thick slices of tomato and large leaves of basil were on top of a thick layer of white cheese. Dark red sauce dripped off the sides of each slice, causing my mouth to water intensely just as I opened my mouth to answer.

“They made me meals which I liked. I’m guessing you like pizza?”

“Oh yeah,” she laughed as she lifted one of her slices up and took a tiny bite from the tip. She closed her eyes for half a moment, sighed, and then opened them to watch me eat.

The flavor of the cheese and tomato hit my tastebuds first when I took a bite, then it was followed by the tangy basil and sharp garlic. They spiraled together in my mouth like dancers and I had to close my eyes just like Paula when I swallowed.

“Damn,” I sighed. “Tastes even better than it smells. Great job.”

“Yes!” she laughed. “I’m so glad you liked it. The recipe called for two cloves of garlic, but I was thinking that it would be a bit better with twice as much, but then I realized that the mozzarella Madalena had bought was pretty tame in taste, so I added a bit of extra pepper to the sauce.” Paula set down her pizza slice so she could motion with her hands while she spoke, and I felt my chest warm and swell as I listened to her explain about her love of pizza.

“There was this place in District C we would go to, most of the time their pies were shit, but they had one old chef there, whose father was apparently from Chicago. He made pizza that was six centimeters high and filled with spicy sausage. It was amazing, but he only worked a few days out of the month. Kasta, Byron, and I had actually talked about buying his recipes and starting a restaurant in District B, but that was all going to happen after we--” she paused and then seemed to realize I was smiling at her. “Well… doesn’t matter now. What matters is that this pizza is really fucking good, and that I’m eating it with you.”

“Cheers,” I said as I raised my wine glass.

“I think we are supposed to say ‘skol,’” she laughed as we tapped our glasses together.

We talked, laughed, ate, and drank until the pizza was gone and the second bottle of wine was empty. We picked a red variety for this bottle, and the red blush on Paula’s cheeks became a permanent part of her features. She served vanilla ice cream for desert, and its rich taste almost made it taste like velvety milk mixed with spice.

“This actually took me eighty percent of the meal prep time,” Paula laughed as she gestured to the bowl with her spoon. “Ice cream is a pain in the ass to make.”

“It was worth it,” I said as I took the last sip of wine out of my glass.

“I’m glad,” she said as she stared at the bowl. “This was her favorite dessert. Sometimes, when my parents had extra money, they would take us to a creamery down the street. Sis would always get vanilla. I prefered chocolate, but now this helps me think of her.”

Yeah I was silent for a few moments as I figured out what to say, but since I couldn’t find the words, I just reached my hand across the table again and held onto her fingers. She smiled at me slightly and blinked away some tears that had formed at the corner of her eyes.

“I wish she could have met you.”

“Me too,” I said.

“I love Kasta, but instead of filling the hole, I just loved another and still missed my sister.”

“Hanekawa was in the hospital a bunch, I thought I would lose her. I don’t know exactly what you are going through, but the experience of losing, or almost losing someone we love is terrible.”

“It’s fine,” she said as she wiped her eyes with the hand that I wasn’t holding. “Just every once in a while I feel the pain. I try to keep it from Kasta since I don’t want her to feel like she’s not good enough to be my sister. When I made her, we became triplets.”

“Makes sense,” I said.

“But I do feel amazing now,” she said as she smiled and sniffed. “You, Eve, Zea, Madalena, Sivaha, Aasne, and Elana have helped my heart to heal more. I feel as if I have six more sisters now, and I can feel their love.”

“You can?” I asked.

“Well, not quite yet,” she laughed. “Madalena told me that I will. Probably in a few weeks. I’m looking forward to feeling you in here.” Paula tapped her chest over her heart. “And through you, feeling them. Kasta and I won’t be alone anymore. I love the idea.”

We stared into each other’s eyes for a few moments, and then she bit her lower lip and looked down at our empty ice cream bowls.

“I guess I should clean this up,” she whispered.

“This meal was great, Paula. You shared your favorite with me and opened your heart even more to me. I’m happy that we are bonded, and I will work to ensure that you are happy for the rest of your life. I don’t want you to feel like you are alone anymore.”

“I don’t,” she said. “Not with you. I know our… uhhh… relationship took a bit longer to develop; I know I’m kind of shy, and I wished I would have made moves on you sooner. I guess I just didn’t want to step on Zea since she seemed--”

“It doesn’t matter,” I said as I stood and walked around the counter.

Paula’s eyes went wide when I stepped near to her, and she set the bowls down in the sink as she turned to face me. My hands wrapped around the back of her neck, and she pushed her body eagerly against mine. Our lips touched hesitantly at first, but then she matched my passion when I slid my tongue into her vanilla tasting mouth.

“Let’s go up to the room,” I whispered after I had left her gasping for breath.

“Yessss,” she hissed as her lips trailed kisses down my jaw. “Please.”

I wrapped my left arm around her shoulders and my right arm under her legs and lifted so that I carried her. She kissed my neck and moaned as I walked her out of the galley and to the elevator, and she didn’t stop kissing me until I brought her to my room and set her on my bed.

Paula’s long blonde hair spread out beneath her head like a sun’s halo, and she bit her pointer finger when I pulled her boots and socks off her feet. The air of the room was filled with a warm sexual electricity, and she let out a long sigh when I began to unbutton her pants. She lifted her hips off the bed so that I could pull her jeans off her perfectly proportioned legs, and I fixed my eyes on the neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair where she held her legs together.

“I’ll get that,” I whispered as she moved to unbutton her shirt.

“Okay,” she panted, and then she sat up a bit so that I could pull her bra and shirt off. She was still a bit shy, and she covered up the nipples of her round breasts with her hands.

“Show me,” I ordered, and she bit her lip as she pulled her hands away from her chest. Her breasts were perfect, and I couldn’t wait to suck on her nipples.

“Spread your legs,” I said, and she revealed the pink flower petals of her vagina to me.

“Adam,” she whispered as I bent down and prepared to run my tongue over her vagina.

“Yeah?” I asked as my fingers moved to touch the smooth creamy skin of her thighs.

“I don’t want to wait any longer. Please be inside of me.”

“You got it,” I said, and then I quickly yanked off my clothes while her blue eyes burned into mine like pulse bullets.

As soon as I was naked, I kneeled on the bed and moved in between Paula’s spread legs. She was panting like she had just finished running a mile, and she let out a gasp when I grabbed her hips and pulled her toward me.

“I’m really wet,” she hissed. “This is so embarrassing.”

“No it isn’t,” I said as I used my fingers to angle my tip in to her entrance. “You want me, and I want you. You are my wife, and I’m your husband. You will never be without love again.”

As I finished speaking I pushed forward with my hips. She was correct about being wet, and we both gasped when our bodies became joined.

“Finally,” she whispered, and then I bent down so that our mouths were also joined together.


[image: ]

Chapter 12

Paula and I made love for most of the night. She was shy the first few sessions, but once she got used to the pleasure we gave each other, she took more control and asserted her desires more. We finally fell asleep after we had exhausted ourselves, but the alarm on my clock woke us a few hours later.

We made love one final time in the shower as the warm water sprayed our bodies, and then we each changed into the Jotnar uniforms that Elana and Aasne had found earlier. As soon as we were dressed, our transponders beeped, and Juliette’s voice emerged in a sing-song voice.

“Hey you two crazy love birds. I’m gonna need you on the bridge sooner rather than later.”

“Be right there,” I said as I winked at Paula. The engineer raised her hand to cover her giggle, and then we walked out of the room, down the hallway, and into the bridge.

“Good morning everyone,” I said as Paula and I moved to take our seats. Everyone was here, and they all were wearing Jotnar crew uniforms.

“Good morning!” Kasta sang as she jumped out of her chair and hugged her sister. “How was it? Which positions did you do? Is his dick as big as we thought it was? How many orgasms did you have? Did he come inside of you? Did you swallow or spit? Are you sore?”

“Sis…” Paula’s mouth hung open, and her skin paled.

“What?” Kasta asked. “I’m dying to know all the wet and sticky details. Start at the beginning, and end by telling me if you think you are pregnant.”

“For the love of Odin,” Zea said as she pushed her face into the palm of her hand. “Do you have to talk about that now?”

“It’s very important,” Kasta said.

“Not as important as our mission,” I said as I gestured to the seats. “Everyone sit down. Crew meeting. Juliette, what is our time table?”

“We are out in an hour,” the pilot said. “We’ll be smack dab in the middle of Jotnar space.”

“That’s what I thought,” I said as I turned to Kasta, “Did you find any more info out from the logs?”

“Some extra stuff to help with the personality,” the blonde android said with a half shrug. “Nothing that will probably matter.”

“And the bodies were dumped from the airlock?” I asked.

“Done,” Aasne answered.

“Alright,” I said as I calmly smiled at the group of beautiful women. “Anything we are forgetting?”

“Besides a plan?” Zea laughed.

“Wasn’t this all your plan?” Kasta said as she stuck her tongue out.

“Oh, for the love of Odin, no!” Zea laughed.

“That’s the second time you’ve sworn to Odin,” Kasta said. “Are you?--”

“Hey,” the hacker interrupted as she waved her hands. “We are Nordar now, we have magic armor and we can feel Adam’s emotions. I don’t need any other proof. I’ve found my religion.”

“Amen, sister,” Paula sighed and then stole a glance at me.

“I don’t have anything else to talk about,” Kasta said as she turned her attention to her sister. “About the mission at least, I want to talk to Paula about all sorts of other stuff.”

“How about later?” Paula laughed.

“Later we are going to be in a Jotnar battle fortress,” Kasta whined.

“So I have a question,” Juliette said as she leaned back in her pilot’s chair. “Let’s say they don’t kill us on sight and they let us land inside of their battle fortress. And then let’s say we somehow get off the ship and inside the guts of the place.”

“There isn’t any ‘somehow,’” Zea sighed. “That is our plan.”

“Oh, I get it, Blondie,” Juliette continued. “But then how do we find this fucker that Adam wants to kill so badly? If this fortress is big enough to have a space harbor inside of it, I’m guessing it’s going to be a few dozen kilometers long and probably have a hundred thousand people inside.”

“That’s where Zea comes in,” I said. “She’ll hack their systems and figure out where King Uffe is at.”

“I like how you just assume I can do all this crazy computer stuff,” Zea laughed.

“But I’m right, and you can do it.” I winked at her.

“You’re damn right I can do it,” she laughed.

“There is nothing much left to do other than wait and hope that Kasta can talk us into the battle station.”

“So all of our fates rest on my shoulders,” the android said with a laugh.

“You’ll be fine,” I said.

“Maybe,” Kasta said, “Just kind of stressful. Oh hey, husband, do you know of any way to reduce stress? I’m thinking I need some sort of… ohhhh… I dunno. Physical activity or something.”

“We are going to pop out of warpdrive in fifty minutes now,” Zea sighed.

“That’s more than enough time!” Kasta laughed, but then she gasped as she looked to her sister. “Wait, is it enough time?”

“You’ll probably want longer.” Paula cleared her throat and then blushed a little as she glanced at me.

“Yes,” Elana said, “you will want longer.”

“Much longer,” Aasne agreed.

“Damn,” Kasta said.

“Damn is right,” Juliette sighed. “I need to get in on this.”

“You gotta wait, Red,” Kasta laughed. “He hasn’t even fucked all his wives for the first time yet. First thing after we finish killing King Uffe.”

“You don’t want to cook him dinner?” Aasne gasped.

“We’ll just jump to dessert,” Kasta laughed.

“Sis…” Paula sighed.

“I’m joking!” Kasta laughed, but then she bit her lip, looked at me, and winked. “Kinda.”

“Will we take our weapons off the ship?” Aasne asked me.

“Yeah,” I said as my hands moved to rest on the handles of my two revolvers.

“I will bring them from the armory to the airlock then, so we won’t have to waste time.”

“Great idea,” I said as I stood. “I’ll come with you.”

“May I join?” Elana asked as she shot a quick look at Aasne.

“Of course,” I said, and then I turned to look at the other women, “we’ll be back soon.”

The three of us made the trip down the elevator to the bottom floor in silence, but as soon as we stepped into the armory, Aasne began to ask me questions about what type of firearms I preferred and why I used such old fashioned style revolvers.

“The bigger bullets punch through armor better.” I shrugged and grabbed two Nordar rifles from the rack.

“Our husband is a large man,” Elana began. “He is well suited to wield mighty weaponry.”

“I’m not saying he isn’t,” Aasne said as her eyes narrowed at the other woman. “I am putting together notes for his saga, so I want to understand his desires.”

“Ahhh, yes, of course, sorry. I did not wish to sound combative.”

“Oh. I did not think you were.” Aasne seemed a bit surprised by the taller woman’s apology.

“My king, would it be acceptable for me to bring this weapon?” Elana asked as she gestured to a long barreled pulse rifle. “I am familiar with sniping techniques, and we might have to fight at long range inside of the Jotnar’s fortress.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Sniping techniques?” Aasne asked.

“Yes,” Elana said as she pulled the larger rifle down from the rack and checked the power cells. “My best shot is at five kilometers.”

“Five kilometers?” both Aasne and I asked.

“Yes, but it was a day with no breeze, I was using a modified rifle, and my target was a moose.” Elana let out a girlish giggle and then patted the stock of the weapon she held. “This will be serviceable.”

Once we had the rifles and pistols gathered for everyone, we carried them out of the armory and set them in the service racks next to the airlock. The two Nordar women didn’t seem that nervous about the upcoming battle, but then they hesitated when I asked if they knew anything about King Uffe.

“Just rumors,” Aasne said.

“What kind of rumors?” I asked

“They say he is a powerful warrior who has never been defeated in combat,” the auburn-haired beauty said.

“They say that of all the kings,” Elana said with a shrug of her slender shoulders.

“It is also said that he is part machine,” Aasne continued.

“A cyborg?” I asked.

“I do not know what that word means,” she said. “Kasta and Zea have been helping me with my English, but there are still some words I don’t--”

“It’s someone who has had parts of their body replaced with a machine or synthetic parts,” I explained.

“Yes,” she said with a quick nod. “That is what I have heard about him.”

“Hmm,” I said as I thought back to Cynthia Jayhee. Eve had not been able to sense her thoughts because of the computer parts in her brain.

Fighting Uffe might be a bit of a challenge.

“Our husband is strong,” Elana said as we walked back to the elevator.

“Again, I am not saying he is not,” Aasne snorted. “However, my father feared Uffe, even more than he feared Tanal Vaish.”

“My father did as well,” Elana admitted. “He called him ‘a rabid jackal that pretended to be a wolf.’”

“The advantage we have is that he doesn’t know we are coming,” I said as we stepped back into the elevator. “He might not even know I am king, or what I look like, and he sure as hell won’t think I’d come to his fortress to kill him.”

“This is true,” Elana said.

“Unless he does know,” Aasne said with a shrug.

“How would he know?” Elana hissed.

“Spies lurk everywhere,” Aasne replied. “We should consider other tactics assuming that our enemy is ready for us.”

“We’ll find out if he knows in a few minutes,” I said, and then the elevator door to the bridge opened up, and we walked inside.

“We’ve got ten minutes,” Juliette said on cue.

“Alright,” I said as I sat on my chair. “Kasta, this is going to be all you.”

“No pressure,” the android said as she wiggled her shoulders and flicked back her long blonde hair with her fingers.

“You got this, girl,” Zea said.

“Thanks sweetie,” Kasta giggled, and then we all turned toward the screen.

No one spoke for ten minutes, and then Juliette began the count down.

The display screen flickered to life as soon as we hit zero, and I saw four green and blue planets that were connected by impossibly large metal bridges which spanned between them. Each planet formed the spherical corner of the box shape that the metal bridges connected to, and they now orbited as a group around a center axis that lay at the center point of the box.

And in the center of the system squatting between the four joined planets was a battle fortress that was a good four times larger than the Odin Geirr.

“Fucking shhhhhiiittt,” Zea hissed. “That thing is massive!”

“How did they connect the planets?” Juliette gasped. “That’s impossible!”

“They must have used the magnetic poles to anchor the metal bridges,” Paula whispered. “I can’t even imagine how long it must have taken them to build it.”

“Or why they would have even wanted to,” Kasta said. “The planets can’t even rotate properly.”

“Maybe that was the point,” Zea said as her fingers danced over her controls. “I’m getting fucking magnetic readings from them. Maybe they never spun correctly to start, and the Jotnar needed to do this to live on them.”

“Have our scanners given us an armada count?” I asked as my eyes darted to the thousands of ships dotting the space around the four joined planets.

“Looks like forty thousand,” Juliette said.

“That’s a lot, but I expected more,” I replied.

“They may not be expecting an attack,” Aasne said. “The clans haven’t directly attacked each other in three generations.”

“Or they could be attacking us,” Elana said sarcastically.

“We can always ask,” Juliette laughed. “They are sending a communication request.

“Alright Kasta, you are on,” I said, and we all turned to the blonde woman.

“Good,” she said in the old captain’s deep voice. “Audio only, Juliette.”

“Yep.” The redhead smirked, pressed a button on her screen and then pointed up in the air.

Kasta spoke in the Nordar language, and a female voice answered. I still wasn’t fluent in the language, but I was getting the gist of the conversation. The woman was asking about the status of our ship, and Kasta was using the captain’s voice to explain the outcome of the battle and ask permission to dock.

I would have thought that the conversation would have taken a bit longer, but they only spoke for half a minute, and then I heard the phrase “Warg-ey” and realized that they were talking about the fortress.

Kasta thanked the woman in her fake voice and then gestured for Juliette to cut the connection.

“That went well,” Aasne said.

“Yes, I was holding my breath,” Elana remarked as she leaned back in her chair and let out a long exhale.

“Of course it went well,” Kasta said in the captain’s voice. “Helmsman, take us into the Wargey. Heading 456.23, 876.23, and -35.”

“Aye captain,” Juliette said, and the rest of us gave a relieved laugh as the cruiser began to drift through the traffic of spacecraft and toward the four connected planets.

“Did they give you a docking location?” I asked.

“Just popped on screen,” Juliette said. “I’m not able to read this shit though.”

“I got it,” Kasta said in her normal voice, and then she tapped her fingers over her controls to bring up a blueprint of the fortress. “This map was saved in the cruiser’s nav systems. They are telling us to dock at repair bay 34 - G. That’s riiiggghhhhttt here.” A red dot popped on the map, and we all leaned forward to study the image.

“Right in the fucking middle,” Zea sighed. “Can we get a break?”

“They didn’t shoot us down,” I said. “That’s our break.”

“Fair enough,” Zea laughed.

“It is hard to tell from the map how far away the sides of the harbor are,” Eve said softly. “What are the measurements?”

“Eight kilometers wide by ten kilometers long,” Kasta answered.

We were all silent for a moment.

“That’s a great deal larger than the Odin Geirr’s harbor,” Eve said.

“Yeeeahhhh,” Zea sighed.

“And we are in the middle of it?” Juliette asked.

“Look at the map!” the hacker spat.

“I see the map! I’m just making sure you all are seeing what I’m seeing. We have to run at least four kilometers to get out of the harbor? Then what? The entire fortress is sixty kilometers long!”

“Hey,” I said before anyone could answer Juliette. “It is going to be okay.”

“We are trying to find a needle in a farmfull of haystacks,” Juliette said. “Look, maybe I’m dumb, but I didn’t quite think this fortress was going to be this big. I was thinking like big carrier size ship or something.”

“It doesn’t matter,” I said as I felt a calmness descend my body and relax my shoulders. “We’ll find Uffe and kill him. Nothing will stand in my way. He is as good as dead. I have seven of the nine most talented women in the galaxy at my side. Get your shit together and let’s do this.”

Juliette binked at me a few times, and then she nodded. “Aye captain.”

We were silent for the next minute as we drifted toward the four connected planets. As we got closer, we all looked at the massive pillars of metal that connected each of the planets and marveled at their construction. It almost looked as if they had drilled through the entire planet to connect the bridges, but I couldn’t quite tell from our travel angle.

Then we were at the doorstep of the massive fortress, and its harbor entrance hung open like a horrific whale intent on swallowing us.

“Here we go,” Kasta whispered as Juliette pushed us past the energy shield and into the interior of the harbor.

As soon as we entered, a different female voice came over our communications systems and she said a few words in Nordar. Kasta answered and then gestured for Juliette to cut the communications.

“They are sending docking automation. Just accept and we’ll land automatically.

“Fuck,” Juliette sighed. “I hope this will work.”

“It will work,” I said, and I was a bit surprised at the lack of fear I felt. There had been a bunch of challenges on the way here, but now we were in the belly of the beast, and it was just going to be a matter of time until we found Uffe.

Maybe I actually was Odin’s avatar.

Juliette took her hands off the controls, and our ship drifted through the flow of traffic seamlessly. A half minute later we drifted over our indicated landing spot, and I had Kasta swing the screens around so that we could check out the area. I didn’t see a contingent of Jotnar warriors ready to assault us, so I knew that this part of our plan had worked.

Now we just had to get out of the harbor without raising suspicion.

“And we are down,” Juliette said a moment after our craft shook.

I moved to stand, but there was a beep from our terminal, and Kasta indicated for us to all be quiet so she could speak. It was a male Nordar voice, and Kasta looked a bit annoyed as she spoke to the man. They only exchanged a few quick words, but Kasta raised her voice, and the other man seemed to back down. Then I heard Kasta dismiss him, and she brought her hand down on her terminal.

“Well done,” Aasne sighed with relief.

“What was that about?” I asked.

“That was the crew chief,” Kasta answered. “He was asking for me to wait on board for an hour so that he could review the damage with me. I told him I had to speak with admiral Olanhar, who was indicated in the logs as being a big deal. So the crew chief person is gonna meet with me in a few hours instead.”

“Good,” I said. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”

We all piled into the elevator, took it down, and then jogged to the hold. Everyone grabbed a rifle and pistol, and then we stood in a circle outside of the bay door.

“We are going to walk out of there like we belong,” I said, and the women nodded.

“Closest exit out of the harbor is ten o’clock to our hold door,” Kasta said. “It’s four and a half kilometers across the harbor floor in a straight line, but there are two hundred and fifty ships between us and the exit.”

“We’ll probably be able to find a hovercraft or vehicle,” I said as I reached for the hold door and ramp buttons. “Let Kasta do most of the talking, since she’s got a feel for the accent. Elana and Aasne, jump in if you have to, but we don’t want them to guess that you might not be Jotnar from your inflections.”

“Understood,” Aasne said, and Elana nodded.

“Alright,” I said as I let out a long breath and looked once more at my women. “We will do this. Let’s go.”

Then I hit the button to open the bay door.
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Chapter 13

I pushed the fear deep down within myself along with the growling beast and stepped down the cruiser’s hold ramp with my rifle held casually in my hand. I half expected a hundred Jotnar troops to materialize from behind the ship docked in the space next to us, but I didn’t see anything but the streaking of ships overhead as they sought their landing spot or tried to leave the harbor.

My crew of beautiful women fell into step behind me, and I risked a quick glance once my boots stepped off the metal of the ship’s ramp and connected with the metal of the fortress’ floor. They all looked well composed, except for Zea, who looked like she was chewing on the inside of her cheek with concentration.

We walked left once we exited the ramp and then traveled at an even pace down the double lit pathways that separated each of the landing pads. The entire floor of the harbor was made like a massive grid of lights, and as we walked past the next closest ship to where we parked, another destroyer class vessel gently landed on the spot next to us. I gave it a passing glance and tried not to show any emotion on my face. We just needed to keep walking until we reached the end of the harbor or until we found some sort of vehicle that could get us out quicker.

We walked past four more docking platforms with ships parked and then came to a frigate class warship that was being unloaded by a group of four dock workers and six packing drones with tank tread wheels. One of the women in the group called out to us with her hand raised, and Kasta returned the greeting as we continued walking. I didn’t even turn my head to look at them, and we all breathed a collective sigh of relief when we got one more spot past them.

“That was close,” Juliette sighed.

“Not really,” Aasne chuckled. “The woman asked us if we were having a good morning.”

“Oh,” the cop said.

“I told her to fuck off,” Kasta said.

“You did?” Juliette gasped.

“Got ya,” Kasta replied, and Juliette sighed.

“Hey, I’m not the gullible one anymore,” Zea said.

“Oh, Blondie, I’m not gullible, just nervous about being balls deep in an enemy’s pussy while her husband just walked in the front door.”

“I don’t know if that analogy means what you want it to mean,” Zea said.

“Sure it does,” Juliette said. “Think about it harder.”

“Focus up,” I hissed, and the woman stopped talking.

“Hovercraft to our left,” Elana hissed, and we all turned our heads to glance down the pathway. Some two hundred meters at the corner of the next parking grid was a red and gray painted hovercraft with an emergency strobe at the back tailgate. It had ten seats and a wide trunk, but my eyes focused on the woman sitting in the driver’s seat. She was staring up at a mini carrier that looked to be taking up four of the harbor’s docking spots.

“Think she’ll give us a ride?” Paula asked.

“Nope,” Zea hissed. “We should keep walking. It might take longer, but we can’t risk getting noticed. We might even find an unoccupied vehicle we can take.

“We should try,” Eve said. “I can use my powers on her, if I need to.”

“I thought you didn’t want to use them?” I asked.

“I do not wish to use them to communicate with you until I can figure out how the SAVO are linking us, but I doubt they care about this woman.”

“Still think we should wait,” Zea hissed.

“I normally agree with Zea,” Paula spoke up, “but they are going to come look at the repairs for our ship in an hour. No one is going to be on board, and that could mean nothing, or it could mean that they raise an alarm.”

“Yes,” Elana said. “It will look suspicious when there isn’t anyone onboard.

“We are going to try it,” I said. “Kasta, just order her to take you to the castle, and Eve will help with the rest.”

“Fuck yeah,” the android said, and then we changed direction so that we headed toward the hovercraft.

The Jotnar woman was sitting uneasily in her chair staring at the carrier, and she didn’t even notice us approach until we were all getting into the vehicle. She twisted her body around and barked at us, but then Kasta said something in a growling voice.

The driver shook her head urgently and then pointed at the carrier, but Kasta just repeated her words and shrugged as if she didn’t give two fucks about the woman’s objection. Then the woman shook her head, sighed, and pushed the button to activate the lift on the hovercraft.

I tried not to smile when the Jotnar woman turned around and began to drive away from the carrier. The speedometer on the dashboard moved up to sixty kilometers an hour, and the wind began to pull at our hair. This was much faster than walking, and she was going to take us right to the castle. King Uffe might not actually be inside at the moment, but it would be a good place to start our search.

Then the driver’s dashboard radio beeped, and I felt Zea tense in the seat next to me.

Fortunately, Kasta was sitting right next to the driver, and before the Jotnar woman could grab it, my wife snatched the receiver off the mount and brought it up to her face. The driver began to object, but Kasta hissed at her and raised her finger as if to tell her to wait a moment.

The wind passing over our heads prevented me from hearing more than a whisper of what Kasta heard, but I also couldn’t understand more than one out of every ten words the voice on the other end said. Kasta replied through the receiver, and I guessed she said “I don’t care. Get another car. My officers aren’t walking across the harbor,” and then she hung up the radio on the dashboard, looked at the pilot, growled a few words, and then leaned back more into her seat. The driver’s face was white, but she nodded before focusing on the path that cut through the various landing pads.

No one spoke for the five minutes it took for us to weave through the harbor. We passed three other hovercrafts while we drove, but other than the second one who had a driver that shook his fist at us, they paid us no mind.

Then we pulled away from the docking pads and turned onto what could only be called a highway. There were hundreds of hovercraft, repair trucks, and motorcycles speeding up and down the four lanes. Our driver didn’t seem impressed by the swarm of activity, so we all did our best to keep our eyes forward and our faces “Nordar Grumpy.”

The roads split up ahead of us, and the driver took the right offramp as a schooner class passenger vessel drifted over our heads. The ramp raised up off the ground so that it looked like we would almost touch the bottom hulls of the passing craft, but then it evened out and passed through an energy barrier.

We were in a tunnel now, and our driver increased her speed up to a hundred kilometers per hour. The speed made the lights on the sides of the wall change into hyphenated dashes of an amber color, and Kasta’s long blonde hair blew back in my face.

A bit of the tension in my shoulders melted away as we sped down the tunnel. Yeah, we were deeper in the battle fortress now, and the chances of us escaping were now next to nothing, but we were now a few steps closer to our goal.

The tunnel opened up into a city filled with buildings that stretched up from the base of the fortress to connect to the ceiling. Countless roads formed a complicated weave of traffic on the ground and up on elevated freeways. For a few moments, I was reminded of the dense cityscape on Trappist - 1e. The Jotnar city looked a bit like the city inside of the Odin Geirr, but the Vaish buildings were shorter, painted, cleaner, and there were parks of green trees and grass sporadically placed throughout the intersections. The Jotnar design was plain, drab, and somewhat depressing. They had no style, and the people moved down the streets with frowns plastered on their dour faces.

“And I thought the Vaish were grumpy,” Zea whispered in my ear when we stopped at an intersection so that a group of uniformed men and women could cross.

“The Vaish are grumpy.” Aasne was sitting behind us, and she leaned forward to whisper to us so that the driver couldn’t hear.

The intersection lights changed, and our hovercraft slid forward. I had thought that the city would only consist of the first cluster of buildings which I saw when we first exited the tunnel, but then there was a space of open construction that we drove through for another five minutes before coming to another cluster of massive buildings. I marveled again at how tall the buildings were, and then I noticed that there was a train running along the ceiling. It made sense to have some sort of mass transit in such a large fortress, but then I realized that this place was larger than Queen’s Hat.

At the end of the second city, the driver pulled a right onto another highway and then pushed the hovercraft up to a hundred kilometers an hour again. We only traveled that speed for a minute or so, and then I saw the top spires of what must have been King Uffe’s castle.

The Vaish castle was made out of mirrored metal. It looked like a work of art and was surrounded by hundreds of beautiful willow, maple, and oak trees. This Jotnar castle couldn’t have been any different if they tried, so I guessed that the design must have been purposely built with that difference in mind.

It was a squat structure that looked like something out of an old dark ages painting. The stones were carved out of a rough looking granite which seemed to absorb the lights of the station like a black hole would. It was probably three hundred meters wide at the front and twenty meters tall. The roof of the castle was molded and shaped to appear like a mob of wolves snarling at an invisible enemy descending from the sky. Massive stone wolves stood, crouched, and leapt on the various ramparts and shelves of the castle, and their shapes cast dark shadows down on the gardens surrounding the fortress.

The gardens were surprisingly lush given the way the rest of the fortress was organized. Large pine trees dotted the street up to the fortress, and a field of green grass replaced the metal floor. A few wooden gazebos dotted the landscape, and I saw groups of Jotnar people sitting around picnic tables while their children ran and played across the grass.

Then I saw the security gate once we turned the corner to access the main road into the castle.

It wasn’t much more than a checkpoint with a small building with a single motorized arm for a gate. There was way more security around the Vaish castle, and I knew we were eventually going to encounter guards, but I had hoped that we would be able to get up to the door of the castle before having to bluff our way through the soldiers.

The driver of our hovercraft pulled up to the gate and then leaned over to the guard. The man was wearing heavy armor with a decoration of wolves, and he had the kind of face that looked as if it had been carved into a suspicious frown. He asked a question of the driver, and his eyes seemed to narrow when she responded with a shrug.

Kasta leaned over and growled a few annoying words to the driver, and she nodded and then pointed at the guard while she spoke. My heart was slamming in my chest, and then I heard Elana clear her throat from the seat behind us. I had no idea what she meant with the sound, but she did it again while the driver talked with the guard, and I turned around to look at her.

Then I saw that a hovercraft filled with ten armored Jotnar warriors had pulled up behind us.

“Shit,” I hissed as I turned back around to look at the driver argue with the guard. The man didn’t seem to care about her words, he just shook his head and then sighed heavily.

Kasta seemed to notice the load of guards behind us, and she frowned before leaning over the driver to yell at the guard. Her words were in the Nordar language, but her tone had changed so that she sounded extra growly and indigent. As she spoke, she gestured back to the guards in the hovercraft behind us, and I turned around again to see the driver of the other vehicle shake his head with annoyance.

Elana’s and Aasne’s hands tightened around the grips of their weapons, and I guessed that the conversation wasn’t going well.

Suddenly, the guard at the gate paused, and his face went slack. He blinked four times in rapid succession, turned away from us, and pressed a button behind his post that raised the gate bar. Our driver seemed surprised by his sudden change of mind, but then she just shrugged and drove through the gate after he motioned for us to continue on into the castle.

I turned my head a bit as we passed, and the guard gestured for the car behind us to keep going inside with a wide motion of his arm, and then the gate lowered behind us. Eve was sitting on the other side of me from Zea, and I saw her full lips curl up into a bit of a smile.

“He’ll wonder why he did what he did soon,” she whispered. “He might decide to raise an alarm, but he might also decide that he doesn’t want his superiors to know that he just let us in, so we might not hear any more of it.”

“Great,” I whispered as I turned back to the castle road. “We just need time.”

The driver glanced over her shoulder and said something to me, but then Kasta slapped her on the arm, pointed at the castle and hissed something out that I guessed was the Nordar equivalent of “shut the fuck up and drive.” The woman nodded her head quickly and then focused on the straight road that led to the castle.

I turned my head slightly to look at Eve and then pulled my eyes over to check on the car full of armored warriors. They were still right behind us, but the group all looked bored, and they were giving us the same amount of attention that anyone would have given to a car driving in front of us.

It was still more attention than I wanted.

The castle on the Odin Geirr was off one of the major roads, and there were buildings clustered around the glass structure. There was just a few hundred feet of grass and sporadic trees between the Jotnar castle and the road that we would have to take to get back to the city. On one hand, the positioning was a bit comforting because I realized that it would take a few minutes for more guards to show up. On the other hand, it was going to be really difficult to escape the castle if things went sideways.

Our driver parked on the cobblestone lot near the entrance to the front courtyard of the castle. The hovercraft filled with soldiers stopped right behind us, and we exited our car just as the other group jumped out of theirs. A few of the armored men and women glanced at us, but they seemed to be in a hurry, and they quickly walked to the sidewalk and into the large doors of the inner gate.

Our driver said something to Kasta, and she shook her head before replying to the women. The Jotnar actually laughed, shook her head, and then her car lifted off the ground. We stepped away a moment before she began to accelerate, and we all watched her zip down the exit street.

“What did you just say?” I whispered as I scanned the light crowd coming and going through the inner courtyard gate.

“She asked if we wanted her to wait, and I said that we were in for an ass reaming from Uffe, so this was probably a one-way trip.” Kasta let out a light laugh and both Aasne and Elana smiled.

“You did great,” Aasne whispered.

“Yes,” Elana agreed. “She actually believed that we had a meeting with Uffe because we lost a battle against Waymund.”

“I’m sure Eve helped,” Kasta laughed. “That’s why I was such a bitch.”

“Actually no,” Eve said. “I did not do anything to the woman. I helped with the guard at the gate, but you convinced the driver to abandon her post and take us here on her own.”

“Well, hot damn,” Kasta said. “I guess a false sense of confidence does help.”

“Let’s see if it will keep helping,” I said as I nodded at the inner courtyard. There were eight armed and armored guards standing at the entrance, and while they weren’t stopping people from walking in and out, they were watching everyone like hawks watching a field of mice.

“Balls deep,” Juliette hissed, but no one replied to her comment. Instead, I adjusted my rifle so that it hung on my back comfortably, and Kasta and I walked toward the entrance while the other women followed us.

I forced my tense legs to relax. I quieted the tiger growling in my stomach. I tried to command my heart to stop racing. We had made it this far, and while I didn’t know exactly how to get where we were going, I did know that if Uffe was in the castle, I was going to kill him soon.

And if he wasn’t in this castle, I’d kill him before the day was over.

I met the eyes of the first guard as I walked in and gave him a nod. The man returned my movement, but then his eyebrow raised a bit when he turned to look at the group of women who followed me. I knew that I didn't look like I was Nordar because of my heritage, but Zea, Paula, Kasta, and Juliette could have easily passed, and Aasne and Elana definitely were. That just left Eve as potentially sticking out a bit because of her red eyes, but none of the guards said anything as we passed. They just stared at my women and then exchanged grateful looks with each other.

I breathed a sigh of relief when we entered the courtyard and saw a wolf shaped fountain, but then I heard a shout behind us, and my heart jumped into my chest.

One of the guards at the end walked toward us with his rifle resting on his shoulder. His eyes were hungry, and they roamed over Elana’s tight fitting uniform as he came to stand next to her.

Kasta spat out a few words, and the man raised an eyebrow as he ran his tongue over his lips and stared at her chest. Then he said something else that I thought was a question about our commanding officer, and the man turned to me. He said something that sounded like mockery, and then he wiggled his eyebrows at me.

I really had no idea what he said, but his leaning stance and haughty smile gave me a good guess. He was questioning why all these beautiful women were hanging around me, and he was trying to belittle me in front of them.

My mind spun through the various options. I didn’t need this shit right now. We had to get into the castle. We had to find Uffe. We had to end him, and I had to find the next person in line so that I could bind them to me. I should just turn and walk away from this asshole, but that might not give me the results I wanted. The Nordar appreciated strength. They were warriors who grew up in a never ending clan battle where they got a better table in Vahalla when they died in a fight. This guy was trying to muscle in on my wives, and there was only one reply that he would probably accept if I wanted him to leave me alone.

The man repeated his question to me again and then started to laugh. It was all the opportunity I needed, and I pulled my silver revolver out of my holster with a quick flick of my arm. The fucker didn’t even have a chance to blink, but he did when he felt the barrel of the massive weapon pressed into his upper lip.

The hammer of my revolver came back with a thunderous click, and it might as well of been an actual gunshot for how quickly everyone in the courtyard stopped walking.

The guards all swung their rifles toward us, but my women must have guessed what I was going to do before I even acted, and they already had their pistols or rifles pointed at the group at the entrance.

Everyone was still for ten seconds, and I saw a few Jotnar people duck back into the doorway of the distant castle so they could avoid getting shot.

“Ehhh, baatta coooh?” the man who had instigated me drawing my revolver asked very slowly.

Kasta answered him, and then the man swallowed hard before he nodded.

I de-cocked my pistol with a slow motion of my thumb and pointer finger, and then I lowered if from his face and slid the heavy weapon back in my holster. The man let out a sigh of relief, but his face was still as white as fresh snow. I nodded my head to the group of guards, and the man took a hesitant step back before he nodded gratefully at me.

Kasta gestured to the entryway of the courtyard, said something that I guessed meant “get the fuck back to your posts,” and then the other guards saluted after they lowered their weapons.

I turned away from them and continued walking toward the castle without speaking, my team followed closely behind me, and the dozens of Jotnar people in the courtyard that had observed the exchange scurried out of my way.

Then we stepped into the castle like we fucking owned it.

“What the fuck was that about?” Zea whispered as soon as we entered the foyer. It was decorated with black, gray, and red slate, and giant tapestries of Thor, Loki, Frejya and Odin hung from the various walls.

“He asked Adam if he could spare one of us for a bit of fun with him and his guard mates,” Kasta hissed under her breath.

“Shit,” Juliette whispered. “I thought for sure we were all going to get iced.

“It was the perfect response,” Aasne said. “The coward pissed himself, and his friends are probably making fun of him right now.”

“Or they are going to investigate why Adam is only wearing an oarsman’s uniform,” Kasta said.

“That is my mistake,” Elana said as she looked to me. “Forgive me my king, I did not notice that your uniform isn’t an officer’s.”

“It is my mistake as well,” Aasne said as she touched my other wife’s arm. “I am not familiar with Jotnar uniforms, but it is obvious to me now we should have made an alteration to yours so you were an officer.”

“But mine is okay?” Kasta asked as she looked at the shoulder of her uniform.

“Yes,” both women said at once and then Aasne pointed to the embroidery on Kasta’s sleeve. “This indicates you are a Hersir, or officer of the warriors on a ship. Eve’s uniform also says she is a merkismathr. This is like Lux’s position on Persephone. They are normally responsible for making sure the ship is stocked with supplies and weapons as well as commanding part of the bridge. The rest of us have simple warrior rank.”

A group of Jotnar families seemed to be taking a tour of the castle, and they walked toward us as if they were going to exit the foyer. We stepped aside, and then I nodded toward one of the distant side hallways.

A pair of guards stood on the side of the door, but Kasta nodded to them and said something in Nordar that I guessed was a greeting. The guards replied with similar words, and then they opened the door so that we could pass into the hallway.

“This is going way smoother than I expected,” Juliette whispered after we had walked through the hallway for about half a minute. A few servants had passed us while we were walking, but the corridors were otherwise empty.

Maybe they were a little too empty.

“They are arrogant,” Aasne hissed under her breath as we walked. “They do not think that anyone would be able to attack them here.”

“Let’s assume they do know we are here,” I said. “We need to get to a terminal so Zea can try to get a map of this place and a hint of where our target is. Kasta, when you see the next servant, pretend you are lost and ask for the nearest terminal.”

“Got it,” the blonde android said, but then her footsteps slowed as we approached an intersection in the hallway and saw a woman walking toward us with two wolf-looking battle drones at her side.

The drones stood a meter at the shoulder and a single pulse rifle was mounted on each of their backs. Their eyes glowed with a strange red intelligence, and the pair focused on us as we passed through the intersection. The sight of the two metal animal-robots would have been unsettling if they had been escorted by a drone pilot wearing the traditional hand and visor controls. However, the woman who walked next to the two laser-wolfs had red glowing eyes that matched the robots at her side, her left arm was made of a silvery metal that ended in a hook-like appendage, and her neck and chest were covered with tattoos of wolves tearing into crows. She was obviously a cyborg, and I didn’t see any sort of control mechanism for the drones on her body.

“Halt,” she said in English, and I felt my stomach bounce off the floor.
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Chapter 14

“What?” Kasta said as she motioned for us to all stop walking.

“Who are you?” the woman asked as she slowly walked toward us. She had a sharp beauty to her face that reminded me of the Draugr woman in my dreams, but instead of long black hair that matched Eve’s, this woman had brown hair that fell to her shoulders in a smooth wave. Her body was athletic, but instead of the normal Jotnar uniform, she was wearing a tight suit of black leather that hugged every curve of her body like a second skin. There was no indication of her rank on her shoulders, but a single decorative pulse pistol hung at an angle on her hips.

“We are from Pewter Falcon. Why are you speaking English?” Kasta crossed her arms and narrowed her blue eyes.

“I did not know there were cyborgs on the Pewter Falcon,” the woman said as she glanced at Eve.

“I am not a cyborg,” Eve said. “I have albinism.”

“Your skin does seem pale,” the woman said as her glowing red eyes narrowed.

“You ignored my earlier question about English,” Kasta said.

“Your hair is not white though,” the woman said as stepped closer to Eve and raised her fingers. Everyone in my group tensed as the woman’s gloved fingers ran through the vampire’s obsidian locks, and then the woman lowered her hair with a strange smile on her face.

“It mostly affects my skin and eyes,” Eve replied calmly. “But I will admit that I do have a few white strands. I dye them every few weeks.”

“Ahh,” the cyborg said as she looked down to Eve’s uniform. “I am not familiar with the Pewter Falcon’s crew. That is Captain Taangarn’s ship, is it not?”

“Aye,” Eve said. “Our ship was damaged in the battle with Waymund. We are supposed to meet with our King and explain our failure.”

“Oh myyyy,” the woman sighed as she shook her head. “Where is Taangarn then?”

“On his ship,” Kasta said, “you are ignoring my question about English. Why are you speaking it?”

“Because he would not understand me if I spoke in Nordar, would he?” the woman asked as she pointed at me.

My body went numb, and none of us said anything for a few moments.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I believe you know what I mean,” she said, and her lips curled up into a wicked smile. “Do not touch your weapons, or this conversation will be over quickly.”

“For you,” Aasne hissed.

“Do you think my pets are just decoration? Do you think no one else is watching our conversation? Did you think you would make it this far without my help?”

“Your help?” Elana asked.

“Well…” the woman sighed. “The help of my mistress. She would like to offer you a deal.”

“Who is your mistress?” I asked.

“Someone who is happy that you are here,” the woman said as she gave me a half smile. “If you will cooperate with us.”

“What do you mean by cooperate?” I asked.

“I mean--” the cyborg woman stopped speaking when a group of servants turned a corner behind us, and we stood in silence until they disappeared.

“We should speak somewhere more private,” she said and then she turned around and gestured over her shoulder for us to follow her.

I looked at Kasta, Paula, Eve, Zea, Aasne, Elana, and Juliette. Kasta and Paula shrugged, but the other women wore faces that betrayed their concern.

“Hurry up,” the Jotnar woman called back over her shoulder, and I quickly moved to fall into step behind her.

But I also kept my right hand on my revolver.

The woman’s wolves padded next to her silently, but they stopped simultaneously, and the tattooed Jotnar woman opened a door to our left. She stepped in without even looking back at me, and then I glanced inside to see a set of stairs leading down. I didn’t move to follow her, and the woman turned and then beckoned.

“Let’s go, my future king,” she said, and then her wolves let out short growls before they padded down the stairs.

I looked at Eve, but the vampire shook her head and shrugged. “I cannot detect her thoughts, but if she wanted to fight us, it would have happened already.”

“Agreed,” I said, and then I moved down the stairs after the strange Jotnar woman.

The stairs only went down two flights, and then they turned into a narrow concrete hallway with dim lights flickering overhead.

“Where are we?” I asked after we had walked through the empty hallway for ten seconds behind her. There were no doors along our path, but I could see one at the end of the hallway some fifty meters ahead.

“This is one of the security stations in the castle,” she said. “Past this door is the main level monitoring station.”

“Uhh, won’t there be guards in there?” Zea asked.

“Yes,” the woman replied. “You will kill them, and then we will continue our conversation.”

“Huh?” Zea asked. “Why? Who are you? Why are you helping us?”

“You’ll find out in a few minutes,” the brunette said. “The room is soundproof, so you can use your weapons, but there is another exit door opposite of where we will enter. You should not let them escape, or they will raise the alarm.”

“Why should we trust you?” Aasne growled.

“Because I--” the woman started to reply, but then the far door opened, and four armored warriors stepped into the hallway. They were obviously wearing aegis armor since the smooth metal over their chests, legs, shoulders, and arms were covered by organic looking fur etchings, and their helmets looked like screaming wolf faces.

The four stopped their advance as soon as they saw the woman with the two wolf drones, but our guide kept walking toward them.

The man in front of the group said something in Nordar, and the woman shrugged and then slowly stopped her walk.

“I’m taking them to Uffe,” she said in English as she gestured back to us.

“He did not say he was expecting guests,” the man at the front said in English.

“He told me that he was upset with the sixty-seventh squadron’s failure to destroy the Waymund convoy. These are the survivors.” The tattooed woman gestured back to us, but she didn’t turn her head away from the armored men.

“He did not mention anything like that to me.”

“Why would he?” she laughed. “You are just a guard. You know nothing. Is he in his lower throne room?”

“Layalina, you should watch your tongue,” the man growled as he began to walk toward us. “Our king holds nothing but contempt for you, and the only reason you are still alive is because of the bloo--”

“My tongue needs no watching,” she hissed. “I am supposed to bring them to see him. Is he in the lower throne room?”

“Yes,” the man said, “now, I must be returning to--”

The man never finished his sentence. The metal wolf-drone on Layalina’s left side sprang into the air and closed its massive jaws around his armored throat without even a whisper of a sound while the second robot jumped at the next armored man in line. This man expected the movement, and he got his armored forearm up in the way of the drone’s jaw. The weight of the robot still began to topple him over, and I quickly made my decision.

I sprang past the tattooed woman, pulled my knife out of its sheath, shoulder checked the third guard in line so that he slammed against the hallway wall, and then shoved my blade into the armored face of the last man in the group.

I knew that the aegis armor was made of a unique metal that had “magical” properties, but my knife was made of the same metal and all twenty centimeters of the blade plunged into the fucker’s skull as if the armor was crafted of paper mache.

My victim went down without even a sound, but the third man shouted an alarm as he bounced off the wall, and the man who was having his arm chewed on by the drone screamed.

I spun around to attack the third Jotnar guard, but his shout of alarm cut off and he reached up to his armored throat as if someone was strangling him, I guessed it was Eve’s magic, but my knife was already moving, and my blade tore through his armored neck with a wave of blood.

Both Aasne and Kasta had been standing next to me when we walked down the hallway, but the android had jumped back to avoid getting hurt while the auburn-haired warrior woman had stepped forward. Her long leg twisted out in a front kick that slammed into the second Jotnar guard’s helmet. The blow silenced his panicked screams, but I doubted the blow did much damage to his armor, so I brought my bloody knife back around and plunged it into the spot where his neck became his spine. His body quivered with shock and then went limp half a moment later.

“Nice blade,” the tattooed woman said when I pulled the weapon free of the man’s neck.

“It is,” I said as I flicked the blood clear of the metal and then slid it back into my sheath. “Are you going to explain--”

“There is no camera in this hallway, but they heard the screams and are going to rush through that door at any moment. Or, they are going to run out the other door and alert Uffe,” Layalina said as she pointed to the door. “I don’t want to kill my people, but I want you to do what you came here to do. So have at it. You better hurry.”

“Fine,” I growled as I yanked the rifle off my back. I didn’t know this woman’s motivation, but if she was right about the group of guards in the next room, then I needed to deal with them quickly.

“Twenty-four of them at terminal stations,” Eve said quickly. “They heard the scream, but they don’t realize it is us. Someone is walking toward the door to--”

“You better hurry,” Layalina said, but I was already running toward the door.

And I was shifting into my weretiger form.

The pain of my twisting and expanding muscles made every step agony, but I pushed through my increase in limb size by forcing my changing legs to pump faster. The door opened a few seconds before I reached it, and the guard on the other side didn’t have his aegis up. His mouth opened with surprise, but then my claws tore through his face, broke open his skull, and scooped out his brain with one quick movement.

Then I plowed into the security room as my aegis began to cover my body.

The remaining twenty-three men and women sitting at the security terminals shouted with surprise, and they jumped from their seats as their armor began to flow over their bodies.

My rifle spat blue pulse bullets at the closest guard. His head wasn’t yet covered by his aegis, and his skull exploded like a dropped water balloon. The next guard in line was flung back against her terminal when my bullets hit her, but they didn’t break through her armor until I squeezed harder on the trigger and sent the fifth bullet against her chest. Then the metal exploded inward like a pierced soda can, and her red fuzzy insides sprayed out with a loud hiss.

My third Jotnar target jumped at me and made a move to grab my rifle. I let him grasp it with both of his hands, but then I quickly let the metal drip away from my face, and I clamped my jaws down on his throat. Warm blood exploded from his two carotid arteries and filled my mouth with warm copper taste, but then I twisted my neck away and tore his head off his shoulders.

The Jotnar guards screamed with surprise when I bit the man’s head off.

Then everything turned to a storm of screams, blue energy bullets, and blood.

The room was set up like a long classroom, with thirty terminal stations in six rows of five facing a large screen at the front of the room. My mad sprint through the door had taken me all the way to the far side of the room, and I had killed the three guards that were closest to the other exit door. In some ways that was good because they would have to get through me to leave. It was also bad though, since I was now cut off from my wives, and the twenty-one other guards in the room were pulling out their pistols and shooting at me.

I dove back under the closest terminal desk as the energy bullets poured over me like a tidal wave. I felt something hit my shoulder, but it seemed like my aegis had deflected the hit, and I didn’t feel any pain.

My rifle was too long to twist around while I was trying to squeeze under the terminal and take cover from both sides, so I dropped it to my side and pulled both of my revolvers out. As soon as they were in my hand, an armored Jotnar asshole tried to pull a move like I would have done, and leapt over the closest terminal as he aimed his pistol down at me.

I was already looking in that direction, and the golden revolver in my left hand was ready. My finger feathered the trigger, and the flame that came out of the barrel burnt a hole on the chest of his armor before the bullet blew it apart. His body separated into two pieces as he flew through the air, and blood rained down on me as I twisted my silver revolver to my right so I could cover the door where my women were trying to come through.

Aasne and Elana charged through first. The taller woman darted to my left as her long-barreled rifle slowly spat blue bullets, and the freckled woman dove to my right with her rifle spraying in wide arcs like a machine gun. A guard jumped up from behind one of the terminals and tried to shoot Elana from the side she wasn’t covering, but the thumb-sized bullet from my silver revolver hit him in the upper shoulder, and both of his arms exploded from his chest.

A wave of red fire poured through the room a moment before Eve entered. A chorus of screams arose as the guards closest to the door dropped to their knees and tried to pat their armor down, but then Juliette’s large black revolver barked, and each of them were opened like a can of tuna being smashed with a pick axe.

I turned to the far side of the room where Elana was and saw that she was trying to take a position in the corner so that she would have a bit of space. She raised her rifle up to her face and squeezed off a shot which took down a Jotnar on the other side of the terminal row, but then two more leaned up from their cover and aimed their pistols at her. Elana ducked down just as they shot, and their pulse bullets passed over her head, but then both of my revolvers shouted with the rage of Thor, and their backs caved in and exploded out of their chests.

Another fucker jumped over the terminal where I was crouched and landed on top of me. This guy was about as big as I was in human form, and he made his strength apparent when he tried to hold on to both of my arms. Unfortunately for him, my weretiger shape gave me herculean strength, and I yanked my arms free before slamming my gold revolver into the maw of his wolf-helmet.

Then I pulled the trigger and sent his teeth and armor through his brain like an asteroid through a glass window.

I twisted my revolvers in my grip so they rested in the palms of my hands and then lifted the corpse of the man I had just killed up over my head like I was lifting a dumbbell. He probably weighted a hundred and twenty kilograms with his armor engaged, but he might as well of weighed as much as a pillow. I tossed his body two rows over, and the three guards taking cover there were buried under his mass when he landed on top of them.

A pulse bullet hit me in the back, but it splashed off as if it was being shot by a child’s water pistol. I didn’t even see who had shot it, I was too focused on the three men I had just occupied with the corpse, and I slammed my boot on top of the terminal behind which I was hiding before I launched myself in the air toward them.

They saw me flying toward them, but there was nothing they could do, they just stared at me through the glowing eyes of their wolf-helmets as my pistols issued their thunderous death warrants.

My shoulder slammed into one of the terminals when I landed, and the thing cracked in half like a block of ice. Another fucker was taking cover behind the device, and he got a shot off with his pistol before I could aim at him. His shot missed my face by a dozen centimeters, but my shot was true, and his face caved in like a smashed tomato.

Then there were no more gunshots, and I spun around the room to assess the results.

“Everyone okay?” I growled.

“Good,” Elana said from her position on the other corner of the room. Her aegis was up now, and the stripes on the silvery metal were a dark yellow color while her helmet looked like a snarling tiger.

“Fine,” Aasne said as she fired off a shot, and I turned to find her on the other side of the room pointing her rifle at a fallen Jotnar. Her armor was actually a bit bulkier looking than Elana’s and the stripes on the metal surfaces were a deep burgundy color. Her helmet looked like a tiger with a closed maw and an intense glare.

I turned toward the door we had come through. Eve’s armor was as black as the void of space, and the red stripes on her aegis streaked across the metal and ended with sharp bladed points. She didn’t have her helmet up, and her long hair blended in with her armor almost as if they were made of the same material. She smiled at me, and I turned to look at the doorway we had just entered.

Eve, Zea, and Kasta held their rifles, but the three blonde women were leaning out around the corner so that they had some cover. They all had their armor and helmets on, and Paula’s silvery armor had blue streaks that matched Kastas, but her helmet looked like a smoothed out organic version of her sister’s sharp robot helm.

Zea’s armor was black like Eve’s, but the stripes were a bright green neon color that seemed to pulse in the lights of the security room. Her helmet looked like a tiger with its ears back as if it was trying to be coy and sneak up on prey.

“I’m fine,” Juliette laughed as she broke open the cylinder of her massive black revolver and reloaded. “You all sure do like the direct approach, huh?”

“It works,” I said as I quickly followed her example and reloaded my own pistols.

“So when do I get my fancy cat armor?” Juliette said as she holstered her weapon and gestured at Eve.

“You have to go camping for two weeks,” Zea said as they moved the rest of the way into the security room.

“Camping?” Juliette asked with confusion, but before the hacker could clarify, Layalina stepped into the room and cleared her throat.

“Well, that answers the question,” she said.

“What question?” Aasne growled as she stepped toward the tattooed woman.

“The question about your capabilities,” Layalina said as she raised her palms up toward the burgundy stripped woman. “You are all capable. You might even be able to kill Uffe.”

“I think it is time for you to start talking, Layalina.” I closed the cylinder of my silver revolver with a loud click and then held it in my hands instead of holstering it.

The woman’s red eyes drifted down to my weapon, and then she glanced up at my helmet. “I heard that the Vaish king could change into a monster, but I did not get a close look as I ran into this room. Are you human under that armor? Or are you some sort of monster?”

“I’m definitely a monster,” I growled. “Now start talking.”

“I like monsters.” She smiled, nodded once, and then gestured to the front screen of the security room. “I will connect you with my mistress.”

We walked with the tattooed woman and her two drone-wolves to the large screen, and she ran her gloved fingers over the controls. A few moments later a woman with long dark brunette hair appeared on the screen. She was beautiful, with high rounded cheekbones, a button nose, full lips, and slightly tan skin. Like Layalina, her eyes were a glowing red, and tattoos of wolves came up around her neck.

“He is here,” Layalina said flatly as she gestured to me.

“Hello, King of Vaish,” the woman said as she bowed her head slightly. “I am Riecka, Uffe’s slightly younger sister.”

“Ahhh,” I said. “I now understand why I am here with Layalina,”

“Oh?” the woman asked as she raised her eyebrows and smiled at me.

“I’m guessing you don’t like your brother,” I said.

“You are quite intelligent,” she replied. “I think we will get along very well.”

“So you want me to kill him,” I stated.

“That is why you are here, is it not?” she asked.

“Of course,” I replied.

“We will help you as much as we can.”

“What do you get out of it?” I asked.

“Me?” she asked as she raised a hand to her chest. The skin was covered with more wolf tattoos, and her nails were painted a deep red. “I am hoping that you and Layalina will think of me fondly once this is all over, and I will have a better place. The combined clans will have a period of disorganization as they all fall under your rule, and you will need regents to deal with your vast empire.

“What does Layalina have to do with anything?” Aasne asked as she nodded at the tattooed woman that stood next to us.

“Do you wish to tell them?” Riecka asked the other woman.

“Yes,” Layalina said as she turned to me. “I am Uffe’s eldest. Once you kill him, I will be your queen and you will have my empire.”

“Well, shit,” Juliette said after we had all stared at the red-eyed cyborg for a few moments. “I’m gonna be dead last in line again. I should have started this off as a princess.”

“That is what you want, isn’t it Vaish King?” Layalina asked me with a raised eyebrow. “You want to unite the clans? You think you are an avatar of Odin? You have been killing the kings and then taking their daughters as yours. I will be yours once you kill my father.”

“Hmmm,” I said as I glanced at Eve, I wanted her to confirm that the woman with the two drone-wolves was being truthful, but my wife just shook her head slightly. Something about the cybernetics in their brains messed with Eve’s ability to read their minds, so I really had no way of knowing if they were being honest.

“You wonder if we will betray you,” Riecka said on the screen. “The fact of the matter is that our people respond to the alpha wolf, and for the past ten generations, that has been a man. I would love to kill my brother, for he is one hell of a bastard, but the throne would just pass over Layalina and fall to her slightly younger brother Uffetar; who is a psychopath and will lead our people into war against the Vaish immediately.

“It is true,” Layalina said with a sad shrug. “My brother is worse.”

“So you are just going to help us get in and murder your father?” Zea asked.

“Your question hints at an opinion that this was easy for us,” Riecka said with a slight smile. “My private spy network only recently told me the news of Idonan and Waymund. My brother does not even know of your existence. He heard a rumor that Tanal Vaish was dead, but he also thinks that the Prime Valkyrie was killed when he captured her ship.”

“He has Dance to the Dirge?” I asked.

“Yes,” Layalina said. “We also have three of the crew members as prisoners.”

“I want them and the ship,” I said.

“We want Uffe dead,” Riecka said with a shrug. “Then you will have Layalina and everything that was once Jotnar.”

“Alright,” I said as I considered my next choice of words. I wanted to free Madalena’s long lost crew immediately, but I also suspected that was what Riecka wanted me to ask for.

I needed to get a better feel for what I was getting myself and my wives into.

“So you agree to let us help you?” Riecka asked.

“What is the plan?” I asked.

“Uffe is in his lower suite with his wives,” Layalina said to the woman on screen.

“Perfect,” Riecka purred. “He often has lavish parties with his wives and concubines. They will take exotic substances, drink, and fuck for most of the night. He will have guards there, but they often participate in the orgy, so they might be occupied as well.

“How many wives does he have?” I asked.

“Twenty-two,” Riecka answered.

“How about concubines?” Juliette asked.

“Another ten, give or take four,” Layalina answered.

“Damn, why so many?” the redhead cop asked.

“He sometimes kills them while he is fucking them,” Layalina said with a shrug, and I saw Juliette’s face pale.

“He doesn’t often kill his wives, though,” Riecka commented. “They are submitted to him, so it causes him discomfort when they die, that is why he is no longer marrying. Instead, he has the stream of concubines.”

“He sounds like a real piece of shit,” Zea growled.

“Yes, and best buried six feet under,” Riecka said.

“How many guards does he normally havvvve?” I asked, and my tongue dragged a bit over my teeth. I was starting to slur my words already, but I didn’t feel the beast in my soul trying to take control yet. It had only been five or so minutes, and I figured I had another twenty-five before I needed to switch back.

“Six or eight guards,” the woman on the screen said.

“Do you have a map of his suites on this screen?” I asked as I pointed to the front of the room.

“Yes,” Riecka said as she pressed a few buttons on her terminal. A few seconds later a blueprint popped up in the screen over her face, and we all leaned forward to get a good look at it.

“Here is the elevator coming down to the foyer,” Layalina said as she pointed at the bottom part of the map. “The foyer is somewhat small, but the door opens up into his underground throne room. This isn’t his main meeting area, but sometimes he receives people down here. Past the throne room are the east and west wing. East has six bedrooms with connecting bathrooms. West has the pool, gymnasium, spa, and the farthest room here is where he has his nightly orgies. At the far point of the map here is the kitchen and dining area. He never goes in here, and they have another elevator that goes up to the main level of the castle so they can get supplies if they need it.”

“That seems like it could be the best way in,” Kasta said.

“No,” Layalina said as she shook her head. “There will be servants there. They will raise an alarm. The main entrance will actually be better since everyone will be in the orgy room. You will be able to walk through the foyer and throne room without being noticed.”

“How many warriors will you give us?” I asked.

“Warriors?” Riecka asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yes,” I replied. “You said you would help.”

“We are helping now,” Riecka said. “We are giving you the information of where to find him.”

“Ohhh jeeze,” Zea sighed through her helmet. “This just got really stinky.”

“We cannot give you any warriors,” Riecka said. “It is too dangerous for us.”

“It seems pretty dangerous for us to face potentially fifty opponents in an underground bunker,” Aasne huffed.

“I can understand your concerns,” Riecka said, “but this is the way it has to be. Neither I nor Layalina can be connected with this coup in case you fail.”

“Getting stinkier in here,” Kasta sighed.

“Really, really, really stinky,” Juliette said. “Like a bunch of bullshit.”

“I will come with them,” Layalina said.

“No,” Riecka said. “You are too important, if something--”

“They are right,” Layalina said with a shrug. “We have no skin in this game. I wish my father dead, and I wish to be a queen and to have an opinion that matters.” The red-eyed woman turned to me and stared into my eyes. “They say you are fair and pleasant to your women. The ones gathered around you seem supportive of you. I wish for you to be successful.”

“That’s a step in the right direction,” I said as I pointed to the knife on her belt. “Now, you will need to submit to me.”

“Submit?” Layalina asked with surprise.

“Yeah,” I said. “Right now.”

“No,” Riecka said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“If you die during the fight, I will be dead,” Layalina said carefully.

“I thought you said there wasn’t going to be much of a fight?” I asked. “Isn't he in the middle of the orgy?”

“Accidents do happen,” Layalina said. “I am willing to take the risk once my father is dead, but not before.”

“Hmmm,” I said, as I looked to my wives. I didn’t need to have Eve’s power our emotion connection to know exactly what they were all thinking.

“What about drones,” I said as I pointed to the two metal wolves at her side.

“Do you have someone that can pilot these?” Layalina asked with surprise.

“Yes,” I said. “How many can you get us?”

“A few,” she said.

“I hope that means more than four,” I replied.

“Yes,” Layalina said as she patted the drone at her side, “I can get four. Do you need the piloting rig?”

“Nope,” I said after I noticed Paula shake her head slightly.

“It will take me about ten minutes to get some from the castle’s supply.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I’m guessing that the three crew members from my ship are in the dungeon beneath this castle?” I asked.

“Yes,” Riecka answered. “They are two floors beneath you. We will have them released as soon as you kill--”

“No,” I said. “They will be released now. I will need them to help kill Uffe.”

“But that will be next to impossible for me to--”

“Then figure it out,” I said, “Or give me directions there, and I’ll get them out myself before I kill Uffe.” My words were a bit of a bluff, but I was going to need all the help I could get for this attack.

“I will call now and work to get them released,” Riecka said with a heavy sigh. “Layalina, I will have to release them into your custody.”

“That is fine,” the red-eyed woman said. “Should I head down there now or find my future husband his drones?”

“Drones first,” Riecka said. “Then head to the dungeon, I should have it all sorted by then, and if not, you might need to use those drones to give King Vaish what he wants.”

“I am fine with that,” Layalina said as she smiled at me. “You all should wait here. I will be back in ten, perhaps fifteen minutes.”

“Hurry up,” I said. “Every minute makes my job harder.”

“I know,” Layalina said as she ran her gloved fingers across the tattoos on her chest. “I will give you what you want. I was about to call you ‘crow,’ but it appears that your people are ‘tiger’ now.”

“Yeeessss,” I growled, and the red-eyed cyborg nodded before she moved to the door from which we had entered the room through.

“I will work on the release of your people on my end,” Riecka said once Layalina had walked out the door. “Please remain in this room. There will not be a new shift for three more hours, and you will be our new king long before that.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” I said as I nodded to her, and the screen turned off.

“Check for surveillance,” I hissed to Paula, Kasta, and Zea. “Be really fucking quick about it.”

“I’ll help,” Juliette said, and the four women began to search through the closest terminals. It took them half a minute to go through each row, and then they spent another minute to go through the main terminal at the front of the room. The hacker and two engineers turned back toward the rest of the group after a minute of searching the main computer, and they shrugged.

“I can generate some white noise,” Kasta said. “It might not help cover our voices, but it won’t hurt.”

“Do it,” I said, and the android nodded. Then we stood staring at her for a few seconds.

“What?” she asked.

“Are you going to do it?” Zea asked.

“Oh, I am doing it,” Kasta laughed. “It’s subsonic.”

“Alright,” I said, but I still gestured for the women to step in closer to me so we could huddle and whisper to each other. “Here is the plan--”

“You know they are going to betray us, right?” Zea asked.

“Yes,” Aasne growled. “Jotnar cannot be trusted.”

“I’m assuming that they are going to betray us,” I said. “That’s why we are going to do what we came here to do right now.”
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Chapter 15

“Right now, right now?” Zea asked.

“As soon as we can,” I said. “Zea, I need you on this terminal at the front. You are going to wreak havoc on all their security systems and lock all the doors.”

“Uhh, that’s gonna take me at least half an hour to figure--”

“You have five minutes,” I said.

“I’m on it,” she said as she turned to go, but I grabbed on her arm.

“As soon as I’m done, my wife,” I chuckled.

“Oh, right, hah.”

“I also need surveillance on Uffe’s suite. There has to be cameras in there. There also have to be drones somewhere; look--” I gestured over to the end terminal where there were obvious controls set up for piloting drones. “Paula and Kasta: that’s your job. Layalina went to get us some, but I think she was bluffing. There had to have been some locally these guys were controlling.”

“Might just be hidden guns set up in walls,” Paula said. “We can figure it out, especially if Zea can help us get through their software.”

“Yeah,” the hacker said, “I’m going to get started.” She moved back toward the computer at the front, but I still had my hand around her bicep and I gently pulled her back into our huddle.

“As soon as I’m done, my wife,” I repeated.

“Ohhh gawd,” Zea moaned. “I’m champing at the bit here! We don’t have time!”

“Juliette is going to stay here to guard you three,” I said. “Eve, Aasne, Elana, and I are going to head down the elevator and deal with Uffe, his women, and his guards. As soon as Layalina gets back, you are going to keep her in this room. She’ll be the ruler of Jotnar once Uffe is dead, and I suspect she’ll try to escape and just have us killed off.”

“What about her wolves?” Juliette asked.

“I might be able to do something about that if I can get close to them without her suspecting anything,” Paula said.

“You four are going to take on forty?” Kasta asked with a raised eyebrow.

“We have Eve,” I said, “and they won’t expect her abilities. However, I’m expecting that Zea has the security figured out, can control the doors, and you and your sister have figured out the drones.”

“This is crazy,” Zea said. “Can I go look at the terminal now? I’ll feel a lot better once I can figure out my way inside.”

“Yeah,” I said, “we’ll leave as soon as you get inside.”

“But that won’t give me enough time too--”

“Zea,” I growled. “I know you can do this. You are the best hacker in the galaxy, and we’ve never needed your talents more than now. You will make it happen.”

“You got this, Blondie,” Juliette said, and Zea gave her a quick look of surprise before she sprinted to the main terminal with Paula and Kasta.

The rest of us walked over to stand behind Zea as she plugged her cord into her skull. She kept her eyes open as she flicked her fingers across the keys of the terminal, but I could see her pupils dilate wide. After a few moments, her hands almost became a blur as they danced across the keys and their clicking noises sounded like one heavy rainfall.

“I’m in,” she said calmly.

“Great job,” I said as I squeezed her shoulder.

“I have a visual on Uffe’s suite,” she said as the screens on the front flickered to show a large man sitting on a golden throne. The throne was decorated with sculptures of wolves, and he was surrounded by what looked like thirty women. Some were naked, but others were in various states of undress. All of them wore silver chokers around their necks that looked like dog collars, but I didn’t see any men or guards wearing armor.

I did notice that Uffe, and most of his women were cyborgs. Both of the man’s arms were made of metal, his bare chest was covered with a canvas of dark wolf tattoos, and the top half of his skull looked completely robotic.

“Looks like the party is in the throne room,” Kasta said.

“If they are cyborgs, they might be immune to my powers,” Eve said.

“You can still move objects,” I said. “That will be all the help we need. Do what you can. It still looks like he doesn’t know that we are coming. Zea, how is their system? Have you figured everything out?”

“These terminals are connected to everything on the fortress,” Zea said. “It’s like they never thought anyone would be able to get into this room.”

“Do you have access to a drone network?” Paula asked.

“Just got it,” Zea sighed gratefully. “Jump to your terminals, and I’ll patch you in.”

“Fuck yeah,” Kasta laughed, and then the twins jumped to adjacent chairs that had drone controls.

“Get eyes on Layalina and Riecka if you can,” I said. “We are going to Uffe.”

“I’ll help you navigate,” Kasta said, and then she pressed a button on the collar of her aegis armor, and I heard my transponder beep on.

“Let’s go,” I said to Eve, Aasne, and Elana. The three of them nodded, but I could see the fear in Elana’s eyes. She wasn’t used to fighting, but she had done well so far.

“I’ve got some wolf drones,” Paula said. “They are on the ground floor, and I’m sending them our way. I don’t think they can open doors though.”

“I might be able to pop them,” Zea said. “What’s your location?”

“You three figure it out,” I said and then I turned to Juliette.

“I will keep them safe,” she said before I could ask, and then Eve, Aasne, Elana, and I ran out the other exit door.

The hallway past the door was made of a smooth gray metal with copper rivets on the seams. Viking themed tapestries hung on the door, and we skidded to a halt after we had reached a four way intersection.

“Kasta?” I growled

“Shit, sorry. Having fun with drones, go right. Elevator is another fifty meters on your left side.”

We followed her instructions and then reached the elevator in a few moments. It had a decorated wood face on the doors with gold inlays of wolves and Valkyrie warriors. I reached out to hit the call button, but the doors opened before I could touch them.

“That’s me,” Zea said. “I’m over riding the alerts on the elevator, they won’t see a light or hear a ding when it gets to the bottom floor. Don’t worry about pressing any buttons.”

“Got it,” I said as we stepped inside.

“Drones are heading down from the main floor,” Paula said. “I have eight of the wolves and four disc model fliers with light pulse guns. They probably won’t go through any of the aegis armor, but those women looked naked.”

“Their collars are their aegis,” Aasne said. “We should not underestimate them.”

“If you guys can wait five minutes, our drones will be--” Paula started to say, and then I heard her scream.

Then I heard gunshots.

“Paula?” I hissed, but there was no answer, and our elevator stopped with a head spinning jerk.

“Kasta? Zea? Juliette?” I asked as I felt my stomach continue on downward.

“Shit,” Aasne growled.

“They are not injured,” Eve said. “I can still sense them.”

“Thank goodness,” Elana said.

“We are here!” Zea gasped. “Sorry. I’ll get the elevator moving soon.”

“What the fuck happened?” I asked.

“Layalina happened,” I heard Juliette say, but I also heard the Jotnar woman shouting.

“She’s saying she had no intention of betraying us,” the redhead hissed into her transponder. “Hey! Shut up! We don’t fucking care! I will pistol whip the fucking tattoos off your chest if you don’t shut your hole!”

“Uhhh, everything okay?” I asked as the elevator started to move again.

“Oh yeah,” Juliette said, “We’ve got her tied to a chair with some cables. And I’m about to shove a fucking pair of underwear from one of these guards in your mouth if you don’t shut up!” Juliette’s voice turned away from the transponder for the last part, and then Kasta came on.

“Sis has her drone-wolfs reconfigured to follow us, they are guarding the door, but we are still going to keep two more here just in case. Our other drones are at the elevator right above you, and they will take the next car down.”

“Got it,” I said as a bit of relief poured through my chest.

Then the elevator halted.

“You are there,” Kasta whispered. “Good luck. I love you.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I love you too.”

“Get that elevator back up so I can load the drones,” Paula said as soon as Eve, Aasne, Elana, and I stepped out of the elevator. The doors closed with a faint hiss behind us, and I heard the car ascend for a few seconds before it was silent.

The receiving foyer was lit by a faint glow coming from the crown molding on the top corners of the walls. The light was a slight purple shade, and it reflected a bit off the polished marble floors in a way that made it seemed like they glowed as well. There were more hanging tapestries on these walls, but these were all of naked women who looked to be wrestling with wolves. Then I did a double take when I realized that the naked women all looked like they were being raped by the animals.

“I like Uffe less and less the more we learn about him,” Elana hissed under her breath as we walked past the forth tapestry picturing bestiality and a woman screaming silently.

“Soon,” I growled as we passed a group of pedestals arranged against the marble walls. These each held decorative weapons with small lights beneath to highlight their edges. The first two were ancient six-shooter single action pistols. The next pedestal was a lever action rifle with a brass receiver. The next pedestal was an old style single action shotgun that looked like it might have been eight gauge.

The firearms gave way to melee weapons. Knives of various curved and straight shapes, swords made of ancient and pitted metal, and axes. As we got farther away from the elevator door, the weapons appeared to be more modern, and we were soon walking next to the kind of ultra-sharp longswords and axes that were often carried by Nordar warriors.

Then we came to a pair of three meter tall double doors that looked to be made out of solid gold. There were more wolves embroidered on the surface of this metal along with human women, but I didn’t pay attention to the various poses that they were in.

“Ready?” I whispered to the three women, and they each nodded.

“Elana, you are in the back. Take out anyone with a long-range weapon first, but save Uffe for me.”

“Yes, my king,” she whispered.

“Here we go,” I said as I squeezed the grip of my rifle in my right hand and then pushed open the double doors with my left. The doors swung wide open as if they were on automated power hinges, and the three of us walked into the throne room with our weapons pointed toward the large golden chair sitting high on the dais.

“Ahhhhh. You are here,” Uffe grumbled as he adjusted his large gold crown.

He was still sitting on his throne, and a naked woman with short red hair straddled his legs in the reverse cowgirl position. She grinded her hips a few times down onto his penis, and then she squealed with surprise when he brought his massive metal hand up on her ass and pushed her off his dick. She stumbled away and fell into the crowd of other naked or mostly naked women that were draped over the steps beneath Uffe’s throne, and then she sank down and sat watching us.

All the women were actually watching us intently, and most of them had glowing red eyes.

“You were expecting me?” I asked as I raised my rifle. I didn’t give the fucker a chance to respond, I just pulled the trigger and sent a burst of blue pulse bullets across the eight meters of the throne room. My shot was perfect, and it would have hit him right between the eyes, but the bullets stopped short when they slammed into an invisible barrier some two meters before the dais steps.

“My sister and daughter are fools,” he boomed. “I’ve known about their plans to murder me for longer than they knew they wanted to do the deed.”

“That looks like some sort of armored glass,” Kasta whispered in our ears.

“I’m going to see if I can figure out how to remove it,” Zea said. “Maybe keep him talking?”

“Your sister and daughter aren’t here right now,” I said as I kept the sight of my rifle on his skull.

“No,” he replied. “You are the fool, Vaish. You should have hid in your nest. Instead, you come to me, in my lair, and think you can kill me. I am not the feeble Idonan, nor the foolhardy Skyad. I am definitely not the weak Waymund. I am the wolf, and I hunt and kill the crow, hart, boar, and horse. Now you will die, and I will do little more than raise my finger.”

The Jotnar king tapped a button on the armrest of his throne, and the side walls of the throne room slid open.

Then sixty or so massive drone-wolfs stepped out of their homes and turned their glowing red eyes toward us.

“Shit! I don’t see any way to lower that wall,” Zea hissed. “There has to be a control somewhere in there.”

“Back up,” I said to the other women, and we all fell back toward the double doors as the robot wolves began to sprint toward us. These were a little larger than the pair that had escorted Layalina, and their claws scrapped across the ground with a sound that was akin to kitchen knives being sharpened.

“This man thinks he is a king! Now watch him and his bitches get torn to pieces.” Uffe’s laughter filled the room like thunder as we backed up to the edge of the double doors, but then his voice was cut short when Eve screamed.

“Ahhhhhhh!” the vampire yelled as she raised her left hand up toward the tidal wave of steel monsters. There was a boom of thunder, and then the entire group was lifted off their four legs and thrown back across the room like they were children’s toys. They bounced off the glass wall that separated us from Uffe and his women and they tumbled to the marble ground.

Then Aasne and I were hosing them down with our own waves of blue pulse bullets.

My first few shots carved a hole into the closest wolf, and then my next stream tore through the two drones to the side. I kept my shots to the left side of the room and Aasne sprayed the right. The group of drone-wolves jumped up to their feet as we shot at them, and then they turned as a group to charge us as we continued to bombard them. For half of a second, our shots didn’t seem to do more than delay the front wave of robots, but then Elana’s bullets tore through two at a time, and the creatures crashed in the middle of their sprint towards us like metal tumbleweeds.

“Back into the foyer!” I shouted when I realized that we weren’t going to be able to keep them at bay without some sort of choke point. Eve, Aasne, and I jumped back, and I moved to try to close one of the doors, but Eve guessed at my intent, and the leftmost door swung closed before I could grab it.

“Reloading!” Aasne screamed as she ejected a power cell from her rifle and popped in another. Eve and I covered her side for a moment and took down one of the wolves closest to the door.

“I’m reloading!” I shouted as one of the metal wolves jumped impossibly high over the other wolves, through the door, and angled down at Eve. The vampire was so focused on shooting her rifle toward the other corner that she probably didn’t see the wolf coming at her from above.

For half a second, time slowed down as I let go of my rifle with my left hand and pulled out my golden revolver. The gun barked in my hand as the robot descended from its jump, and then the drone-wolf disintegrated into a hundred pieces.

Another wolf jumped through the doorway and he came at me with snapping jaws. I shoved the barrel of my pulse rifle into his mouth sideways to keep the teeth away from my armor, and then I shoved the front of my revolver into the robot’s red eyeball before pulling the trigger. The massive bullet from my gun punched through the entire length of the wolf and then shattered the metal skull of the robot coming in the door behind him.

I ripped my rifle free and made another attempt to reload my rifle, but there were too many wolves coming at us now, and I needed to use the longer rifle to stuff into one of the robot’s mouths so that I could keep its teeth away from my armored face. Then I ended it with another one of my massive bullets and managed to tear my rifle free again.

“Back!” Eve screamed again, and the remaining group of wolves tumbled up into the air and spun away from us as if they were leaves being swept up on the wind. They all either crashed into the gold door or passed through the open right side and spun back into the throne room.

Eve stumbled away behind us, and I grabbed her shoulder before she could fall down. She blinked her eyes a few times, but it looked like they weren’t focusing on my face correctly, and her breath was coming out of her body in ragged gasps.

“Are you okay?” I asked, and my wife nodded weakly before I felt her strength return to her so she could stand without my assistance.

“They are coming back!” Aasne shouted. “I only have a few shots left!”

“Here!” I said as I popped a fresh power magazine into my rifle. I tossed the weapon across the room, and she caught it with her left hand as I pulled my silver revolver free. I guessed that there was thirty or forty left, and I didn’t think that Eve would be able to push them back again without fainting.

This was going to be our final stand.

Then I heard what sounded like knives scraping across stone coming from behind us, and I turned to see Kasta and Paula’s group of wolf drones running across the foyer. The disc shaped fliers were right above the wolves, and they started shooting their plasma bullets at the oncoming enemy drone-wolves as soon as the group pushed through the doorway again.

The two groups of robot wolves collided as Elana’s sniper shots tunneled through the larger enemy ones. The flying drones sprayed the masses with their shots, but the lighter energy bullets did little more than spatter on the wolves’ armor. My revolver bullets were more than a little effective though, and every time I squeezed the trigger on either of my guns, one or two of the robots turned into scrap metal.

“I’m out!” Aasne shouted. She had been holding both her rifle and mine in her arms and was laying waste to any of the robots that tried to get close to Eve or Elana. I only counted eight or so of the enemy drone-wolves now, but we only had two of Paula’s smaller wolf drones left, and I only had a single shot left in each of my revolvers before I needed to reload.

“Aasne!” Eve shouted as she pointed behind the burgundy striped warrior woman.

Aasne turned to look at where Eve gestured, and the display case of a nearby weapon pedestal tumbled over. There was a double sided crescent axe on the stand, but it spun through the air toward Aasne as if she had yanked it on a yo-yo string. My warrior-wife dropped both of her rifles as soon as she saw the axe spinning toward her, and she snatched it out of the air as if she had practiced the move a few hundred times.

“Thank you, Eve!” Aasne screamed, and then the dual edges of the axe glowed with a bright golden light.

Then she swung the weapon like she was chopping wood and cut one of the drone wolves in half.

The robot split as if it was a paper pinata, and then Aasne spun to her side, twirled the two-handed axe around her body like it weighed nothing, and made an upward swing that cut the belly and legs off a drone-wolf that was trying to leap at Elana.

I turned back to my own attacking wolves and then put my last two bullets into a pair that were about to take bites out of each of my hips. Both of their heads and shoulders turned to shrapnel instantly, but then one behind them jumped for my throat.

I dropped my revolvers as the robot landed on me and then wedged both my armored tiger-hands into the wolf’s jaws. It tried to close its maw down on my arms, but I let out a growl of anger, pushed up and out with both my hands, and tore the thing in half at the jaws. It began to twitch and pour out oil from where I had ripped open its jaws, and I kicked it away before I grabbed my revolvers and jumped to my feet.

I was just in time to watch Aasne behead the last drone-wolf with her new axe, and I quickly reloaded my revolvers as I assessed our group.

Eve was kneeling behind Elana, but as I looked at her, she gave me a smile, and pushed herself up with her rifle. Elana quickly jumped to her feet and then popped her power magazine out of her sniper rifle before inserting a new one. Aasne rested her axe over her shoulder and she turned her head towards me. Her tiger helmet looked even more fearsome with her burgundy glowing eyes and the large axe that she held, but then her mask dripped away from her face so she could smile at me.

“I like this weapon,” she said as she glanced down at the axe. “It is made of aegis steel and is comfortable in my hands.”

“Good,” I growled as I walked back toward the golden doors. “Let’s use it to kill some Jotnar queens.”

“We have all our fliers but just two of the drone-wolves,” Paula said as the group of drones came to walk and fly next to us.

“We’ll make it work,” I said. “Zea, how is that barrier looking?”

“I found a release trigger for it, but there is nowhere in the system where I can make it go down. It has to be local on a closed circuit.”

“Does that mean we are fucked?” Aasne asked. “If we can’t get through the wall, we can’t get to him.”

“I will solve the problem,” Eve said. “Just give me half a minute and let us get as close as we can to the wall.”

“Got it,” I said.

“They have some guns mounted in the ceiling of the throne room,” Kasta said. “I can’t control them, but I have an off switch that should work.”

“Should?” Elana asked.

“Well, you know. I can turn them off right now, but it might be more theatrical if he hits a button to make them work, they pop out of the wall, and then they don’t shoot. I bet his dick will go limp.”

“Just turn them off,” I hissed.

“Awwww, okay,” Kasta laughed, and then we walked back into the throne room.

“You should be dead, fool,” the king spat as soon as we walked inside.

“You’ve made a mistake, Uffe,” I said as we walked forward toward his throne. “Vaish is not crow anymore.”

“Ohhh?” he growled as he leaned forward

“We are tigers,” I said.

Uffe laughed, and the group of naked and tattooed woman sitting on the steps laughed with him.

“You are kittens!” He growled as he slammed his fist on the armrest of his throne. “And soon you will be dead!” He pressed a button on his arm rest and ten panels on the roof slid open.

But nothing came down to fire upon us.

“What?” he said as he pressed his finger on the button again. “Where are my gun--”

“Let me help, sire,” a woman at the foot of the stairs said as she stood. She wore a bikini bottom, but her breasts were uncovered, and she only had a few tattoos of wolves on her arms. She blinked at us a few times, and I noticed that her eyes were not red.

“You cannot--” He began to say, but the woman had already stumbled up past the other naked women on the dais and came to kneel beside him.

“This switch and then this button,” she said, and her voice rang out hollow in the throne room and she slid both of her hands over the control panel on Uffe’s arm rest.

Then the glass barrier dropped down with an angry hiss.

“I got it!” Zea shouted as Uffe and his wives’ red eyes opened impossibly wide. “Eve made that woman hit the button that gives me control over the security system.”

“You idiot!” He screamed as he swatted the woman aside and jumped up from his throne. As he moved, his naked body began to drip with the metal from his aegis, and I could see the pewter colored fur sprout from his legs. “Defend me wives! Kill the Vaish!”

Half a moment ago, the naked women on the steps of the dais had regarded us with the focus of people who had spent their lives in an opium den. But as soon as Uffe gave the order, all of them barred their teeth, snarled like rabid dogs, and leapt down the stairs toward us as their bodies became covered with metal. They moved impossibly fast, but Elana, Aasne, and Eve were ready, and as soon as the glass barrier dropped low enough, we were all firing our weapons at the women.

Except for Aasne, who charged into the thick of them while swinging her axe like a golden scythe.

I raised my revolvers at Uffe and pulled both triggers. His armor had taken shape over most of his body, and I could see that his forearms were covered with impressively bulky metal plates. He raised his arms to shield himself from my bullets, but he must have not guessed at the power of my revolvers, since the first bullet hit him in the left shoulder and tore his arm off, while the second hit the shield on his right arm and sent him flipping back over his throne like a discarded doll. His crown tumbled down from his head when he fell over the back of his chair and it bounced down the stairs toward Elana.

One of Uffe’s armored wives jumped at me, and she moved to rip at me with metal claws along the edges of her fingers. I raised my own forearm to block her, and her claws just scraped across the metal of my aegis with a screeching sound. She growled and tried to scratch at my face, but I cuffed her on the side of the head with the butt of my silver pistol, and she tumbled away from me.

Another woman jumped at me, but I ducked my head down a bit as I walked up the stairs and then flexed my back up as soon as she landed on my shoulders. She was thrown clear behind me, and then tumbled down the rest of the stairs with a painful sounding crash of metal.

Plasma spray from the drones floating above us rained down on the group, and I saw Aasne cut the heads off two women with a swing of her axe while Eve flung another woman through the air with a wave of her fingers. A bolt of blue energy tore into the skull of an armored woman that was about to try to cut me with her nails, and I turned to give Elana a slight nod before continuing up the dais.

Then I was at the throne, and I backhanded an armored woman and then kicked her down the stairs before I walked around the chair to where I expected Uffe to be.

But he was gone except for his arm.

I glanced to my left and saw the trail of grease and blood dripping down the stairs. From the map of his suite we had looked at earlier, I knew there was another exit to the suite at the back kitchen area, and that looked like exactly where the blood trail was leaving.

“He ran in the left hallway!” I heard Kasta shout, and I saw the door in the distance swing close.

“He’s going to try to get to the kitchen!” Zea shouted. “I sent the staff in there a notice about a meeting on the surface floor of the castle, so they aren’t in there now, but I can’t stop that elevator from going up, so you need to stop him before he gets there, or you’ll have to deal with a lot of guards.”

“I’m following,” I growled, and I coiled my powerful legs underneath me before launching off the top of the dais.

I landed halfway to the hallway door, rolled on my shoulders to lose some of my momentum and then kept running. I holstered my golden revolver and then moved to open the door, but a salvo of blue pulse bullets tore through the door, and I had to fling myself out of the way so I wouldn’t get hit.

“Kasta, where is heeeeee?” I growled as I tried to lean around the door.

“He’s at the end of the hallway!” she answered. “Eleven and point four meters.”

“Help me aim!” I said as I backed up from the wall a bit and aimed my silver revolver into the wall.

“Left to your 11 o’clock!” she shouted. “Little bit to your right! Up a bit! That looks like it! Shoot, Adam!”

I squeezed the trigger as soon as Kasta said that, and the bullet erupted from my revolver like a blast from a volcano. The metal slug tore through the wall of the throne room and passed into the hallway beyond.

“You hit him in the gut!” Kasta shouted. “He’s turning to run. Go! Go! Go get ‘em, Adam!”

I yanked open the trashed door, and saw Uffe stumble toward the door at the end of the next hallway. He was holding his stomach with his right hand, but it didn’t look like it was doing any good. My bullet had left half of his intestines on the wall where his pulse rifle lay, and I figured he would bleed out if he didn’t get medical attention in the next five minutes.

I sprinted down the hallway as the beast in my soul screamed, and I didn’t bother opening the door he had just passed through. I just checked it with my shoulder and smashed through the thin metal as if it was made out of rice paper.

Uffe was waiting for me with a knife in his hand, but he hadn’t predicted that I would plow through the door, and his stab was half a moment too late. I grabbed his wrist with my left hand, pushed my revolver to his elbow and then pulled the trigger. He screamed as the bullet both burnt off his armor and then turned the metal into dust.

Then I wound his metal arm around behind my back and clocked him in the face with his own limb.

A dozen teeth exploded from his mouth and sprayed across the kitchen along with his left cyber eye. His armor was dripping off his face, and he tried to scream, but I clubbed him in the face again with his arm, and he flipped backward over the counter.

“Noooo,” Uffe gurgled as I stepped around the counter. He was trying to crawl away from me, but his left arm was just a nub, and his right arm was mostly just dripping oil and blood.

“Yesssss,” I growled as I kicked his chest and spun him over.

“Fuck. You. Vaish.” He spit one of his teeth up at me, but it just bounced off my chest armor and fell into the massive wound on his stomach.

“Your tattoos show wolves eating crowwwwssss,” I said as I pointed to his chest with my left hand and holstered my silver revolver.

“Fuck. You.” He panted. “May Odin curse you.”

“I think it’s the opposite,” I said as I pulled my knife from my sheath. “And now tiger eats wolf.”

Uffe gasped when I slowly brought my blade down to his neck, but then he never made another sound again.
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Chapter 16

I returned to the throne room to find Elana, Aasne, and Eve running toward the hallway. The three of them had their helmets up covering their faces, but the metal dripped away from them as soon as they saw me.

“He’s deaaad,” I growled as I held up Uffe’s head.

“We guessed as much,” Elana said. “His women just started screaming. All but one is dead, but she is in no condition to harm us.”

“Let’s go backkkk,” I hissed as I gestured to opposite side of the throne room where we had entered. “Just one more task, and then the Nordar will be one.”

“Excellent, my king,” Elana said as she bowed her head to me.

“The Nordar will become one,” Aasne gasped as we began walking. “I never thought it would be in my lifetime.

“Hey Adam,” Zea said. “We’ve got a problem.”

“What?” I asked as the four of us slowed our walking speed.

“This Riecka chica is demanding that she get in the security room!” Juliette said. “She’s got a group of armored assholes, and they said they will break down the door. Layalina says we should let her in, but I’m thinking that is a bad idea.”

“We will be right therrrrre,” I growled, and then the four of us sprinted through the corpses and destroyed robots on the throne room floor.

The elevator ride seemed to take forever, but it was only ten seconds, then we were charging down the hallway to the intersection, and rushing back into the security room.

As soon as we entered, I saw Paula and Kasta point to the far door where Juliette stood with her rifle. There was obvious banging coming from the other side, but it didn’t sound like they were actually trying to break the door down.

“She just wants to watch me submit to you!” Layalina hissed as soon as she saw me. “We never intended to betray-- That is my father’s head! You’ve done it!”

“Yes,” I said as I tossed Uffe’s head on top of the terminal next to where Layalina was tied up. Then I walked over to where Zea sat.

“I have no cameras out in that hallway, remember?” the hacker said as she reached her fingers up to stroke the chin of my armor. “I saw them walk down the stairs from above. There are some armored assholes with her.”

“Why is she so desperate to get in here?” I turned back to Layalina.

“I’m like a younger sister to her,” the tattooed woman said. “She is only eight years older than me, and we planned this coup together. She is telling your women that she wants to watch me submit to you. Nothing more.”

“This is stinky,” Zea chimed from her terminal. “Why does she care?”

“It is important for the family to witness a submission,” Aasne said.

“Yes,” Elana agreed.

“You thinkkk I should let them in?” I growled as I gestured to the door. My anger wasn’t really threatening to overcome my mind, but I could feel the first trickles of rage bite at the corners of my mind.

“Without guards,” Elana said as she nodded. “If she just wants to see Layalina submit to you, then she shouldn’t need them.

“Everyone but Juliette grab weaponsssss and get behind terminals for cover,” I said, and they all positioned themselves behind terminals so they could shoot at the door.

I moved to stand next to the handle of the door, pulled out my gold revolver, and then I nodded for Juliette to swing open the door. She had her own massive black revolver out, and she gave me a quick nod before she yanked it open.

I was fast for a human, but I was incredibly fast when I was in my weretiger form. Riecka was standing with her fist raised to pound on the door again, and my right hand closed around her throat before she even brought her hand down to knock.

“Don’t move,” I growled to her guards as I pushed the barrel of my revolver into her forehead. The men froze in place, and Riecka let out a gasp as she tried to claw at the armor on my wrist.

“Youuu--” she hissed, but I squeezed a bit tighter with my fingers, and her pretty face began to turn red.

“Wait here,” I growled. “If you attempt to enter, I will kill all of you. Uffe is dead, and in less than five minutes I will be your king.”

The armored men nodded, and then I pulled Riecka into the security room. Juliette kicked the door closed behind me, and then she quickly searched the woman while I held her throat.

“A knife,” Juliette said as she pulled a ten centimeter blade out of Riecka’s belt, spun it in her fingers, and then slipped it into her own pocket, but other than that she is clean.

“Goooddd,” I growled, and then I slowly let go of the Jotnar woman’s neck. I still kept my revolver on her forehead though, and she gulped in lungfuls of air with grateful sighs.

Riecka really was strikingly beautiful. Her hair was a chocolate brown that was a few shades darker than Madalena’s. It fell straight behind her head like a calm waterfall, and her bangs helped shape her heart-shaped face. Her red-cyborg eyes glowed with a light that was similar to Eve’s, but I could see the metal iris around the pupil. She wore a black strapless dress, and while her left arm was cybernetic, her right arm was flesh, and her skin there was covered with black wolf tattoos that ran from her fingers up to her shoulder, neck, and cleavage.

“What do you wannnttt?” I growled as I pushed the tip of my revolver into her forehead a bit.

“Is he dead?” Riecka coughed. “That was all I wanted.”

“He is,” Layaline said as she nodded to the terminal where I had set Uffe’s head.

“By Odin,” Riecka sighed as she pointed over to Layaline. “May I see his head?”

“Yeah,” I said, and then I pulled my revolver away from her skull so that she could walk over to Layaline.

Riecka moved to the terminal, picked up Uffe’s skull by his long hair, and then stared at his dead face for a few moments. Then her full lips spread upward into a wicked smile.

“Fuck you, brother,” she hissed and then she turned her red cyborg eyes to me. “I am forever in your debt, Adam, or should I say King of the Nordar?”

“That’s fine,” I said. I still had my revolver aimed at her, but she didn’t look at the weapon.

“As soon as you untie me, I’ll submit to you,” Layalina said. “Then we can celebrate the unification of--”

“No,” Riecka interrupted the other woman, and Layalina tilted her head with confusion.

“No? What do you--”

“You will not be the queen, Layalina. I have betrayed you.”

“What?” the tied up woman gasped, and I pulled the hammer back on my revolver and stepped forward so that I had absolutely zero chance of missing Riecka, my wives and Juliette all readied their weapons just as I did, and Riecka was suddenly staring at four guns pointing at her face.

But none of us were paying attention to Layalina’s two drone-wolves.

Paula had indicated that she re-programmed them, but something must have happened in their systems, because they jumped from their position guarding the door and both sank their teeth into Layalina’s throat. The woman let out a scream, but it only lasted a fraction of a second before the robots tore her head from her shoulders.

Blood sprayed over Eve, Paula, Kasta, and me, and we twisted our weapons away from Riecka so that we could shoot the fuck out of the drones. My bullet destroyed the one on the left instantly, and then the other women’s shots melted the second metal wolf. There were two more drone-wolves in the room, but they haven’t moved from the post. It didn’t matter since Aasne swung her axe and cut the head off one while Elana shot the other.

Then we all turned back to Riecka and shoved our guns in her face.

“Ahh, ahh, ahh,” she tisked as a wicked smile came to her lips. “If you kill me, you’ll never make it out of here alive, my king.”

“What the fuck did you do?” I growled as I struggled to fight against the beast trying to take control of my trigger finger.

“I did what was necessary,” Riecka said as she shrugged her bare shoulders. “The drones were always my minions, and they were built for the task you just witnessed. Layalina would not have been a good queen for you. She was weak and inexperienced.”

“I don’t know that,” I said, “and now I never will.”

“I made the decision for you, my king. If you want to punish me, we can do that after our wedding dinner. I crave being disciplined.”

“You think I’ll marry you now?” I hissed.

“You do not have a choice, my king,” she said with a pouty voice. “You just killed Uffe, and it seems that all of his children have somehow died under mysterious circumstances in the last ten minutes or so. I am the queen of the Jotnar Blood Overlord Clan now. You have two choices: you can kill me, and then try to piece together the pieces of the clan as a hundred different war leaders try to take over as king, or you can let me submit to you, and then unite the Nordar as you planned.”

“Fuck,” Zea hissed. “Was this your plan all along?”

“Of course,” Riecka said with a gentle shake of her hair. “Well, I had planned on Layalina going down into the throne room with you and possibly dying a clean death in battle there. I am a bit sad she will not go to Valhalla, but I’ve played second fiddle my whole life, and now it is time to become the ruler I deserve to be.”

“I doubt you deserve to be any sort of ruler, Jotnar scum,” Elana hissed.

“You bitches can hate me all you want,” Riecka said. “I care not if my king’s other wives despise me. I only care that I am of use to him and he beds me regularly. Think about my earlier words, my king, you will need someone to manage this side of your empire. I cannot betray you because of the submission. I will be loyal to you, and what is better than having a cunning wolf as an ally and wife? Nothing.”

“I cannot read her thoughts,” Eve whispered, “but her logic is compelling.”

“Of course my logic is compelling,” Riecka said as she stared into my eyes. “This is a simple decision my king. You have your doubts now, but you know there is not another way to get what you want.”

“Hmmm,” I growled deep in my throat as I turned back to Eve. My vampire wife nodded, and I turned to look at Zea.

“You said that all the warleaders are going to try to fight to be king if we kill you?” the blonde hacker asked.

“Yes,” Riecka confirmed, and then Zea turned to Aasne and Elana.

“She is correct,” Aasne sighed as she let her axe drop on the ground. “Our husband only has one choice.”

“Yes,” Elana answered. “She must submit to him.”

“Your wives agree with me,” Riecka said as she smiled widely. “Perhaps we will get along better than I had hoped. Who will witness?”

“I will witness,” my six wives said in unison, but none of them lowered their weapons from where they pointed at Riecka.

“I am Riecka Feea Jotnar. Second born offspring of King Akar Uffe Jotnar. Eldest offspring of King Uffe Farca Jotnar. Eldest offspring of King Asha Uffe Jotnar.” The chocolate-haired woman kneeled before me as she spoke the words, and her red eyes looked up to mine as the strange power began to fill the security room.

“She is Riecka Feea Jotnar. Second born offspring of King Akar Uffe Jotnar. Eldest offspring of King Uffe Farca Jotnar. Eldest offspring of King Asha Uffe Jotnar,” my wives repeated, and I noticed Juliette give everyone a confused look.

“I am Riecka Feea Jotnar. Queen of the Jotnar Blood Overlord Clan and victor of eight death duels.” Riecka held my knife with her metal hand and then passed the blade over the palm of her flesh of her other hand.

“She is Riecka Feea Jotnar. Queen of the Jotnar Blood Overlord Clan and victor of eight death duels.” Blood began to pour out onto the floor at my feet, but Riecka waited until it covered most of my knife blade and handle before she passed it to me.

The air felt as if it was filled with electricity, and I could see Riecka’s breasts heave as she forced herself to breath against the pressure on her shoulders.

“I am Riecka Feea Jotnar. I submit my body, mind, and soul to Adam Vaish. I will serve him as consort, advisor, eyes, arms, legs, and heart. We will be bonded both in life, and when we arrive in Valhalla. Our people will be united in one clan under him.”

I let the aegis fall away from my massive tiger-hands, cut both of my palms with a quick movement, and then let the knife fall to the floor. Both of my hands reached down to wrap around Riecka’s and she let out a gasp of surprise when our blood burned like fire.

“I accept your submission, Riecka Feea Jotnar,” I whispered, and then the weight was lifted off both of our shoulders. We sighed, and the woman’s lips curved up into a wide smile.

“They are bound,” Eve said, and my other wives nodded as I helped Riecka stand.

“What. The. Fuck. Was. That?” Juliette asked after Riecka and I had stared into each other’s eyes for a few moments.

“That is the Nordar submission,” Zea said.

“But they cut their palms? That’s-- wait. Where is the blood?”

“Come, my king,” Riecka said. “Meet your people. The Jotnar are hated amongst the clans, but now we will have peace under you. This will be a golden age for the Nordar, and I am honored that I gave this to you.”

“You gave this to him?” Kasta asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Marriage is about giving and receiving from one another,” Riecka said with a shrug. “Also, I have freed the three prisoners from the Prime Valkyrie’s ship. I will have guards bring them to you.”

Riecka moved to the door leading out of the security room, and Elana and Zea pointed their rifles at the door when my newest wife opened it. The guards were still waiting outside, and Riecka gestured to me.

“Kneel before your king and the king of the Nordar people,” she said, and the warriors all sank to their knees.

“Raise him up!” Riecka shouted. “Raise up the King of Kings! Move you fools!”

The guards ran into the security room, and I let out a growl of warning before they all hoisted me above their heads. I still had my aegis, and I was still in my weretiger form, but I was still worried about this being a trap, so I didn’t want to change back or remove my armor.

The armored warriors bore me on their shoulders and carried me down the hallway while my wives followed behind me. As we walked, Aasne’s voice raised in a beautiful song that filled the corridor. By the time we made it to the stairs, Elana, Riecka, and the guards carrying me were all singing. I had no idea what the words were, but as soon as we came up to the ground floor of the castle, I saw that the hallways were lined with Jotnar kneeling on the floor.

As soon as I was carried past them, they all stood, began to sing, and followed behind my wives.

They took me out of the hallway, and into the front foyer of the castle. There were hundreds of Jotnar kneeling as I was carried past, and I could see the tiger stripes on their armor already starting to take shape. Their voices joined the chorus, and the men carrying me took me outside to the courtyard.

The paved parking lot in front of the castle was filled with men, women, and children wearing civilian clothes. They all prostrated on the ground as I was carried out to the garden, and I turned once more to see them jump to their feet and join the song. There must have been five hundred people behind me now, and I saw a dozen spacecraft floating through the air of the battle fortress.

We made it out to the field in front of the castle, and I saw another group of armored warriors waiting for us. In their hands they carried what looked like a shield made for a giant. It was about a meter and a half in diameter, and Nordar runes were etched in gold along the rim. The men carrying me set me down on top of the shield, and then joined the other warriors as they held the hunk of metal.

The song they were singing was almost deafening, and it seemed like they were about to all lift me high up into the air, but I saw Aasne wave to me, and then she gestured to Elana. The taller woman held a crown in her hand, and I recognized it as the one that Uffe had worn.

Two of the men holding onto the shield saw Aasne and Elana with the crown, and my two wives were pulled next to the shield and then boosted up so they could stand on it with me. I couldn’t even hear my own thoughts over the singing, but I could see Elana try to pass the crown to Aasne. The shorter woman shook her head, but then Elana wiggled the crown again and Aasne held up two fingers and then pointed to me.

Then each of them held one side of the crown and stood up on their tippy-toes so they could place it on my head.

The crowd roared impossibly loud, and I had to close my eyes for a few seconds.

“King of Kings!”

“King of Kings!”

“King of Kings!”

“King of Kings!”

The song had been replaced by chanting, and I glanced up to see the approaching ships shine their spot lights down on the crowd. The men bearing the shield all lifted at once, and my two wives clung to me as we rose in the air.

Then I opened my mouth and let out a tiger’s growl of victory.
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Chapter 17

The next day was supposed to be a grand feast in my honor, but I didn’t care for celebration, and I instead asked the envoy of Jotnar admirals to prepare to make their trip to Vaish space. Riecka had been disappointed that I wasn’t going to stay longer with her people, but she knew of the Draugr, and she had ensured that my Admirals and their defensive fleets were ready to depart as soon as possible.

I would be taking Dance to the Dirge back to Nordar - 13, and the supply masters had ensured that it was fully loaded with drones, weapons, food, and water. My wives and I stayed in the castle the night before, but we had spent most of the night talking to Riecka about our mission against the Draugr, and none of us really slept.

When the hovercar dropped us off at Dance to the Dirge’s docking spot, we  found three uniformed men and one woman waiting for us at the top of the ramp. The four of them kneeled before me without speaking, and I walked over to the woman.

“Dana?” I asked.

“Yes, my lord,” she answered as she looked up at me. She had the same gray eyes as most of the Vaish, but her hair was a curly black. I could feel a bit of her emotions because of her connection to Madalena, so I knew about her disappointment.

“It was not your fault that you were captured,” I said. “I do not think of you as less of a Valkyrie or less of a warrior. You were ambushed, and you did the best that you could. Odin has brought us together again, and I will take you to see my wife, the Prime Valkyrie now.”

“Thank you, my lord,” she choked, and although she didn’t look up at me, I could see tears begin to streak down her face.

“Pier, Baki, and Arno,” I said as I turned to the other three men. “Milda has missed the three of you. She will be happy to see you.”

“Thank you, my lord,” they repeated as they forced their heads to bow lower.

“Now, let’s get this beautiful ship in the air, shall we?”

The four Vaish warriors nodded, and then they stood.

“I will give you a tour, if you wish, my lord,” Dana said.

“Just take us to the bridge,” I said. “How long will it take us to get back to Nordar - 13?”

“Twenty hours, my lord,” she said.

“I need to go to the kitchen,” Kasta said as she pushed her elbow into my side. “Someone owes me dinner.”

“It’s not really dinner time, but that’s a great idea,” I said as I wrapped my arm around the blonde woman’s shoulder.

“Then we can have a brunch. I don’t care what you call it. You are gonna eat me, and then we are going to fuck for like ten hours straight.”

“Sis…” Paula begin.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Kasta said as she waved her finger at her sister. “I’m his wife, I pretty much own him when you other kitty cats don’t have him. He’s mine today, so--”

“I will require dinner with my husband as soon as--” Riecka began, but Kasta cut her off.

“You gotta wait in line, sister. Eve and Zea are next.”

“Very well,” Riecka sighed as she glanced at the other two women. “I can bide my time.”

“The kitchen is on the second floor,” Dana said after she gave me a somewhat confused look and then turned to Kasta “I can take you--”

“I’ll find it!” Kasta said. “Like Adam said, let’s just get going.” I felt her hand slap me on the ass, and then she danced out from under my arm. “I’ll let you know when I’m ready for you. It will be soon, so no snacking!”

“Got it,” I said, and then we all made our way through the hold and into the elevator. Kasta got off at the second floor, but the rest of us continued up to the bridge.

Dance to the Dirge was twenty meters longer than Persephone, and the extra space was really apparent in the bridge. Persephone’s was much more narrow and shorter, and Madalena’s bridge had four extra gunners stations. There was actually no real captain’s chair either. The front of the bridge was just eight terminal chairs set behind the two pilot seats.

“Juliette?” I said as soon as we reached the front of the bridge, and the redhead let out a laugh as she skipped up to the front seat.

“Looks very nice,” she said as she ran her fingers over the leather chair and controls. “Blondie, I’m gonna need a co-pilot.”

“Me?” Zea asked.

“No,” Juliette sighed as she rolled her eyes. “I’ll take the crazy metal woman that is probably gonna kill me in my sleep.”

“I have no intention of killing you in your sleep,” Riecka said as she crossed her arms.

“No?” Juliette’s lips turned up into a sneer.

“No,” Riecka answered. “My husband would be mad at me if I killed you.”

“That’s good to know,” Juliette said as she rolled her eyes, but then she turned back to Zea and pointed at the co-pilot seat. “You can even drive her out of the harbor.”

“Fuck yeah,” the hacker said, and then they both jumped into their chairs.

Paula took one of the terminal stations closest to the pilots, and then Elana and Aasne took the other two on that row. Eve and I sat in the next row, and Riecka took the seat next to me. For a few minutes we all played around with the controls on our terminal, and then Dana walked to the side of my terminal.

“We are ready to depart, my lord. There are ten additional rowers on the crew, but they do not have bridge positions. Pier, Baki, and Arno are on the gunners stations, where would you like me on the bridge?”

“What did you do for Madalena?” I asked.

“I am a Valkyrie, my lord,” Dana answered. “So I did everything.”

“Why don’t you take a seat on the terminal behind me,” I said. “And you let us know if we need to know something about this ship.”

“I will, my lord,” Dana bowed to me again, and then she slid into the seat right behind me.

“Ladies, take us out of the harbor,” I ordered.

“I will tell them we are leaving so they can stop air traffic,” Riecka said, and I nodded to her.

Zea began to move her hands over the controls, and Dance to the Dirge lifted off the ground with a graceful swoop. Then she rotated in the air over our docking spot and began to drift toward the battle fortress’ exit field. All the craft stopped moving so that we could pass, and it seemed as if they all hovered in silent salute to us.

Then we were out of the massive fortress and floating through space in-between the four attached planets.

“Riecka, can you talk to me later about how your people did that?” Paula asked as she pointed to the planets.

“Sure,” the tattooed woman said. “I would enjoy that.”

“Great,” Paula said, and then she turned to me. “Navigation is set for Nordar - 13, Adam.”

“Engage warpdrive,” I ordered.

“Engaging warpdrive,” Juliette repeated, and then she pressed a button on her controls. The display screen went black, and we all sighed with a bit of relief.

“Not gonna lie, I’m pretty surprised we are still alive.” Zea stretched her hands over her head and then let out a long exhale.

“I had no doubts,” Juliette said. “Adam knows what he is doing.”

“You had no doubts?” Zea asked as she smirked.

“Nope,” Juliette said. “None at all. Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Ohhh, nothing,” Zea laughed and then she put her boots up on the terminal shelf. “You want first shift, or me?”

“How about we both take it?” Juliette asked, and Zea nodded.

“I’d like the tour now,” I said as I stood from my seat and turned to face Dana. “Start with my bed--”

“Adam,” Kasta said through my transponder. “I’m ready for you.”

“Really?” I asked. “That was fast. I don’t even think it’s been ten minutes.”

“I’m like a genius android, remember? I can cook you something delicious. Hurry up. It’s getting cold, and you don’t want it to get cold.”

“Alright,” I chuckled, and then I shrugged at Dana. “I’ll take the tour later.”

“Have fun, my love,” Eve said, and I smiled at my other wives before I walked back to the elevator.

I got a bit lost on the second floor, since this ship's kitchen was the opposite direction of Persephone’s, but I soon found the galley. The doors were locked, but I heard them click when I knocked, and then I entered.

The galley was only about a meter wider and longer than Persephone’s, but my eyes quickly skipped over the minor details of the kitchen so that I could look at the counter. Kasta was laying on top of the metal counter, and her nipples, stomach, and crotch were covered with whip cream and strawberries.

“We are having dessert before lunch,” she said as she beckoned to me. Her hair draped over the side of the counter, and I felt my mouth began to water as I walked toward her.

“Kasta, how did you know that this was exactly what I was hungry for?”

“I had a hunch,” she whispered, and her blue eyes seemed to glow like pulse bullets when she stared at my face. “Where are you going to start feasting?”

“On your lips, of course,” I said as I leaned down toward her mouth.

“That’s the best place to start,” she moaned, and then our lips met in endless passion.

End of book 11
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