
        
            
                
            
        

    












A Paranormal Space Opera Adventure
Michael-Scott Earle
 









Chapter 1
“No…” It was the only word that could escape my mouth after my sister shifted in front of me.
“Yessss,” she growled as she stepped toward me. In her human form, she’d been a lot shorter than me, but her tiger-woman shape was five or so centimeters taller than my human height. “Calvin saved me. He saved you as well. What have you done with him?”
“He’s on my ship,” I replied as my back pressed against the door of her room. I hadn’t realized I stepped away from her, but my mind was spinning, and my stomach felt like it was still dropping.
“Let him go,” she said. “He’s done nothing to me--”
“He’s done plenty to me,” I said as I regained my senses. “He has you confused. You are human. He just--”
“Remember how sick I was?” she interrupted me. “It was my different types of DNA rejecting each other.”
“Then how come I wasn’t sick? What about Mom?”
“Calvin thinks I have more human in me than you do,” she answered.
“Hanekawa, this is insane. The man is a liar. He shoved his needles into you and injected the monster into you. Then he told you it was already there. I’ll--”
“No!” she shouted as her fist slammed into the door next to me. She had moved fast, but I saw the punch coming and wasn’t surprised. The door opened and my sister’s eyes moved beyond me so that she could see Madalena and Eve.
“Did you two know about this?” I asked them without turning.
“Yes, Adam,” Eve said. “She asked us not to speak of it with you until she could talk to you.”
“I like your wives, Brother,” Hanekawa said. “But we are not done talking.”
“We will be out in the hallway,” Madalena said, but I raised my hand.
“I want you both to be here,” I said. “As well as Zea. Get her now.”
“This is between us,” Hanekawa hissed. “And your misunderstanding of your situation.”
“No,” I said as I heard Madalena call for Zea over our transponders. “We are going around in--”
“I could change ever since I could remember!” she snarled. “I never told you, or Mom. I just tried to fight it. It was killing me. I was too scared to tell you. I didn’t want you to think I was a freak. When you quit the Marines and started working for the yakuza to pay for my doctors, I thought about just killing myself. I didn’t want you to join them, but I was too much of a coward.” She turned around and stepped toward the corner of her room where her bed was.
“Fuck,” I hissed as I wiped my fingers over my face. This didn’t make any sense. “When did it start?”
“When you joined the Jupiter Marines,” she answered. “I was fourteen Earth years. Around puberty.”
“But you got better when you went to the doctors,” I said.
“They couldn’t figure it out. They just thought I had a genetic disorder. They pumped me full of steroids and I did seem to feel better. The treatments were expensive though, and you were in jail.”
“The yakuza were supposed to take care of you,” I said. “That was why I took all the heat.”
“They did for a while,” she said. “But after a few months or so, their payments quartered. They said you had been transferred out of prison, and they said it was no longer their honor debt.”
“Fuck,” I growled as I fought against my shift. Those assholes swore they would take care of my family for the rest of their lives. They knew my sister needed the treatments, and I’d agreed to take the fall for the robbery with the understanding that they would keep up their end.
“It’s not your fault,” she said as she turned around. I still couldn’t get over her tiger-face and furry body, so I had to look away for a half second.
“It is,” I said. “I trusted them. I shouldn’t have.”
“You did the best you could,” she said. “Just like Calvin is. He’s trying to save the galaxy. You need to talk to him about--”
“Wait,” I said. “I don’t want to talk to him yet. Tell me what happened after the yakuza stopped bringing the money.”
“They brought some,” Hanekawa said. “It was just a quarter of the payments we expected every month. It was enough to cover rent but little else. Mom was working though so we could afford food. But the drugs were too expensive, so I had to stop taking them.”
“Then what happened?” I asked as I saw Zea step into the hallway
“I started getting sick again,” my sister said as she blinked her cat eyes. “Then Calvin came and said that he could fix me. Then he did.”
“Wait. You said the yakuza stopped with the payments a year after I was sent to prison? When did Calvin Yu show up to help fix you?” I tried to keep the sarcasm from my words when I said “help fix you,” since I didn’t want to anger her with my question.
“A few weeks,” she said. “I’d thought about committing suicide. Maybe I should have done that from the start, but then Mom would have been alone.”
“Damn it,” I growled as the math fell into place in my mind. Yu hadn’t come back for my sister. He didn’t experiment on me and learn it worked before looking for her.
He’d grabbed her around the same time he bought me from the prison. She might have even been on the same ship that took me from Ganymede.
“Then what?” I asked. “How did he help you?”
“Therapy,” she said with a shrug. “The stuff he said he did with you. I asked to see you, but he said you were busy saving the world. You should hear the way he speaks of you, brother. Calvin respects you tremendously.”
“What about Mom?” I changed the subject so I wouldn’t have to yell at her again.
“Yu told me he gave her a bunch of money, but he couldn’t bring her along. He has a mission. He told me it is dangerous, but he needs both of our help to save the galaxy.”
The tone of her words made the anger twist in my stomach. I wanted to ask her a thousand other questions, but the most obvious came to my mind first. I already guessed the answer, but I said it anyway.
“It sounds like you love him.”
“I do, Brother,” she said. “He is an amazing man. He treats me like a queen and loves me--”
“Stop,” I hissed. “He’s a piece of shit that needs to be ripped into p--”
Adam, you will just anger her. Leave the subject alone for now. She has no idea what you have been through.
“You don’t know him!” Hanekawa’s lips came up and I could see the twin rows of tiger teeth. “He saved me while you were in prison, and he’s cared for me when you weren’t around.”
“Fine.” I forced the word out even though I wanted to put my fist through the wall of her room. “How long can you stay in this form?” I gestured to her body.
“As long as I want,” she said. “But the longest has been four hours. I still feel more comfortable in my human shape, but Calvin said that might change one day.”
“Four hours?” I gasped. “Do you feel angry? Does your strength--”
“Anger? Why would I be angry? This is my natural form. This is who I was meant to be. I just need to learn how to stay there longer. Not understanding what I was made me sick. I was so angry all the time and I felt like I wasn’t in control. Well, that was how I used to feel, now I can be human, and my mind is at ease. I understand who I am now. Do you? You don’t even use your name anymore.”
“Adam is my name,” I said. “Your boyfriend gave it to me, and it fits my life now.”
“Calvin helped you,” she said as her fur started to shift. “You know he did, that’s why you’ve kept the name.”
For half a moment, it looked like a breeze had blown across her body, but then the hair sunk into her skin and her body began to shrink. She was shifting back into a human, and the transformation seemed quick and painless. I almost couldn’t track all the individual parts of her body that changed, since it happened so fast, but it seemed only a handful of seconds had passed. Then she was standing before me as I always remembered her.
Except that her brown eyes were now the same yellow-gold color as mine.
We stared at each other for a few moments while I searched for something to say. I had thought both my mother and sister were safe on Ganymede, but now I knew that wasn’t quite the case. Both my sister and I were here, and the yakuza had gone back on their word.
“Did you ask Calvin to get Mom?” I asked.
“He said she was safer on Ganymede,” she said with a shrug. “He gave her money. He--”
“She’s alone,” I sighed. I didn’t want to get mad at my sister since it seemed like she’d been brainwashed by Yu, so I would need to step around the subject carefully.
I will help you, my love.
“Do you have a ship?” Hanekawa asked. “How far are we from Jupiter? We should go get her. I’m sure Mom will want to meet your… friends.” Hanekawa looked behind me at Madalena, Eve, and Zea.
“I am his wife,” Madalena said.
“Yeah you told me, and the other two are his friends?” Hanekawa glanced toward me with her eyebrows raised.
“Yeah, uhhh. I’m Zea. We haven’t met yet.” The slender blonde woman stepped into the room and extended her hand.
“Nice to meet you.” Hanekawa smiled and took Zea’s hand. “I’m glad my brother has so many beautiful women around him.”
“Yeah…” Zea said. “It’s uhhh great…”
“Hanekawa,” I said. “Tell me why you hired the Black Hearts?”
“We needed to find you,” she said with a shrug.
“Why?”
“You should ask Calvin,” she answered. “He needs your help. There are dangerous life-forms that have invaded our galaxy. He’s been working to fight them. He has a military and--”
“I’ll talk to him,” I interrupted her so I wouldn’t have to hear her praise him anymore. “I need you to stay in this room for a bit.”
“I will,” she said, and I gestured for Eve, Zea, and Madalena to follow me out of her room.
“Does this lock from the outside?” I asked Eve, and the vampire nodded as she pressed the control pad button. There were actually two green armored guards standing at the far side of the hallway, and Madalena gestured for them to come closer.
“Do not let her leave,” the Prime Valkyrie said, and the two men saluted her before they posted near the door.
“Your sister seems nice,” Zea said after we had walked a few paces away from Hanekawa’s door and through Kuroda’s palace.
“She’s been brainwashed by Yu,” I said. “It’s another problem I have to deal with.”
“Adam, you do not need to do everything alone. We love you, and will help.” Eve’s fingers wrapped around mine as I walked, and her touch released some of the tension in my shoulders.
“Thanks,” I said as I stopped walking and turned to the three gorgeous women. “I came here looking for my sister, Yu, and a cure for the beast. I have the first two, and I’m guessing that Yu will eventually help me out with the third. It looks like my sister has figured out how to shift without losing her mind.”
“Perhaps it is the way she thinks of it,” Madalena said. “She seems to think of herself as not human.”
“Thinking of myself as human is the only thing keeping me sane,” I said. “The beast wants to take over, and my grasp on humanity is keeping me grounded. I don’t want to lose that.”
“We will overcome,” Madalena said. “You are the strongest man in the galaxy, my husband, and the avatar of Odin. Nothing will stand in the way of your victory.”
“Thanks for the vote of confidence,” I said with a dry chuckle. “I’m not really sure what to do next. I feel like going to get my mom, and then punishing the yakuza, but that seems like a waste of time. Well, getting my mom isn’t a waste of time, but I don’t want to think about vengeance when I’ve got to unite the Nordar clans within the next eight months.”
“You should punish those who dare to defy you,” a voice said from behind me, and I turned to see Sivaha, the former Queen of the Skyad, leaning against the corner of the hallway. The woman was wearing a black sleeveless dress that hugged tightly to her torso before billowing out into a flowing skirt. The skirt was hemmed with silver color to match her hair and fell just above her knees.
“You weren’t invited to the conversation,” I said.
“I’m sorry, Husband,” she quickly replied with a low bow. “Your other women are attending to you. Can I not have a place in their midst? I will promise to be good.”
“You say ‘be good,’ but I’m more interested in you following my orders,” I said.
“I will do as you say, Adam. I was wrong to disobey you before. I do not wish to spend any more time alone in my room. The Prime Valkyrie said your punishment is over. Was she incorrect?” Sivaha gestured to Madalena, but the brunette woman’s eyes narrowed.
“You may join us,” I said. “But do not speak unless I address you. Understand?”
“Yes, Husband.” Sivaha bowed her head submissively and then moved to walk beside Madalena as we traveled down the hallway.
“We should go get your mom,” Zea continued the conversation. “And fuck those yakuza assholes. You took the heat for them so that they would take care of your family.”
“I would normally agree with vengeance, but journeying to Jupiter will take time,” Madalena said. “You still need to complete your rite. Then we need to unite the Nordar.”
“It won’t take that much time,” Zea groaned. “This is Adam’s mom we are talking about.”
“I understand, but you may recall the reasons why neither of my parents are here,” Madalena answered.
“Uhhh. Yeah, I get it. Look, Madalena, it sucks that your dad was a dickbag and your mom was submitted to him. I know you want to stop the SAVO, but a side trip to Jupiter is only going to take us a few days. If you could have saved your mom, wouldn’t you have spent a few days?”
“Of course I would have,” the Prime Valkyrie said. “Perhaps my words were not clear. We should get Adam’s mother, but not worry about the yakuza. That is not a battle worth fighting.”
“Will the warpdrive not be resting?” Sivaha asked, and I shot her a glare. “Forgive me, Husband, but I could not help but wonder. If we journey to Jupiter, we will need to wait for the warpdrive to rest before leaving again. It will make only a slight difference in time if you stay and lay waste to the fools who betrayed you. You should not leave an enemy at your back.”
“These yakuza are hardly an enemy,” Zea argued. “They are just some dick-bag criminals who thought Adam was dead.”
“That is my-- oh, apologies. Husband, might I address your woman in this debate?” Sivaha asked me as her perfect eyebrows raised with concern.
“Just fucking talk!” Zea hissed.
“But my husband hasn’t agreed,” Sivaha said with a shrug. “I wish only to serve him.”
I was about to tell Sivaha that I was done with her shit, and she needed to return to Persephone, but she kept talking.
“They are criminals; who have betrayed Adam. Both reasons are good enough for him to crush them beneath his boot. If he does not exact vengeance, they will do it to others. If the strong tolerate such behavior, what of the meek? I have spoken to both you and Eve about your time with my husband. Before he was king, he fought for justice and protected those that could not take care of themselves. Leaving the yakuza to bully others, especially after he has a strong reason to destroy them, will only encourage their behavior.”
“The SAVO are a much bigger deal than some criminal organization who only occupy a single moon of Jupiter,” Zea replied. “It isn’t worth the risk. If we don’t stop these vampires, all life in the universe will be destroyed. I’m with Madalena. We need to focus on getting the rest of the Nordar on board so we’ve got a big ass fucking navy when we finally clash with these fuckers.”
“Eve?” I asked as I turned to the dark-haired beauty.
“I agree with Sivaha,” she said with a shrug. “The SAVO is a priority, but Persephone’s warpdrive is exponentially faster than the hyperdrive. We can wait the forty hours on Ganymede, put a dent in the people who have betrayed you, and only lose a few hours in the grand scheme.”
“Ahhh!” Sivaha gasped. “This is a surprising turn of events. I have found an ally that cares for your reputation and honor as much as I do.”
“I do not believe our reasons are quite the same, Sivaha,” Eve said as she frowned at the silver-haired woman.
“They are close enough,” the Nordar queen said before she turned to me. “What will you do, Husband?”
“I don’t have to decide now,” I said as we walked out of a hallway and into a grand foyer. I’d gotten a bit lost in the corridors, but I recognized this room as one we passed through before I met with Emperor Kuroda in his throne room.
“Tiger!” I heard a voice shout, and I turned a bit to the side. The emperor walked toward me with his hand up in a gesture of greeting. Behind him walked his four dark-haired wives, and his two attendants: Baccor and Reeyal.
“Greetings, Emperor,” I said when his entourage came to stand before us.
“I am no longer emperor,” he said with a slow nod. “I see you have recovered from our battle. We must discuss our next course of action.”
“Our next course?” I asked.
“Yes, Tiger,” he said with a slight grin on his handsome face. “You held my life in your clawed grasp. You should have ended me there since that is the Tiger’s way, but you did not. I have been considering your command since then.”
“I do not recall what I commanded you to do,” I said. “I wasn’t quite myself when we fought, and--”
“No,” he interrupted me as he raised his hand. “You were yourself. That was who you are. You are Tiger. I am Dragon. But I believe you might be more than Tiger since I am still alive. Your order was to serve you. My meditations have been calm ocean since our battle. I am reborn now. My purpose is clear. I have given you my life, and you took it in a way that speaks of infinite wisdom. So I serve you as Dragon.”
“I have no idea what anything you just said means,” I replied as I glanced sideways at Eve, Zea, Madalena, and Sivaha.
“My kingdom is yours,” Kuroda said as he gestured to the room. “That includes my navy, army, supplies, and staff. Everything, even my wives and harem, are now yours. I am yours also--”
“Ahhh,” I interrupted him. “That’s okay, Emperor. I don’t need your wives or harem--”
“I am no longer the emperor,” he said as his smile widened. “I am no longer Kuroda. I have always been Dragon, but have lived with the title of Kuroda for thousands of years. The Dragon is wisdom, cunning, and intelligence. Now the Dragon serves you, Tiger.”
“Look, uhhh, Dragon,” I said. “I just came here looking for President Yu and my sister. I’ve got both of them now, so I’ll be on my way. I’ve got a lot of shit that I have to--”
“Our paths are aligned now,” he interrupted me. “We will not part ways. This is what was meant to happen. We were supposed to battle, the winner would take it all and lead the universe against the darkness, but now you have the strength of both. Don’t you see how this is better, Tiger? I will help you in battle. I will give you my cunning and wisdom. I will help sharpen your fangs and claws so that nothing will stand in your way.”
“Help me out here.” I turned to Eve, but Madalena answered me.
“I have already spoken to him of the fleet he wishes to give you. It is twenty thousand vessels strong. We can leave four thousand to protect your newly acquired territory here and then send the remaining sixteen to Nordar - 13 to combine with the Vaish and conquered Skyad fleet.”
“Alright,” I said as I tried to keep my mind from spinning. The Jupiter navy had a few thousand ships, and it was one of the most powerful in the Sol System.
“Let us discuss our next step,” Kuroda said. “You must build your forces even more. You are Tiger. Speed and strength are your boons. Your wife tells me that you plan on acquiring more power through diplomacy. This is not your strength, but it is mine. I will accompany you on your flagship so that you will have use of my power.”
I stared at the man for a few moments, and the memory of our battle returned. He didn’t hesitate when we fought, and I knew that if he had won, I wouldn’t be standing here right now. He claimed he wanted to kill me and take my women. Did I really want that guy at my back?
“I doubt your sincerity,” I said.
“Then you should have killed me,” he replied. “I have given you my empire and my women.” Kuroda turned to his four wives and then gestured toward me. “Go to your new master, and pleasure him as you have me.”
The women nodded and then walked toward me.
“Uhhh. What the fuck?” Zea hissed under her breath as Kuroda’s wives knelt at my feet.
“No,” I said as I looked down at the four women. “They are your wives.” They should have been upset, but they smiled up at me gratefully. It was weird as fuck, and I couldn’t imagine Zea, Eve, or Madalena acting like these women.
“Tiger, they are your wives,” Kuroda said. “I serve you now.”
“Then you can have them back,” I growled as I took one of the woman’s hands and pulled her up so she was standing. “Ladies, get up. I’m happy with my own wives. I don’t need four more. Really, you don’t need to--”
“You are Tiger,” he interrupted me. “The victor takes the spoils. You can gift them to me again, but you should first enjoy them. It is not in your nature to be forgiving and kind.”
“I’m not sure we are going to get along, Kuroda,” I said. I felt like we were trading objects instead of talking about women. I didn’t like the conversation, but he seemed completely fine with the topic. Then again, he’d started the battle with me, so he must have realized that he could have lost his women.
“Dragon,” he corrected me. “You have much to learn of your nature.”
“Hmmm,” I sighed as I stared at the man. Maybe I should agree. If I was going to punish the yakuza for going back on their deal, I should punish a man who tried to kill me and take my women by making him my servant and taking his wives. Of course, that would piss Zea off, and I didn’t want to hurt the beautiful hacker. I knew she was still upset about Sivaha.
“I will have my belongings brought to your ship,” he continued. “I advise that you let Baccor and Reeyal govern your empire here. They are loyal men who understand how I have managed the empire so far. The Kuroda Empire is home to twenty billion people, but I will advise you when politics will come into play. I have already made an announcement that you are our new ruler, but it will take a few weeks for it to travel throughout the sectors.”
“So, I don’t need to do anything?” I asked. A bit of relief came into my stomach since I didn’t want to bother with any administrative stuff.
“No, Emperor,” Baccor stepped forward and bowed his head so that his white hair swept over his face.
“We will establish set meeting times in the next few months,” Reeyal said. “If you wish to visit Wobbegong, we can give you updates on your empire. If you do not come, we will just assume you are busy on your quest to stop the darkness from consuming the galaxy.”
“Can we speak without your wives?” Kuroda asked me as he gestured to the eight women standing around me.
“Wait, these four aren’t his wives.” Zea nodded at the black-haired women that Kuroda had just sent over. “He gave them back to you.”
“Hmmm,” Kuroda mused as he stared at Zea. “I appreciate your fire, but a woman’s place is to serve her husband. When men talk, women should be silent unless their opinion is needed.”
“Are you fucking--”
“Zea,” I said as I rested my hand on her arm. “I’ll speak with Kuroda alone. It won’t be a big deal. I need you all to get my sister back on Persephone. Then we need to head to Ganymede. Hanekawa is going to need a friend. I don’t know what Yu did to her, but I know she’s going to love you. Can you build some sort of friendship with her? That will help us break whatever spell Yu has over her mind.”
“Yeah,” Zea said as she shot an icy glare at Kuroda. “I’d love to get to know your sister better. I’ll take care of her.”
“Good,” I said as I turned to Madalena. “Can you get everything in order? We’ll leave soon.”
“Yes,” the Prime Valkyrie replied.
“Good,” I said. “I’m still expecting Yu’s forces to try and take him back, so I’ll join you all soon.” I looked at Eve and the vampire gave me a smile before she gestured for Kuroda’s wives to follow them out of the foyer.
“I’m not sure this is going to work,” I said to Kuroda once the women had walked a few dozen meters away from us.
“I am here to guide and protect you,” he said. “The cosmos have put us together for a reason. It is clear that I will complete you. Not as your women complete you, but as a man completes another man.”
“You speak in riddles, Kuroda,” I said.
“Please call me Dragon.”
“Fine, Dragon,” I sighed. “I don’t think I need you or your women on my ship. You can stay here and manage your empire.”
“Your empire,” he corrected. “And they are your women now.”
“Fuck, whatever,” I said. “What I am getting at is that you are going to complicate my life.”
“No,” he said as he shook his head. The handsome man’s smile filled his face, and he reached the distance between us so that he laid his hand on my shoulder. “You need help taming your power, your women, and your empire. You need to comprehend what it means to be Tiger. I can understand your hesitation. Both Tiger and Dragon work alone. Their souls are at odds, but they are two sides of the same coin, and by letting me live, you have shown me the path forward. We are stronger together than apart.”
“I’m pretty sure I understand what it means to be this tiger thing you keep talking about, since I’ve been living it for the last two years.”
“No,” he said as he shook his head. “That is your mistake. Tiger is you. If you take my advice, you will grow in power. Let me ask you, why did you come to this station? Was it to fight me?”
“No, I already told you that I was looking for Yu and my sister.”
“I can understand your sister,” he said. “But why the scientist? He is of no importance.”
“He manipulated my DNA so that I could shift into the shape,” I sighed. “I’m guessing you are going to tell me this was always there inside of me. I don’t believe that shit.”
“Then I will not attempt to convince you otherwise,” he said. “But why seek him? Did you want revenge?”
“Yes and no,” I said. “My shifts have been harder to control, and I feel like I am losing control. Fuck, I don’t know why I’m even telling you this.”
“Because you think I can help you, and I can,” the man chuckled a bit. “I can help you control this. Then you will become more powerful. Are you interested in more power, Tiger?”
“Yeah…” I said hesitantly. “I’m just not sure what price tag you are attaching to this.”
“There is no price,” he said. “If anything, I owe you. In the next few days, you will come to appreciate my usefulness to you--”
A pack of guards entered the room and sprinted across the marble floor toward us. Baccor and Reeyal intercepted the guards and exchanged a few quick words before the two advisors calmly walked toward us.
“I’m going to guess we have an attack from what’s left of Yu’s forces,” I said.
“Not quite, Emperor,” Baccor said. “While you were sleeping, your wife Zea gave us a summary of your past exploits. We understand that you are at war with a corporation named Elaka Nota. Four of their ships have just entered our system and are requesting permission to dock.”
“Deny them,” I said as my stomach dropped. “I don’t want to deal with those assholes.”
“Tiger,” Kuroda said. “Perhaps it would be best if you did deal with these annoyances personally.”
“I need to speak with Eve and my crew,” I said. How had they found us again? Had we stayed in a spot for too long? We hadn’t found any sort of tracker on Persephone, but it was obvious that the megacorp knew we were here.
“Why?” he asked.
“They experimented on Eve, and I also stole my ship from them. How large are their vessels? We will need to escape.”
“No, Tiger,” Kuroda said as he shook his head. “You should fight them head on.”
“Uhhh. No. You don’t understand these fucknuggets. They have advanced military weapons and armor. The only times I’ve beaten them was when I got the jump on them.”
“Then the opportunity will be ripe,” he said. “If they knew your ship was here, why would they ask permission to dock? They would have just attacked, would they not? Your docking location is in the private facility and not visible to them. They might not know you are here. You can attack them savagely. You can bend them to your will, break them under your boot, or tear them apart with your claws. You will get no better chance than now, in your domain.”
“Hmmm,” I said as I considered Kuroda’s words. The course of action was another deviation from my plan to unite the Nordar, and the risk seemed high. I was about to tell him that I really didn’t see a payoff, but the man seemed to read my mind.
“There is little risk. You have an army on this station, and you have your own power combined with mine. Will you let me guide you in this? Afterward, you will find that your power has grown and you will have weakened your enemy. You worry about your sanity. You worry about your humanity. I believe the cure is actually embracing your nature. Let me show you.”
“I suppose we can let them dock and then set up an ambush for them,” I said after I considered for a few more moments. “We can probably get it done in a few hours. We haven’t been able to capture one of them alive so that Eve can figure out how they are tracking us. It is worth the attempt.”
“Yes,” he said with a nod. “Then you will have the knowledge, their ships, and navigation systems. All will come in handy during your quest for dominance.”
“Alright,” I said. “I’ll ask Madalena, Eve, and--”
“No, Tiger,” Kuroda said as he raised his hand to show me his palm. “You rely too much on your women. You are powerful on your own. Tell them you will join them later in the day.”
“That’s not how I work,” I said. “They aren’t just my women, they are my friends and teammates.”
“Not today, Tiger. Today, I will prove to you that you don’t need your women to destroy your enemies. Without your women to hold you back, you will easily feast on the souls of your enemies and enjoy their dying screams.”
“Again,” I sighed. “This is Elaka Nota.”
“And?” he said with a raised eyebrow. “You are the Tiger. They will fear your roar.”









Chapter 2
“I am willing to give your plan a chance,” I said to Kuroda after we had moved to one of his castle’s planning rooms and began a discussion with Wobbegong’s military general.
“Which plan, Tiger?” he asked as he gestured to the three plans he offered to me. The man had an excellent mind for strategy, and the trio of different options he’d presented to me in the five minutes all seemed reasonable.
“The one that involves your cyborgs closing off the alleyways here,” I said as I gestured to the map. “I’ll need to return to my ship for my armor and weapons first. How soon until they have been given clearance to dock? Are you sure they haven’t seen my ship?”
“They have not seen your ship, Emperor,” the third man in the room said. Kuroda called him Bastia, and although his face looked young and wrinkle-free, his eyes seemed old. Kuroda and I had discussed most of the plan, but Bastia provided troop disbursement numbers to us. The general knew exactly how many troops served me on the station, where they were located, and how quickly I could deploy them.
“We can give your enemies permission to dock whenever you are ready, Tiger,” Kuroda said. “However, I do not believe you should return to your ship. Your women will try to distract you.”
“They are not a problem,” I said.
“They will be fine with you going on a mission without them?” he asked with a smirk.
“Well, no,” I said. “Madalena will want to come, and probably Eve, but--”
“Leave them,” he said. “We have already sent a message indicating that you will be occupied for the next few hours. You have a full armory in this fortress. There will be equipment for you to use.”
“They will be worried,” I said. “They don’t even know Elaka Nota is here.”
“Let them worry,” he replied. “It is their role to tend to the hearth while their man goes out and kills. When you return with your prisoners, they will understand that they need you more than you need them.”
“Look, I don’t need to perform any sort of psychological warfare on my friends. We support and help each other.”
“In our souls, the animals want more,” he said. “The human part of us applies the brakes. You have eight wives now--”
“Two,” I said. “Eve and Zea are not married to me, and I’m not counting your wives as mine.”
“You deserve more, though,” he continued. “As the most powerful male, you should have all of the women, and impregnate all of them so that your bloodline carries. This is how the Tiger lives. Your human side and your women now prevent that from happening. They have somehow convinced you it isn’t natural to take all the women you can. Their thoughts have infected you. I will dispel those concerns so that you will unlock your true potential.”
“Look, Kuroda--”
“Dragon,” he corrected again. “It is all and everything I am, Tiger.”
“Dragon,” I said, “I like my friends. They aren’t holding me back. We’ve been through some serious shit together, and I’ve trusted them with my life dozens of times. I don’t know you, other than the fact that you tried to kill me and take them from me. Your talk is misogynistic, and I don’t trust you.”
“Apologies, Tiger,” he said with a practiced nod. “I do not mean for it to come across as if I do not value women. I do. They are most valuable. That is how you measure the strength and worth of a man; by how many women love him. You are powerful, but your power is being whittled down because it has been too long since you relied on yourself. It might seem as if your women respect you now, but that will eventually fade if they live with a man who cannot function without them. You need to understand you are their master, and so do they. Once that has been established, you will be free to acquire all the women you want. Then you will grow even more powerful. The harem I have gifted to you has over seven hundred beautiful women.”
“Wait, did you say seven hundred?” I asked with awe.
“Yes, but the women who were my wives are all powerful warriors. One of them, Rin, was an assassin sent to murder me by one of my enemies. I stopped her attempt and then tamed her. She will serve you well in your bed and when you wish to perform clandestine activities. Once you have dealt with these mercenaries and we’ve departed on your ship, I will explain the talents the other three women possess.”
“Why should I trust you?” I asked as I pushed the thought of seven hundred women out of my mind. “You tried to kill me, now you have given me your entire life. It doesn’t make sense.”
“I have already explained,” he said.
“Yeah, yeah,” I sighed. “Two sides of the same coin. I don’t get it, but--”
“Tiger, if I wanted to kill you, I could have done it when you slept or when you roamed the halls. We all serve you now. Let us destroy these Elaka Nota hunters. Then we will discuss other ways to increase your power. If you wish to fight the darkness, you will need to become stronger.”
“You know about the Draugr.” Maybe it should have been a question, but I said it like a statement.
“Yes,” he said. “One of us was chosen to destroy them, but we are both alive. You are the champion, and I will help guide you. But I will explain that when we are on your ship. Now, let me show you to your armory.”
“Alright,” I said as I followed Kuroda and Bastia out of the planning room of the castle. We walked through half a dozen different colored marble corridors before we finally came to a set of steel doors. Four heavily armored warriors carrying shotguns guarded the entrance, but they saluted us and stood aside when we approached.
“Damn,” I said as soon as we walked inside. “This is one hell of an armory.”
The room was about eight times the size of Persephone’s armory. Hundreds of cartridge firearms were displayed on the far wall. The left wall held an assortment of laser and heavier plasma rifles. The right wall was loaded with various armored suits, and the shelves in the center of the room were organized with ammo, belts, and grenades.
“It is yours now, Tiger,” Kuroda said. “Once you are ready, we will set the stage and allow your enemies to fall into our trap.”
“Got it,” I said as I walked over to the armor. I quickly found a suit that was large enough to handle my shift. It was a bit bulkier than the one I normally wore, but I guessed it would be as effective. The new suit was made of smooth plates with a dark forest digital camo pattern on the exterior.
“Ahh, I was about to recommend that to you,” Kuroda said as he grabbed a matching, but slightly smaller suit. “This model has a surprise you will appreciate.”
“Oh?” I asked as I unfastened the latches and began to put the plates on.
“Yes,” he replied. “I will show you as soon as you have it on.”
“Eh,” I grunted as I continued my work. The suit was easy enough to put on, but I couldn’t remember the last time I’d put on armor without Eve, Zea, Madalena, Paula, or Kasta helping me. Hell, even when I was attempting to complete my rite on Nordar - 13 - a, Hegeia, Uma, and Waiola had helped me.
Maybe a bit of practice on my own wasn’t such a bad idea.
“Alright. It is on,” I said as I tapped on the thick collar part that was set around the neck of the armor. “What is this?”
“Controls are on your right and left wrist,” he said as he pointed to the small touchpad of his own armor. “The same buttons are on each side so you can use them with whichever hand. The first button is the expandable helmet.”
“Great,” I said. “I needed a helmet. Will it fit my head?” I pressed the button, and the collar expanded to circle the top and rear of my skull, leaving the face still exposed, but then a thin layer of clear material slid in place.
“It should,” he said. “The armor of the helmet should stop most smaller rounds and protect you from short bursts of a laser.”
“Got it,” I said as I pressed the button again. The helmet slid from around my head.
“The next button is the cloaking mechanism.”
“Ohhh damn,” I gasped as I pressed the button. The edges of the suit flickered, and then the green digital camo paint shifted so that it looked as if I wasn’t standing there.
“It will be overloaded if you move too quickly, but if you stand still, you will escape most detection. The suit is even insulated from heat, but advanced sensors will still pick it up.”
“Does it work on the helmet also?” I asked as I moved my arm through the air.
“Yes, but the effect is limited to the surface of the armor, so your weapons and gun belts will not be cloaked.”
“Ahh,” I said as I turned off the button. I figured this would be useful, but if I couldn’t move with it on, or have weapons that would also be hidden, its use would be limited.
“Now for the weapons,” he said as he gestured to the other two walls. “We have virtually every type of firearm you could wish for.”
“No shit,” I said as I walked over to stand beside Kuroda. There weren’t five square centimeters of open space on the three-meter high wall, and I had to take a few moments to stare with appreciation.
Damn, I loved guns, and this room must have had over three hundred different styles of weapons.
Small pistols made for concealed carry. Large pistols that were big enough to fit comfortably in my tiger-man hands. Submachine guns with single barrels and sleek magazines. Double-barreled carbines that looked as if they could vomit hundred of bullets every second. Bulky rifles with grenade launcher attachments. Sleeker sniper rifles with deep magazines.
And of course, shotguns.
My eyes were drawn to a model that looked similar to the one with the drum magazine I normally carried. But instead of a drum, it had a wide box attached to the feeder. I reached up to pull it from the wall, and I felt a bit surprised by how light it was.
“Ahh, that is a shrapnel sprayer,” Kuroda said.
“I have heard of these,” I said as I moved to set it back. “The Elaka Nota troops will be armored, and the flechette rounds will just bounce off what they are wearing.”
“I would agree with you,” the dragon-man said as he set his hand on the shotgun to keep me from putting it away, “but this particular weapon shoots armor-piercing shrapnel. If it doesn’t cut through the armor and kill your target instantly, then they will have wished it had.”
“Armor piercing, huh?” I asked as I looked down at the weapon again.
“Each ammo box will hold sixteen shots. Each shot costs more than most wealthy families spend on food during a year, but you are the emperor of our systems now, Tiger. You should use the weapon to distribute the fangs of justice to your enemies.”
“I’m sold,” I said, and I felt my lips curve up into a wide smile.
Elaka Nota wouldn’t know what the fuck hit them, but they would be sorry that they chased after me.
“It is a good choice,” he said.
“I’ll take those two big pistols with the green grips,” I said as I looked up to the pair near the top of the weapons wall. Despite Kuroda saying he had every weapon I could want, I didn’t see a big ass revolver to replace the one I had damaged when I killed Madalena’s father.
“Another excellent choice,” the dragon-man said as he pressed a button on the wall. His gesture caused the wall to shift, and the pistols slid down so that I could grab them. They were still a bit smaller than the ones I was used to carrying, but it looked as if the bullet caliber was the same.
“You do not wish to look at the energy weapons?” he asked as he gestured to the wall to our left.
“Naw,” I said. “Laser weapons always seemed like a liability. The last thing I need is a misfire, and I want to leave a few people alive so that Eve can question them, so I’ll skip the plasma rifles.”
“It is also your nature,” he said as a smile spread across his lips. “Tiger craves simple and effective. The weapons you have selected suit you very well. Since my role is to complement you, I will pick one of the longer ranged rifles and a submachine gun, in case I need to come in close.”
“Got it,” I said as Kuroda made his weapon selection. Part of me wondered if he planned on betraying me. Yeah, he could have killed me already if he wanted to, but I still didn’t know the man that well, and none of my friends were around to back me up. I didn’t really like the idea of me being in an alley gun fight while a man who had tried to kill me a few days ago had the crosshairs of a sniper rifle dancing over my shoulders.
But Kuroda had given me his empire, his harem, and his wives. He genuinely seemed to want to serve me, and I had to admit that I was starting to like the guy. I really didn’t have any male friends. Yeah, I had tried to build a relationship with Mikhael, but the Nordar man hadn’t quite warmed up to me yet. I figured we would get there, but I did like the idea of having a guy friend. Especially if I knew he didn’t want to compete with me.
I walked over to the ammo shelves and picked out a weapon harness. Then I filled up eight magazines of pistol ammo and found the shelf where the shotgun ammo was stored. The boxes were a bit bulkier than the drums I normally carried for my shotgun, but I found spots on the backside of the webbing to hold them comfortably. Kuroda finished his load out a few minutes after me, and we nodded to each other.
“Now we will destroy your enemies,” he said.
“I’m liking the sound of that,” I replied as we exited the armory. Bastia was standing in the hallway along with eight other warriors. The men all were equipped with armor that looked similar to what Kuroda and I wore.
“I will give your enemies permission to dock, Emperor,” Bastia said. “Then we can begin the herding plan.”
“Do it,” I said. In reality, I didn’t even need to participate. I could have ordered the soldiers here to attack Elaka Nota and capture two or three hostages. However, Kuroda had convinced me I needed to participate in this bloodsport, he wanted a chance to show me what power I could obtain, and he hinted it might help fix the insanity that was growing in my mind.
I didn’t know if I believed all that, but I sure as fuck liked killing Elaka Nota assholes, and I was tired of running away from them. This did seem like a perfect opportunity for me to strike back at them and then figure out how they kept following us across the universe.
“We will travel to the first staging area,” Kuroda said after Bastia used his transponder to communicate to Wobbegong’s harbormaster.
The group of men and I walked down another hallway, through another grand junction room, and down a set of stairs. We were soon in a basement garage that was at least five times the size of Persephone’s hold. The concrete space was filled with at least forty military vehicles, but I didn’t have much time to study them. Kuroda gestured to a large craft that looked part hover car, part tank, and the group walked toward it.
“If you do not mind, I will drive,” Kuroda said as we approached the armored vehicle. It was plated and green like a turtle but had a sleek design that screamed race car speed. The front part had an armored glass windshield, and the back of it suddenly opened up vertically to reveal ten seats. Our guards sprinted to take their positions, and I stepped up into the cab of the vehicle so that I could sit next to Kuroda.
The engine of the hovercar roared to life as soon as my new partner pressed a green button on the dash, and a distant light in the garage illuminated a moving wall. The dragon-man pressed on the accelerator lever, and we shot toward the moving wall like a fired arrow.
The armored vehicle fishtailed a bit when it hit the street outside of the castle walls, and a group of pedestrians jumped out of the way to avoid getting hit. Kuroda didn’t seem to care if people were in his way, but I figured that the hovercraft was too high off the ground to run over anyone.
The craft picked up speed when we hit the major street of the station’s Red District where Kuroda’s castle was located, and it only took us five minutes to make it to the Yellow District. Kuroda had told me this was their docking zone for potential hostiles, and the harbor threaded out into narrow streets that could be sealed off through a central guard post.
Taking care of Elaka Nota would be akin to shooting fish in a barrel, but I wasn’t going to assume that everything would go smoothly. These fuckers were like cockroaches, and I knew I would eventually have to return to their nest if I wanted to take care of them forever.
“Here is your position,” Kuroda said as he slammed on the brakes of the vehicle. We were in front of the first set of narrow passages that filter people from the harbor and into the central plaza of the Yellow District. There were shops, homes, and restaurants located in this area, but all the citizens had already been told to evacuate.
“Got it,” I said as I opened my door and pointed to the station high up on a building in the far corner of the plaza. “You’ll be there?”
“Yes, Tiger,” he said. “I will communicate to you through your helmet and alert you to positions that you might not see, but I will leave you command of the ground forces here. Your cyborgs are already positioned at the far sides of the funnel, and will close in when you give the command.”
“Alright,” I said as I stepped out. “Good luck.”
“You do not need luck. You are Tiger.”
“Maybe you need it then,” I said as I winked at the man.
“Ha! Fair enough.”
Bastia and the other soldiers exited the vehicle, and I gestured for them to take their positions at the far side of the passages. Another two squads of warriors arrived once Kuroda pulled away, and I gave them the order to post at the passages near me. The narrow streets looked like the teeth of a comb, and we were all able to position ourselves on the edges of the walls so that anyone coming from the other side would not see us.
“Hey, Dragon,” I said after I turned my helmet on. “What is the status of the ships?”
“Bastia?” Kuroda asked.
“We have given all four permission to dock,” Bastia answered through my helmet. “But only two are approaching.”
“That’s smart,” I said. “They don’t want to attach their entire squadron to your docks. We’ll need to move fast once we pincher them. Do you have ships that can attack the ones that haven’t docked? I don’t want them to escape.”
“You have ten warships we can deploy,” Bastia said. “They are on yellow alert, but I will move them to orange and have them prepare to attack the two that linger.”
“Good,” I said as I reviewed the plan in my head.
It was a simple strategy, but not without flaws. The idea was that Elaka Nota would dock their ships, and they would be given the instructions to meet with the Yellow District’s harbor master in the far plaza junction for processing and a security briefing. The route given would bring their entourage through the narrow comb passages and into our midst. Then the passages would be sealed from behind, Kuroda would identify who seemed to be in charge, and we’d kill almost everyone else.
There were three potential problems: First was that Elaka Nota might not exit their ship. It was unlikely, since their whole purpose in coming to this station was probably to hunt for Eve, Persephone, and me. Still, if they just stayed inside of their ships, we’d have to figure out how to entice them to come out.
I would probably just issue the order to destroy them at that point and not worry about taking a hostage for questioning.
The second potential problem would have been them sending drones out to scout first. We’d have to shoot the machines down, and they would realize it was a trap and not come out. To offset this chance, the traffic controller had been instructed to tell the captains of the Elaka Nota ships that drones were not allowed in the station.
The third problem would occur if we were unable to capture and eliminate whatever force that came into the station. They would communicate back with the remaining forces on their ships, and either hole up, or try to leave. To offset that risk, we deployed a short-range transponder jammer. Our encrypted communications would get through, but it would take them a few minutes to figure out that they weren’t getting signals back to their ships.
And then it would be too late.
It would be easy enough for us to just kill all of the Elaka Nota forces. I could have ordered their destruction when they first came into orbit, or I could order their destruction now. I wouldn’t even have to lift a finger since Dragon had made it clear I was now in charge of a significant military.
However, the strange man had told me that sitting back and letting others take care of my problems was not Tiger, and I needed to be part of this mission if I wanted to attempt and control my insanity.
“The ships have completed docking,” Bastia said over our helmet transponders. “I will update when they exit.”
We waited for a handful of minutes, and I felt my mind wander to thoughts of my lovers. It was weird not having them at my side, or speaking to me through my transponder, but it was also a bit freeing. I cared about not losing any of the men I was with, but I didn’t care that much. If Madalena, Eve, Zea, Paula, and Kasta had been at my side, my first priority would have been to protect them.
Maybe Kuroda was right when he thought I’d get a lot out of this experience.
“A team of twenty have left each of the ships, so forty in total,” Bastia said. “Each group is similar in composition: Eighteen Marines wearing medium density armor, one carrying a case which I believe holds aerial drones, and a commanding officer in lighter armor.”
“We’ll keep both officers alive,” I said. “Attempt to kill the drone operators first.” Two groups of twenty was a bit more than I expected, but the comb-like passages that they had to go through would force a gauntlet that would mean easy work for us.
“They have exited the dock and entered the harbor,” Bastia said. “They have paused and are considering their next steps. I do not understand the language they speak, but I believe that they are nervous because of the lack of citizens in the harbor.
“It’s Malay,” I said. “Or at least, it once was. Elaka Nota is from the Trappist systems, and the first settlers were Malaysian. They will keep coming. They came all the way out here to find me.”
“Understood, Emperor,” Bastia replied. “We will be ready.”
Another minute of silence passed, and then Bastia said that they were starting to advance again.
“Tiger,” Kuroda said through my transponder. “You should take your true form.”
I was about to argue with him that it was not my true form, but I didn’t want to get into a discussion with the man right before we engaged in a firefight. He was right about me shifting since I wanted every edge I could get.
The beast in my stomach screamed as he filled my blood, muscles, and mind. The sensation was somewhat of a welcome pain, and I realized that protecting my women hadn’t driven the shift. Granted, my finding out how these fuckers kept tracking us would protect my women, but the threat was very far removed.
I was shifting now just because I wanted their death and blood. Not because I was really protecting anyone.
My fur covered body pressed against the new suit of armor. It was tight, but comfortable, and I guessed that I would be able to move just fine in it. I hit the button on my wrist to turn on the helmet, and the visor fit over my tiger-maw. The suit didn’t feel as comfortable as the one I was used to wearing, but I did like how it had armor to protect my head, and I figured that the cloaking mechanism would prove useful.
“They are approaching,” Bastia said. “Ten meters. Now five meters. They are stopping outside the narrow passages and talking together as a group. They do not see us, but their body language suggests that they are worried about an ambush.”
Each narrow corridor was about ten meters long. So, it would be somewhat of a long shot to lean out around the corner where I hid, especially with my shotgun. I could order the other men to engage with their rifles, but then I’d lose out on the kills, and the beast wanted to participate in the bloodshed.
“They are moving forward,” Bastila whispered. “Groups of four down each of the passages. Commanders are in row five and eight.”
“Five is next to me,” I whispered in return. “I’ll take him. Everyone else begins when I start. End communication.”
I waited a few moments with my eyes closed. The new shotgun already felt like an old friend, and I could feel my heartbeat pulse through my muscular legs, stomach, chest, and neck.
I counted down and imagined the Elaka Nota men moving through the narrow passageways toward the plaza. They had to know that something was amiss, but I was sure their orders were to proceed. They wanted Persephone and Eve back.
I wasn’t going to let Elaka Nota take either of them.
My new shrapnel sprayer led my turn around the corner. I didn’t want to risk killing the commanding officer, so I aimed low to take the legs out of the men who were positioned in front. A narrow cone of twisting blades spiraled out of the muzzle of the new weapon and covered the distance between myself and my prey instantly.
The devastation was incredible.
The Elaka Nota Marines were armored with what looked like a bulkier version of the suits that were on board Persephone. The thickness of the plates didn’t matter though. The shards of metal cut through them as if they were red colored paper. The bottom half of the first man ripped away as if he’d been torn apart by a giant, the man behind him lost his entire left leg when the metal passed through the first fucker, and the third man’s foot was sheared off.
The men’s blood exploded on the walls before they even had a chance to scream, and a sonata of gunfire filled the other corridors.
I was already charging into their midst. The first man somehow still had hold of his carbine, but I had a better angle with my weapon now, and I knew how it fired. My second shot took him right through the chest, punched through his armor, and blended the face off the second man.
I jumped past them both as they died and twisted the sight of my shotgun toward the third guard. This one was either skilled, and ignoring the pain of his lost foot, or his brain hadn’t reported the damage to him yet, since he was in the process of aiming his carbine toward me. He was still too slow though, and the next blast from my weapon turned his helmeted head into a burst of confetti.
The commander of this unit was still unharmed, but he was pointing his pistol at my chest. I didn’t want to kill this fucker, so I knocked his gun away with a sweep of my weapon, shoulder checked him into the wall, and then elbowed him in the face. He was wearing one of those half helmets that only covered the top part of his head, and his jaw cracked when my elbow smacked him.
His gun went off, but he was aiming away from me, so the bullet missed. I took my right hand off the butt of my weapon, hooked it under his armored elbow, and then pushed his hand forward with my shotgun while I yanked my right arm to my chest. His elbow snapped like a twig, and the man made a muffled cry of agony as he dropped his pistol.
“Status update,” I said as I kicked the man’s gun away and hip threw him to the ground.
“Your presence is needed in column two,” Kuroda said over the sound of bullets being fired.
“Got it,” I said as I looked between the walls. They were maybe a meter and a half in width and made of the same tough metal the majority of the station was made from. It was a somewhat smooth material, but I figured that I would be strong enough to not slip if I tried to climb them.
I threw myself against the wall that separated columns five and six. The bottom of my boot kicked flat into the wall, and the momentum threw me backward as I spun. My other foot hit the wall that separated columns five and four, and I pushed out again to fling back in the other direction. I kicked off the walls two more times, and then I was standing on the top of the walls and leaping across the gaps toward column two.
As I leapt over the hallways, I aimed my shotgun down below me and showered the groups of Elaka Nota fuckers with armor piercing shrapnel. Most of the groups were either in mid fire-fight with my men or had already been shot full of holes. It didn’t matter. They all needed to die. The beast was screaming in my head, and he seemed to grow louder each time I pulled the trigger.
I made it to column two and found that the group of Elaka Nota Marines had fallen back to the far side of the passageway opposite from my men. They were using the walls as a limited form of cover, but the man with the suitcase was in the process of pulling his drone out.
I had a bunch of momentum left in my run, so I made the jump over the gap with my shotgun trained down the passage toward the Elaka Nota troops. They had heard me shooting from their position and ducked back around behind the edges so that I couldn’t get a clear shot at them. The positioning left me in a bit of a bind because charging toward them would leave me exposed to their line of fire.
I increased my running speed and did it anyway.
One of the guards fell back away from the wall’s edge and raised his carbine up to aim at me. I leveled my shotgun at him, but his helmet suddenly exploded, and his body began to slump toward the ground. The other Elaka Nota soldiers shouted a warning, but then I was leaping off the top of the wall, and my shotgun was singing a sweet symphony of spraying shrapnel.
My first blast hit the drone controller in the upper shoulders. His body burst into four large chunks before those chunks seemed to disintegrate. The drone he had pulled out of his case fell to the ground, but I sent another shot into it so that no one from their ships would be able to drive the thing.
My next shot took off the head of an armored Marine that was trying to turn his own shotgun toward me. He died instantly, and his torso continued to swivel from his momentum.
The last guard was still aiming his carbine down the passageway where he thought I might come from, but I yanked on my trigger again and sent his bloody organs splattering across the walls of the passage.
Then the battle was over.
“What are the four ships doing?” I asked as I trotted back to the officer with the broken jaw and arm.
“They have not raised any sort of alert, Emperor,” Bastia said. “I believe our jammer worked.”
“Let’s hope so,” I said. “Let’s get these bodies off the street and all the blood cleaned up. They’ll wonder what happened when this team doesn’t check in for a few minutes. Then they will send drones. Was the other officer captured?”
“Yes, Emperor,” Bastia answered.
“Good,” I said as I grabbed the one I had taken care of, he was actually trying to crawl toward the pistol that I had kicked away from him, but I stepped on his hand before he could grab it. The bones in his hand shattered, and he let out a screech of agony.
“If you think that is bad,” I said as I lifted him off the ground by his puppy scruff. “Wait until I get you aboard my ship and Eve starts ripping into your mind.”
“You have done well, Tiger,” Kuroda said as he walked through the corridor toward me. He carried his sniper rifle over his shoulder and wore a wide smile.
“Yeah. I take it you saved my ass with that shot to that other asshole’s skull?”
“It was my shot, yes,” he admitted, “but I believe you would have fired your weapon before he did.”
“Well, thanks for the save,” I said as I nodded at him.
“Now you have captured two men that might know how Elaka Nota tracks you.”
“They might know,” I said. “There are still a bunch of assholes on those two ships and the other two ships out in orbit. If they see Persephone, I imagine they will attack, and it is only a matter of time before they pick her up.”
“Then what will you do?” he said. “Think of it as Tiger, not Adam. One is a god, and the other is just a man trying to contain a god.”
“Hmm,” I said as I puzzled through the options. In a few minutes, the crew on the two ships docked at the station would realize that their Marines and officers were missing. They would either send more men, attack, or escape. Ideally, I’d capture everyone on the four vessels and let Eve take her time interrogating them. However, we’d gotten lucky and captured two officers without any losses.
I didn’t know how many ships Elaka Nota had in its fleet, but the loss of four would probably hurt them. Especially since I’d already taken out a few when we escaped with Persephone.
“Can you eject the two docked with the station?” I asked Kuroda.
“Yes, Tiger,” he said, and his grin widened even more. His teeth were a bit too perfect, but then again, I supposed mine were just like his since they were replaced every time I shifted.
“Give the order,” I said. “Destroy all four ships as soon as possible. I might not get everything I want out of these two fuckers, but we’ve won the day, and I’d call it a double win if we also destroy these four Elaka Nota ships.”
“Agreed,” he said with a deep nod. “They must fear following you, Tiger. This is a good decision. I will give the order. Do you wish to watch your new empire crush your enemies?”
“Yeah,” I said after a moment of thought. “Then I’ll give these guys over to Eve, and the real fun will start.”









Chapter 3
The Elaka Nota squadron didn’t stand a chance against the Wobbegong fleet. The station itself began the attack by forcing the ejection of the two docked vessels. It was impossible to know exactly what the crew thought, but they must have been a bit surprised since they didn’t try to attack in the fifteen seconds it took for Wobbegong’s cannons to warm up and fire. The first salvo annihilated both of the destroyer class ships, and then the cannons turned to the remaining two vessels while the rest of my local fleet swept in.
The battle was over some twenty seconds later, and Elaka Nota only got two shots off that both missed hitting anything but empty space.
“We will take the prisoners back to Persephone,” I said to Kuroda. “Then we will be leaving.” We had moved to the nearby harbormaster’s station so that we could watch the brief battle from the video displays there.
“I will be joining you,” the man said.
“Are you sure?” I asked. “I’m going to be flying all over the galaxy killing shit. I know you tried to give me your empire, but--”
“It is already given,” he said as he raised his hand to interrupt me. “While we embarked on this mission, your wives Rin, Yui, Kalan, and Vikana have already made their way to your ship. If you would like, I can give you a tour of your main harem, and you can bring any of the other seven hundred women with you.”
“Uhh, look, Dragon, I’m not interested in claiming your wives as some sort of prize--”
“I understand, but you are wrong,” he said as his eyes narrowed. “Tiger takes his prize. As does Dragon. I would have taken your women had I killed you.”
“Hmmm,” I growled, and my hackles rose. I suddenly felt the desire to kill the man, but there was no malice in his eyes. “I doubt my women would have been happy with that.”
“You do not have them trained yet,” he said. “You will enjoy Rin, Yui, Kalan, and Vikana, Tiger. You have excellent wives, but the ones you have taken from me will soon become your favorites.”
“You are trying my patience,” I set my eyes on the man and felt my rage threaten to boil over.
“There is no rush to appreciate them,” he said with a slow bow that exposed the back of his neck to me like a submissive animal. “As I have said, you need my help to realize your true potential. The scientist Yu cannot help you, but I can. You and I are the opposite sides of the same coin. Our nature is almost identical, and I have lived for hundreds of years with the wisdom of my title.”
“Alright,” I said. “I will give you a chance, but I am happy with my women. I’m not interested in acquiring more. As far as I’m concerned, they are your wives.”
“Tiger--” he said as he began to shake his head.
“No,” I interrupted. “If you want to be on my ship and give me advice, you’ll have to deal with me telling you that I’m not going to do what you say. You also will have to take my orders without question. If I want your opinion about a problem, I’ll fucking ask for it. If I don’t, then you just need to shut up and do what you’re told. Get it?”
“Yes, Tiger,” Kuroda said with a nod and his usual smile. “I am happy for your show of strength. You are the emperor of a great nation now. Perhaps one of the greatest mankind has ever known, but it will not be enough to stop the darkness you fight. You will need one much larger, and you will need men like me and women like your wives to battle on your side.”
We stared at each other for a few moments. I still found his presence odd, but I’d given him plenty of chances, and Dragon had helped me each time.
“Then we will return to my shipppp,” I growled. “In addition to these Elaka Nota fuckers, I need to interrogate Yu again. Then we will depart for Nordar - 13. While we are heading back, you will tell me what you know about Yu.”
“Very well,” he said.
We walked out of the station and got into the armored hover vehicle. Kuroda drove again, and we took the most direct route to Persephone’s dock.
“Tell me about Yu,” I said as soon as we started moving.
“He is the scientist. He pretends he is a god, but really he is just a blind man who once saw the light.”
“What do you mean?” I asked. “How do you know him? My sister seems to think that I was always this tiger shape and he didn’t actually do anything to turn me into this.”
“I know of Yu because he once helped me,” Kuroda said. “Just like you, I once did not know of the power inside of me. The scientist found me in the hospital and offered to help. I was desperate, so I agreed.”
“So he did to you whhatttt he did to me?” My voice was starting to growl too much, but I didn’t want to shift back until we had reached Persephone.
“He said he rearranged my DNA, but that was false. His medical treatments were useless.”
“Then how did you figure out you could shiffftttt?” I asked.
“I escaped,” Kuroda said with a dry chuckle. “The desire caused me to learn of my nature. Then I traveled the stars until I created my empire.”
“Hmm,” I said as I considered Kuroda’s words. “Sounds like we have had a similar background.”
“Yes, which is why I challenged you, Tiger. Only one of us can be the master.”
“Yeah, I’m still notttt understanddddding that.”
“Imagine two groups,” he said as he took one of his hands off the steering wheel to gesture. “Two tribes, if you will. Your enemy is united, and they are focused on working toward a common goal. The other side is unfocused. In fact, they do not even know they are at war. How can they possibly win? They need to be united under the most powerful leader. For the longest time, I built my empire because I thought I would be that leader. I knew of my essence and ability. I am strong, but I wondered if there would ever be a man that could defeat me.”
“I just don’t see why we haaad to batttttle,” I growled. “We could have just formed an alliance. It is--”
“Our enemies have an alliance,” Kuroda interrupted me. “These powers of darkness agree to help each other as long as it serves their purpose. But they are selfish at the core. An alliance is much weaker than dominance. That is why we had to battle, and I am glad you allowed me to live. Now I will serve you, and our enemies will not be prepared for the destruction we will inflict on them.”
I turned his words over in my head as he steered our craft into the harbor beside my newly acquired castle.
As we approached Persephone’s dock, I could feel Madalena’s worry, and I knew I’d probably have to spend the next ten minutes explaining why I chose to enter combat without my friends as backup.
You have brought us Elaka Nota prisoners. I suppose I will have to forgive you.
Eve was standing on Persephone’s lowered bay ramp with Madalena and Kuroda’s two advisors. My lover smiled at me when I got out of the car, but her smile grew larger when the green armored soldiers pulled the two Elaka Nota Marines out of the back.
“I havvvveee returned,” I purred to her after I had taken her hand in my paw and licked it.
“We missed you,” she whispered to me.
“I was only gone for halfff an hour,” I chuckled.
“And every second away from you feels like an eternity, my love.”
“I agree,” I said as we both stared into each other’s eyes.
One of the soldiers cleared his throat, and we turned to face them.
“I will show you where to keep them,” Eve told my new soldiers, and they dragged the two bound Elaka Nota prisoners up the ramp after her.
Once Eve had taken them into the hold, I turned back to Madalena. The Prime Valkyrie was in a deep discussion with Baccor and Reeyal. The group of four turned to greet Kuroda and I as we approached, and I could feel my wife’s emotions calm a bit.
“We shall be ready in a few minutes,” Madalena said. “The last of the supplies are being sorted, and our additional crew has been given rooms.”
“My sister?” I asked.
“Yes,” Madalena replied as she turned to Kuroda, “and his four wives. Will you be joining us, Emperor?”
“Yes,” he answered her with a bow. Then he turned to Baccor and Reeyal. “Have you discussed the deployment of Tiger’s fleet with his wife?”
“We were in the process of that,” Madalena answered for the men. “It depends on where my husband wishes to go next.”
“We are going to Ganymede,” I said.
“Very well. Where will be our destination afterward?” Madalena’s lips formed a slight smile, and I could feel her pleasure at the decision to go after my mom. Earlier, it had seemed as if she didn’t want me to spend time on trying to find her, but now it was clear that she agreed with my choice.
“Nordar - 13,” I said. “And then we will visitt the otherrr clans.” My words were starting to slur more, so I focused on trying to calm myself.
“You will attempt the truce?” she asked.
“Yeah, but I’m going to carry a big fucking stick. I want to bring most of our armada, along with what Kuroda has gifted me.”
“They might take that as an invitation to war,” Madalena said as she crossed her arms.
“It will be a war they can’t win. Do you need anything else from me? I want to question Yu before we depart.”
“No, but may I come with you?” She said, and I could feel her hope pour from her and wrap around my shoulders.
“Of course, I’ll need Eve as well. Can you both meet me in front of his room in a few minutes?”
“Yes,” Madalena said. “I will finish the logistics with Baccor and Reeyal.” She turned back to the two men, and I continued into the hold with Kuroda.
“Do you wisssssh to come with me and speak to Yu?” I asked him after we were halfway through the hold.
“No, Tiger,” he answered. “I have spoken many times to the scientist. Conversation with the man is useless, but I can understand why you wish to meet with him.”
“Alrightttt,” I said. “I’m sure you can ask around and find out what rooms your wives are staying in.”
“I will take my own room,” Kuroda said. “They are no longer my wives.”
“I don’t know if I’ll ever understand your logic,” I sighed.
“I was once Kuroda, who was the Dragon. But now Kuroda is dead, and the Dragon lives to serve Tiger. Does that make sense?”
“Nope,” I said with a shrug, “but I’ll talk to you later.”
“I look forward to it. I will explore my new home and seek a room from your quartermaster. Who should I ask?”
“Madalena, or a woman named Lux, or either Hegeia, Uma, and Waiola.” I pointed across the hold to where the three Nordar women were speaking to Kasta. The four women saw me gesture toward them, and they all waved at me.
“I will speak with them,” he said before he nodded at me.
I watched the strange man walk toward the four women for a few seconds, and then I turned back to my task. I didn’t need to be armored or armed on Persephone, so I walked to the armory and deposited my new pistols, shrapnel sprayer, and cloaking armor. I was still in my tiger-man form, but my thoughts hadn’t been twisting toward endless rage. I still felt the anger, but I must have been approaching twenty minutes now, and I didn’t feel the usual tension from fighting the beast.
I shifted back into my human form and then grabbed one of the many flight suits folded in a nearby crate. Exhaustion set in as soon as I zipped the black suit on, and I had to lean against the wall for a few minutes before I stepped out of the armory.
Madalena was walking down the hallway when I exited, and I wrapped my arms around her waist before kissing her. Our tongues danced together for a few moments, and then she pulled away so she could stare into my eyes.
“I am glad that you are going to retrieve your mother.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Me too. Did you tell Nikki to leave when we were ready?”
“Yes,” Madalena said as her gloved fingers reached up to stroke my cheek. “You are tired. Yu can wait in his cell for a few hours longer. As soon as we enter hyperdrive, none of his army will be able to attack us. You should rest.”
“Tempting,” I replied, “but I’ll sleep better once I ask him about my sister. Then I’ll take you up on your offer.”
“Then we should hurry and ask him your questions,” Madalena said, and I saw Eve walk up behind her in the hallway.
“Hello,” I said to the vampire woman as I unwound my arms from Madalena’s hips. Eve slipped into my arms smoothly, and I kissed her just as passionately as I had kissed the warrior woman.
“Hello, my love,” Eve said after we broke our kiss. “Madalena is correct, you should sleep.”
“I’ll be fine. Did you get anything out of those officers?”
“Yes,” she replied. “Let us walk toward Yu’s room while I speak of it.”
Madalena and I nodded, and the three of us stepped down the hallway together while Eve continued.
“Neither of the officers know exactly how they are tracking us. They were just given orders to come here. However, one of the men saw something interesting during the briefing that I believe he was not meant to see.”
“What?” I asked.
“The communications screen on the captain’s desk was still open, and it was paused. There was a woman with pale skin and red eyes.”
“Hmmm,” Madalena said. “You think she issued the order to the captain?”
“Yes,” Eve said with a nod. “My theory is that the woman is one of my sisters.”
“You have sisters?” Madalena asked.
“In spirit.” Eve smiled. “They are not blood, but I know there are more women Elaka Nota has experimented on. They saw success with me and then tried it on others. I believe she might have some sort of connection with me that I cannot sense.”
“And she’s able to track you across the galaxy?” I asked.
“I understand your skepticism.” Eve smiled to show off her fangs. “However, you are a man who can change into a tiger, and I am a vampire with psychic powers. Both concepts seem too fantastic to be real.”
“I’ve thought of that often,” I laughed, and some of the exhaustion fled from my shoulders.
“Where would this woman tracking you be located?” Madalena asked.
“I would guess on Trappist - 1e,” Eve said. “However, they could be anywhere in the galaxy. I do not feel her presence or understand how she might be tracking me. This is just a theory I have, but considering that Elaka Nota keeps tracking us through the systems and that we have searched Persephone extensively for a beacon, I would guess one of my sisters must be the cause.”
“How large is Elaka Nota’s fleet?” Madalena asked me.
“Eve might know better,” I said as I fought against an exhausted yawn. “They had a shitload of ships in their yard when we stole Persephone, so I’m guessing that they have a few thousand.”
“They have several different fleets,” Eve said. “I was only able to peer into the mind of a rear admiral who was local to the Trappist system. At the time, they had some three thousand ships.”
“That is their home system, though,” I said. “It might be the majority of their fleet.”
“It could be,” Eve said. “I do know their territory encompasses some seven hundred stars. I would guess they have at least double that number of ships.”
“Hmm,” Madalena said as her mouth twisted a bit. “Husband, you have powerful enemies.”
“People fighting for justice tend to make enemies,” I said. “Speaking of enemies. Is this Yu’s room?”
“Yes,” Eve said.
One of Kasta’s small tank-looking gun drones sat in front of a door, and I guessed my android friend was keeping watch with a part of her mind so that Yu didn’t try to escape.
“Alright,” I said as I took a deep breath. “Let’s try to get some more info about my condition.”
“I will probe his mind while you speak,” Eve said, and then we opened the locked door and stepped inside of the cell.
The room was bare except for a pair of twin sized beds, a sink, and a toilet. Yu lay stretched out on the left bed with his long legs crossed and his eyes closed. He didn’t open them when we entered, but he did when I cleared my throat.
“Oh, Adam!” he said without opening his eyes. “I was wondering when you would come to visit me. It’s fucking boring in here.” His words caused exhaustion to flee from my body, but I knew I only had ten or so minutes with him before I needed to sleep.
“Start talking,” I growled.
“Naw,” he said as he swung his legs off the bed, stood, and took a step toward me. Both Madalena and Eve stepped a bit away from me so they could help defend me from an attack, but the man just grinned. “You didn’t say ‘please.’”
“Please?” The beast should have been exhausted, but it screamed murder through my soul.
“Yes,” he said as he wagged his finger at me. “You always need to say ple--
I interrupted his words with my fist, and I felt his nose break under my knuckles. It wasn’t a very hard punch, but he still tumbled to the ground with a shout of surprise.
“I don’t say please,” I seethed. “You do what I tell you to do, or I’ll rip you to pieces.”
“You broke my nose!” Yu shouted. His hands were over his face, and blood leaked out from around his fingers.
“I’m glad you can bleed,” I said.
“I don’t even know what you want to talk--”
“You know damn well what I want to talk about,” I interrupted. My head was starting to hurt. It was an exhaustion headache, but my anger was still keeping my head clear.
“Adam…” Eve said as she laid her hand on my shoulder. Her touch soothed my soul a bit, and I let out a long breath.
“Why don’t we start with your red blood, Yu. Eve wasn’t able to get any information out of you, and you haven’t aged in a few hundred years. You’ll tell me who or what you are, and then we’ll get to the part where my sister seems to think that you are saving us.”
“You just asked me to talk, and then you punched me. Adam, have you ever stopped to consider that we should be friends? All this anger isn’t good for you. Just ask your woman.” Yu pointed at Eve with a bloody finger.
“You should begin answering Adam’s questions,” Madalena said, and Yu turned his blue eyes to my wife.
“This one is good for you, Adam,” Yu said with a laugh. “She serves you faithfully.”
“And Eve doesn’t?” Madalena’s cold eyes narrowed.
“Well, I’m no mind reader. How would I know?” Yu cackled a bit, and then he groaned as he reached back with the hand he had pointed with to touch his nose.
“You try and drive a wedge between Adam and I,” Eve said. “It will not work.”
“Sure it won’t. I don’t need to drive anything between you. Time will do that.” He took his hands away from his nose, and it didn’t look to be broken anymore. There was still blood on his face, but even that looked dried.
“You heal fast,” I said. “You aren’t human.”
“I’m plenty human,” he said. “Just depends on how you define it.”
“Humans don’t heal broken noses in less than a minute,” I growled. “But this means I can break it again. Will your fingers and arms heal just as fast? I’ll move onto those next.”
“Poor Adam,” Yu said with a mocking laugh. “All you know is torture and pain.”
My foot shot out and slammed into his chest. I could hear the ribs crack and Yu was flung back into the wall. Before he could stand up, I stepped over to him and wrapped my hand around his scrawny scientist neck.
“You taught me that!” I screamed into his face. “You tortured me for years! Do you think I won’t torture you? Do you think I won’t take pleasure in ripping every word I want out of you? How fast will your broken ribs heal? I’ll break them twenty times today. Eventually, you’ll tell me what I want to hear.”
“Ha!” Yu gasped out a laugh through the grip I had on his neck. “You. Are. So. Rude.”
My love, he is trying to anger you. Do not let him.
I closed my eyes and then threw Yu over onto his bed. He bounced off it with a groan and wrapped his arms over his chest.
“Or I can just kill you,” I said. “You already told Eve that you can’t fix me, so I don’t need you anymore. My sister seems to think you are some sort of savior, but it might be better to just end you instead of puzzle out why she thinks that way.”
“So, you’ve found Hanekawa,” Yu said with another one of his laughs. “Damn, your team works fast. I thought we had her hidden rather well.”
“You fucking experimented on her,” I said as I rubbed the bridge of my nose. “You know, I’m just going to fucking kill you and be done with it.”
“I’ve raised you well,” Yu said. “Kill first and ask questions later. You are the perfect grunt. How’d you end up with such a nice spaceship and collection of breathtaking women?”
“You didn’t raise me,” I growled as I fought against my rage. Fuck. Everything Yu said made me want to shift into my tiger-man form and rip his fucking face off. I didn’t even think I could shift so soon, but the beast inside of my soul was begging me to try.
“Will you answer Adam’s questions?” Madalena asked with surprising politeness.
“He hasn’t even asked me a question,” Yu said with a wide grin. “He’s always punching, and growling, and throwing.”
I grabbed the lanky blonde man by the collar of his shirt and yanked his face into mine. “Why. Does. My. Sister. Think. We. Aren’t. Human?” I seethed each word.
“Because you aren’t,” he said with a shit-eating smile.
“Explain,” I whispered as I tried to keep my anger in check.
“It’s a long story,” he said with a shrug. “You’d get bored--”
I flung him across the room, and he bounced off the far metal wall. I could feel the beast inside of my stomach threatening to take over, but I could also feel Eve’s hand on my shoulder. Her fingers pressed into the thin fabric of my flight suit and I forced myself to think about the ocean waves.
His mind is not giving up much. As I said before, it is as if he does not remember anything.
“Ahhh, Adam,” Yu grunted as he picked himself up off the floor. “You just continue to prove my point. You don’t really want to know what I have to say, you just want to beat up an innocent man who wishes nothing but the best for you.”
“Fuck you,” I growled. “You shot me full of drugs, manipulated my genes, and then put a fucking control collar around my neck. I haven’t forgotten the suicide missions you sent me on.” My anger should have returned, but I was able to control the rage now.
“As usual, you are making me out to be the bad guy here.” Yu tisked his lips together three times and shook his head. “You don’t even appreciate how much I’ve--” Yu’s mouth stopped in mid-sentence when Madalena pulled a long knife from the belt of her uniform. It was a wicked looking blade that she had used to bond our souls together.
“I am not angry,” Madalena said. “But I will remove one of your testicles in the next thirty seconds if you do not begin telling Adam what he wishes to know. After I cut it off, if you do not begin talking in the next thirty seconds, I will shove it into your mouth and make you swallow it. If you do not begin talking thirty seconds after that, I will do so with your other testicle. After I have fed that to you, I will pick another body part to remove. Can you guess which one I will pick?”
Yu stared at the warrior woman for a good five seconds, then he nodded and turned to me. “Alright, I’ll talk, Adam. Be a dear and fetch me some water? I imagine my throat will get parched.”
“I’ll bring you some water after you start talking,” I said.
“So cruel,” Yu sighed. “And grumpy. Are you grumpy? Maybe you need a nap?” the man laughed, but when I didn’t reply, he just shook his head. “Ahh well. Hmmm. Where should I begin my tale?”
“I already asked you why my sister thinks we are not human,” I hissed. Fuck this guy. He seemed to know exactly what to say to piss me off, and he just kept pushing my buttons.
“Well, you aren’t,” he said with a shrug. “You can turn into a weretiger, duh.”
“You did that to me,” I growled.
“No, that’s where you are wrong,” he said. “Remember what I said to you when you first brought me to your fancy spaceship? I said ‘I just looked for people who already had the beast in them.’ Or something like that, I honestly don’t remember my exact words. I say so many genius things. Hard to keep track all the time.”
“I still have my knife out,” Madalena warned.
“Let’s go back in the past a bit, maybe fifteen billion years or so,” Yu said as he glanced at the Prime Valkyrie’s knife. “The Milky Way was brand spanking new, and still expanding, but it’s not an old galaxy, there were plenty of others in the universe. Billions of galaxies and trillions of solar systems with zillions of planets.”
“I understand the fucking universe,” I said. “Get to the point.”
“See, you say you understand the universe,” Yu said, “but do you really? What created it? What powers caused it? How does it actually work? Is it the only universe or are there parallels?”
“It doesn’t fucking matter,” I said. “Keep on with your story, or my wife will neuter you.”
“Ahhh,” Yu sighed again. “My point is that each universe is massive and impossibly large, but each galaxy is just a grain of sand in the endless desert of the universe, and then there are even more deserts. It is impossible for anyone’s mind to grasp, so I’m just saying you need to realize that no matter how large, or far, or powerful, or vast something seems, it is not the end or the pinnacle. It is only the beginning.”
I opened my mouth to tell him to get back to the point again, but he continued.
“When the Milky Way was new, it began to grow life, but then other life came here from adjacent galaxies. Those other arrivals weren’t coming here to settle. They only came for two reasons.” He paused and then smiled a bit at me. “Can you guess?”
“They were the hunters or the hunted,” I answered.
“Ding! Ding! Ding!” He laughed. “Maybe you aren’t such a meathead after all, Adam.”
“Should I break your nose again?” I asked.
“No, that’s okay, I’ll continue,” Yu said as he waved his hands. “Homo Erectus or Neanderthal or even Sapiens were probably not the first intelligent life form to evolve on Earth. Or maybe they were, but then these other life forms integrated. It doesn’t even matter how it happened, really. The genes got mixed, and there are humans and hybrids. I didn’t put the monster in you. It was already there, and I just allowed it to come to the surface.”
“You are saying that my mother and father are also this species, and their parents were?” I asked as I shook my head. “Your story is hard to believe.”
“Why is it so hard to believe?” Yu asked. “Haven’t there always been stories about people that weren’t human living amongst the population? Since humans could tell stories there were vampires, werewolves, elves, fairies, and other changelings. The lies and truth become the same.”
“How did you allow Adam’s monster to come to the surface?” Eve asked quietly.
“The pieces were there,” Yu said. “Like a puzzle in his DNA that had been scattered and forgotten.”
“You are full of shit,” I said. “You put--”
“Were you always angry?” Yu asked me as his lips curled. “Did you enjoy the killing you did in the Marines? You found an outlet for the monster. Your sister didn’t. Why was she always sick? Why couldn’t the doctors figure it out? She got treatment, but it was just steroids so her human shell could fight against her alien soul. Do you see the life in her face now? Do you see the fierceness in her eyes? She knows who she is now. I uncovered this treasure for her, just like I did for you. Yes, it was inside of you, but I put the pieces together and gave you immortality. That was who you were. That is who you are.” Yu let out a long breath and then looked at the ceiling of his room. “I really am a fucking genius. Everything is falling into place.”
“Your story doesn’t make sense,” I said. “How did I get this alien DNA in me in the first place? Or, if I am one of these tiger-men, how did I get the human DNA?”
“They bred together of course,” Yu said as he rolled his eyes. “Do you need me to explain the birds and the bees to you, Adam? I thought you were married.”
“Cross-species breeding doesn’t--” I started to say, but the blonde man interrupted me.
“Look, Adam, one of us is a genius scientist, and the other one eats crayons. It’s best if you don’t think too hard on this. You might hurt yourself. Just believe me when I tell you that you were more tiger-man than human, and all I did was arrange the pieces in the right order.”
“What did you do with the body you found on Parnarta?” I asked through gritted teeth.
“That’s how I figured out their DNA. Helps to put the jigsaw puzzle together when you know what the finished product looks like.” He shrugged. “It’s an arms race. All these other corporations are creating super soldiers, but they are just throwing noodles against the walls and hoping that they stick, like her.” Yu gestured to Eve. “They were looking for a way to create a god, but they didn’t know what to do when they finally got one. So, what did they do? They locked her in a room and then tried to make more.”
“You sent me to capture Eve,” I said.
“Of course,” Yu replied. “It’s a war, Adam. You know that in a war you have to build your own weapons and then steal your enemies’ toys.”
“Tell us about this war,” Eve said.
“War?” he asked as he raised his eyebrows.
“You just mentioned war,” I replied.
“Suuuuuurrrrre,” he said with a dry chuckle. “Everyone wants to control the universe. It’s an arms race.”
“That’s it?” I asked. “You don’t have an enemy? You don’t have a purpose or a grand scheme? You just want to build super soldiers and then use them to acquire more super soldiers?”
“Oh, I have plenty of enemies,” he laughed. “People don’t like it when you steal their stuff.”
“You are being coy,” I said as I turned my head to Madalena. The Prime Valkyrie nodded and then stepped toward Yu with her knife out.
“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! Okay, ask a more specific question.” Yu stepped back against the wall of the room and waved his hands at Madalena. “You don’t have to cut anything.”
“Why are you building an army?” I asked.
“Well, first of all, because it’s fun,” he said, but then Madalena took another step toward the man, and he gasped. “Look, there is bad shit out there. I already told you the galaxy is impossibly huge. The older the Milky Way gets, the more time that other races have to find this little grain of sand and kill everything.”
“You are talking about the SAVO,” I stated.
“SAVO?” he asked.
“They are vampires,” I said. “We think that Elaka Nota used their DNA to give Eve her powers.”
“My people call them the Draugr,” Madalena said.
“They once consumed all life in this galaxy,” Eve said. “Then they seeded the planets with life. Now they are waking up and wish to feast.”
“Ahh,” Yu said. “Yes. I’m surprised you all know about them, but then again, maybe I shouldn’t be.” Yu’s blue eyes focused on Eve.
“The history of the Draugr doesn’t quite match up to the tale you just told us,” Madalena said.
“The ‘Draugr’ as you call them were the first predators to come to this galaxy,” Yu said with a shrug. “Their prey decided to make their stand, but they were defeated and enslaved. Some species were eliminated, some were kept to seed worlds and repopulate. Others were tamed and used as troops in their war.” Yu turned to me. “That’s what happened to your ancestors, Adam. They became slaves and were forced to do the bidding of their masters.”
“Sounds like a familiar story,” I growled at him.
“Well, it worked for them,” Yu said with a laugh. “So I did it. Can you blame me?”
“Do you know that the Draugr are returning?” I asked.
“Doesn’t matter.” Yu shrugged.
“They intend to destroy the galaxy again,” I said.
“You aren’t thinking long-term,” Yu said. “Predators live on short timelines. They might win again, but then something will come along that is stronger than them. Long-term is just to fight the battles you can win, avoid the ones you will lose, and get stronger in the meantime.”
I stared at the man for a few moments while I puzzled through his words. His strategy made sense, except for the whole “short timeline” comment, but then I recalled the video of him in Parnarta. It had been over a hundred years old, and the man looked like he hadn’t aged a day.
“You aren’t human,” I said.
“Ding. Ding. Ding.” Yu laughed. “I was wondering how long it would take you to figure it out.” Yu looked at Eve, shook his head, and then tapped on his skull. “He relies on you too much. You can’t crack this egg.”
“What are you?” I asked.
“Does it matter?” Yu shrugged. “I’m the one playing the game. You are my pawn, Adam. You always have been, and you always will be. You are doing just what I expected you to do.”
“I’m your pawn?” I asked with a laugh. “You seem to be a prisoner on my ship, answering my questions, with my woman threatening to cut your balls off.” His statement should have made me mad, but I guessed he was just grasping.
“Yet I wanted you on this station, and here you are. Did you kill Kuroda? If you are here, then that means you did.”
“No,” I said.
“Oh? That’s unexpected.” He genuinely seemed surprised.
“And you didn’t expect for me to capture you,” I said.
“Maybe.” The man winked at me, but my anger had passed, and I was able to keep from punching him again.
“Face it, Yu, whatever fucking plans you had are done, and--”
“But you came looking for me,” he interrupted. “You’re sliding. I know it. Your anger is devouring your soul. You are losing what you think you are. The vampire woman of yours tried to dig around in my head for a cure, but she couldn’t find one. Are you going to ask me?”
“No,” I said. “I’m going to let you sit alone in this cell for a few days without food or water. Then you’ll be begging to help me. I’m done asking you for shit.”
“Uhhh. That will be annoying,” Yu said. “It will also be a waste of our time. You should just let me go.”
“Let you go?” I laughed. “No. I’ll let you go after I put a bullet in your head.”
“Even after I saved you and your sister? Adam, I’m hurt by your lack of gratitude.”
“Fuck you. You didn’t save me, or my sister.”
“I did. You’ll come to realize that soon, Adam. You’ll come to find out you need me more than I need you. Especially if you are going to try to fight the Draugr, or SAVO, whatever you wanna call them. What does SAVO even mean?”
“We are done talking for now,” I said as I turned away from the man.
“Before you go and leave me here without food or water…” his voice trailed off, and I turned around to look at him.
“What?” I asked.
“What have you and Kuroda spoken of? I’m dying to know.”
“Good, I hope it’s a slow death,” I said, and then I gestured for Eve and Madalena to follow me out of his room.
“His answers are interesting,” Madalena whispered after we closed Yu’s door and locked it.
“He’s a fuck,” I said as I rubbed my tired eyes. “What did you get?”
“He did not want you to speak to Kuroda,” Madalena said.
“Or he wants you too, and he is playing you,” Eve replied with a shrug.
“Hmmm,” I said as the three of us walked away from Yu’s cell and toward Persephone’s hold.
“You need to rest now, my love,” Eve said.
“Yeah, I will. I want you both to keep an eye on Kuroda. He seems committed to me, but he once tried to kill me. I don’t know if I trust him entirely, or if I understand what he is up to.”
“I will alert the crew to take notice of him,” Madalena said.
“Thanks,” I said as I smiled at the warrior woman. “We’ll be in hyperdrive for a bit, so I suppose I should get some res--”
Madalena’s transponder beeped and Nikki’s voice came across.
“Prime Valkyrie, Adam is not wearing his transponder, and I have an alert.”
“What is it?” Madalena asked as she met my eyes.
“Thirty Black Heart vessels have exited hyperdrive and have surrounded the station.”









Chapter 4
“Thirty?” I asked. “That’s a lot. What class are they?”
“Four carriers and the rest are a mix of classes with the smallest being a destroyer.”
“Shit,” I growled. “That’s some muscle.”
“We can leave before they find us,” Eve said. “It is possible that they might not know we are here.”
“The timing seems too convenient,” I said. “With our luck they will already know we are here and that I killed Warren.”
“They might be coming here to track Warren’s last movements,” Madalena said.
“Nikki,” I said as I leaned into Madalena’s transponder. “Can we plot a course out around them.”
“It depends on if they are here for us,” she answered. “If they shoot as soon as we undock, then I might have a problem since Persephone’s speed will not be wound up. Evading will be difficult. If they aren’t here for us, then it won’t be an issue.”
“Are Baccor and Reeyal still on board?” I asked Madalena.
“No, they have left,” she answered.
“Call an alert,” I said. “Get everyone on the bridge, crew into position. I also want Kuroda there.”
“Yes, Adam,” Nikki said, and then the transponder beeped.
I ran to the elevator on exhausted legs, and my two lovers followed me. Paula, Kasta, Kuroda, Hegeia, Uma, and Waiola met us at the elevator, and we all piled inside.
“It’s a fleet of Black Heart mercenaries,” I told everyone. “Thirty of them.”
“That’s their whole fleet,” Paula said.
“How do you know?” I asked.
“We pulled their navigation info, remember?” she answered. “They are probably coming here to find out what happened to Warren.”
“Can we get out?” Kasta asked.
“Maybe,” I said. They might not be looking for us, and then we can escape.
“But then they might attack the station,” Kasta said. “Or they might dock and tear it apart looking for Warren. Fuck, this is shitty timing.”
“Get to your stations,” I said as soon as the elevator opened on the bridge. The women poured out, but then I turned to Kuroda before exiting. “I’ll need command of the fleet here.”
“They are already yours, Tiger,” he said. “Might I give you more advice?”
“Yeah,” I said with a nod.
“Do not escape,” he said. “It will be a tough battle, but one you can win. Your enemies must know not to trespass against you.”
“These guys might not even be looking for me,” I said. “They might not know what Persephone looks like. I don’t want to fight if I don’t have to.”
“Do not fight the battles you will lose,” he said. “But fight every battle you will win.”
“I don’t have a lot of time, and it is dangerous to invest my ship and crew in a battle when it isn’t our objective.”
“You are the leader of the light,” he said. “They are attacking you by attacking your station. You cannot be everywhere at once, I agree, but you are here right now, and they would not have brought thirty ships if they did not wish to go to war with Wobbegong. You must destroy them. Make them understand that no one challenges Tiger and wins.”
“You said Dragon was wisdom and quickness, why do you encourage me to attack everything?”
“I would flee,” he said with a nod. “However, I am advising you. Tiger must do his nature. Kill these fools, defend your empire, and then we will continue our quest.”
“I’ll consider it,” I said as I gestured for him to follow me off the elevator. We turned the corner around to the bridge and then I pointed to one of the gunner stations.
“Lux, I’ve got a recruit for you. Teach him how to use the systems.”
“Yes, my lord,” the black-haired warrior woman said to me.
I stepped past her and continued to the front of the bridge. Sivaha was standing next to her chair, and she bowed her head to me when I moved past her.
“Husband, might I--”
“Not now,” I growled at her. “Sit your ass down.”
Everyone else was already sitting in their positions, and they turned to me when I sat in my captain’s seat.
“Do we have communications with the Wobbegong security fleet?” I asked Madalena.
“Yes,” she said. “They await your orders.”
“Have the Black Hearts opened communications with the station?” I asked.
“They haven’t yet,” Zea called out from her seat.
“That’s strange,” I said.
“Yeah,” the blonde hacker agreed. “I thought they might be lying to us, but I’ve broken into their communication channels. They haven’t-- wait, hold up. Something is coming through.”
“Put it up on screen,” I said.
“Got it,” Zea replied, and an image of a handsome dark-haired man appeared on the side of our front display. He looked like Warren, only a bit bulkier in his plated armor.
“Wobbegong,” he said with an elongated “g” sound at the end. “I am Arex Royzar, leader of the Black Hearts navy. You will surrender to me immediately and prepare for occupation, or I will destroy all of you.”
“That’s a dumb thing to say,” Kasta said from her seat on the other side of Eve. “Surrender or die, he doesn’t quite have enough ships to--” The screen flashed as the Black Heart Fleet opened fire on Wobbegong station. A single burst of red plasma fire erupted from each ship’s main cannon and spun toward the station.
It looked like it was heading right for our dock.
“Nikki!” I shouted, but the pilot was already engaging Persephone’s engines. We tipped forward and then the dark ship’s engines pulled hard. Pressure pushed into my chest, but the pain forced the exhaustion out of my body.
“We are going to clear!” Nikki shouted half a moment before the salvo of plasma tore into the harbor behind us. Our rear screen was up, and the entire red dock district was covered in molten lava. We had been the only ship docked in that private harbor, so I guessed they picked the spot to make a show of force that wouldn’t result in too many casualties.
“Madalena!” I shouted, “Tell the fleet to wrap around the sides and hit them on the edges. Nikki, aim us at heading 22.3 by -34.5. We are going to pass under the right side.”
“Yes,” both Madalena and Nikki answered in unison.
“Lux!” I turned my head over to shout at the valkyrie. “Focus fire on the side ships. Nikki is going to make strafing runs. I’ll command the front cannons. Wait for my order to start shooting.”
“Yes, Adam!” Lux shouted back.
“Paula and Kasta, you two are on drones. Launch as many as you can control. First priority is to keep theirs off Persephone, the second objective is to follow the gunner’s fire and inflict extra damage.”
“Yes, Captain!” the sisters said as they bent over their controls.
“Zea, you are on nav and comms duty now. Eve and Sivaha, you are both on front cannon and laser array. Get on it.”
“Understood,” Eve said.
“Yes, Husband,” Sivaha replied.
The two wouldn’t have the best controls because of the smaller terminals on their officer’s chairs, but we were still short of people to man the cannons. We needed every bit of help that we could get since Wobbegong’s security fleet was only twenty ships and it was going to be hard to make up for the deficit with just Persephone.
Twenty-one to thirty wasn’t great odds, but these Black Heart fuckers didn’t know who they were dealing with.
I was the Tiger, and it was time for my enemy to hear me roar.
“Zea, open up a comms request with Arex,” I growled as Nikki pushed more G’s through Persephone. We were cutting right below their fleet, but the ships hadn’t fired on us yet. They probably didn’t think a single one-hundred and sixty-meter-long ship could be much of a threat to their armada.
I was about to prove them wrong.
“He’s on!” Zea hissed a second before my screen showed Arex look toward me.
“Are you the lead--”
“Shut up, fuckface,” I cut him off. “You are here because you are looking for your brother, Warren. I’ll save you the trouble. He came for me at Queen’s Hat, and I killed him. He cried like a baby before he died, and I’m about to kill you. Say a prayer to whatever forsaken god you believe in.”
“What?” the mercenary leader’s eyes were wide open, and he leaned forward in his chair with an expression of confused outrage.
“My name is Adam,” I said. “I am King of the Vaish Overlord clan. This is just a sliver of my armada, but I will still destroy you. I will not accept your surrender.”
“Surrender? What are you--”
“Kill it,” I said to Zea, and she hit a button on her controls. Her face was also as white as a sheet, and her blue eyes were opened as wide as I had ever seen them.
“Open fire!” I shouted, and Persephone’s cannons came to life.
Dark reddish-purple balls of plasma and beams launched from the manta ray shaped ship’s wings and nose. The energy sped through the empty space like fireworks and the blasts connected with four of the ships that we strafed under.
I had aimed Nikki beneath a pack of the smaller destroyer class vessels, since I figured they would be more mobile and able to combat Persephone’s quicker speed. I knew there weren’t a lot of ships that could withstand my ship’s powerful cannons, but there had been a few with shielding devices.
Fortunately, the Black Heart vessels did not have shields, and their hulls began to melt an instant after the plasma licked them.
Then all hell broke loose.
Madalena shouted that the rest of the security fleet was engaging their hyperdrives to close the gap. Paula and Kasta both shouted that they had deployed six of our drones and were strafing one Destroyer that hadn’t fully collapsed. Zea shouted that Arex was trying to open communications with us again. Nikki said that they had opened fire and she was taking evasive action.
I drank in the excitement from my women and felt my heart’s beat calm to an even pace. Kuroda was correct about me. I was the Tiger. My exhaustion was gone from my changed body, my mind was at ease, and I had a clear focus. My purpose was to kill everything that challenged me and protect those who needed me.
“Nikki, bear 87.80, -42.00,” I said as I glanced at the measurement rulers on Persephone’s screen.
“Bearing 87.80, -42.00,” she repeated as she flung Persephone into a slow barrel roll that evaded a blast of molten metal from a melting destroyer.
“Zea, which ship is Arex’s?” I asked.
“It’s the carrier at the rear,” she replied as she pounded on her controls.
“We are going to hyperdrive behind him and land a volley at his engines. Plot a course.”
“Uhhh, I’ll work on it,” the blonde hacker said as she bent over her terminal
“Paula and Kasta, you are going to twist the drones to our starboard side so that they think we are going that direction, then we’ll leave them behind when we hyperdrive. What will the delay be on your drones?”
“Distance is pretty long,” Paula said. “Second and a half.”
“Target your flight so you meet back with the security fleet. I don’t want to lose our drones, but I want to cripple Arex’s ship. Zea?”
“I’m almost there,” the hacker said. There was a quiver in her voice, and I knew she was trying to work as fast as she could to plot the course.
“You’ve got four more seconds,” I said as Nikki tucked Persephone under a carrier. Lux’s gunner team fired a combined salvo above us, and the massive ship erupted like a pimple filled with lava.
“I think I’ve got it!” Zea shouted.
“Lux! I want you to take out their engines after we hyperdrive!” I shouted over my shoulder.
“Yes, Adam,” she replied.
“Paula and Kasta, split!”
“Yes, Captain!” they shouted, and I saw their six fighter drones pull off to our right.
“Nikki, engage hyperdrives.”
“Engaging--” she started to say, and then our screen blurred for half a moment. “-drives.”
“Lux, fire on their engines,” I said as Nikki pivoted Persephone around like a dancer.
I got a clear view of the back section of the carrier, and then a lone ball of dark red plasma tumbled toward their back thrusters. The shot was right on target, and I held my breath as it tumbled toward the massive ship’s array of eight pulsing ion thrusters.
Just before the ball hit, a shot from our light plasma cannon hit it. The sphere exploded to ten times the size, and the entire back fifth of the carrier began to melt.
“Great shot, Lux!” I shouted.
“Thank you, Adam,” she replied, but her tone was lacking emotion as usual.
“We’ll leave them crippled,” I said. “Nikki, spin us back to the rest of his fleet. We are going to target the cruisers at heading 18.09 and 455.8.”
“Yes, Adam,” the pilot said as she twisted Persephone down and around the injured carrier. The back part was almost entirely melted now, and while I wouldn’t mind the whole thing crumbling from Lux’s shot, I wanted Arex to live through me destroying his fleet.
Before he died, I wanted him to know of the error he made by challenging me.
“Madalena, update,” I said. She had been speaking into her transponder to order the positioning of the other twenty ships, and I could see them engaging the rest of the fleet.
“Squadron One is on the positive bearing, they have eliminated four enemy ships and have taken no losses,” she said. “Squadron Two is at the negative bearing and has eliminated five ships but lost one of their destroyers.”
“We caught them off guard,” I said. “Press the attack on that side, but have Squadron One pull back a bit so the enemy will pursue. Paula and Kasta, swing your drones around to meet with us. We are going to hit them from the back flank.
“Yes, Captain,” the twins repeated with identical voices, and I saw their dancing drones flip back over so that they could intersect with our heading.
“Nikki, head 287.88 and 345.11,” I said as I saw a gap in the formations of the Black Heart ships. I’d been right in my predictions, and their captains seemed unconcerned with our ship. Or at least, they were focusing the fire on my retreating squadron. My Wobbegong ships did have shields, and most of the plasma shots from the Black Heart vessels bounced off harmlessly.
“Gunners, fire!” I shouted as soon as we were within range of the split battle.
A salvo from Persephone’s cannons sprang forward and sprayed across the void of space. I hadn’t set aside a specific target, so the purple-red beams and balls of power crashed into the backside of the four vessels. They began to limp almost immediately, but then their hulls turned a bright red before swelling like a rotten banana.
The Black Heart ships were rather large. I hadn’t paid attention to the scanner readout, but cruiser classes were about two to three times the size of Persephone, and my ship was mostly wings. These were bulbos, fish-like vessels that I guessed had a crew of a few hundred people.
And we had taken out half of their ships now.
A cluster of enemy drones dodged between shots from our plasma cannons and spun toward our nose, but before they could get an aimed shot off at us, Persephone’s front laser array lanced each of them with surgical precision.
“Good job, Sivaha!” I said as I saw Paula and Zea’s shoulders relax. Nikki always seemed to be calm, and I felt thankful that I had inherited such an expert pilot.
“Yes, Husband,” Sivaha said, and I tore my eyes away from the display screen so that I could nod at her. Somewhat to my surprise, she was focused on her small cluster of controls, so I turned back to my work.
“Nikki, bank right to bring our port side up behind that cruiser. Paula and Kasta, where are our drones? I need them back at our flank. Lux, hold off on firing for a second, I want to hit that cruiser with a salvo when we pass. Zea, how soon until we can use the hyperdrive again?”
“Yes, Adam,” Nikki said.
“We are bringing them back, Captain,” Paula replied.
“On your command!” Lux shouted as the cannons stopped firing.
“We are good to go, but I need to map a destination.” Zea answered.
“Plot to the far side of the group attacking Squadron Two. Put us on the bottom angle of approach at about heading -345,” I ordered.
“Got it,” the hacker said as her fingers danced across her controls.
“Madalena, update,” I said as I looked to my left at the Prime Valkyrie. She was still talking to the two squadrons, but I was fine to let her handle them while I managed Persephone’s movements.
“Six remaining,” Madalena said. “We’ve only lost one from Squadron Two, but one of our destroyers in Squadron One has taken massive hull damage, and they are evacuating.”
“Thank you,” I said as I glanced at the viewscreen. Squadron Two had finished off their opponents with our help, and the six remaining Black Heart ships were pushing on Squadron Two.
The battle was nearly over, but there was still an opportunity for us to lose another ship or two if we got sloppy. I would need to end this quickly.
“Zea, are you ready?” I asked.
“Uhhhh almost-- got it!”
“Nikki, hit it,” I said, and our screen flickered for an instant. Then we were on the underside of our allied ships and pushing up toward the bellies of the six Black Heart ships. It had been a short jump, but Persephone’s hyperdrive engines were quick to reset, so I knew that the Black Hearts hadn’t expected us to close the gap so quickly.
“Paula and Kasta, hit them from the rear while we take them from below.”
“Yes, Captain!” the twins shouted in unison. “We are engaging.”
“Lux, open fire on the carrier,” I ordered, and Lux barked a command a moment before a wave of angry plasma poured from Persephone’s wings.
This carrier was actually shielded, but one of the gunners hit the plasma ball with the lighter cannon beam, and the shield shattered like a glass window. The rest of the shots then hit the hull, and the massive vessel erupted like a volcano that had broken in half.
“They are finally deploying drones,” Kasta remarked casually. “There are forty-eight, but more than half are coming from the smaller of the cruisers. If you target that one next, we’ll have some relief. Otherwise, we aren’t going to last long against their numbers.”
“Nikki, turn to 344.97 and 78.8,” I said as the vacuum began to fill with laser and plasma beams.
“Yes, Adam,” the pilot replied as Persephone twisted hard to our right. I actually felt this one in my chest a bit, but no one on the bridge let out a gasp of surprise.
My crew was getting tough.
The laser array at the front fired along with our nose cannon. Both guns ripped into a pack of drones that had tried to move into our path, and Nikki spun around the debris field they left.
“Good job, Eve and Sivaha,” I said. “Alright Lux and gunners, our target is the smaller carrier. Fire at will.”
More magenta lobs of energy cascaded from Persephone and raced toward our target. Nikki was actually on a collision course, but she banked downward a few moments after the shots left our guns and then twisted us around so that we were coming at one of the other cruisers.
The cruiser that had launched most of the drones crumbled up on itself like a smashed soda can, and the drones chasing us went limp. There were still plenty of the small fighter crafts chasing us, but the rest of Squadron Two had taken out all but one of the cruisers, and Persephone was already pointing at it.
“All guns on that last cruiser,” I said, and the shots left almost before I finished speaking.
The enemy ship took eight balls on the top ridge and then seemed to vaporize. There wasn’t even the usual bending of metal from the hull, or eruptions as the atmosphere left through hot melting metal. The craft just seemed to cease existing the moment the plasma balls hit it, and all that was left in its place were chunks of metal that burned like coal bricks.
“There are a few drones left over from the main carrier,” Kasta said. “They are too far away from their controls though, we’ll have them cleaned up in… Okay. We got them all.” The android looked up from her controls and smiled at me.
“Good job, Kasta and Paula,” I said. “Zea, give me visual on Arex’s carrier.”
“Here you go,” the hacker said with a relieved sigh.
The carrier was half smashed in the back, like a subway sandwich that had been rolled over with a car tire. The flattened part was smoldering, but the gunners on the front part of the ship were still firing at us. The vessel was too far away for them to hit us while we moved, but I applauded them for trying.
“Nikki, bring us within heavy plasma range.”
“Yes, Adam,” the pilot said as she turned Persephone to sink below the lines of fire.
“Zea, open up communications with him again,” I ordered.
“Got it, annnnnnnd he’s up,” she said, and I saw the Black Heart leader again.
It was quite a change in demeanor. His proud, arrogant face was now creased with worry, and his eyebrows were raised with concern.
“I would like to surrender,” he said quickly. “You’ve critically damaged our ship. Please allow us safe evacuation onto your station.”
“You came here threatening us,” I said as I drew my breath in through my teeth with a hiss.
“Please,” he said. “You are strong. I’ve never seen a ship like yours, and it made short work of my fleet. My entire army is gone now. I just have the survivors on this ship. We are willing to work as indentured servants if you’ll let us live.”
“Eve,” I said as I turned to the vampire woman sitting on my right. “How many governments did Warren overthrow while he commanded his portion of Black Heart?”
“Eighteen or twenty,” she said with a shrug. “He lost count, but it was a smaller number than what his brother did.”
“Ahh, I see,” I said.
“No,” Arex said, “We only destroyed governments that needed it. We only kidnapped those who--”
“That was not what his brother’s memories said,” Eve interrupted him. “These men and women honor only rhodium. They have hurt plenty of innocents during their mercenary activities.”
“I’ll accept whatever criminal punishment, then!” he screeched.
“How many people begged for their lives just like you beg me?” I asked. “I will give you your punishment. Crew, open fire on the last carrier. We will end the reign of the Black Hearts right now. Zea, cut the communication.”
“No!” Arex shouted, but then his screen went black, and our view was replaced by trails of plasma. He was probably thirty kilometers away, but all of our shots connected with the front of his carrier, and the front collapsed just like the back section.
“Fucking shit that was badass,” Zea gasped as she sat back in her chair. Her hands were on her slender chest, and she glanced around at the rest of the women on the bridge. “Did we just smash their dicks in, or what?”
“Yep,” Paula said as she turned to smile at me. “Good job, Captain.”
“It was a team effort,” I said. “Thank you for flying the drones.” I nodded at the angelic engineer and then turned to Kasta.
“Madalena, thank you for commanding the two groups of empire ships. You did an excellent job.”
“You are welcome, Husband,” I could feel her pleasure at my compliment.
“Sivaha, good shooting with the lasers,” I said to the silver-haired queen.
“Of course,” she said as she leaned forward to look at me. “Now that the battle is over, might I have some of your time--”
“Not now,” I answered before I turned to Zea. “Good job with the plotting.”
“Thanks,” the blonde woman said. “I didn’t know if I could navigate that quickly. Glad I didn’t fuck up and put us three systems over.”
“Nikki, good job piloting.”
“Thank you, Adam,” she said as she nodded to me.
I stood up, turned around, and then nodded at the crew on the guns. “Thank you all. Great job. We are heading to my home moon next. It is in orbit around Jupiter. Kasta, how long will it take us to get there?”
“Warp drive isn’t reset yet,” Kasta said. “So, it will take us nine hours and fifty-seven minutes. I will plot the course.”
“Great,” I said as I unbuckled my harness. “I’m going to get some rest. My sister and Yu are to stay in their rooms. Eve and Zea, come with me. Madalena, you have the bridge.”
Zea looked a little surprised that I had asked her to come with me, but Eve slid out of her chair and joined me. I gave a final nod to Madalena, and she smiled at me as I walked past her.
“Husband, I--” Sivaha started to say when I reached her, but I raised my finger and glared at her.
“Later,” I hissed. “I’m too tired for your shit right now.”
“Yes,” she sighed, and I could sense her overwhelming disappointment like an ocean’s current pulling at my feet.
I shook the feeling of her emotions away and then continued my walk past the holographic map and gunners. The crew all smiled at me, but I just nodded at them.
“Excellent, Tiger,” Kuroda said as he stood from his station.
“I will rest now,” I said, “but we will talk later.”
“Looking forward to it,” he replied, and then I walked past him and into the hallway leading toward my private quarters.
“Didn’t you just shift back?” Zea asked when I opened the door to my room. “I’m surprised you can walk right now.”
“Yeah, I dunno,” I said. “I feel good. I’m still tired, but I’m not hurting.”
“Oh,” she said as her cheeks blushed a bit. “Soooo, uhh. Does that mean you ahh wanted to--”
“Yes,” I said after I closed the door to my suite and pulled both of them into me. “We have ten hours before I’m home, so I can spend the first two making love to both of you and the next eight sleeping.”
Zea let out a surprised gasp, but Eve could read my mind and was already pushing her lips into mine. My fingers found the zipper to her flight suit, and I pulled the skin-tight garment off her while Zea busied herself taking off my suit. Then, when Eve and I were both naked, we took turns kissing Zea’s mouth and body as we pulled off her suit.
Then I picked both women up in my arms, carried them to my bed, threw them on it, and fucked their brains out.









Chapter 5
I dreamed, but it wasn’t about fighting the SAVO or saving Persephone, or giant black panthers with fangs. In this dream I was young, maybe twelve Earth years of age, and I was walking with my sister home from school. The cities on Ganymede used artificial lights to create a feeling of day and night, and our journey through the tunnels and streets were lit with the orange glow of the sunset.
Cicadas chirruped and crickets fiddled, but the noise was fake. Wind whispered past our necks, but that too was crafted by the environmental systems. The engineers did their best to make this place seem like Earth, but I had never actually set foot on our species’ home planet, so I didn’t know how close they had actually gotten with their attempt.
“What will you do when we get home?” Hanekawa asked as she skipped over a crack in the asphalt.
“Work.” I fought against my reply because I knew it was a dream but also wanted to experience it.
“You are always working,” she hissed.
“Trying to help Mom.” I shrugged.
“I want to help,” she replied.
“Just be a kid,” I said.
“You are a kid, too,” she moaned.
“Naw, I’m a man.”
“Yeeeaahhh,” she snorted a giggle, and I laughed along with her.
“You are sick too much,” I said. “You need to get better before you can work.”
“Bah, I’m fine.” As soon as the words left her mouth, she coughed and then winced at me.
“See?” I asked with a shrug.
“It makes me mad,” she said. “I’m always sick. Sometimes I just want to run and be free.”
“Yeah,” I said as I looked away from her. The lights were going out on the distant roof to indicate that it was night. The spaces in between the beams were made of a see-through ultra-tough material, and as the lights dimmed, I could see Jupiter’s storms twisting.
“It looks like an angry ocean of blood,” Hanekawa growled, and I turned to face her. She was no longer a girl though, she was a walking tiger-woman wearing my sister’s school uniform. Her golden-yellow eyes fixed upon me, and we stared at each other a few moments.
I knew she intended to kill me.
“I’m not scared,” I said as she stepped toward me. “Back off.”
“You should be scared,” she hissed as her lips pulled back from her mouth to expose a maw of razor-sharp teeth. “You were always weak. You won’t survive, but I will.”
“Shut up,” I said as I felt my shoulders bunch up. I didn’t want to run from her, but I was just a boy, she was twice my height and probably weighed four times as much.
“Run,” she growled, but I didn’t move. I was frozen. It wasn’t really from fear, I just didn’t know why she would attack me. This was my little sister, but it was obvious that I had pissed her off somehow.
The tiger-woman leapt toward me, but then her head snapped back as blood sprayed the sidewalk behind her. The snap of a gunshot reached my ears half a moment later, and then the sounds of the crickets and cicadas halted.
“Well shit,” a woman’s voice said from behind me, and I turned to see Juliette cross the street. My friend had her red hair tied back in a ponytail, and she wore a tight pair of jeans, cowboy boots, blue blouse, leather vest, and a cowboy hat. She actually looked as if she should be on a horse somewhere smoking a cigarette.
“You killed her?” I asked as I pointed toward the corpse of my sister. The sky seemed to darken, and the sounds of the fake insects resumed.
“It wasn’t your sister,” another voice said, and I turned to see Sivaha sitting on top of the brick wall. The Nordar woman’s long silver hair cascaded down one of her shoulders like a waterfall. She wore a red gown with pearls stitched across the fabric like stars. The dress covered her legs down to her ankles, but her feet were bare and her toes were painted red. A thick diamond choker wrapped around her slender neck and I saw her lips twist into a smile when I gazed at the piece of jewelry.
“It comes with a leash,” Sivaha said as she reached behind her neck with her fingers to pull out a long band of corded silver. Diamonds dotted the rope, and she gestured for me to walk toward her so that she could hand it to me.
“No thanks,” I said as I looked down at the corpse of the tiger-woman that had come at me. As soon as I looked at it again, I realized it wasn’t my sister, but if this wasn’t my sister, where was she?
“I am for you,” Sivaha sighed. “Take me. Please.” She dangled the rope that was attached to the choker in my direction, but I didn’t move toward her.
“He’s just a kitten,” Juliette said as she came to stand next to me.
“No,” Sivaha scoffed. “I’m his kitten.”
“Where is my sister?” I asked them both as I pointed to the dead tiger-woman.
“Here, Adam,” Hanekawa answered from behind me, and I turned to see her standing next to Calvin Yu. They were both holding each other like lovers, and I felt rage begin to build in my stomach.
“Get away from him,” I said to my sister. She was a woman now, not a girl, and she looked human. Both of them wore skin tight gray flight suits with black stripes on the arms. They were the suits that we had on Persephone, and the sight of Yu wearing them made me want to tear his fucking face off.
“Adam, Adam, Adam,” Yu tsked as his arms tightened around my sister’s shoulders. “You have so many women. Can’t I have one? Besides, kinda weird to want you sister.”
“You fucking piece of shit,” I growled as I stepped toward him. I realized that I was no longer in a boy’s body. I was now in my shifted tiger form, and strength flowed through every muscle in my massive body.
“I’m joking,” he said with a laugh. “Besides, I’m not your enemy. Never was. You need to fight your real enemy.”
As if on cue, the city fell into complete darkness, and all I could see was Jupiter spinning in the sky past the ceiling of the city. The planet’s massive red eye turned toward me as if the orb was alive, and then I heard laughter echo in my mind.
Then I startled awake.
It took me a moment to realize I was in my bed on Persephone, but once I did, my heart stopped slamming in my chest, and my tense muscles relaxed. The dream was already starting to fade from my memory, so I forced myself to replay it a few times so that I would remember as much as I could.
Eve and Zea both lay to my left on the bed. The two naked women were holding each other, and Eve’s long black hair wrapped around their bare shoulders like a shawl.
I had no idea how long I’d been asleep, but memories of our last bout of lovemaking came to me while I admired their beautiful bodies. The sheet of our bed had been pulled off them, so I gently tugged it around their shoulders before I slid off our bed and sneaked to the bathroom.
I didn’t know how long I had been asleep, but I felt no trace of the exhaustion that I normally felt after I recovered from shifting to my tiger-man form. I’d even delayed sleeping and commanded Persephone in a battle against the Black Hat squadron. I should have needed to sleep for a day or two.
Was my quicker recovery time because of the advice Kuroda gave me?
I closed the door to the bathroom, turned on the shower, and then jumped in before it had a chance to warm up. The water was only cold for a few seconds, but it helped focus my mind on the time I’d spent with the dragon-man. I’d done as he asked when we fought Elaka Nota and fought without my women, but that couldn’t have been the only reason I wasn’t tired.
I grabbed soap from the dispenser and washed. I almost expected Persephone to make an appearance and whisper in my ear, but the dark-angel with the platinum hair didn’t contact me.
There was a knock on the bathroom door as I was brushing my teeth, and I opened it to let Zea in.
“Hey, you,” she whispered as she stepped in and closed the door behind me. “Eve is still sleeping. You wore her out.”
“Looks like I didn’t wear you out,” I said after I spit my toothpaste into the sink.
“Oh, you did,” she chuckled, “but I heard the shower and woke up.”
“Hmmm,” I said as I let my eyes roam over her naked body. Zea was tall, slender, and had perfectly small breasts. Every inch of her pale skin was delicious, and the sight of her was making me hungry again.
“You are terrible,” she giggled as she noticed my eyes devouring her and reached her hand up to brush her short blonde hair out of her eyes. “I’m going to jump in the shower and get ready. I think we’ll hit Ganymede in an hour and--”
My mouth closed over hers and interrupted her sentence. Her hands roamed over my shoulders and mine locked closed around her narrow waist. We didn’t speak, I just lifted her up, set her on the counter next to the sink, and then spread her legs apart. She was ready for me, and we both let out soft moans when I penetrated her.
Her blue eyes held mine while I thrust into her, and I watched her beautiful face shift through the various stages of bliss before we climaxed together. To keep from screaming, she dug her nails into my arms and bit her lip, but her eyes never left mine. When our shudders finally stopped, we kissed again, and I raised my hands from where I held her ass so that I could cup her face.
“I love you,” I whispered.
“I love you too,” she replied before she kissed me.
“Meet you on the bridge?” I asked when our lips parted.
“Yeah,” she gasped as I slid out of her. “I’ll wake Eve up after I get out of the shower. That is, if you don’t go in there and wake her up. You are still rock-hard.”
“I don’t think I could go again,” I hissed when her fingers closed around me.
“Pretty sure you can,” Zea giggled as she squeezed me. Then she let go of my erection, gave me another kiss, and stepped into the shower.
I entered my bedroom and then closed the door to the bathroom behind me. Eve was laying on the bed facing me, and her red eyes seemed to glow in the dim light.
“Ahh, you are awake,” I said as I moved to sit on the bed beside her.
“Apologies,” she said. “I was performing some voyeurism. I woke up as soon as Zea left me.”
“You were along for the ride?” I asked as my lips turned into a coy smile.
“Yes,” she admitted. “It was good for Zea to have time alone with you, but I still could not help myself from knowing both of your minds while you pleasured each other.”
“I don’t mind,” I said. Then I bent down to kiss her. Our tongues danced for a few moments, and then we parted with a regretful sigh.
“I need to get to the bridge,” I said as I stood from the bed.
“I will shower with Zea and then join you,” Eve said as she pulled the sheets off her body and stood.
I watched her bare ass sway as she walked into the bathroom, then I briefly considered following her back in there so that I could take both of them in the shower. I actually turned the idea over in my head a few times, but then finally decided that I should get back to the whole “saving the galaxy” thing, which was going to happen after I did the whole “saving my mom” thing.
A few minutes later I was in my suit and walking down the hallway to the bridge. There wasn’t anyone sitting in the gunner’s stations by the map, but I found Nikki and Sivaha at the front of the bridge. The pilot was in her usual position at the helm, but Sivaha was sitting in the chair Eve usually occupied.
Neither of the two beautiful women had been speaking, but they both seemed a bit surprised that I was here.
“Greetings, Adam,” Nikki sat up in her chair and nodded to me.
“Hello, Husband,” Sivaha purred. “I was hoping that you would come here.”
“Nikki, how long until we reach Ganymede?”
“Forty-two minutes,” the blonde woman said.
“Have you been here since I left the bridge?” I moved to my chair and sat next to Sivaha.
“Yes, Adam.”
“When did you last take a break?” I asked.
“Break?” she asked, and the corners of her mouth twisted up in a very un-Vaish looking smirk.
“Take some time off. Zea is heading to the bridge, she can pilot us into Ganymede’s port. I’m confident we won’t get into a dogfight.
“Ahhh.” Nikki nodded her head and seemed to consider.
“That’s an order,” I said with a laugh. “You need a break. I can’t remember the last time I saw you out of that chair.”
“Fair enough,” she shrugged. Then she stood from her post, nodded at the two of us, and walked out of the bridge.
“Good,” Sivaha whispered as soon as the pilot had left us. “Now we are alone.”
“You will need to move when Eve comes to the bridge,” I said as I turned to face the woman I had forced to submit to me.
She was wearing one of her black dresses with the twin slits on each side that showed the entirety of her perfect legs. The low cut of the dress also showed off her cleavage, but I was able to keep from staring at her skin there. The left shoulder of the dress was adorned with a fancy black lace flower studded with gleaming white pearls, and other matching lace flowers flowed crossways down the dresses’ front to lead the eye toward the top of her bare thigh. The garment looked ridiculously expensive, and I wondered why she had decided to wear it today.
“Very well.” Her brown eyes narrowed at me for a second, but then she nodded and smiled sweetly at me.
I was used to being surrounded by beautiful women, but Sivaha seemed to use her sexuality as a weapon. She tilted her head a bit to show her long neck, brushed aside her long hair in a fluid movement that drew my eye to her skin, and then closed her eyelids as she ran the tip of her tongue across her lips. She had long pearl earrings dangling from each of her lobes, but the bottom sphere of each one looked to be a three-carat diamond.
She was absolutely gorgeous, but I’d just had a great session of lovemaking with Eve and Zea, and then had a quickie with the blonde hacker. Sivaha wasn’t making my mouth water.
For now.
“I think you sh--” I started to say, but she interrupted me.
“May I come with you?”
“Come with me?”
“Yes, to Ganymede. You are going to find your mother, I would like to accompany you to the surface.”
“No,” I said.
“Why not?” she asked, and even though there was no emotion on her face, I could feel her trying to control her anger.
“I don’t trust you. Last time I gave you a chance, you disobeyed me.”
“Yes,” she admitted with a nod. “I did speak quickly, and without consideration for your wishes. However, did I not get you what you desired? Did you not meet the emperor of this territory and defeat him in combat? Did you not become more powerful? You are angry at me because I accepted his invitation to his party before consulting with you, but you would have accepted it anyway.”
“The point is that I told you not to speak out of turn, and you did it anyway.”
“And you punished me,” she said, and I felt her sadness through our bond. “You killed my husband, you kill--”
“You didn’t give two shits about your husband,” I growled.
“I did not love him, no,” she said. “He was loyal to me though. He was a good man, who did as I told him to do. Then you killed him, along with two of my other lovers, wrapped your fingers around my neck, and made me submit to you.”
“And you planned to kill me and take my kingdom.” I turned away from her and moved to get up, but her fingers wrapped around my bicep, and she held on with surprising strength.
“Yes, I was wrong.” Her brown eyes stared into mine and I could feel her remorse. “Please, Husband. I am here on your ship at your mercy. You have not given me a gram of affection. Perhaps I do not deserve it, but I am submitted to you. I feel what you feel, and you feel what I feel.”
I took a deep breath and met her gaze. Her emotional connection to me wasn’t as strong as Madalena’s, or maybe it was, but I just wasn’t as used to Sivaha as I was to the Prime Valkyrie. Either way, it would grow stronger with time, and I’d eventually have to figure out how to deal with the beautiful seductress.
“You just want to come with me to the surface of Ganymede?” I asked.
“I want many things, but I will take that.” She nodded.
“What else do you want?” I asked, and I almost regretted the question as soon as it left my mouth.
“I want to cook you our wedding meal. I want to consummate our marriage on our bed. I want to sit in this seat at your right hand since I am your wife and Eve is not.”
“None of those will be happening anytime soon,” I said.
“You once promised me that I could cook for you,” she countered with a frown.
“I said I would think about it,” I said with a shrug. “then you fucked up.”
“So, you have not forgiven me?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.
I closed my mouth and carefully thought of my response. When Madalena and I had first struggled through our relationship, the Prime Valkyrie pushed the boundaries I had set over and over. I had eventually given her a few centimeters, and then she’d taken hold of my heart.
Madalena had never tried to kill me though. She had told me she wanted to love me the second she saw me. She said that I was given to her by Odin, and the Prime Valkyrie had no doubt in her mind we should be together.
Sivaha was crafty. She was a coiled snake that was always looking for an angle. It could be as she said, and she just wanted a chance to let our relationship grow, but Eve told me she really wanted to position herself as the wife who had my ear and all the power.
At least I knew her nature.
“I have forgiven you,” I said at last.
“Then may I cook you dinner, Husband?” Her lips lifted into a smile, and I wondered if she was wearing lipstick, or if they were naturally that red. I felt like I was starting to lean into her mouth, and I blinked my eyes a few times to clean the cobwebs that suddenly appeared in my mind.
“Did you just fucking use your power on me?” I growled.
“No.” Her eyes widened and she let go of my bicep so she could raise her palms to me. “Husband, I swear to Odin. You told me never to use it on you, so I--”
“Lied again,” I sighed and then rubbed the bridge of my nose with my fingers.
“No,” she said as she grabbed my arm again. “Please, call Eve. I did not use my ability on you. I would not risk it. Please. It is because of our submission. Please do not be angry with me.”
“Don’t touch me.” I pulled my arm away and stood. She stood with me but then she was on her knees with her head bowed.
“Please, Adam,” she whispered as she grabbed my right hand with both of hers. I hadn’t even seen her move to reach me, but that could have been because I was distracted by my anger.
“Look,” I hissed as I tried to calm myself. “This isn’t working. I didn’t want you to submit to me. I just wanted to ensure you were allied. You don’t have to try and act like my wife. We don’t need to have a relationship. I’m fine with you being with other men or whatever. I don’t care.”
“I care,” she said as she turned her eyes up to me. “I am submitted to you. I want to be with you.”
“You want more than that,” I said.
“I want you to love me.”
“You are the kind of woman that expects every man to love her.”
“Yes,” she said with a half-smile. “And you have not fallen in love with me yet. It is annoying because I am bound to you, and you are the only man who will ever matter to me, yet you despise me.”
“I wouldn’t say I despise you,” I said, but then I wondered if she had used that particular word on purpose so I would say I didn’t feel that way about her.
“Then there is still a chance for me,” she said. “Please do not send me to my room. I wish to be at your side. I did not use my powers on you. Ask Eve when she comes to the bridge. I will not fight against her. I am not afraid of her knowing everything I think of you.”
“I am here,” Eve said, and I turned to see her and Zea walk past the row of officer chairs.
“Eve,” Sivaha said as she stood with a smooth, floating movement. “Adam thinks that I may have used my powers on him. Can you…” the Nordar woman tapped her temple with her finger and then glanced at me.
“You want Eve to read your mind? Like… on purpose?” Zea asked.
“I want my husband to know that I will follow his wishes,” Sivaha said to Zea. “If you were his--” The Nordar woman paused in mid-sentence and then closed her mouth carefully. Then she smiled and nodded her head toward my two lovers.
“His what?” Zea asked.
“She was thinking that--” Eve began to say, but Sivaha held up her hand to interrupt the vampire-woman.
“I have realized I am approaching this wrong,” the silver-haired woman said. “I have given the two of you none of the respect that you deserve, and I have not asked for your permission.”
“Uhh, permission?” Zea’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”
“Neither of you is married to my husband, yet he cares for you as such.”
“Yeah, we are planning on doing this whole Nordar rite thing, or whatever, and then submitting to him, so what is your point?” Zea crossed her arms and then looked at me.
“I have tried to take time away from you without your blessing,” Sivaha said. “I would like to apologize for attempting to cut around you, and for the various ill-fitting names I have called you.”
Zea’s eyebrows raised with a bit of disbelief, and she turned toward Eve.
“I accept your apology, Sivaha,” Eve said with her usual smile.
“Thank you,” the silver-haired woman said as she turned to Zea.
“Uhh, sure.” The hacker shrugged and then sighed. “I guess I can’t really be mad at you for trying to dance around another woman to get her man.”
“Thank you,” Sivaha said. “Might I now ask both of you for a boon?”
“Boon?” Zea asked. “Like a favor?”
“Yes,” the Nordar woman said. “Can the three of us speak privately?”
“I know what you are going to ask,” Eve said as the smile faded from her lips. “I am not opposed to the idea, but Zea might be, and Madalena most definitely will.”
“I will speak with the Prime Valkyrie,” Sivaha said as she turned to Zea. “I wish to have alone time with my new husband and would like to journey with him to retrieve his mother.”
Zea didn’t say anything, she just narrowed her eyes at the silver-haired woman.
“No,” I said. “I’ll decide who I am bringing with me to Ganymede.”
“But if your women are fine with me accompanying you alone, and none of them feel slighted, isn’t that fine?” Sivaha turned to me and raised an eyebrow to the perfect height.
“It is my decision,” I said.
“Of course it is, Husband,” Sivaha said with a slight bow of her head. “Men always do whatever they wish without the input of their wives.”
“Ha,” Zea scoffed, and Sivaha turned back to the hacker.
“Would you see it in your heart to grant me this one boon? You already spend so much time with him, and I have none. Will you be charitable to a woman who loves your man as much as you do?”
Zea rolled her eyes and sighed. Then she shook her head and turned to Eve. “Are you really okay with this? I just can’t believe it.”
“My choice is love,” Eve said with her usual smile. “I know Sivaha’s thoughts. She once intended malice toward Adam and Madalena, but now she sincerely wishes to serve him as a wife. I do not wish to stand in the way of that, but you may make your own choice.”
“See, when you say it like that, it makes me feel like a bitch if I say no.” Zea crossed her arms again and frowned.
“I did not mean--” Eve began to say, but Zea interrupted her.
“I know you didn’t mean that. Fuck, you never want to hurt anyone’s feelings, but this multiple wives thing feels so hypocritical for me because I tried to take Adam from…” Zea’s words trailed off and she ran her fingers over her eyes. It didn’t look like she was crying, only that she was frustrated.
“Do not forget that I am here for you, my love,” Eve said to the hacker as she reached her hand out to touch her arm.
“Yeah,” Zea sighed again and then turned back to Sivaha. “I’ll think about it.”
“Thank you,” the Nordar woman said. “I will go speak with the Prime Valkyrie.”
“Okay.” The hacker shrugged, and then Sivaha turned back around toward me. “If you still do not wish to take me with you, I will understand, but as Eve said, I only desire to be your wife and love you. Eventually, you will come to accept me.”
I opened my mouth to reply to her, but she spun and walked away before I could. Her dress swished to the side as she walked, and I realized that the slits over each leg extended up above the bones of her hips, and I couldn’t see any sort of underwear.
“Ugh. She’s soooo… ugh,” Zea growled.
“Sultry?” Eve asked with a wide grin.
“Yeah,” Zea admitted. “I could never pull off that dress. You could, Eve.”
“Not as well as her.” The vampire shrugged, and they both turned to me.
“No comment.” I had to shake my head to clear my thoughts, and then I sat back in my chair.
“Righttttt,” Zea chuckled as she moved to her control chair. “I should tell her no just to piss her off.”
“That is not like you,” Eve said as she sat next to me.
“Yeah, but I want to be a bitch sometimes. I can’t help but feel that Sivaha would tell me no if I was in her position.”
“She might.” Eve shrugged, “but she is changing. She realizes who is the most powerful of Adam’s women.”
“What are you talking about?” I asked.
“I am speaking of Zea,” Eve said as she gestured to the hacker.
“Huh?” Zea looked confused.
“You were right. You once told Adam that the only person keeping this ship from turning into an orgy was you. I would not mind other women sharing our bed. Neither would Madalena. Paula and Kasta would want to be invited, and will not complain about the circumstances. The only two women who wish to possess Adam are you and Sivaha.”
“Hey, look,” Zea said as she sighed and rolled her eyes again. “No more making me feel like I’m the fucking weird one here. There is nothing normal about one guy and four women. I’ve already made concessions. I love you, and I was fine with the three of us, but then Madalena came and I had to readjust. Now Sivaha is in the mix, and I don’t know what either of you wants from me.”
“Zea, it isn’t like that.”
“Bullshit,” she moaned. “I’m the fucking party pooper, but hey. I’m still here, and I still love both of you.”
The three of us were silent for a few moments, and then Zea let out a laugh that surprised me.
“What--”
“I’m just thinking about when I first met both of you,” she interrupted me. “I was pretty sure I was going to get killed because Elaka Nota had found me out and was hunting for all of us. That’s why I decided to help. The both of you seemed like my only option. Now look at us. We are arguing about how many wives Adam should have.”
“We are not actually arguing,” Eve pointed out.
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Zea said as she looked at me. “I’m the one arguing. Anyways. Part of me doesn’t want to give Sivaha any time alone with you, then part of me remembers the few days we spent together on Queen’s Hat when Eve was Juliette’s prisoner. I was already in love with you, but that sealed the deal for sure.”
“Sounds like both parts of you are saying no,” I replied. “And it doesn’t really matter since I’m the one making the decision about it.”
“Yeah,” Zea said. “Probably for the best if she doesn’t go with you.” The hacker crossed her arms, bit her lip, and then looked at Eve. The two women stared at each other for a few moments, and then Zea turned back to her controls.
“Where is Nikki?” Zea asked. “In the training room? That is normally where she is when she isn’t sitting in the pilot’s seat.”
“I gave her the rest of the day off,” I said. “You are going to dock us at Ganymede.”
“Oh,” she said as her mouth opened. “I dunno if I’m--”
“You’ll do fine,” I said. “I’ve seen you studying what Nikki is doing. I know you didn’t think highly of your piloting skill, but you got us through a ton of shit before Madalena’s crew joined us.”
“Alright,” Zea said as a bit of red came to her cheeks. Then she cracked her knuckles, rolled her slender shoulders and began to run her fingers over the controls. “We’ve got thirty-two minutes until we are out of warpdrive. What are your orders, Captain?”
“Call the bridge crew up,” I said. “Jupiter space should be peaceful, but I want everyone at battle stations.”
“Got it,” the hacker said, and then she leaned down toward the transponder system. “Madalena, Sivaha, Paula, Kasta, Lux, Mikhael, Josefinna, Milda, Calisto, Hegeia, Uma, and Waiola, please report to the bridge. We are exiting warpdrive in thirty minutes.”
“Was that a ship-wide announcement?” I asked.
“Yeah,” Zea replied, “but the rooms that Yu and your sister are in are muted. They have no idea what the fuck is happening right now, and Kasta has guard drones in front of each door.”
“Good,” I said. “Call Kuroda up also.”
“Got it,” she replied, and then she called the dragon-shifter up to the bridge.
Kuroda was actually the first one to arrive, and I half expected the strange man to approach me at the head of the bridge and ask for a new assignment, but the man just gave me a stoic nod and then sat down at the gunner’s station I had assigned him earlier.
“Hey Zea, where are Kuroda’s wives staying?” I asked.
“They each have a room on the second floor,” she said. “I forget which rooms; I think they are on the opposite side of Paula and Kasta’s.
Lux, Madalena, and Sivaha were next on the bridge, and I motioned for the black-haired woman to come to me.
“Yes, Adam,” Lux asked as the three Nordar woman stood around me.
“I want you to train the four women Kuroda brought on board. Not now, but I want them ready by the next time we have to engage an enemy in combat.”
“It will be done,” she said. Then I nodded to dismiss her, and the valkyrie spun with a whip of her twin pigtails. The rest of the crew had filled in their seats, and I moved to take my seat along with Sivaha and Madalena.
“Alright crew,” I said loud enough for everyone on the bridge to hear me. “Shortly, we will exit warpdrive and be in Jupiter Navy space. We might receive communication from one of the sentry ships, or we might miss them and be able to communicate directly with the harbors on Ganymede. This should be an easy few days of shore leave, but we tend to be unlucky, so anything can happen. We are here to find my mother and then bring her onboard. Any questions?”
“What about the yakuza?” Sivaha asked, but her voice was low enough so that I thought only Madalena heard her.
“I have not decided,” I said, and the silver-haired woman frowned.
“Alright, everyone prepare to exit warpdrive,” I said, and the bridge grew silent.
I closed my eyes and recalled my last memories of my home. I hadn’t particularly enjoyed the work with the yakuza, but I had been excellent at it. Most of the time, they didn’t even need me to do anything but stand around and look mean while the various bosses negotiated with the other gang lords, but sometimes they called for someone who could break bones and shoot firearms.
When I first started working for them, they had asked me if there was anything I didn’t want to do. I told them that I didn’t want to hurt or kill kids, women, dogs, or men who hadn’t fucked with us first, and they honored my wishes.
I knew that other diabolical shit happened in the organization, but I didn’t put my nose where it didn’t belong. I just did what they told me to do, and they paid me enough money to help take care of Hanekawa’s illness.
I didn’t want to believe we were really these tiger aliens. I didn’t want to believe I went into the Jupiter Marines because I was naturally violent. I didn’t want to believe Yu could have fixed me right from the start and that I’d wasted all that time in the yakuza or in jail.
I didn’t want to believe that I wasn’t human.
What did that mean for Madalena, Eve, and Zea? I remembered Sivaha asking what kind of children she would bear me, and I hadn’t been able to give her an answer. I’d only had unprotected sex with my three lovers. I’d climaxed inside of them countless times, and I’d never asked them what kind of birth control they were on.
I am not using birth control, Adam. Nor is Madalena since she desires your child. Zea is, though.
I didn’t open my eyes to look at Eve, but I wondered why she wasn’t using it.
You know why, my love. I want more love in my life, and a child from you would be a blessing I have prayed for. It is funny how life works. Once upon a time I just wanted to be free from my prison. Then I wanted to help others. Then I wanted love. Now I want to feel a life growing inside of my womb. I am selfish, since we do not know how the battle with the SAVO will go, but I crave the circle of life that I must subconsciously know I will never have.
I turned to her and opened my eyes, but the dark-haired beauty just gave me a sad smile.
The scientists said that the work they did on my DNA made me sterile. I had hoped that they were wrong, hence why I am not using birth control.
I sighed and nodded at her. Then I noticed Zea’s head was turned toward us, she must have guessed that we were talking to each other, and her lips twisted to the side with annoyance.
Madalena must have felt my sadness, since I felt her fingers close over my left hand, and I turned to see the worry on her face.
“It’s fine,” I whispered. “Just thinking about my mother.”
“I understand,” Madalena said, and I knew that she did. Her mother had been submitted to her father, and she died when I killed the man.
“Five minutes,” Zea said, and the bridge grew quiet. I was left to my own thoughts again, and I wondered if my home had changed a lot in the three or four-ish years since I had been there.
“Exiting warpdrive in ten, nine, eight, seven…” Zea’s voice continued as she danced her fingers over the controls at her seat. As soon as she reached the end of her countdown, Persephone’s screen shifted out of blackness, and Jupiter came into view.
The red and cream colored gas giant spun with a slow and methodical intensity. I recalled the red eye staring at me in my dream, but the actual planet was all sorts of beautiful.
“Wow,” Zea said with a whistle. “I’ve never seen it before. Well, I’ve seen pictures, but damn. Those cream rings make it look like an expensive bowl of ice cream.”
“Or creamy coffee,” Paula said.
We stared at the planet in silence for a few moments, and then Zea shook her head and glanced over at her controls.
“We are on course for Ganymede,” she said. “I put us on the front arch of its rotation, and in a spot that wouldn’t put us in the way of the other moons. It will take us three minutes to get there-- Oh, they are sending us communication. Do you want to answer it?”
“You can take it,” I said, “but put it on speaker. We want to land in City Four. Spaceport doesn’t matter, but the Atlantic Sector is the nicest area of the city.”
“Greetings, Ganymede,” Zea said. “This is Persephone.”
“Greetings, Persephone,” the female traffic controller said. “It looks like you are on course to land.”
“Yes,” Zea said. “We’d like to land in City Four, Atlantic Sector. We have rhodium to trade.”
“Our records indicate that you have never docked with us before.”
“That is correct,” Zea said. “It is our first time here, but rumor is that City Four would be the best place to trade and that Atlantic Sector has the best harbor.”
“Copy that, Persephone,” the woman said. “I can get you into City Four, but you’ll be at Pacific Sector. Gate 145. Set your autopilot to relay window code 789.32.”
“Thanks, Ganymede,” Zea said. “I’m setting it now.”
“Since you are new, I’ll send you our laws. They are pretty standard, but I will need your captain to sign off on them and then present the document to the clerk who checks you in. We allow armor and light firearms to be carried in the cities, but our laws are harsh if you use them outside of self-defense.”
“Understood,” Zea said as she glanced to me. “Thank you for taking care of us.”
“No problem, Persephone,” the woman said. “Welcome to Ganymede. Enjoy your stay.”
As the traffic controller finished her words, both Persephone and Ganymede came out from around the corner of Jupiter. The moon was more like an actual planet, but there was no water on the surface, just frozen ice over an endless sea of saltwater that lurked under the surface.
“It isn’t terraformed?” Sivaha asked.
“No,” I replied. “It was colonized before Earth developed ark ships or terraforming technology. If they wanted to terraform it, they would have to pull everyone off the planet. The cities are all under protective domes, and tunnels push through the salt water under the surface of the planet to connect them.”
“I see,” she said, but none of the other women on the bridge made any other comment about the moon.
I should have felt as if I was home. I should have felt relief that I was going to see my mom, but I could only feel dread as I looked at the icey world where I was born.
The easy sounding missions always ended up being the hardest on us, and I hoped this was the exception.









Chapter 6
Zea had no problem piloting Persephone down into Ganymede City Four. The Pacific Sector spaceport was actually closer to where my mother’s apartment was, but it wasn’t in as nice a part of town as Atlantic. It probably didn’t matter, since I intended to just get in, grab my mom, and then get out. Sure, I had a bone to pick with the yakuza who betrayed our contract, but I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling in my stomach. It grew as we got closer to the moon, and it only increased when Zea took us into the spaceport tunnel that led to the landing zones.
The sooner we were out of here, and back in Nordar-13, the better. I had to figure out how to unite all the clans, and coming back to Ganymede wasn’t really helping my quest.
“Uhhh, Adam,” Kasta said as she leaned forward to speak to me around Eve. “Have you looked at the law document?”
“Nope,” I said. “Figured it was boilerplate, but the look on your face makes me think there is something wrong.”
“Yep,” she said with a sigh. “Under their criminal code, it has a law that clearly states that anyone ever convicted of a crime is not allowed back on the moon.”
“I know,” I said.
“You do?” Her blonde eyebrow raised. “Do you know what the penalty is?”
“Yep,” I said. “It will be fine. I’ll be in and out really quick. I’m not going to spend the extra time it takes to fuck around with the yakuza.”
“What is the penalty?” Zea asked.
“Execution,” Kasta said. “Apparently, if they convict you of a crime, they just ship you off to a prison, and they don’t ever want you to get out.”
“Kind of,” I said. “You can get your records annulled by either serving your time or being sold into slavery.”
“Does that mean you’ll be good? Since you were purchased from your prison?” Paula was twisting around in her chair so that she could face me, and her fingers combed through her long blonde hair nervously.
“I’m not sure, but I’m just going to be going in and out. It should only take me an hour or so to get her and come back.”
“Is there a place where I can access their police or judicial systems?” Zea asked as she steered Persephone down onto our landing zone. “I can check to see what records they have on you and then wipe them. Then we wouldn’t have to worry.”
“Hmmm,” I said as I thought through her idea. “It sounds dangerous.”
“More dangerous than the probability of some facial recognition camera spotting you, alerting the police, and then having those police capture you?” Zea groaned. “Look, I’m a big girl, I’ve broken into thousands of secure systems to steal or manipulate data. I might not even need to be in any sort of secure building.
“I like Zea’s idea,” Eve said. “Surely she could use her abilities to help you.”
“Then you would not have to rush in and out,” Sivaha said. “You could take the time to punish those who have wronged you. I propose a plan.”
The other women on the bridge turned to face the silver-haired woman, and she rose gracefully from her chair.
“Adam and I will go fetch his mother, while the five of you deal with this important database problem. If all goes correctly, you will have it fixed before we even make it to her home.”
“It would be better for Adam to stay on Persephone while we find a place for Zea to break into their system,” Madalena said. “Your plan puts Adam at risk.”
“What if Zea is unable to delete or modify his records?” Sivaha asked. “Then we would have wasted time.”
“I don’t think Zea has ever not been able to hack something,” Paula said as she smiled across the seats to the short-haired hacker.
“Aww, thanks sweetie,” Zea said with a small smile, “but I won’t know more until I see it. I like Madalena’s idea. Adam should wait here while we go and try to fix his records.”
“Then I will stay here with him,” Sivaha said. “Excellent plan, Zea.”
The hacker narrowed her blue eyes at Sivaha for a moment, and then she shook her head with a slight smile. “Alright. We’ll have some girl-time. Maybe we can meet Adam and Sivaha once we’ve taken care of this?”
“Or, the five of you can enjoy each other’s company while I spend some time with my husband?” Sivaha bit her lip and raised her voice a bit as she looked at Zea.
“Ugh. Whatever.” Zea looked at me and then shrugged.
“The central police station is on 2nd street,” I said. “You’ll have to take the red-line tube west from here. I think it is three or four stops. Then you’ll just walk to the station. You should be there in twenty minutes.”
“Shall I sign the law documents as captain of Persephone?” Madalena asked.
“Yeah,” I said.
“Since Kasta is coming with us, I will assign guards to Yu and your sister’s door, as well as Persephone’s hold.”
“That’s fine,” I said as I smiled at the Prime Valkyrie. “You are all dismissed.”
Everyone else stood and followed Madalena and Zea back toward the elevator. That just left Sivaha and me alone on the bridge, and the silver-haired woman moved to take Eve’s seat.
“Soooooo,” she said as she twisted some of her hair around her pointer finger. “Looks like we will have some time alone. However shall we spend it?” As soon as she asked the question, her brown eyes moved from my face, and I turned to see Kuroda.
“Hey, buddy,” I said as the man bowed his head.
“I am sorry to interrupt, Tiger,” he said. “May I speak with you privately?”
“No,” Sivaha said. “I require Adam’s time right now.”
“Ahh, the woman speaks for you?” Kuroda shook his head at me and sighed.
“No,” I said. “Sivaha, leave us.”
Her beautiful mouth formed a line, and I saw the muscles in her jaw tense for half a moment. Then she bowed her head to me and gracefully rose. “Very well, I will wait for you in your room.”
She didn’t look at Kuroda when she walked past him, and the man moved to take Madalena’s seat.
“Your woman needs a shorter leash,” he said, and I remembered the dream I had where Sivaha tried to give me the jeweled rope that was wound around her throat.
“She is a queen that is used to giving the orders,” I said.
“And you are Tiger,” he said. “King of kings and Emperor of emperors.”
“So you say.” I shrugged. “What can I help you out with?”
“You have not spent time with your new wives.”
“I was just spending time with one, and then you interrupted.” I gave him a smirk and gestured to where Sivaha had walked.
“Your women are excellent,” he said, “but they are untamed and think they possess you. How are you adjusting their behavior?”
“Look, Ku--Dragon, I’m just trying to save the fucking galaxy here. I want to protect my women and make them happy along the way.”
“Of course,” he said. “That is what men do, but a woman is only happy when she is pleasuring her man, or being told what to do by him. They are simple creatures at heart, just like we men are also simple creatures.”
“Ahhh.” I chuckled at the man and shook my head. “Women are simple creatures? If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you had never been married.”
“It has always been that way,” he said. “The more advanced you are as a male, the more control you must exert over your women. May I offer you more advice?”
“Sure, as long as you don’t mind me ignoring it.”
“Tiger, did my last piece of advice hinder you?”
“Well, no,” I said. “If anything, I felt pretty awesome after I shifted back into my human form. I was tired, but not my usual exhausted.”
“You grow tired because you fight your nature,” he said. “Embrace it in all aspects of your life, and you will become even more powerful.”
“So you say.” I shrugged and then turned toward Persephone’s display screen when another spacecraft hovered overhead. “What is the advice?”
“Go out and complete your mission,” he said. “Do not wait here for your women to protect you. This is your territory. You know the streets, the alleys, and the baselines of the civilians. Yet your women go out ahead of you. What does that communicate to them? What does that communicate to your Tiger aspect?”
“Dragon, I’m a convicted criminal on this world,” I explained. “I’m supposed to be in jail. They might have wiped my record clean when Yu bought me, but I don’t know for sure. This isn’t about me being ‘Tiger’ or being ‘a man.’ It is about me being a captain and general. Sometimes I need to sit back and let my soldiers do the work.”
“Agreed,” he said. “There are times for that, but those times are reserved for when you are also attacking at the front, and your soldiers back you. Dragon sits behind a wall of his minions and plans. Tiger is up front with them, killing the most enemies and tasting their blood. You should not act like me. You should act like you.”
“So you think I should just go into the city while they work on the judicial systems? What happens if I am caught?”
“You are Tiger,” he said with a shrug. “Just kill them.”
“I’m not going to kill people that try to bring me in because I broke the law,” I said.
“Tiger, you are the law. The people in this galaxy will die if you are not successful in your fight against the darkness. If you have to crush some on your path to save their lives, then they should have moved out of your way.”
“Alright,” I said with a nod. “Thanks for the advice, Dragon.”
“Will you follow it?” he asked.
“No,” I said with a sigh. “It’s not how I operate.”
“You resisted my advice on Wobbegong, but then took it and felt the tension in your soul abate. Will you trust me again?” He raised his eyebrow, and I stared into his eyes for a few moments while I considered.
I didn’t like what Kuroda was telling me to do. It would put a lot more risk on my friends if I were to get caught. A mistake could mean our mission was delayed or it could mean my execution.
But I had to admit that I’d felt much better the last time I had shifted back into my human form.
“Alright,” I said. “I feel like you are the devil on my shoulder that keeps on whispering in my ear.”
“No,” he said as a smile crept to his lips. “I merely know you better than you know yourself, Tiger. I look forward to your return. This mission will build your strength and loosen the shackles on your soul. You will become even more powerful, and the darkness will not be able to stand before your might.”
“Can’t argue with being more powerful,” I said as I stood. “I’ll talk to you when I get back.”
“Good.” The dragon-man made a wide smile that showed his perfect teeth. “You will win. Tiger always does.”
I nodded, and then walked back to the bridge elevator, Mikhael was sitting in one of the gunners chairs and he stood when he saw me.
“You’ve got the bridge,” I said. “I’m going out.”
“Yes, Adam,” he said and then he moved to the officer chairs where Kuroda still sat.
I took the elevator down to the bottom floor of Persephone and planned my next steps. I had been concerned about getting around the city without being seen, but I knew the place like the back of my hand. There were guards at the gate of the harbor who probably had the assistance of facial recognition cameras, but I knew a few back routes that could take me out of the docks and into the city easily. I also knew the guards wouldn’t bother to check me leaving the city, so I only needed to worry about getting out of the spaceport, avoiding the major street intersections, and getting my mother.
I’d been going over the plan in my head and realized that I had come to stand in front of the door to the armory. I stepped inside and turned my head around to survey the equipment before I decided to wear the green cloaking armor I had just acquired from Wobbegong. The suit was bulkier than my normal Persephone armor, but I liked the helmet and cloaking technology.
Both might help me escape facial recognition detection.
Once I was suited up, I moved over to the weapons. Firearms on Ganymede came in two different varieties: they were either civilian grade sawed-off shotguns, revolvers, or lever rifles, or they were military assault rifles. It was legal to carry guns on the moon, but it wasn’t legal to build them here unless they were destined for the Jupiter Marines. Pretty much anything I carried would draw attention, so I decided to just take the shrapnel sprayer and two large pistols that I had used to kill the Elaka Nota assholes on Wobbegong.
I stocked my belt pouches with pistol ammo, attached the cubes of shrapnel ammo next to them, and then grabbed one of the large Vaish winter coats hanging up on a rack next to the door. It was fur lined and thickly padded, but even though it would look a bit out of place on the streets of Ganymede, It would cover up most of my ammo and help conceal my guns.
As soon as I was satisfied with my loadout, I stepped to the armory door and came face to face with Sivaha.
“Where are you going?” she asked, and I felt her annoyance.
“I’m going out,” I said. “You can wait here.”
“You said I could come with you,” she replied.
“I didn’t say you could come with me.” I moved to step around her, but she slid to the side and blocked me. She probably weighed half as much as I did, but her brown eyes stared into mine with a fierce intensity.
“Please give me a chance,” she whispered. “I only wish to spend time alone with you. Do you not feel my emotions?”
I did feel her emotions. They poured into me as if they were actually mine. I knew she was telling the truth, and I felt a pang of sorrow for her position, even though she had once tried to kill me.
“Get some armor on,” I said as I looked at her black dress and matching heels.
“Thank you, Husband,” she said with a wide smile. “I do not need to wear armor though, I have an aegis.”
“Where?” I asked as I looked for her necklace. She wasn’t wearing any jewelry around her neck, and I remembered my dream where she had worn the choker.
“Ring,” she answered as she wiggled her left hand.
“You’ll still need to change,” I said. “Your dress would work in a chic restaurant or party setting, but you’ll be out of place walking down the streets of City Four.”
“Husband, I will be out of place wherever I walk, since I am so beautiful.” Sivaha laughed. “Do not worry, even though you are very handsome, all eyes will be on me.”
“We are going to be walking through some rough parts of the city,” I said. “I would prefer that you wear something less sexy.”
“Oh?” she purred. “You think the dress is sexy on me?”
“You know what I mean. We have to get through security and into the city. I don’t want you--”
“I have teeth and claws,” she said as she gave me a playful wink. “I’ll be a good kitten for you.”
“Teeth and claws don’t matter. You need to grab a gun.” I nodded over my shoulder.
“Done,” she said as she turned her side to me and slid one of her long fingers down her bare thigh. There was a garter belt there, and she pulled her dress to show a small pistol holstered on the inside of her perfectly shaped leg.
“Alright,” I said. “Let’s go. Don’t make me regret taking you.”
“I will not,” she said as her smile grew even broader.
We left the armory and then made our way to the hold. Lux, Milda, and Calisto were guarding the gate that connected to our hatch, and the three women nodded to me when I approached.
“Do you have any rhodium?”
“Yes,” Lux said as she reached into her pocket to pull out a small baggie with what I guessed was four grams. The Valkyrie handed it to me without question, and I slipped the bag into my ammo pouch.
“I’m heading out,” I said.
“We will guard,” Lux replied, and then Sivaha and I walked into the gate.
“Do your other women know you are leaving?” my new wife asked as she wrapped her fingers around the armor on my bicep.
“No,” I said as I gently pulled my arm away from her grip.
“Ohhh,” she purred. “I am intrigued.”
“Don’t be,” I said as I hit my transponder.
“Zea?” I asked.
“Yeah?” the hacker replied.
“What is your location?” I asked.
“Just made it past the guard station and jumped on the tube. We should be in the center of the city in fifteen or twenty minutes, the map here is a bit stupid, and it is hard to know how long it is all going to take.”
“Continue on with your mission,” I said. “Sivaha and I are going to head to my old apartment and contact my mom.”
“Uhh, what? Why? I thought the plan was--”
“The plan is the same,” I said. “Find the database and make sure I’m off it. I don’t want to waste anymore time. I’ll meet you all back at Persephone when I am finished.”
“Okay,” Zea said. Her easy acceptance caught me a bit off guard, and I wondered if Eve had said something to her that I couldn’t hear.
“Good luck,” I said.
“You too. Love you.” The transponder beeped to signal that Zea had closed the connection, and I felt Sivaha’s fingers wrap around my bicep again.
“Perhaps we can make a stop for food along the way,” she said. “No need to feel rushed. I want to have a tour of your home. Did you live here all your life?”
“I was in the Jupiter Marines for six years,” I said as I pulled my arm away from her again. We were reaching the end of our gate tunnel, and I motioned for her to stand back so that I could glance out into the main building of the airport.
There were some three hundred gates connecting to the fifteen different spaceport terminals. The walls were an apologetic gray, the lights a dull fluorescent, and the walkways were polished concrete that reflected the poor light with a harsh retort. Metal chairs were attached to carpeted sections of the terminal like islands with clusters of palm trees floating in a concrete ocean, and a gentle saxophone song played in the speakers above my head. The Pacific Section spaceport wasn’t a shithole, it was just in need of an update that it should have gotten ten or so years ago.
It looked exactly as I remembered it.
The area where we docked was relatively empty, and I only saw a handful of travelers move left past us in the direction of the ground transport location. I turned my head to the right to look toward the end of the terminal, and I saw a half dozen guards standing in a circle some hundred yards away. A few other groups of travelers walked past them, but the guards didn’t pay them any attention.
“Let’s go,” I said to Sivaha, and she followed me out of our gate and into the terminal.
“How far will we need to travel to reach your mother’s home?” she asked.
“An hour and a half by train,” I said, “but I think we’ll exchange some rhodium for cash and then take a taxi. I don’t want to waste any time.”
“Good,” she said as she glanced around the terminal.
“Something wrong?” I asked as I saw her lips purse.
“I always believed the Earth system civilizations would look nicer.”
“This spaceport isn’t bad,” I said as I looked at the walls and walkways. “Just needs an update.”
“My servants sleep in grander quarters,” she scoffed. “That reminds me, once your war is over, will we live in the castle aboard Odin Geirr, or the fortress on Nordar - 13, or somewhere else? I have not seen any of the Vaish castles, and I want to plan my redecorating.”
“Security checkpoint up ahead.” I ignored her question and nodded to the line of twenty or so people that were waiting to be let into the center terminal of the spaceport.
“Ugh, lines. I should tell them of your and my standing. They will let us pass without difficulty.”
“I’m sure you could sweet talk your way past any of the male guards,” I said, “but--”
“And the females as well,” Sivaha interrupted me. “They are almost as easy. Perhaps even easier. I just compliment them on their outfit, or cosmetics, or whatever I think is important to them, and then ask for advice. They become grateful that someone as impressive as me is actually asking for their opinion or assistance, and then they do my bidding.”
“I’m sure your powers help some,” I said as I glanced to the left of the distant checkpoint. There was a service tunnel where I had remembered it would be, and a group of chairs positioned near the doorway. I reached out to touch Sivaha’s arm, and I pulled gently on her so that she would follow me toward the door.
“My abilities help,” she continued, “but I almost never need to use them.”
“You tried to use them on me,” I said.
“How did you resist them?” she asked with a sly smile. “Most cannot.”
“I’m used to fighting against my desires,” I said as I nodded to the chairs by the door. “We’ll wait there.”
“Desires?” she asked as her smile turned into a Cheshire Cat’s grin. “So, you do find me attractive.”
“Of course,” I said as I adjusted my shotgun under my coat, sat down near the door, and tapped the seat next to me.
“Then why have you not--”
“There is more to life than physical attraction,” I said as I watched the light crowd walk toward the security gate.
“Of course,” she said as she sat beside me and crossed her long legs. The center of her dress skirt fell off to the side of her waist, and I could see her skin where her thighs met her hips and then began their ascent to her narrow waist.
Even though we were a good thirty meters from the main flow of traffic, every man that walked by still turned to stare at Sivaha.
I was used to my women getting looks, but Sivaha seemed to pull eyes like a black hole pulled light, and I wondered if I should have just left her behind. She was right when she said that no one would be looking at me, but she was still getting way more attention than I would have thought.
“Why are we sitting here when the checkpoint is over there?” she asked.
“We are going to take this door,” I said as I nodded to my right. “As soon as someone opens it, we’ll duck through and walk in the back halls of the spaceport. There will be another security checkpoint for employees, but we can avoid that if we got through the shuttle equipment bay.”
“You have done this before?” she asked.
“Couple of times when I was a kid, and once when I needed to escort someone out of the terminal without being seen. They don’t really care that much about people leaving Ganymede, they just want to keep tabs on who is entering.”
“So we will sit here until someone opens that door?” she asked with annoyance. “That could take forever.”
“It won’t be that long,” I said. “It’s better than walking to the security checkpoint, getting spotted by their facial recognition tech, and then having to hide back in Persephone.”
“I suppose,” she said as she bobbed her crossed foot in the air and let the heel of her shoe come off. “Waiting just annoys me.”
“I can tell,” I said.
“What about that janitor,” she said as she motioned to a uniformed man walking past us with a sweeping drone.
“Looks like he isn’t coming in here,” I said. “I’d prefer someone coming out so we can slip in right behin--”
“I will speak with him. Wait here.” Sivaha leapt to her feet, and then quickly walked after the man. I thought about grabbing her hand to keep her from talking to the man, but part of me wanted to see if she could convince him to open the door for us.
She came up behind him and tapped on his shoulder before addressing him. I strained to hear what she said, but I could still make out most of it with my advanced hearing.
“Hello, I was wondering if you could help me. Do you work here?” Her voice was dripping with honey, and I noticed it was about an octave higher than she normally spoke.
“Yes, ma’am, how can I help?” The man was about ten, maybe twenty years older than me, and his eyes fell down to stare at Sivaha’s perfect cleavage.
“I was at the employee security checkpoint and I accidentally left one of my rings behind.” She gestured to her ringless hand and then slumped her shoulders. The movement made the janitor blink a few times and forced his head up to look at her face with jerky movements that made me wonder if his neck was rusted.
“Oh, I see,” he said. “I can walk you back there? I mean, can I walk you? Ugh. What I am trying to say is that I’ll take you back there.” His face turned so red it almost looked purple, and I saw sweat start to pour down from his forehead.
“You would? That is quite nice of you.” Sivaha’s fingers lighted on his arm, and she turned him around so they both walked toward me. The man didn’t even notice me as we walked to the door, he was just staring at Sivaha with glossed over eyes.
“This was the door I came out of,” she said as she gestured to the keypad. “I’m such a bad girl, forgetting my ring like that. Can you please help me?” When she said “please” her voice came out in a purr, and the man’s mouth fell open. I almost expected his tongue to roll out of his mouth like a cartoon wolf, but it didn’t happen.
“Yes,” the man said as he fumbled with the keycard leashed to his belt. When he finally grasped it, he held it out toward the lock pad with trembling hands. He was obviously nervous, and he actually missed putting his card in the slot.
“Here,” the silver-haired woman said as she grabbed his hand. “Let me help you slide it inside.”
The man’s eyes grew as large as dinner plates when she touched him and his face began to turn dark purple. With her help, he got the card into the data pad, and then the door popped open with a soft hiss.
“Thank you,” Sivaha said as she caught the edge of the door. “Can you continue on with your work, please? You are doing such a great job. I don’t wish to interrupt you any more than I already have.”
“Y-y-y-yes,” he stuttered, blinked, and then turned around to walk back down the walkway toward the rear of the terminal.
As soon as he had walked three meters or so, I stood up from my seat and followed Sivaha into the service hallway.
“Impressive,” I said.
“You think so?” she replied, and I could feel her pleasure.
“Yeah. Your ability is powerful.”
“I didn’t even use my ability,” she said with a shrug.
I was about to tell her that I found her statement hard to believe, but then I remembered the words she used on him. She had appealed to his worth and asked for his help. Most people tended to want to help if they could.
And I could understand helping a beautiful woman who asked me. That was how I had met Eve.
The hallway beyond the door was as I remembered it: poorly lit and pathed with concrete blocks that smelled slightly of salt water. Parts of the metal wall were rusting a bit, but I couldn’t recall if they had been that way when I was here last.
“If we continue along this path, we’ll hit the employee security checkpoint,” I said. “But if we head left at the second turn, we’ll get to a loading zone. The door there is normally unlocked but--” I stopped talking when I saw a pair of men walk around the corner up ahead, they wore mechanic jumpsuits, and both of their eyes bulged when they saw Sivaha.
“Excuse me, gentlemen, do either of you have the time?” she asked smoothly as we walked toward them.
“Uhhh, it’s, uhhh,” one of the men said as he patted his pocket for his phone.
“It’s two o’clock in the afternoon,” the other man said as he lifted his wrist to look at his watch. His voice also quivered when he spoke, but was calmer than the other man.
“Oh, a watch,” Sivaha said as she stepped near the man and rested her hands on his arm. “I haven’t seen one of those in a long time.”
“It was my father’s,” he gasped as Sivaha touched him.
“Well, he had great taste, and so do you for wearing it. You both have a great day.”
“Thank you,” they both stammered, and then we walked past them in the dark hallway.
The men started talking when they thought we were out of earshot, but I could still hear them.
“Holy shit, did you see that or did I imagine her?” one of them hissed.
“I think we both did, I can’t even believe she touched you,” the other one said.
“I wished she would’ve touched me more. I can’t even breath. Fuck me sideways.”
“I’d like to fuck her sideways.”
“Albert, you couldn’t even handle looking at a woman like her.”
“Yeah, but I’m going to pretend I could tonight when I’m nailing my wife.”
“Next left?” Sivaha’s voice pulled me away from the maintenance workers’ words, and I turned to the brown-eyed woman.
“Yeah,” I said. “I just hope it’s unlocked.”
“We will find a way together, Husband.”
“Hmmm,” I said as we reached the second left turn. I motioned for her to stand back and then glanced around the edge. No more spaceport employees were walking, and I saw the distant door to the loading zone.
I motioned for Sivaha to follow me, and we reached the door half a minute later.
“Fuck,” I growled. “Looks locked. We’ll have to either wait here for someone to come through the other side or try and get through the employee checkpoint. I don’t recall there being a camera there when I was-” Before I could finish my sentence, Sivaha stepped to the keypad, wiggled a card in her fingers, and then slid it into the locking slot. The lock beeped green, and the door opened.
“Where did you get the card?” I asked.
“The gentleman with the watch,” she said with a wink. “I also took both their wallets.” She held up her other hand, and I saw two leather squares pinched between her fingers.
“Wow,” I said.
“They were too busy looking at my breasts and didn’t pay attention to my fingers. Want a watch?” She winked at me and then dangled the watch that she had complimented the man on.
“Damn.” I couldn’t help but laugh. “I am impressed, but he might come back looking for it. We shouldn’t steal from people when we don’t have to.”
“I think I had to,” she purred. “I am more than just a beautiful face, Husband. I am the queen of the Vaish Blood Overlord Clan by my submission to you. But before that, I was queen of the Skyad Overlord Clan. Madalena did not have any competition for her father’s favor. My father had eight children, and I am the only one who survived to take the crown from his dying hand.”
“Did you kill your siblings?” I asked as I remembered Hanekawa attacking me in my dream.
“Only the ones who deserved it,” Sivaha said with a casual shrug.
“Let me guess, that was all of them,” I said.
“You should be happy that I am your wife and not your enemy,” she said with a coy smile.
I wanted to pry more into her background, but I wanted to get out of the spaceport first, so I carefully pulled open the door and checked out the terminal’s loading zone. The facility was about two hundred meters long and fifty wide. Conveyor belts lined the floors and ceilings like spider webs, but none of them were powered on. The roll up doors were also closed, and I didn’t hear any movement from any of the box covered shelves.
“Looks like they are taking some time off,” I said as I stepped through the door.
“Where now?” Sivaha asked, and I gestured to our right.
“We’ll take this to the end. There is an area where the larger packages are received by airline crew for pick up by passengers. The hallway there will lead to the front of the spaceport.
“It seems like a massive hole in their security,” she commented as we began to walk through the receiving room.
“They don’t care,” I said. “The government, police, yakuza, triads, and mafia all have a bit of an unspoken agreement on Ganymede. As long as they leave each other alone, there is no real conflict.”
“Would not the police naturally come in conflict with such organizations?” she asked.
“They have kept away from ‘stealing’ from the public, and they normally don’t murder anyone who isn’t part of another organization. The gangs mostly fight over the drug, gambling, and prostitution trade.”
“You should conquer this moon and then straighten out the laws,” she said.
“That’s not even on my to-do list,” I chuckled, “and my to-do list is five kilometers long.”
“You wish to fight the Draugr that Madalena is so concerned with?” Sivaha asked with a raised eyebrow.
“Yes,” I said. “They are real. They intend to feast on all the life in the galaxy.”
“If they are as powerful as you say they are, you should bring the entire human race under your control.” Sivaha smiled at me and then bit her lower lip suggestively. “How many ships does this pathetic moon even have to defend itself? I have battle fortresses about the same size. Well, you do, since they are now yours.”
“Ganymede is part of the Jupiter Navy,” I said as I pondered her words. “They have… shit, a few thousand ships.”
“You could send a fraction of your forces,” she said with a shrug.
“I’m surprised none of the Nordar clans have tried to conquer the Earth’s system,” I said as we approached the side door that would take us to customer package receiving.
“I never cared to,” she said as she gestured around her. “There is more rhodium to be found in other systems, and I worried about being attacked by the Vaish or Jotnar if they found out that I sent ships here. The risk seems too great. None of the other Nordar clans seemed interested in returning to our genetic roots, so I figured they all must have felt the same way. We are no longer Earthlings, we are Nordar, and our ways and culture are stronger than when our ancestors left Earth three thousand years ago. Odin has made us stronger.”
“I understand,” I said, and my words were truthful. I hadn’t felt a pressing concern to return home, even when I had a super fast spaceship that could get there in less than a few hours. I didn’t want to bring my mom and sister into my world of violence and death.
But now I had no choice.
Yu had dangled my sister in front of me and I’d taken the bait. Things didn’t turn out as he’d planned, but now that I knew my mom needed help, I wasn’t going to stay away.
We entered the customer receiving area and walked to the door at the end. It was open a bit, and I peeked through the crack to see one of the airline clerks speaking to a customer about a lost package. I nodded to Sivaha, and we opened the door and walked into the lobby behind the worker’s desk.
“Hey, you aren’t supposed to be back there,” she barked as she turned to us. The woman looked like the kind of angry bulldog that megacorps put in charge of customer service, but I just shrugged at her.
“We got lost, sorry,” I said and then we walked out the other door in the office. Then we were in the main terminal of the spaceport, and the exit doors were on our left. I could see a flow of cars out past the glass door, and a bit of relief flowed into my stomach
“Almost there,” I said as I offered my arm to Sivaha. She took it with a surprised smile, and then we stepped out of the spaceport.
Then I saw the eight expensive business suit wearing yakuza thugs turn to us, and my mind spun as I tried to figure out how we’d been set up.









Chapter 7
“What is--” Sivaha started to say, but I pushed my arm over the front of the silver-haired woman’s waist and stepped in front of her.
“Konnichiwa, Bakeneko-san,” the man to my left said as he stepped toward us. I recognized him, and I felt anger throb through my chest.
“Hey, Yuri,” I said as I forced my voice to be calm. “How did you know I was going to be here?”
“My father wishes to speak with you,” Yuri spoke Japanese and finished his sentence with a low bow. He was a lanky man with a sharp but handsome face. I tried to stay away from him when I was in the yakuza since he was the boss’s son and had a habit of getting himself into the kind of trouble that his bodyguards ended up dealing with.
He was also the man I ended up taking the heat for. This fucker had messed up a bank robbery, shot four guards and an innocent woman because he’d gotten overexcited. I didn’t want to take the assignment, but Yuri had already made plenty of mistakes, and his dad made it clear that I didn’t have much of a choice.
“That wasn’t an answer, Yuri,” I replied, also in Japanese.
“Who is your woman?” he asked as he gestured to Sivaha. He still spoke in Japanese, and the Nordar queen gave no indication that she understood him.
“None of your business,” I replied in our shared language. “I’m just here to grab my mom and then get back to my ship.”
“After you speak with my father,” Yuri said with a large smile on his face. “He’s been so sad these last few years. You were his favorite, Bakeneko.”
“I’m guessing I don’t have much of a choice,” I said as I tried to relax my shoulders. Fuck, I knew this was a bad idea coming back. I should have let Zea, Madalena, Eve, Paula, and Kasta handle all of this.
“You seem tense. This is a friendly visit!” Yuri opened his arms wide and then stepped toward me as if to embrace me. “My long lost brother has returned to us, don’t be so shy.” He threw his arms around my armored shoulders and I thought about shifting into my tiger-man form so I could chew his face off.
“Alright,” I said as I nodded back to Sivaha. “Let my friend go back to my ship. She isn’t part of this.”
“She is here with you, though,” Yuri said as he gestured to the men surrounding us. They all stepped closer, and then a black limousine slowly came to a halt in front of us. “My father will want to meet her. She has a wedding ring on. Is she your wife?”
Before I could answer, Yuri turned to Sivaha and bowed low. “I am Yuri, a dear friend of your husband. Will you join us for dinner? My father wishes to see Bakeneko again, and he will most definitely wish to meet you.” Yuri’s English wasn’t quite as polished as his Japanese, but it was easy enough to understand.
“Of course I will come,” Sivaha said as she returned the man’s bow. “My husband was just about to tell me all about you, but you seem like a man who has wonderful storytelling abilities. Will you educate me?”
“I would be happy to…” The man paused and turned to me.
“Sivaha,” I said.
“Sivaha-san,” he said as he bowed low to her again.
“And you are Yuri?” she asked, and my “brother” nodded as he gestured to the long car.
I recognized two of the other men here, but I’d never had much dealing with them in the organization. They were the ones who opened the door of the limo, and I made sure to pull Sivaha close to me when we sat down between them.
The interior of the car was surprisingly big, and all ten of us were able to sit inside without feeling claustrophobic. They hadn’t bothered to disarm me, but there was still a lot of tension in the air, and the business-suited gorillas each watched my hands carefully.
When they weren’t trying hard not to gawk at Sivaha.
“Tell me more about my husband, please,” she asked as she leaned forward in the chair and set her hand on my stomach. As her fingers touched me, her wrist made a quick movement, and I felt the pistol on my right side closest to her unbuckle.
“Ahh, Bakeneko-san was one of my father’s favorites. Maybe his favorite.” Yuri leaned forward and smiled wide enough for his eyes to disappear into his teeth.
“I met your father three times,” I said. “I didn’t think he cared much for me.”
“Not true, Bakeneko!” Yuri exclaimed as he put his hand on his chest in mock injury. “He was so sad when you went to prison. We all were.”
“I don’t think you were,” I said with a sigh. “I took the fall for you, remember?”
“I do,” he said with a solemn nod. “It was a dark day, and I haven’t forgotten your sacrifice.”
“Why do you call my husband Bakeneko?” Sivaha asked.
“Ahh!” Yuri laughed. “My father gave that name to him. My father had this cat that liked no one. He was a real tom-cat. A terror. He would leave the estate to hunt, fight, or fuck females. My father called him Bakeneko. It is like the changed cat or the demon cat.” Yuri laughed during his explanation, and I felt my face heat a bit.
“This cat used to fuck with everyone. He’d hiss and snarl whenever they got close to him, but not your husband.” Yuri pointed at me and smiled. “First day on the job, and Bakeneko is rubbing against his leg like he’s covered in catnip. The men thought it was funny, so father gave him the nickname Bakeneko, after that cat.”
“I like that story,” Sivaha said as she smiled at me. “Is the cat still around?”
“No,” Yuri sighed. “It went a bit crazy and had to be put down.” The man put his finger up to his head and made a bullet sound with his mouth.
“Happens,” Sivaha said with a shrug, and I felt the pistol on my left hip unbuckle when she leaned over me.
“It just goes to show how much my father loved your husband,” Yuri said as he pointed at me. “He didn’t give nicknames often.”
“He gave everyone a nickname, Yuri,” I clarified.
“Yes, but you are special, Bakeneko.”
“How did you know I was coming?” I asked.
“A little birdie told us you would come in a ship named Persephone,” he answered.
“Who is this little birdie?” I asked.
“Can’t you guess?” He smirked at me.
“I can guess that it’s a Calvin Yu,” I said.
“Hmmm,” Yuri’s face twisted, and I realized I was wrong before he shook his head.
“Never heard of him. No, it was your sister.”
“What?” I gasped as my heart skipped a beat, or two, or three. The view out the window seemed to twist, and it suddenly looked like Jupiter was floating on the ground and I could open the door and fall into it.
“Or, not really your sister.” He shrugged. “We tapped your mother’s house. When you were sent to prison, father worried that your mother might have learned information from you. We wanted to make sure she didn’t tell the triads or mafia. When we found out you were sold from the prisons, we gave up on the matter, but then your sister called your mother three-ish months ago, and the keywords she said triggered our automated alarm. We figured you might come back here, so we had our eyes in the traffic control towers let us know if any ship with your name ever docked here.”
“Ahh,” I said, and I felt some of the tension in my shoulders relax. This was the obvious answer to how they could have known that I was here, but there were still other questions that I needed to have answered.
“Why does your father wish to talk to me?” I asked.
“I will let him tell you,” Yuri said with a shrug. I knew what the movement meant, and I knew not to press it. Yuri didn’t actually know what his father wanted with me, and the younger man was probably a bit annoyed by that fact.
“I didn’t come here to pick a fight with you all. I just wanted to get my mother and then be on my way.” I knew the words were a bit of a lie, but I doubted that Yuri would guess. I had contemplated killing all these stupid fucks for cutting her payments, but I had to talk with her first and determine what was really going on.
“Ahhh,” Yuri sighed. “That will hurt Father’s feelings. You should tell him that you intended to visit first thing when you landed. Otherwise, he might be sad. You wouldn’t want him to be sad, would you?”
“You’ve got my mother, don’t you?”
“We may have sent some men to pick her up,” Yuri said, “but it was only so that you both could meet each other at our mansion. Father just loves happy reunions.” He turned to Sivaha and raised an eyebrow. “Don’t you?”
“Of course,” she said with a charming smile, and then she rested her elbow on my thigh and began to fiddle with the ring on her finger with her thumb. It was a clear signal to me that she was ready to turn on her aegis and kill everyone inside of the limo.
“You are such a beautiful woman,” Yuri whispered as he leaned toward us. “How long have you been married to Bakeneko?”
“A few weeks,” Sivaha said as she fluttered her eyelids.
“A few weeks!” he gasped, and his heavy eyelids opened fully. “Newlyweds. It is so romantic. I could never really find a woman to marry.”
“Why not?” Sivaha asked.
“I kept breaking them,” Yuri sighed. “So many broken women. It is quite sad.”
I expected Sivaha to tense at his words, but she didn’t miss a beat.
“Maybe you should play gentler with them.” The silver-haired woman shrugged.
“Father often says that to me, but I like to play rough.” Yuri stared at Sivaha for a bit too long and then he looked at me. “Very beautiful; you are a lucky man, Bakeneko. How long did you two date before you were married?”
“We didn’t date,” Sivaha answered for me. “He decided he wanted me, so he claimed me. Have any of you ever wanted a woman so bad that you just wanted to take her?”
“Yes,” Yuri whispered, and the other men in the car leaned toward Sivaha with their mouths opened.
“When Bakeneko claimed me, I didn’t like it at first,” Sivaha said in a husky voice. “But then I grew to like it, and then I grew to love it. He just had to keep bending me to him. He kept having to force me to love him. Have you ever wanted to just force a woman to love you?”
“Sivaha,” I started to whisper, but then I noticed that the men in the car looked to be in some sort of daze. Even Yuri’s mouth hung open, and small dots of drool fell down each of their chins.
“Easy,” she whispered to me as she let her left-hand drift to touch the nape of my neck. Then she gestured to the men, and they followed her fingers like they were puppies.
“Are they--” I started to ask.
“Enchanted by my beauty? I did have to use my ability though. They might snap out of it if we speak too loudly or make sudden movements.” Her voice was soft, and she leaned into the side of my neck so that I could feel her warm breath against my cheek. “I’ll just whisper in your ear and you can whisper in mine.”
“How long will they stay like that?” I said after I turned to speak into her ear.
“I’ll need to keep them going every few minutes, but I can keep it up for a while. How long can you keep it up, Adam?” Her words caused a shiver of pleasure down my spine, but then I realized where we were, and I snorted.
“Are you trying that shit on me?” I hissed.
“No, I said I wouldn’t anymore.” She shook her head and sighed. “I was just flirting. I can’t help myself. I desire you so--”
“You are flirting in your apology to me for flirting,” I whispered as I raised an eyebrow.
“Of course,” she said with her Cheshire cat smile. “So what do you want to do with them? I believe we should kill them and then kill the man that sent them.”
“Will they do whatever you ask?” I whispered.
“Maybe,” she said. “It is better with just one subject. I probably could make them take off their clothes if I take mine off first, but it will be hard to convince them to hand me their guns or jump out of the car. I say we just shoot them all, kill the driver, and then do the same when we reach this mansion.” Her voice was the softest whisper in my ear, and I guessed that she didn’t want her words to reach the men she had charmed.
“You sound like Madalena,” I said.
“We are Nordar,” Sivaha replied. “I prefer to use instead of kill, but these men are worthless to you.”
“They could have attacked if they wanted to kill me,” I said.
“I agree,” she replied. “They want you for something else.”
“And they probably have my mother either in a car somewhere, or in their mansion. I think we should play it safe, see what the boss wants, and then deal with getting my mother depending on the lay of the land.
“Then kill them?” she whispered as her fingers traced lines across my neck. “They have betrayed your trust, abducted us, and then kidnapped your mother.”
“Yeah,” I whispered as I tried not to enjoy her touch. “They are all going to die for fucking with my family and me.”
“Yesss,” she purred in my ear. “You are King of the Vaish, and soon all of the Nordar. This moon should tremble with fear when you take a step upon its surface.”
“I wouldn’t go that far,” I replied. “As soon as I get what I came here for, we’ll return to Nordar 13.”
“Then you will claim the other clans just as you claimed me?” Her lips brushed my earlobe when she whispered, and I felt my body feel as if it was sliding into a warm bath.
“Stop,” I said as I jerked my head away from her. “Not now. We have work to do.”
The other men in the car started to blink when I jerked my head away, and Sivaha sighed a bit.
“I’ll bring them out of it,” she said, and then she looked to Yuri, “How much longer until we reach your father’s mansion?”
“Uhhh. Ten more minutes.” Yuri blinked a few times, but he still looked as if he’d taken a mouthful of relaxation drugs.
“Good,” Sivaha said as she leaned back into my armor. “I hate waiting for something I really want.”
“Do you really want to see my father?” Yuri asked, and the confusion was plain on his sleepy looking face.
“Not, especially,” she answered. “I wish for my husband to be reunited with his mother. Then I wish to leave this moon and return to my home system.”
“Where are you from?” he asked.
“My home is now Nordar - 13,” Sivaha said. “You haven’t heard of it I suspect.”
“No,” he replied with a quick shake of his head. Then he looked at me, and I saw a mountain of respect in his dark eyes. “Bakeneko, your wife is amazing. I am proud that my brother has married someone so beautiful and intelligent.”
“Thanks,” I said as I tried to keep my emotion out of my voice. Sivaha might have been riding it too close to the edge. Yuri was all sorts of sociopathic, and I had little doubt he’d try to kill me so that he could rape her.
Then again, if the silver-haired queen had told him to bark like a dog and beg for her to pet him, he would probably comply.
The limo turned off the main highway and headed into the richer area of City Four. I’d only been to the yakuza’s head mansion five or so times, and it looked much the same as I recalled it. The building was made to look like an old Japanese castle, with sloped roofs, well-manicured gardens, and a three-meter tall limestone wall circling the entirety of the ten-acre property. Each block had been hauled here from Earth, and I couldn’t even imagine the cost.
Vermillion painted wood gates met us at the driveway, and a pair of business suit clad guards glanced inside the window when we stopped. Yuri gave them a friendly wave, and the men nodded to an unseen camera. The gates then opened, and we drove up toward the small castle.
“Let Father know that Bakeneko and his wife are here,” Yuri said to one of the men in the car once we had all gotten out, then he gestured for us to follow him to the front door.
“Sorry, Bakeneko, we’ll need to take your weapons right here. I think we can trust you, but you have been away from the family for a long time.”
“That’s fine,” I said as a pair of men at the front door stepped forward to search me. I handed one of them my shrapnel gun, and then the other took the pistols from my belt. They didn’t really spend a lot of time searching me, but I imagined that was because they kept stealing glances at Sivaha.
“I’m afraid I am unarmed,” she said with a shrug that caused her breasts to push against the neckline of her low cut dress.
“That’s fine,” Yuri said as he placed a hand on her shoulder and waved to the guards. “Bakeneko’s woman isn’t armed.”
The other guards glanced down at the garter belt around her right leg, it poked through the slit of her dress and obviously looked like it could be a gun holster, but Yuri just smacked his lips together and then escorted us into the mansion.
It felt like we were walking into the maw of a monster, and my emotions were mixed with anger, fear, and a desire to fight. I reminded myself that they probably could have killed us if they had wanted to. Then I reminded myself that I could have easily killed them in the limo. In a few minutes I was going to find out what all the fuss was about, and then I’d get my mom and get the fuck out of here.
“Splendid place,” Sivaha said as we walked into the grand foyer.
“Thank you,” Yuri said. “It has been in our family for five generations. Every piece of stone, every cut of wood, and every sculpture was brought here from Japan.”
“Ahhh, so it was decorated by a woman,” Sivaha said with a coy smile. “No man would even bother.”
“Ha!” Yuri laughed as he gestured for us to walk through the right door of the foyer. “Bakeneko, your wife is very astute. Yes, My great, great grandmother was the first decorator. The other women of the family have added on through the years. If you were my wife, what would you change?” Yuri’s eyes turned to me when he asked the question, and I felt the beast in my soul let out a low growl.
“I’d probably paint all the walls red,” Sivaha said with a shrug and half smile.
“Red?” Yuri asked with confusion.
“It is my favorite color after black. Although, I am partial to gold now since that is the color of Bakeneko’s eyes.”
“Sokka-- ahh I see,” he cleared his throat, and I could see a bit of annoyance on his otherwise happy face.
Yeah, I was going to need to kill the man. Hell, all these fuckers were going to need to die. I’d been fine enough to come here and just get my mom; I hadn’t even really cared about any sort of vengeance against the yakuza, but now I could feel the angry beast twist and growl in my stomach. I was sure they were going to ask me to do something dangerous so that they could just pass the blame on if I was caught.
“Here we are,” Yuri said after the three of us and the group of guards had walked down a wide wooden and stone hallway. “My father is in the courtyard garden ready to receive us.”
Another pair of guards opened the door in front of us, and I noticed that the grips they had on their submachine guns were tense. They didn’t really eye me warily, and I started to wonder if there was something else going on. When I was imprisoned, the yakuza had been top of the food chain in City Four and had a strong handhold in the other six cities on Ganymede. Maybe things had slipped a bit since I’d left.
The courtyard beyond the door was part zen rock garden and part bonsai exhibition museum. The path into the center of the space ran alongside a small brook, and the stepping stones were carved with designs of dragons, flowers, and trees. In the center of the garden, perched on a stone stool that might have been a throne if it actually had a back, was Yuri-sama, or as he preferred to be called, Bosu-sama.
The man looked a bit like his son, but where Yuri-san had heavy eyelids and an expression that made it seem like he was coming down from a drug-high, Bosu-sama’s eyes were as sharp as a hawk, and his entire body radiated a fierce intensity. It looked as if the man was ready to fight at any instant, except for when he smiled. Then it seemed as if his aura shifted to that of peace, and his laughter infected everyone around him.
He was an extremely charming, yet dangerous man.
“Bakeneko!” Bosu-sama laughed as he stood from his stool and beckoned for me to approach.
“See? Father is happy to see you,” Yuri whispered as he gestured for Sivaha and I to walk down the path ahead of him. We both did so and then bowed together when we reached a respectful three meters from the yakuza boss.
“You look just the same, Bakeneko,” the older man said in Japanese as he walked toward us. He wore a simple black kimono, and the sliver of his exposed chest revealed dark ink tattoos.
“As do you, Bosu-sama,” I said in English as I bowed again. “The years have been kind to you.”
“They have been,” he replied in Japanese before he turned to Sivaha. “Who is this?”
“This is my wife, Sivaha,” I said in English.
“Ahh,” he said as he bowed to her. “It is a pleasure, Sivaha-san,” he said in perfect but slow English.
“I am Queen of the Nordar people,” Sivaha said with a wide smile. “You should call me Sivaha-sama.”
“Huh?” He turned to me with a raised eyebrow.
“She is joking,” I said as I forced myself to smile at her. I didn’t want to make this meeting unnecessarily complicated and explaining to these gangsters that I was now king of an entire race of superhuman warriors probably wouldn’t end well for me.
“Ahh!” he laughed. “Just like you were always joking. Good. I like her. She is pretty and her eyes burn with passion.”
“Thank you,” I said as I tried to hold back a sigh. I’d never joked with Bosu-sama or any of the yakuza muscle. I’d just showed up to work, done my job, and then gone home with as little contact as possible.
“Yes, Very pretty,” Bosu-sama said as his eyes moved from Sivaha’s face, to her perfectly formed breasts, to her narrow waist, and down the length of her long legs. The yakuza boss had plenty of mistresses and could probably have whichever woman he wanted in all of Ganymede, but Sivaha possessed the kind of beauty that would start wars.
“Why have you brought us here, Bosu-sama?” I asked. “Where is my mother?” As I spoke the guards who accompanied us in the car sat on stools surrounding us, and I noticed that the nearest rooftops had men with rifles perched on their eves. They didn’t have their weapons pointed toward us, but I knew Bosu was not a fool. There were probably four other snipers that I couldn’t see.
“Yes,” he said as he walked back to his stone stool. “We heard you were bought from the prison. It was unfortunate news, and we--”
My transponder beeped and interrupted his words. I knew it was Zea trying to talk to me, but I reached my fingers up and pushed the button to ignore her request. As soon as I moved my hands away, a guard walked over and pulled the transponder off the collar of my armor.
“Is my mother here?” I asked to take control of the conversation again.
“Bakeneko, I am so happy you have come back to us,” he said in Japanese again as he sat on the stool. “I do not think I valued you enough when you were in my service. It wasn’t until you left us that I realized I needed a man with your talent, skill set, and training in my organization. At first, I thought it was just skill set and training, but I have hired many Marines since you left me, and none of them were as capable as you.”
“I didn’t do much for you,” I said in English, so Sivaha could try to get the gist of our conversation. “I did what the underbosses told me to do. Look, Bosu-sama, I do not want any trouble. I’m only here to get my mother.” I thought about bringing up that he’d cut payments to her and my sister, but arguing with him about money while I didn’t have a gun in my hand wouldn’t be smart.
“And we are sorry you wish to leave our service again,” he sighed. “Joining our family is a commitment for life. You realized that was the case when you swore your oath to us.”
“Yeah,” I said, “and then I took the fall for your son, went to rot in prison, got sold into slavery, escaped, and now I’m back. Bakeneko is dead, Bosu-sama. Let me be on my way.”
“I need your help with a matter,” he said with a half smile that made the monster in my soul scream for release. “It is of vast importance to our family.”
“Looks like you have plenty of capable men here,” I said as I gestured around to the guards. “I don’t see what you need me for.”
Bosu-sama waved his hands and the men all stood from their benches. Then the older man pointed back in the direction that they had come, and they all turned to walk away. All except for Yuri, who continued to sit on his bench while he beamed his fake smile at me.
“It is a difficult thing,” Bosu said. “Our organization has been infiltrated by traitors, and I am unsure who I can trust. The Triads, Italian Mafia, and Bloods have made an alliance and are cutting into our business. They seem to know where we are before we show up, and my revenue stream has been cut in half in the last year.”
“Half?” I asked with a bit of surprise.
“Yes, Bakeneko. Had you been here, I suspect it would not have rotted this far.”
“I’m not sure how I could have helped,” I said. “I’m just a Marine. I’m not really a crime lord. I was never a pivotal part of your operations.”
“Ahh, but the men respected you, and you had a confidence that I needed. I have reason to believe that there will be a meeting between the Triads, Italians, and Bloods tonight. I had a strike team ready to interrupt their meeting, but half of the team was murdered last night when they were at karaoke.”
“Someone must have known your intentions,” I said with a shrug. “I’m still not sure how I can help you.”
“I need you to go to this meeting and bring me back one of the representatives from either the Triads, Italians, or the Bloods. Then I will interrogate them.”
“Alone?” I asked as I fought off a laugh.
“I am not sure that the surviving members of the strike team can be trusted,” he said. “So, I will need just you to infiltrate. My enemies think that I am beaten and am licking my wounds, they will not suspect one man.”
“Sounds like a suicide mission,” I said. It was obvious now why they had sought me out. I was an unknown and unplanned variable on the chess board. And if I failed, it would be harder to trace my actions back to Bosu-sama. Then his enemies might think that he still did not have an informant.
“It will be an easy task for someone so talented,” he said with a wide smile.
“What do I get out of it?” I asked as my mind puzzled through the situation.
“You get to serve your family again, Bakeneko,” he said. “We have needed you.”
“Sorry Bosu-sama, I have a new family now, and I have a new job. Where is my mother?”
“She is safe,” he said with a wide smile. “Once you complete this task for me, you will be able to see her.”
“Is she on the property?” I asked as Sivaha turned her eyes toward me. I could sense her emotions, and I knew that she just wanted to kill these fuckers and be done with it. However, I doubted she knew about the snipers that probably had her painted with their crosshairs.
“No,” he answered with a smile. “We have her somewhere very safe and comfortable.”
“Once Bakeneko returns with one of the men you want, you will give him his mother?” I could feel Sivaha’s annoyance turn to anger, but her face continued to hold her charming smile.
“Of course,” he said.
“And you will let us leave peacefully?” she asked.
“I would like Bakeneko to stay with us,” he said as his grin faded. “We are his family, and we have desperate need of his services. But, if he wishes to leave after this one last mission, I will not stop him.”
“Then we will bring you one or all of these men,” Sivaha said with a light laugh. “It will not be a problem.”
“Ahh, Bakeneko,” the older man said as he turned to me. “Your woman is confident. I like that about her. I believe she should stay here with me so that she stays out of harm. In the yakuza, we take care of our women. It is the men who should go out and hunt for the meat.”
“She’ll come with me,” I said, and I noticed Yuri tense out of the corner of my eye.
Bosu’s eyes quickly shifted back and forth between Sivaha, Yuri, and me, but before he could open his mouth to speak, the silver-haired Nordar queen spoke.
“My husband and I are newlywed. I do not wish to be parted from him. Also, it is less threatening for a man to be traveling with a woman, than a man alone. If you want Bakeneko to return with what you want successfully, you would be better off letting me go with him.”
Bosu-sama stared at Sivaha for a few moments, and then he nodded his head. “For a woman, you speak much wisdom. Yuri will give you details on the mission. I look forward to you returning with what I have asked for.” The older man bowed his head, and Sivaha and I returned the movement. Then we turned around and followed Yuri back to the rooms of the castle.
The rest of the guards met us inside, and then we moved through the hallways and into a conference room. There was already a map on the screen, and I recognized the City Four downtown district. Our escorts didn’t follow us into the room, and Yuri closed the thick wood doors behind us once we entered.
“What would your father have done if I hadn’t arrived this morning?” I asked after he gestured for us to sit down.
“He would have let this opportunity go,” Yuri answered with a sad shrug. “Things have changed since you were last here, brother. We used to own this city, but now we let the other gangs push us around. They circle our dying body and think we have no more fight in us. I am glad you have returned to help us. We need more honor in our midst.”
“You cut payments to my mother,” I spat. “Sounds like the honor left a long time ago.”
“Ohh,” his heavy-lidded eyes opened wide with surprise. “You know about that.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Whatever. Just lay out the plan, then I’ll get this done for you, get my mother, and then be gone.”
“You really should stay, like Father wants.” Yuri looked at Sivaha and it almost seemed like his mouth was watering. “You should both stay.”
“That is so nice of you, but we are really in a hurry. What can you tell us of this mission?” Sivaha’s words made Yuri’s face slacken, and the man’s eyelids returned to their half opened position.
“This is the Koi Pond,” Yuri said as he gestured to a building on the map. “Bakeneko, you’ll remember it as the Gold Plate.”
“I remember,” I said. The establishment used to be a high-end restaurant that turned into a dance club at night. It was owned by a restaurant conglomerate that only had mild affiliations with the various gangs on Ganymede, so it was often seen as a neutral ground.
“That is where they are meeting. Father doesn’t know which representatives are going to be there from each of our rivals, but we have a good guess.” Yuri pushed a button on his screen and nine pictures showed up. “These are the best guesses for the Triad.” He pointed to the three pictures of men. “Dai Wei is the eldest son. Chao Feng is the manager of their muscle. Jian Wong is their numbers man.”
“Got it,” I said as I committed the men’s faces to memory and then looked at the next set of pictures.
“Andy Aball, Stacia Barnes, and Michael Faraci are all top Italian managers,” he said as he pointed to the pictures.
“Fine,” I said. “The Bloods?”
“Jake Atheel, Tyrone Smith, and Remy Shane.”
“Are they having dinner there?” I asked. “Or is the meeting happening during the club hours?”
“We believe it will be dinner,” he said. “We have rented a room across the street. I’ll have someone find you a suit.” Yuri looked at my armor and then panned his eyes over to Sivaha. “Your wife’s dress will fit in with the clients dining there tonight.”
“Was that the plan the strike team had?” I asked. “They were just going to go into the place in plain clothes and try to snatch them there?”
“They planned to set up a gauntlet when the groups tried to leave the building,” he explained.
“Hmm,” I said as I thought about the logistical nightmare involved with trying to capture one of these people when they tried to leave.
“I like eating at nice restaurants,” Sivaha laughed. “My husband and I will have no trouble bringing one of these people out of the place.”
“Ahh,” he said. “Then--”
There was a knock on the door, and Yuri moved around the table so that he could open it. One of the guards was carrying a garment bag, and I figured that it was my suit.
“Let us go to our apartment,” he said as he gestured for us to follow him. “Then we can discuss the plan further.”
“Alright,” I said as I glanced at Sivaha. Her brown eyes met mine, and I could feel her excitement. I realized that our bond was just as strong as the one I shared with Madalena, and the seductress guessed what I had planned.
There was no way in hell we were going to do this fucking mission.
We followed Yuri and the group of guards through the stone and wood hallways of the castle until we reached the front door. The limo was waiting for us outside, and the guard carrying the garment bag opened the trunk so that he could put it inside.
“Can I have my guns back?” I asked the man who carried my pistols and shotgun, and he looked to Yuri.
“We’ll return them to you when you leave for the restaurant,” Yuri said. “You most definitely don’t need that big one. It will never make it past the Koi Pond’s security.”
“Fair enough,” I said as I followed one of the other goons into the back of the limo. The order everyone was sitting in was switched up a bit, but Sivaha still sat next to me, and she leaned her head down against my shoulder before she let out a long sigh.
“Ready,” one of the guards said in Japanese to the driver, and the car began to roll down the driveway.
“You have big arms,” Sivaha said as she pulled her head off my shoulder and turned to the man sitting on the other side of her.
“Thank you,” he said with a surprised whisper, and I noticed the other men in the limo lean forward so that they could listen to her talk.
“Yes,” she said as she reached her fingers up to touch his bicep. “So large. I love big, strong muscles.” She pointed at the man on the other side of the limo who carried my shotgun and pistols. “You look like you have the best muscles. What is your name?”
“Uhh, Takhinka,” he replied with surprise. All the other men in the car had turned toward him when Sivaha pointed, and I felt Sivaha push the handle of a pistol into my right palm.
She’d somehow taken it from the guard sitting next to her.
As soon as my fingers closed around the weapon, Sivaha crossed her legs to conceal my arm. Their eyes all drifted down to her bare thigh, and the woman let out a husky laugh.
“How long of a drive is it to the room you rented?” she asked Yuri.
I turned my eyes to look out the window, we were about halfway down the driveway, and I knew that there was only one pair of cameras looking at the path.
They’d know we were coming, but I was okay with that.
I wanted them to feel fear before I killed them.
“About twenty minutes,” Yuri said.
“Ahh,” Sivaha replied. “That’s plenty of time for us all to have some fun. Would you all like to have some fun with me?” Her voice dripped with syrup, and the men leaned forward with rapt attention.
Then I pulled my gun out from behind her leg and put a bullet through the head of the man holding my shotgun.
His brains exploded on the back side of the limo and covered the closed privacy divider. The men in the car flinched with surprise, blinked, and then turned to me with dazed expressions on their faces.
I was already moving to my next target, and so was Sivaha.
I pointed my gun to my left and sent a bullet up through the chin of the man sitting next to me. The contents of his skull ejected from him and sprayed the ceiling of the limo as Sivaha shot the face off the man sitting beside her.
“Leave Yuri alive,” I said as we both turned our pistols back to the rest of the men in the limo. They were all reaching for their guns now, but we already had ours out, and our fingers were already on the trigger.
It was almost as if Sivaha and I had one mind. Our two pistols fired in unison, but we each picked different targets, and the goons who kidnapped us all died within a few seconds. I actually had one more man to kill than her, but she sent a trio of bullets into the privacy divider of the limousine, and the car skidded to a halt a second later.
Yuri had finished fishing his pistol out of his belt holster, but I was in the process of jumping across dead bodies. My left hand caught his right wrist, and I slammed the barrel of my new pistol through his teeth and into his mouth. He screamed around the gun, but then I forced it farther down his throat until he choked on it.
“I’ll take that,” Sivaha said as she used her fingers to bend Yuri’s hand off the handle of his weapon. The man’s eyes were opened wide with terror, and he began to whimper as soon as she disarmed him.
“Simple question,” I said as I eased the pistol out of his mouth a little. “Where is my mother?”
“I don’t know!” he gasped when I pulled the weapon away from his bloody mouth. “Bakeneko, please don’t kill me! I’m just following Father’s orders. You are my brot--”
“Ahh, Ahh, Ahh,” I said as I shoved the gun in his mouth again. “I’m going to ask you once more, and then you need to give me a better answer.”
“I don’t know! Father knows. You are making a huge mistake, Bake--” My bullet cut off his sentence, and I felt a small twinge of satisfaction when the back of the asshole’s skull covered the headrest and window behind him.
“Grab my weap--” I began to ask Sivaha, but she has already retrieved my pistols and shotgun from the first man I killed. I stuffed the gun she had given me in my belt, grabbed my two larger pistols, slid them into their holsters, and then took the shrapnel sprayer from her fingers.
“Which one of these fucks had the transponder?” I asked.
“It caught a bullet,” she said as she pulled the ruined device out of the front coat pocket of the man sitting next to the Yuri. I’d actually fired the bullet at his chest, and I growled with annoyance.
“Do you have a transponder on you?” I asked.
“No, Husband,” she answered.
“Can’t be helped,” I said as I moved to the exit doors of the limo. “Let’s go.” I didn’t like the idea of not being able to contact Persephone or the rest of the crew, but there was nothing I could do to fix that right now.
If the security guards hadn’t noticed the limo stop in the middle of the long driveway, they would definitely notice both of us getting out of the car. I swept the bushes on the side of the driveway and then twisted my shotgun down toward the gates in case the guards there decided to come at us. The vermillion colored gates were still closed, so I reached down to help Sivaha get out. She didn’t really need my assistance, but she still took my hand when she climbed over the last dead body.
“What now?” she asked, and her eyebrow raised suggestively.
“Get up front in the shotgun seat,” I said as I moved to the other side of the car. When I got to the driver’s side, I yanked open the door with my free hand while I pointed my shotgun at him. Sivaha’s aim had been true though, and two of the bullets had gone through his eyes.
The third bullet exited his chest right at the heart.
“Damn,” I said as I glanced over to her. She winked at me before opening the shotgun seat door, and I yanked the dead driver out before I took his seat.
“Gates are opening,” she said with a nod. “These windows are armored, we can plow through them.”
“We aren’t leaving,” I said as I set my shotgun on the seat between us and threw the limo into reverse.
“Oh?” she asked as she bit her lower lip.
I could feel the pleasure slam into me like an ocean wave.
“Nope,” I said as I looked down at the rearview camera on the car. “I’m not done killing these fools. I need to find my mother, and these fuckers need to pay.”
“Yes,” she panted, and her right hand closed over my left. “Let us kill them all. You are a king, Husband, and they have defied you and taken your mother. I will help you annihilate every single last one of them, and then I will pull the information you need from Bosu.”
“I think I’m starting to like you, Sivaha,” I said, and then I slammed my foot down on the accelerator pedal. The limo’s tires screeched, and we flew back up the driveway and toward the front door of the mansion.









Chapter 8
As the limo raced backward up the driveway, I let the screaming beast in my soul take over my flesh, blood, and skeleton. It only took about ten seconds for the limo to reach the castle, but my shift had completed in less than half that time, and I was more than prepared for the back trunk of the limo to plow through the large double doors like a battering ram.
There was a massive crash, but the door didn’t put up as much resistance as I thought it would, and the limo plowed into the grand foyer like an axe blade through a rice-paper wall.
Sivaha and I opened our doors at the same time and our pistols barked replies to each other as we drove our bullets through the first pair of guards we spotted. Screams of alarm echoed through the entire castle now, but it seemed like no one expected us to return so abruptly.
It would give us a small edge, but I figured that there were at least eighty guards in the castle.
“They are coming from the north side,” I said to Sivaha as I leaned over to grab my shrapnel sprayer.
“I hear them,” she replied calmly as she pulled a submachine gun off the corpse of one of the guards we shot.
“Fall back past the corner of the opposite hallway,” I said as I pulled off my long coat and nodded to a corner on the east side of the foyer. “My armor has a cloaking tech. I’ll stand over there and get the jump on them when they all run in. Start shooting after me.”
“Understood,” Sivaha said as she grabbed two magazines from inside the guard’s coat. As soon as she seized them, she sprinted across the stone floor of the foyer. I noticed her feet were bare, and I saw her black high heels hanging off the strap of her newly acquired submachine gun.
I moved to my position, pressed the button to activate my helmet, and then hit the cloak button on my new armor. I saw the green digital camo print shift to a grayish-white, and then I seemed to blend into the wall. It didn’t do anything for my weapons, but it was smart enough to know that they weren’t the background, and I noticed that I could hold my pistols behind my back and the armor didn’t reveal them.
Ten yakuza guards ran into the room with their guns out. Two of the men held military looking auto shotguns, six carried submachine guns, and the other two just had pistols. The group split up to duck behind various pillars and furniture for cover, and then they advanced toward the wreckage of the limo.
One of the men moved past me without noticing, and I fought against a snarl. I thought he would keep moving to the column that was two meters to my right, but he stopped at a couch and kneeled down so that his back was within arm’s reach. The other men were circling around on the far side, and their positioning wasn’t quite good enough yet, so I waited for the perfect moment.
And the perfect moment came only a dozen seconds later.
Three of the men moved forward to poke their guns into the limo’s back seat. They let out a yell when they saw the carnage Sivaha and I had wrought, and then one shouted that Yuri was dead. The rest of the men looked shocked, and I decided to make my move.
I holstered my pistols and stepped to the man who had has his back to me. The claws of my right hand extended as I pulled my arm away and then swung my hand across the nape of his neck. My claws weren’t quite long enough to lop his head off, but the razor-sharp nails tore through his spine, and his body crumpled like a rag doll. He opened his mouth to scream, but I kicked the toe of my boot out quickly, and his skull caved.
No one noticed that I had just murdered the man, so I reached around to grab my shrapnel sprayer. As soon as I brought the terrifying weapon around my back, one of the men at the car noticed the movement, and he turned toward my shimmering image. It was too late though. I already had my finger on the trigger, and a blast of armor-piercing daggers tore through the air toward them.
The shrapnel sprayer I got from Kuroda was absolutely overkill. The weapon was meant to be used against unarmored opponents, like the yakuza thugs, but I was firing armor-piercing versions of the ammo. The blades from one more shot tore through a trio of men standing next to the limo like they were made of red colored fog, and the back half of the car separated from the front half and fell into eight separate pieces.
The other six men twisted around to aim their weapons at me, but Sivaha fired her submachine gun from her corner, and half of them went down.
That just left me the last three. A single shot from my shrapnel sprayer cut two of them to ribbons, but the last man ducked behind one of the stone pillars. I recalled what my armor piercing ammo had done to the limo, so I sent a shot into the stone where I thought the man was. The blades took a massive bite out of the column, and a second shot tore the man’s body into sashimi along with the rest of the pillar.
Sivaha’s submachine gun rolled again, but I couldn’t see her in the hallway. I guessed that she was firing on guards coming from the south hallway, but I heard shouts coming from the eastern hallway I stood next to, so I couldn’t move to assist her.
I leaned around the corner of the corridor and pointed my shotgun toward the voices. Four of the men ran around the corner some twenty meters away, so I pulled the trigger. The blades turned them into pieces of a bloody jigsaw puzzle and I flipped around the corner to shoot up at a pair of men who came up from the top of the mezzanine stairs. Even though they had gotten a bit of a jump on me, they didn’t have weretiger reflexes, and I was able to fire my weapon before they could sight in on me. The shrapnel removed the top halves of both their bodies and the lower stumps tumbled down the stairs like bloody dominos.
“Clear,” Sivaha said calmly from her position.
“Clear,” I replied as I circled around the perimeter toward her. I kept my weapon trained on the other entrances to the great room, but I didn’t hear any more shouting.
I turned the corner and saw Sivaha holding her submachine gun in her left hand as she examined her right arm. Her entire body was covered with the silvery-gray aegis armor, but the suit looked a bit different from Madalena’s and her crew. Sivaha’s was tighter around her body at the chest, but the metallic material was kind of in the shape of her high slit dress. Etches of feathers decorated the smooth surfaces of her arms, thighs, shins, and back, but the dress looked as if it was composed of interwoven heart shapes. Her fingers actually ended in sharp claws, and her helmet face seemed to be designed with feline aspects. The mouth part was open in a snarl, there were short ear lumps, and her eye holes possessed an iris shape.
“My aegis has changed,” she said with a bit of surprise.
“What do you mean?” I said as I turned my attention back to the foyer.
“It is Vaish now,” she said.
“I still don’t know what you mean,” I said as I twisted away from the foyer and moved down the hallway past her.
“I was Skyad, and my armor represented that clan. It had designs of the boar. Now I have feathers like the crow.”
“Your helmet looks like a cat’s head though,” I said as I leaned around the corner. I didn’t see anyone, so I sprinted ahead to the next turn.
“It does?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I said. “There is a mirror on the far wall. Take a look when we get there.
“I shall,” she said as she sprinted past me and stopped before the mirror. I heard more voices shouting from the direction we were heading, and I realized that the corner up ahead would be a better place to keep from getting flanked from behind.
“Let’s go,” I urged Sivaha, but she was absently touching her helmet’s face with her armored hand.
“Sivaha!” I growled, and she turned to me.
“Who are you?” she whispered through her helmet.
“Huh?” I asked.
“This shouldn’t--”
“Fucking move!” I growled at her as I nodded to the end of the hallway, and she sprinted up ahead of me without saying anything else.
I was right behind her, and she slid on her armored side toward the corner while I leaned around the corner over her. Our weapons fired in unison, and I marveled again at how our shots hammered into different Yakuza gunmen. It almost felt as if I was with Eve, since we consistently picked different targets, but the silver-haired Nordar woman was spraying her submachine gun with accuracy that paralleled Madalena.
There were eight more guards in the next room, but they hid behind a stone fountain wall that connected with the indoor pool. The wall was at least two meters of solid limestone, and it was decorated with a glass tile mosaic of some forgotten Japanese shogun. I hesitated for a moment when I realized our gunfight would probably destroy the work of art, but then I remembered taking the fall for Yuri.
I recalled all my time in prison, I remembered the agony of being experimented on. Finally, I recalled the feeling in my gut when Hanekawa told me that these fucks had not upheld their end of the deal.
If they had just kept paying the money like they had promised, then they wouldn’t have angered the tiger.
My shots cut through the mural like a chainsaw through old drywall. I didn’t know exactly where the men were, but I left no square centimeter of the wall free of spray, and I had emptied the contents of one cube magazine.
“How many more?” Sivaha asked as she dashed back to check the corner behind us.
“Sixty at least,” I said.
“Should we move out to the courtyard and find Bosu?”
“No,” I said. “There are snipers out there. We are heading to the garage. That is where he is heading.”
“To escape?” she asked as she let out a spray of bullets. There was a scream down the hallway, and then she fired again, and the scream was cut off abruptly.
“Maybe,” I said. “He’ll think about it, but if we trash all of his vehicles, that won’t be an option.”
“Clear back here,” she called out as I ran toward the shattered wall.
“Clear up here,” I replied as I turned the corner and saw the corpses.
“Toss me a few magazines, Husband,” Sivaha called out as she ran toward me, and I grabbed some off the closest corpse before tossing them into her running path. She snatched them out of the air without missing a beat and then slid on armored knees to the next corner.
Her weapon spat a staccato of lead and fire around the corner, and more men screamed. I rounded the corner as she ducked back to reload, and I peppered the edge of the far wall with my armor piercing shards. Again, I seemed to have read her mind, and a pair of yakuza men that had ducked back there for cover fell into the hallway in a sliced up heap.
“I like that weapon,” she said as she finished slamming the magazine into her weapon.
“I do too,” I said.
“You handle it well,” she purred at me.
“You are also a good shot,” I replied. “I’m impressed.”
“I am Nordar and queen,” she laughed. “I am an amazing shot.”
“I can’t argue with that,” I said as I dashed around the corner. Sivaha followed close behind me, but the next hallway was empty.
“The parking garage elevator is on the next right,” I said. “Cover me while I move up.”
“I will,” she replied, but I was already sprinting to the end of the hallway.
The next turn was a hard right, and I knew it was designed to allow the guards to defend the castle parking lot elevator easily. I didn’t know if there would be a group of men waiting for me on the other side, but I figured my shrapnel sprayer would liquidate anyone who was, so I held it around the corner and fired it blindly. There was a single scream, but no return fire, so I poked my helmeted head around and saw that there had been four men guarding at the end of the hallway turn before the elevator, but now they were spread across the floor and walls like spaghetti sauce.
Sivaha fired a few more shots behind me, and more assholes shouted with pain. Staring down the hallway toward the elevator made me realize this was somewhat of a bad plan. Yes, I needed to go down to the garage and make sure that Bosu didn’t have an easy escape route, but the elevator and garage were significant choke points. We might make it down there, destroy the cars, and then get shot full of holes in the elevator. I knew that aegis armor was powerful, but Madalena had still gotten injured in the shoulder when one of the Black Heart mercenaries used armor-piercing rounds. My new armor looked fancy, but I didn’t know how well it would stand up to sustained bullet fire.
“I’m going to head down the elevator to the garage,” I said. “Hold this position so they can’t come up behind us.”
“They are actually already behind us,” she said as she leaned out the corner and made a quick burst with her weapon. “They are coming from the direction of the hallway we just ran down.”
As Sivaha spoke, bullets sprayed from our left side and peppered the wall where she stood. I half expected her to jump out of the way, but she just calmly took a step back out of the spray of lead, and all of the bullets missed her.
“Alright,” I said. “I’ve got another idea. Hold here, and as soon as I shout out, you are going to sprint to the elevator.”
“Understood,” she said as she poked her shoulder out to where the men on the left could fire at her. They did shoot, and she slid out of the way as the bullets hit the wall again. I heard her return fire as I spun, and then there were more screams from the yakuza.
I darted down the ten-meter hallway and pressed the button to call the elevator. I expected the door to open immediately, but the indicator showed the car was coming up from the parking floor.
Shit. Either Bosu had already gone down there, or the elevator had been left on that level for reasons I couldn’t fathom.
I guessed it was the former.
The doors began to open a moment before I pulled the trigger on my shotgun. The shards tore through the metal doors as if they were made out of soft cheese, and the sound of men choking on their intestines filled the hallway as the door finished opening. There had been three of them in the elevator, and now they were in twelve pieces.
“Sivaha!” I shouted as I stepped into the bloody elevator.
The armor encased woman held her submachine gun around the corner and fired blindly. I was a bit surprised to hear someone scream, but the other side of the hallway returned fire. She sprinted toward me through another shower of bullets, but somehow they all missed her.
“This is a good first date,” she said as soon as the doors closed behind her.
“Glad you are having fun.” I couldn’t help but chuckle, and she let out a musical laugh when she reloaded her weapon.
“What is the plan if he is not down here?” she asked.
“We trash all the cars except for one, drive it out of the garage, plow it back into the house, and then go searching for him again.”
“Good,” she said as she reached down to grab a few more submachine gun magazines.
“Let me use my cloak again,” I said as the elevator stopped. “Stand to the side.”
She followed my instructions, and I pressed the button on the wrist of my suit. The camo pattern shifted again to match the blood splattered wall, and I took a deep breath to steady my nerves.
The doors peeled open, and four guards were waiting. They saw the dead bodies of their friends, they saw the blood splattered wall, and they saw the shrapnel sprayer and ammo belts floating in the air, but they didn’t seem to see the two-and-a-half meter tall cloaked tiger-man standing right infront of them.
The view gave them pause, which allowed me to squeeze the trigger of my weapon twice and turn them into minced Yakuza.
Then I saw a black sedan peel out of the parking garage.
“Fuck!” I growled as I killed my cloak and stepped out of the elevator. The parking structure was about fifty meters long and thirty meters wide. It was filled with a dozen expensive automobiles of various age, engine design, and paint color. Another eight hovercraft were located on the far side of the garage, and a fleet of sixteen motorcycles were packed in four neat rows in the corner.
Two more guards popped their arms up over the front portion of a sedan parked closest to the elevator. I was a bit distracted by what I guessed was Bosu escaping, but luckily the first fucker missed, and the other burst of submachine gun fire was laughed off by my armor.
Sivaha was at my side in an instant, and her submachine gun retort placed bullets through the face of one and the shoulder of the other. The one who took the bullet to the shoulder spun around to the ground, and Sivaha and I slid across the hood of the sedan so that we stood over him.
“Was that Bosu-Sama?” I asked the man as I pushed my shotgun into the wound on his shoulder.
“Fuck. You. Bake-- Ahhh!” His curse turned into a scream when I leaned on the grip of my weapon and pushed the barrel into his shoulder.
“I will handle this, Husband,” Sivaha said as she leaned down to the man.
“Fucking devil whore!” the man screeched as he tried to wiggle away from her.
“Shhhh,” Sivaha whispered as her helmet dripped away from her face. The claws slid away from the tips of her fingers, and her hands brushed across his chin. “Don’t be like that. We just started talking. Don’t you want to be nice to me? I’ll be nice to you. I’d love to be really nice to you.”
I actually saw the tension leave the man’s face, and the glare in his eyes softened.
“Yessss,” he sighed lovingly. “Whatever you want.”
“Did Bosu-sama leave in that car?” she asked.
“Yes,” he said with a nod.
“Where was he going?” she asked.
“I’m not sure,” he replied. “Probably to one of the safe houses.
“We have to catch him,” I said, but then I heard the elevator door beep and yanked my shotgun away from the man’s shoulder so I could paint the door with a few hundred armor piercing razor blades. Whoever decided to come down had made the worst decision of their life.
“We’ll take one of the cars,” I said as I sprinted over to the key fob box. I grabbed one of the keys, clicked on the alarm button, and turned around to see which one made the beep. It was a two-seater red convertible sports car that I remembered Bosu buying for Yuri on his twentieth birthday.
It was a fitting vehicle to chase the fucker down in.
“Ohhh,” Sivaha said as she pulled the trigger on her submachine gun and blew the brains out of the man she had just questioned. “I love red. May I drive, Husband?”
“Sure,” I said as I tossed her the key fob. Her hand shot out like a rattlesnake to catch it, and then we both jumped into the seats.
Sivaha seemed to know how to drive the thing, and she threw it into reverse half a second before the tires peeled out. Then we were shooting out of the parking garage like a bullet and speeding down the private driveway at what I guessed was a hundred and twenty kilometers an hour.
“The gate will be a problem!” she shouted as the wind whipped her long silver hair behind her.
“I’ll figure it out!” I shouted back as I stood on my seat and aimed my shrapnel sprayer toward the vermillion painted wood. The twin gates were starting to swing, so I figured that we were fifteen or twenty seconds behind Bosu’s car.
I sprayed the corners of the doors with my shrapnel and prayed that the razors would sever the door from the wall and stop it from swinging closed. Unfortunately, we were too far away for me to put the shots right where I needed, and they just sprayed the doors and stone wall.
“Faster!” I shouted as one of the guards leaned out of his stone booth to shoot at our speeding convertible. The glass windshield between Sivaha and I cracked with the bullet hole, and I twisted my shotgun sight around so that I could expel the rest of my magazine at him.
Then I slammed my ass into the seat a moment before Sivaha really put the fucking hammer down.
The little red sports car went from fast to insane almost instantly, and it felt like my stomach got left back in the garage. The engine was electric, but it still sounded like it was choking on itself as we arrowed toward the slowly closing gate.
For a good second, I thought we weren’t going to make it. I wasn’t too worried about our impact for myself since I was a weretiger who could heal through most wounds, but I didn’t know if Sivaha’s aegis would protect her from slamming face first into the gate. Fortunately, we managed to squeak out with only the rear part of the car getting clipped.
Unfortunately, the gate shot us right out into a narrow street, and it looked like we were about to plow off the road and into a thick brick wall of another estate.
“Shiiiitttttt!” I growled as Sivaha twisted the wheel hard to her right.
The sports car lost its grip with all four wheels and started to slide sideways with its rear end leading. The Nordar woman twisted her wheel back to the left with a quick jerk, and then the car’s front twisted to aim back at the wall before she twisted it back around. Somehow, the maneuver worked, and the convertible missed the wall by what felt like centimeters as it bent around the road.
“Is this the right way?” she shouted over the wind as she wiggled the wheel again to flick the car around a sharp turn.
“Yeah! It’s the only way to the major streets.” I reloaded my shrapnel sprayer as quickly as I could and then stuck my head out the side of the car in an attempt to spot our prey.
This part of the city was on a bit of a hill. It wasn’t exactly a mountain, but it was reserved for the elite of City Four, and the yakuza castle was at the top, some two hundred meters above the rest of the city. There was a break in the artificial tree line, and I was able to catch a glimpse of the sedan about halfway down the hill.
“Make this right!” I shouted as we reached a four-way intersection. Sivaha followed my instructions, and the car floated around the turn while she maintained a stomach-churning speed.
“Next left!” I yelled after she’d traveled past another turn. Sivaha had only been driving the car for thirty, maybe forty seconds, but each turn increased her confidence, and the tires didn’t even squeak when she took this turn.
“I see him!” she shouted after we made another turn and set on the relatively straight two-lane road that took us out of the wealthy area of City Four.
“We need to disable the car, kill all the fuckers guarding Bosu, and then get him alive.”
“Tell me what you want me to do,” she said.
“Just catch up and then keep it steady.” I jumped up to stand on my seat again and leaned forward on the windshield with my shotgun ready. I knew the car would be armored, and the tires would run without air, but I also knew that my shrapnel sprayer didn’t give a fuck about armor, or tires. It pretty much wanted to eat everything.
The sedan’s rear tires broke loose of the asphalt as it made a sharp right through an intersection. Traffic was light, but a trio of other cars skidded to a halt and squawked angry honks. Sivaha had to slow down to take the corner and weave through the stopped traffic, so when we pulled out of the turn, the sedan had put a bit of distance on us.
Then a bullet smacked into the back of my armor, and I slammed forward into the top of the windshield. The glass creaked beneath me, and the single bullet hole from the guard’s shot cracked across the entire length of the glass.
“Shit!” I growled as I spun around. A group of four motorcycle riders had turned a corner right behind us. The men all carried machine pistols slung over their chests, and the closest fucker cradled his weapon with his left hand.
The other three riders reached their left hands towards their weapons, and I knew we were about to have a problem.
Or maybe not. I did have a shotgun that could eat motorcycles.
I lifted my weapon’s sight to the first rider and sent a shower of razor blades at him. His helmet, suit, gun, and motorcycle came apart like one of those mechanic’s diagrams. Then the battery caught fire, sprayed goop all over the road, and covered another rider in flames when he plowed through it.
The other two riders swung around the flaming wreckage, but the dodge made them lose their grips on their weapons. The guy on fire didn’t seem to mind the flames covering his black motorcycle suit, and he managed to get his machine pistol up and pointed in my general direction.
But I just shot him with the shrapnel sprayer, and he turned into barbecued meat.
The other two riders slammed on the brakes of their bikes, but I had already aimed at them. They were too far apart to handle with one shot, so I used two. As soon as they became sliced up roadkill, another black sedan took a corner from an adjacent street, fishtailed, and then wiggled behind us. It was obviously a Yakuza vehicle, but a single shot from my weapon chopped up whoever was driving, and the car made a right turn into an office building.
“I fucking love this gun!” I growled as I turned back around to see how Sivaha was doing. We were closing the distance between Bosu’s sedan, but we still had about a hundred meters to go, and using my shrapnel sprayer would injure innocent people.
The sedan twisted around another corner and then plowed through a red light. They were lucky and didn’t get hit, but the cars skidded to a halt like a barrier, and Sivaha let out a moan of frustration when she had to slow, honk, and weave around them.
Now the sedan looked to be three hundred meters ahead of us.
“Husband, I can drive faster if you sit down!” she shouted, and I plopped my ass back in the seat. The glass of the windshield was half cracked now, but her side was relatively clear of obscurement.
We were already going pretty fucking fast, but Sivaha increased the speed as soon as I sat down, and she threaded the sports car through the traffic like a ballerina dancer spinning across the stage.
“He’s going to be heading to the freeway,” I said. “The on-ramp is two kilometers ahead.”
“I’ll catch him before,” she said as she twisted the car around a van. She cut the maneuver close enough to knock the side mirror off our vehicle, but we gained some distance on the sedan.
I glanced up to the sky to make sure no police drones were in the air above us. I didn’t see any, but I knew that we only had a few minutes before they were on to us.
Then shit would get really complicated.
The sedan got stuck behind two trucks, and Sivaha let off the acceleration a bit so that we wouldn’t fly past them. They ended up throwing their car on the shoulder of the road in an attempt to get by, and one of the trucks slowed down to let them pass safely.
The one truck that slowed down created a gap in the lanes Sivaha could split, and she pushed the small convertible through it nimbly.
Then we were right behind the sedan.
“Get us next to it!” I shouted as I stood up on my seat.
Sivaha shifted our car to the right so that she could try and come up next to the sedan, but the driver guessed our intent and swerved to keep his ass in our face. The silver-haired woman leaned her wheel left a bit to try the other side, but the sedan was ready and jerked that way to keep us from passing.
“I just need a shot at the wheels!” I shouted as I tried to aim at them. I knew about where the tires were, but I didn’t want to fuck up and accidentally kill Bosu with one of the armored blades. I needed to shred the wheels from the side.
“Hold on!” Sivaha shouted, and then she pulled left with a sudden jerk that probably would have sent me flying out of the convertible if she hadn’t warned me.
The sedan moved left to block us, but the movement had been a feint, and Sivaha twisted the wheel right as she punched on the acceleration. The convertible sprang forward next to the black car, and I punched a hundred pieces of armor-piercing shrapnel into the front right wheel.
The tire, wheel hub, and hood of the car seemed to disintegrate, and the sedan folded over on itself as the axle broke on the road. The car’s rear came up, and the momentum caused it to flip through the air like a toy. My heart caught in my throat as it spun, and I prayed that it wouldn’t land on its top and kill Bosu.
Not only did I need to know where to find my mother, but I wanted to kill him slowly with my claws.
The sedan did one flip and actually landed tire-side down. Then it bounced on its side, skidded across the road, and slammed into a light pole. The battery at the rear started to smoke, and I knew we only had a few minutes to get Bosu out before the thing was engulfed in flames.
Sivaha had already slammed on the brakes of the convertible, and we both jumped out before it had come to a complete stop. As I ran toward the sedan, I threw my shotgun back over my shoulder on its strap and reached for one of my pistols since I didn’t want to accidently put a piece of shrapnel through Bosu on accident.
The side door on the top of the sedan popped open, but Sivaha’s submachine gun bullets cut the top of the fucker’s head off before he could aim his weapon at us, and the man collapsed on the side.
I thought about jumping up to the top side of the car and then shooting down into the passengers, but that seemed dangerous, and I was a giant fucking weretiger. Instead, I just shoulder checked the sedan’s roof right where I guessed the driver sat, and the vehicle rolled off its side and collapsed on its remaining wheels.
I punched my left fist through the driver’s window, cut the man’s seatbelt off with my claws, grabbed his suit at the chest, and then ripped him out of the glass. He was trying to both fight me off and pull out his gun, but then I punched my pistol into his eye socket and put a bullet through his brain, as soon as I was sure it wasn’t Bosu.
Sivaha jumped on the roof of the sedan, sprinted two steps across the surface, and then flipped off the side as bullets tore through the metal behind her. She landed near the opened door where she’d killed the first man, and she spun around to fire into the back seat.
I yanked open the back door on my side, saw that Sivaha had somehow killed the man on my side but missed Bosu sitting in the middle seat, and then reached in to grab the gang lord. The old man had his gun out, but he was pointing it toward Sivaha and didn’t realize I was about to grab him from the other side.
My hand closed over his wrist, and I twisted inward to break his hand. Bosu let out a gasp of surprise when the limb snapped, but he screamed when I grabbed his neck and yanked him out of the seat.
“Let’s go,” I growled to Sivaha as I dragged the kicking man back to our convertible. “I want to take him somewhere private.”
“Of course,” she said, and then she sprinted back to the convertible and jumped in the driver’s seat.
There really wasn’t room for all three of us to sit, so I held Bosu outside of the car by his throat and he gasped around my choke when Sivaha began to drive. The old man’s legs were scraping against the street as we gained speed, and he frantically kicked his feet up in an attempt to hook them on the side of the convertible's door.
Sivaha didn’t bother slowing down so that the man wouldn’t get injured.
“Where would you like me to go?” she asked as her lips curled into a smile.
“How about the highway?” I asked, and Buso tried to scream.
“Sounds good,” she said as she angled the car toward the onramp.
Buso got one of his heels hooked over the side of the door, but that one slipped off as he kicked up his other leg, both of his knees slammed into the speeding asphalt, and I could feel his frantic screech try and escape up his esophagus.
“Don’t fucking move or I’ll put you outside again,” I growled to him as I yanked him up and then pulled him into the car so that his upper back rested on my lap. Tears of agony were coming out of his eyes, and he tried to nod.
We hit the freeway, and Sivaha pushed the convertible up to a hundred and eighty kilometers an hour. We blew past four off ramps, and then I gestured for her to get off at the next one.
It was the area where I had grown up, and I knew all the nooks and crannies of the buildings. Even if the cops tried to chase us with aerial drones, I knew plenty of places where we could hide.
“Left up here,” I told her when we hit an avenue lined with shitty apartments and dilapidated factories. “There is an old oil refining plant at the end of this road.”
“Understood,” she said as she turned, and a minute later we were parked under one of the massive metal tanks that had once held Ganymede’s oil exports.
I flung Bosu out of the car and then leapt out of my seat to stand next to him while he gasped. The once powerful lord seemed like a terrified child, and I wondered how I had ever respected him.
“Let’s talk about my mom,” I said as I crouched next to him.
“Your mom?” he gasped as he tried to massage his throat.
“Yes,” I said. “You took her so I’d have to do that mission for you.”
“Bakeneko?” he asked with confusion, and I realized he didn’t know I’d changed from a human into a weretiger. His terror made a bit of sense now since he might only have thought that a giant walking tiger-man had grabbed him.
“Yes,” I said. “This happened to me when I went to prison. They took me for medical experiments. Now, where is my mother?” I pulled out my pistol and rested the barrel against his chest.
“You’ll never find her,” he spat, and his eyes were suddenly fierce. I didn’t know if his fear before had been an act, or if he was no longer terrified because he knew who I was.
Either way, I was tired of fucking around with this asshole, and it was time for blood.
“Husband,” Sivaha said as she rested a hand on my shoulder. Her touch caused my bloodlust to relax a bit, and I turned up toward her beautiful face.
“What?” I growled.
“Will you allow me to use my talents?” she asked with a subservient nod.
“Yeah, fine.” I rose from my crouch and took a few steps away from them so that I could double check the sky for police drones.
Sivaha began to whisper to the yakuza boss, but I didn’t pay much attention to the words. My thoughts were filled with the time I had served with them, the tasks I had performed, and the transition into jail.
In some ways, I was grateful to Bosu-sama. He had given me a high paying job that covered Hanekawa’s medical bills when I couldn’t find employment elsewhere. I knew the work would be unsavory, but they had respected my wishes and only kept me on jobs that I felt were honorable. I didn’t really want to take the fall for Yuri, but they had promised they would always take care of my mother and sister, so I’d signed up.
This would have ended so much differently for Bosu if he’d just kept his side of the bargain and continued to pay for them to live. It wasn’t like he didn’t have the money to do it, he’d just lost his honor, and that was why the yakuza had started to slip.
And soon, they would be gone from Ganymede. All because they pissed off the wrong fucking weretiger.
“Husband,” Sivaha called to me, and I turned to walk back toward them.
“Is he ready to talk?” I asked.
“Yes,” she said as she stroked the man’s face. “You really want to help me, don’t you?”
“I do,” Bosu said. “You are so beautiful. The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. What do I have to do to make you mine?”
“Where is Bakeneko’s mother?” she asked.
“She is in a safehouse in the south side of the city,” he answered.
“What is the address?” Sivaha asked.
“1768 Florida Road,” he replied.
“I know where it is,” I said.
“How many guards will be protecting her?” Sivaha asked.
“I sent eight men to pick her up,” Bosu said. “Please, can we become lovers? I want nobody else but you. I have plenty of money and a castle.”
“Do you have your phone on you?” I asked him as I realized that Sivaha’s control over the man was probably powerful enough to get him to have his goons bring her here.
“No,” he said as he turned his dreamy eyes to me. “We left in a hurry. You were coming to kill me.”
“We’ll have to go to them,” Sivaha said. “Is there anything else you wanted to ask?”
“Yeah,” I said, “but can you turn off what you are doing to him? I want to ask him while he isn’t obsessed with you.”
“Understood,” she said, and the drunken expression slid from the man’s face. He blinked a few times as if he had just woken up and then his jaw clenched.
“Why did you stop paying for my mom and sister?” I growled.
“We needed the extra money to fight against the Triads and--”
“Bullshit,” I interrupted him. “Their payments were a drop in the bucket compared to what you make.”
“Yuri asked me to,” Bosu said with a sigh. “Perhaps I spoiled my son.”
“Well, he’s fucking dead, so maybe you should have told him that honor was more important than making his spoiled ass happy.”
“Yes,” he said as he bowed his head. “I have made many mistakes, but can you forgive an old man who once took you under his wing?”
“No,” I said, and then I raised my pistol and sent a bullet through his heart.
Sivaha and I stood in silence for fifteen, maybe twenty seconds while I stared at Bosu’s dead body. I half expected her to say something, but she must have felt my conflicting emotions and all she did was nod at me when I turned to face her.
“Let’s go,” I said. “We have eight more fuckers to kill before we can get my mother, and then we are going home.”
“Home?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.
“Yeah,” I replied. “Nordar - 13. Where I am king.”









Chapter 9
The safehouse was on the other side of town, and that presented us with a problem. It would take us thirty minutes to get there, and there was no way I could hold my shift that long. Even though I wasn’t feeling the beast threatening to take over my mind like I normally did, I could still feel the monster patrolling in my subconscious like a greedy vulture.
Kuroda had given me some advice about controlling my tiger nature, but I still didn’t feel as if I understood what he wanted me to do. His words seemed to be part Zen philosophy, part violence, and part misogyny. I felt as if I was doing a better job of focusing my aggression, but I was still in the company of one of my women, and I had asked her to help me with this mission. Was asking Sivaha for help making me less powerful?
I didn’t know the answer, and I kind of wished Kuroda was here so that I could ask him.
But then again, Sivaha had proved to be an amazing partner for this.
Before we left, we raised the roof of the convertible so that I’d draw less attention. Then we had checked and evaluated the ammunition for our weapons and driven away. She gave me sideways glances as we drove out of the oil refining plant and took to the freeways, but the beautiful Nordar woman didn’t speak.
Sivaha didn’t need to speak though. I could feel her emotions so I guessed what was on her mind.
“What’s worrying you?” I asked after we hit the freeway.
“How long can you stay like that?” she asked.
“Thirty minutes,” I growled, and I noticed my words were still coming out of my mouth clearly.
“It must be reaching that time. You feel angrier.”
“I might have to shift back before we get there,” I said.
“Doesn’t that make you sleep?” she asked.
“Yeah.”
“I can kill these men for you while you sleep in the car,” she said.
“No,” I growled. “I’ll figure something out.”
“What are the options?” she asked.
“I will try to hold this form,” I said.
“But if you can’t?”
“Then I will shift back into my human shape and then kill these men,” I replied.
“But what if you have to sleep?”
“I needed to sleep after my last shift, but instead I commanded Persephone against the Black Heart squadron.”
“Ahh,” she said with a nod. “That is a fair point.”
“I feel as if you have another idea,” I growled as I fought against the rise of anger.
“One idea is that I kill the men while you rest, save your mother, and then drive you both back to the airport.”
“What is your other idea?” I asked.
“We get a hotel somewhere,” she purred.
“It will take too much time,” I said. “It’s fine, I can change back into my human form and still kill these fuckers. When I started on my rite, I killed a few uinu-bairs and then walked for another day before finally sleeping.”
“Ahh, those are the massive furry creatures on Nordar - 13 - a?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I replied. “I’m guessing that you don’t have those in your home system worlds?”
“No,” she replied. “We have other creatures for the rites of passage. If you are going to fight as a human, perhaps you should change now?”
“Yeah,” I said. I had thought about holding out for as long as I could in my tiger-man form, but Sivaha was right. It would just make it harder for me to recover.
I forced myself to relax in the convertible’s chair and turned my mind to the ocean. My human form came to me surprisingly easily, but exhaustion hit me almost immediately afterward.
“Your fur retreats in through your skin, and your teeth turn into a human’s,” she said.
“Yeah,” I replied.
“When you shift into the tiger-man, your human teeth fall out. Does it hurt?”
“When my teeth fall out?” I asked.
“When you change from human to tiger,” Sivaha clarified.
“Yeah, most of the time.”
“Most of the time? How about when you change back into the human form?”
“That sometimes hurts, but most of the time it doesn’t.”
“Hmmm,” she said, and I felt her emotions twist.
“What?” I asked.
“You worry about what the scientist said.”
“How do you know what went on with Yu and me?” I asked, and I finally opened my eyes to look at her.
“I ferret out secrets,” she admitted. “I might know more of what is happening on your ship than you do.”
“I doubt that,” I said. “Unless you are using your powers on the other crew members.”
“I am not,” Sivaha said.
“Good,” I replied. “Don’t, or I’ll--”
“Husband, we were getting along so well. Should we pause our conversation until there are more of your enemies to murder? I do not wish to make you angry.”
“No,” I said. “Sorry. Go ahead. Tell me what you were thinking. I want your opinion.”
“You worry that you are not human,” she said with a shrug.
“Yeah. I don’t believe it.”
“Yet you lose your human teeth, and you never lose your fur.”
Sivaha’s words hammered into my chest like a sledgehammer, and I had to force myself to breathe for a few moments. Fuck. She was right. Had the answer been there the whole time? Why would I lose my human teeth? Why would my tiger fangs change into human teeth? Why didn’t I lose my fur when I changed? Maybe the evidence wasn’t conclusive, but she had made an excellent observation.
“You are shocked by my words,” she said after I was silent for a minute.
“Yeah,” I said as I turned my head to stare out the passenger window. City Four had some three million people in it, and the endless rows of apartment buildings dotted the landscape like blades of gray grass.
“Why?” she asked.
“I always thought I was human,” I admitted.
“Do you want to be human?” she asked.
“What does that even mean?” I asked as I turned to her. “To be human?”
“Exactly.” She smirked at me. “In my eyes, you were already more than human.”
“I guess it doesn’t matter,” I said.
“Do you want to be one of these people?” she asked as she gestured to the endless apartment buildings. “They have no control over their life. They struggle every day for their bread and water. You are king and I am queen. We are better than them.”
“No, we aren’t,” I said. “I was one of them. We drove by where I used to live. I wasn’t born a princess. I didn’t murder my own siblings and father to become the ruler, I didn’t--”
“But you killed your wife’s father, and you killed my previous husband. You and I are not so different. You can think you are one of the rabble, but you aren’t. We just killed fifty or so of them without much issue. Now we will kill eight more. Then we will return to your empire, and you will unite the rest of the Nordar clans under you. In the next few months, you will become the most powerful man to have ever existed, just as Odin wants. It doesn’t matter if you aren’t human, you might as well not be for how elevated you are over them.” Sivaha nodded out of the window again.
“Now you are on that Odin kick too?” I sighed.
“Yes,” she said. “I knew it when I saw my aegis. You do not need to complete the rite. You are already King of the Nordar, and I apologize for having doubted you.” Sivaha turned away from the road so she could look at me, and I felt a flurry of her emotions slam into me. She was grateful, happy, proud, and most of all, she was in love with me.
“I don’t have to do the rite? What about your aegis makes you think that?”
“It is two separate pieces,” she said as she turned her eyes back to the road. “I will discuss more with Madalena when I return, but I believe I am correct. First piece is that my armor has changed to that of the crow.”
“Is that because you joined our clan? How does the armor know how to do that?”
“It is because I am submitted to you, yes. However, you have not finished your rite, so your title should only be in name and not actually apply to the magic our people share.”
“But your armor did change,” I said.
“Yes, so the aegis recognizes you as the King of the Vaish. The rite will be unnecessary, but the second point is more important.”
“Go ahead,” I said after she had paused for a few moments.
“The aegis is changing. My helmet looks like a snow leopard or a tiger.”
“And that isn’t supposed to happen?” I asked.
“It happened once when the Nordar split into the clans some thousand years ago. It means Madalena is right, and you were sent by Odin to unite our people against the Draugr. The armor will continue to change and become an image of your soul, and a new clan will evolve.”
“Are you sure?” I asked hesitantly.
“Yes,” she said with confidence. “As I said, I will discuss with Madalena, but she has been of that mind since I first met you, so she will agree with me.”
“Well,” I said with a laugh. “I guess it’s good I don’t have to do the rite. Hanging from a tree for nine days doesn’t sound like a good time.”
“No,” she said. “It would be a waste of your time. I have no doubt in my mind you would survive, but nine days is too long for you to spend on a task that isn’t uniting our people.”
“Now you sound like Madalena, about the uniting our clans part. She still wants me to do the rite.”
“She will not after I show her my aegis,” Sivaha said. “Hers might have already changed and she might not have noticed.” The silver-haired woman looked over at me and then down at my armor. “You will need an aegis now. It will be more powerful armor than any man-made suit.”
“I’ll ask Madalena if she has a spare when we get back.”
“She is holding her father’s for you,” Sivaha said. “I have already spoken to her about it.”
“Ahh, okay,” I said. “I’m surprised you two hit it off so well. You didn’t seem to like--”
“She is the Prime Valkyrie,” Sivaha interrupted me. “The most powerful woman in all of the clans. Kings and queens show her respect. Odin and Frigg bless her life. When we first met, I could not understand why she submitted to you. Sure, you are handsome and muscular, but you were not Nordar. I was wrong, and had I known then what I know now, I would have kneeled before you and submitted immediately.”
I didn’t know how to respond to her words, but they made me feel better for some reason. There had been a part of me that disliked forcing her to submit to me, but her admission meant that weight was off my shoulders, and I was surprised at how heavy it had weighed on my soul.
“My words have made you happy.” She could have asked it as a question, but she said it as a statement since she knew my emotions.
“Why didn’t you try out to be a Valkyrie?” I asked to change the subject. “You’re a hell of a shot, and you move through combat just like I’ve seen Lux, Nikki, and Calisto.”
“Hmmm,” she purred, and her lips formed the Cheshire Cat smile. “I thought about it, but I love sex too much.”
I laughed, she joined in with me. The laughter pushed away a bit of my exhaustion, but I still felt like I wanted to sleep.
“Take this next off-ramp,” I said right before the navigation system beeped for us to make the turn.
The ramp took us off the freeway and into an idealistic suburban landscape. The homes were still tightly pushed together, but they had lawns, fences, garages, and most had backyards filled with swing sets. It was an unlikely place for a Yakuza safe house, but that was probably the reason why the safe house was here.
“This was the kind of home I wanted to own one day,” I said as I looked at the homes we drove by.
“Why?” she asked.
“My mother, sister, and I lived in a tiny apartment,” I said. “This seemed like luxury.”
“Now you could own this moon if you wished.”
“Yeah,” I said as my mind thought about coming back here with my armada. The Jupiter Navy might decide to fight me, but I’d bring more than a hundred times their ships, so they would probably just surrender.
I thought about the laws I could change here to make things easier on the middle class. I thought about getting rid of the Triads and other gangs. I thought about opening up trade between the Nordar clans. Jupiter’s moons were managed by an ass-backward and slightly corrupt congress. I guessed that having a single benevolent ruler would probably make things a lot better.
Or maybe I was listening to Sivaha too much, and my ego was just getting to me.
“The house should be up here on the right,” I said after the car’s navigation system had told us to make a few more burrowing turns into suburbia.
“The one with the cream fence?” she asked.
“Yep,” I said, and we both did our best to look at it out of the corner of our eye as we drove past.
A single black sedan sat in the driveway of the nice looking craftsman style home. There was a big window on the face, but the curtains were drawn, and I could see a bulky shadow pacing against a lamp.
“It’s going to get dark soon,” I said as I leaned against the window and looked up at the distant dome lights.
“How long?” Sivaha asked.
“Hour and a half, maybe two,” I replied.
“Do you wish to wait?” she asked.
“Let me think about it,” I said. “Can you drive around the corner and try to get to the street behind? I’m thinking we should climb the fence of that house and then enter through the backyard instead of going through the front.”
“I will drive there,” she said as she ran her fingers over the navigation screen so that the images of the homes were zoomed in more.
Sivaha did a circle around the neighborhood, and I hissed with annoyance. There were plenty of kids playing in the streets, and people driving or walking home from work. This looked like the worst possible time to try and infiltrate the house, and I started to wonder if her hotel idea had real merit.
“What would you like to do, Husband?” she asked me after we completed a loop.
“Let me think for a minute,” I said, but my temples were starting to ache, and I had to fight to keep my eyelids opened. I needed to get out and move, or I’d pass out in the next ten minutes.
“The rabble is looking at our car,” Sivaha said as we drove past a man gawking at the convertible. This car seems glamorous, but broken windshield looks suspicious, and when they looked inside, they would see a man and woman wearing armor.
“Drive by the house again,” I ordered. The silver-haired woman was right. We couldn’t keep driving around, but then again, we couldn’t just park and walk to either the front or back door easily wearing armor. I thought about going to a hotel to try and plan this better, but then I recalled Kuroda’s words about me being Tiger and not trying to be Dragon. I could easily come up with a plan that involved attacking, but I was trying to play it safe and be defensive.
That wasn’t Tiger’s way.
“Drive through the front wall where the window is,” I said as I hit the button to expand my helmet. “We’ll just kill them all, grab my mother, and take their car before the police show up.”
“Understood,” Sivaha said with a husky voice, and then she pushed down on the accelerator, sped up the street a hundred meters, and made a sharp right-hand turn.
The red sports car jumped the curb, caught a half meter of air, and then slammed into the front wall of the home like a wrecking ball. It was the second car we’d driven through a building today, but I had to admit that I really liked smashing Yakuza property.
The man standing at the window felt the impact of the car, but he didn’t get out more than a surprised gasp before the vehicle hit him. I heard other shouts in the house, but I had to throw open my door and step out because the impact totally destroyed the front windshield, and I wasn’t able to see anything going on inside.
I had my left pistol drawn, and I flicked it to the side toward a Yakuza goon coming at me from the kitchen. He was in mid-reach for his shotgun, but my bullet hit him in the lower jaw first, and an explosion of teeth and blood sprayed across the room behind him.
“Aim low!” I shouted as I remembered that my mother was in the house somewhere and there were innocent families all around us.
Sivaha didn’t answer me, but I saw her spray her submachine gun at the knees of a yakuza standing up from the couch next to us. Her bullets tore holes into his legs, and he fell back before she jumped on the armrest and put one down into the top of his skull.
There was a hallway to our right, and I ducked around the crumpled hood of our sports car in an attempt to see down the length. Two fuckers were at the end of the hallway, and I ducked back down when they fired.
“Two at the back!” I shouted to Sivaha as I leaned out again and squeezed the trigger of my pistol. I tried to aim for their legs, but the men were only leaning their shoulders around the corner, so I had to guess at where their knees were and put a bullet there. I didn’t hear a scream when I shot, so I figured that I’d missed.
Sivaha turned to our left and then rolled back off the couch a moment before bullets sprayed the ruined wall. The shots had come from the kitchen, but I couldn’t quite see the yakuza’s position, so I sprinted left into the family room and pulled my right pistol out of its holster.
Two men had been posted in the backyard, and they ran into the kitchen as soon as they had heard the car plow through the front of the house. They both saw me dash across the family room, but their pistols had been pointed at Sivaha, and they were too slow to target me. Both my pistols barked in unison, and the two men slammed against the fridge when the bullets hit them. I’d shot them center mass, so I put another round into each of them to ensure that they were dead. Then I moved to the backyard so I could check for any more guards.
“Clear in the yard!” I shouted back over the sound of the two men exchanging gunfire with Sivaha.
“They are dug in,” she said calmly when I returned to the ruined car. “We can’t risk really shooting at them because we might hit your mother.”
“Yeah,” I said as I leaned out into the hallway and tried to get a shot off at their legs.
My shot went wide, but one of the gunmen’s shots didn’t and a bullet hit me in the shoulder. It knocked my torso around, and Sivaha let out a gasp, but my new armor didn’t even show a scuff mark where the bullet had hit.
“Hmm,” I said as I looked at my shoulder.
“That is never a good strategy,” Sivaha laughed as she guessed what I was planning.
“You’re right,” I said as I looked at the drywall of the front room. “But this is.”
Before Sivaha could talk me out of it, I sprinted toward the wall on the side of the hallway. I wasn’t in my tiger-man form, but I was still a much larger than average Marine wearing an armored suit. I’d easily smash through the drywall, and I’d probably break through a stud or two.
Or so I hoped.
My left shoulder hit the wall and tore through it. I did find a stud, but it snapped against my mass and ripped out of the wall as I broke through the other side. My armor again took all of the impact, and I sprinted across the empty bedroom parallel to the hallway so I could smash through the other wall.
I got lucky with this one and plowed through the drywall in between two studs. There was an asshole in this room, but he was standing at the doorway leading out to the hall. My bullets ripped through his back before he could turn around, and I spun around the room to make sure there was no one behind me.
Then I saw my mother.
She was wearing black pants, a frilly white shirt, and a suit jacket. She was laying on the bed with her eyes closed, and they hadn’t opened with all the commotion.
She was either dead, or she’d been drugged.
I forced my thoughts away from the first option and focused on killing the rest of the men in the house. We’d taken out six so far, so the two at the end of the hallway should be the last. They had stopped firing though, and I turned away from my mother’s body so I could try and hear them. My senses were enhanced, even when I wasn’t in my tiger-man form, but I also had my helmet up, and the prevailing sound was the beat of my heart and draw of my breath.
The door to the room slowly began to open, I could sense Sivaha was still in position at the mouth of the hallway, so I knew it wasn’t her opening the door. I aimed low with both my pistols and fluttered the trigger to send a cutting wave of bullets through the bottom part of the wood. My efforts were rewarded with a scream, and then a few seconds later I heard a wheezing gasp, so I guessed that another one of my bullets had caught him in the throat.
A spray of bullets tore through the wall in the direction of where I guessed the last goon was, and I spun around with my arms out in an attempt to protect my mother. A bullet did hit me on the back right shoulder, but it did nothing more than make me stumble forward a few steps.
I felt Sivaha dash down the hallway once the man started firing at me, her presence reached where the sounds of the gunfire originated, and then I heard the Nordar woman’s gun spit an angry retort.
“Clear!” she shouted.
“I’m clear here,” I said as I pressed the button to retract my helmet.
“Is she injured?” Sivaha opened the door to my room as I lay down to listen at my mother’s chest.
“Heart is beating,” I said. “Just drugged. Search the bodies for the--”
“I have it,” she said as she dangled the key fob in the claws of her armor. “I’ll grab your shotgun from the red car and then drive the black one.”
“Thanks,” I said as I picked my mother up and made a rapid walk through the warzone. Sivaha grabbed the back door to the sedan for me, and she shut the door as soon as I sat down with my mother.
Then we were peeling out of the driveway and hauling ass down the street toward the freeway.
“She looks like you,” Sivaha said, and I looked up to see that her helmet had melted away from her face.
“She is my mom,” I chuckled as I glanced back down.
Sivaha jumped on the freeway and then dodged through a bit of traffic before easing back on the acceleration so that she fit in with the flow. I was about to tell her how to get to the spaceport, but she took the correct exchange road, and then we were heading the correct direction.
“You remember where to go?” I asked.
“I have a good memory,” she replied, and her brown eyes glanced up from the road to stare at me again. I held her gaze in the mirror for a few moments, and then she looked away so she could focus on the road.
“I’ll feel a lot better once we are on Persephone,” I said to keep the tension from growing between us.
“You killed the man who betrayed your trust, and you let him know you murdered his son before you killed him. It was a fitting punishment for those who cross you. Today was a good day.”
“It will be a great day once we get back,” I replied as I tried to think of how I would get my mother through the spaceport security if she didn’t wake up in the next twenty minutes.
“Hmmm,” she shrugged, and her eyes darted back to look at me. “I can think of a few things that could make it better.”
“I bet you can,” I chuckled.
“Care to guess?” she asked.
“I can only imagine,” I said.
“Then imagine for me, Husband.”
I could feel her desire. It practically burned through her seat and singed my skin.
“How about we do the dinner you wanted when we get back?” I asked to deflect her question a bit.
“How about we do the dinner I wanted, and then we fuck each other all night like you want?” she asked, and her brown eyes reflected off the mirror-like twin lasers.
“I want that?” I laughed.
“We feel each other’s emotions,” she said. “I know exactly what you want, and you know what I want.”
“Let’s start with dinner,” I said.
“Did I not serve you well today, Husband?”
“You did,” I said. “Very well.”
“Do you not desire me?”
I took a long breath and stared into her eyes again. I knew what I was going to say, and she knew what I was going to say. I just needed to say it.
“Yes,” I admitted as my heart slammed in my chest. “I want you. You’ve impressed me today, and I--”
“Fuck,” she growled in anger, and I saw her eyes narrow.
“Not quite the reaction I expected,” I laughed, but then I felt her annoyance flow into me, and I turned around to see the flashing lights of police squad cars.
“Fuck is right,” I sighed.









Chapter 10
“I see four police cars,” I said as I leaned my face into the tinted rear window and looked up at the sky. “I don’t see any drones, but I can only see out the rear. Do you see any in front of us?”
“No,” she answered as she leaned forward. “How far are we from the Space Port?”
“Ten minutes,” I said as I turned back to the police cars. They had all finished filtering through the traffic and were in position right behind us.
“Your shotgun will end their pursuit,” Sivaha said.
“Killing cops tends to be frowned upon,” I replied.
“All who stand in your way should pay the price,” she said. “I will use the shotgun if you do not wish to do the deed. I have no problem killing for you.”
“Look,” I said. “These aren’t bad guys. They are just people making an honest living to pay for their families. They are probably following us because they got a call about the shootout at the home, or maybe the license plate got reported as stolen. We should--”
As I spoke, a drum roll of bullets cascaded over the rear window. The glass was armored, so it didn’t break, but I saw small cracks form on the outside surface.
“Do police officers on Ganymede shoot criminals before trying to apprehend them?” Sivaha asked.
“Nope,” I replied. “Pass me the shrapnel sprayer.”
Sivaha gave me the weapon, and I popped out the magazine to check the ammo. It was half-full, and I had two more cubes on me. It would be more than enough to take care of the four cars, but I thought through the repercussions of my actions one more time.
These could have been good cops that had been told we were dangerous and needed to be taken out, but I doubted it when I saw a woman with long black hair and a tattooed neck lean out of the window and aim a heavy looking rifle at our car. Ganymede police had a “no visible tattoos” policy, and female officers were always required to have their hair in a tight bun.
She was either Yakuza, Triad, or a mercenary hired by one of the other gangs to clean up the mess I’d made. It didn’t really matter who she was or why she was trying to shoot us, all that mattered was that I needed to unite the clans and rally a defense against the Draugr or everyone in the galaxy would die.
Sivaha was right, anyone who got in my way needed to pay the price.
The woman shouldered her rifle as I rolled my window down, and she set her sights on the rear tire when I fired my shrapnel sprayer. She got her shot off first, but Sivaha had already begun to sway our sedan, and her movements got more chaotic as soon as the woman in the police car started to take careful aim again. Our tire didn’t blow, but the woman took careful aim again.
I didn’t really need to poke my torso out of the car. I just grabbed the handle of the shotgun as firmly as I could, angled my arm out of the window toward the car she hung out of, and squeezed the trigger. My blades sprayed her body across the side of the car like I’d thrown a bucket of red paint out my window and onto them, and then the front tire flew off the axle.
Then the right side of the police car crumpled, and the thing exploded.
The blast was probably caused by a hydrogen engine mixing with the heat of the battery my shot had destroyed. One of the other police cars skidded to a halt so that it wouldn’t plow into the flames, but the other two cars dodged to the side and continued their pursuit.
That was a fucking big mistake on their part.
My shotgun barked again, and the next closest car nose planted when its front suddenly became more liquid than solid. This one didn’t explode, but it flipped over like Bosu’s had, and the vehicle slid across the road on a crumpled roof.
The third car slammed on its brakes, and Sivaha quickly put a few hundred meters between us.
“We are going to have a problem if everyone else isn’t back on Persephone when we get there,” I said as I reloaded the shotgun.
“I was just thinking that,” she said. “We will need to leave in a hurry.”
“I doubt these people are cops,” I said as I glanced back at the two squad cars in the distance. “But people are still going to see us shooting at each other, and they will call the real police. They will get camera drones in the air, and they might shut down the spaceport…” An idea hit me, and I spun it around in my brain for a few moments.
“You have a new plan?” she guessed.
“Yeah,” I said. “There is a security wall around the harbor landing zones, but there are two gates we can drive through. If we can get through the gates, it will be a straight shot right to Persephone. We can park right at her landing gear and then climb the service stairs to her gate.”
“Will there be guards at these gates?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I said, “but there might not be too many, and this car is armored. We can just push through, get to Persephone, run up the stairs, get inside, and then blast off.”
“Tell me where to go, Husband. I will follow your will.” Sivaha’s voice sounded excited, as if she was about to play a fun game instead of playing cat and mouse with a city’s police force.
I just hoped that Eve, Zea, Madalena, Paula, and Kasta were already on Persephone, or things would get way harder.
“The two police cars are moving closer,” Sivaha warned, and I turned around to see them splitting lanes so they could try and come up alongside us.
Their tactic didn’t make much sense since they had seen what my shotgun had done, but then I saw a man poke his torso out of his window and point a large chrome rifle at us.
“Plasma rifle!” I shouted as my heart jumped in my chest.
“I see it!” Sivaha yelled, and she tugged hard on her steering wheel an instant before the man let loose with his shots.
The yellow balls of energy streaked toward us like angry hummingbirds, but Sivaha had twisted us into the right shoulder lane, slammed on the brakes, and then yanked hard left on her wheel. It meant that the plasma fire passed right in front of us, and we were cutting across the lanes like a drunk man trying to veer toward a hallway bathroom.
I rolled down the window on the other door and tried to get my shotgun out, but the man fired his plasma rifle again, and Sivaha had to scrape the sedan against the leftmost freeway divider to keep us from getting fried. She punched on the accelerator, and we continued to scrape along the wall until we came out around the other side of a large shipping truck.
Then the truck turned into a ball of plasma fire.
“Definitely not the police,” I growled as I shifted back to the right window.
I finally got my shotgun out the window, but the cars following us drifted back to the left side. They realized my gun was a problem, and could just shift to the opposite side and fall back until I didn’t have a good shot.
Meanwhile, their plasma rifle had an effective five-hundred-meter range.
Sivaha seemed to understand my worry, and I felt her add even more speed onto our sedan. The other two cars soon fell back, but then I saw pinpricks of light.
“They are--” I started to shout, but Sivaha was already swerving, and the plasma fire turned the left side of the road into a lava pit.
“Fuck these assholes,” I growled. “We need to lose them or kill them.”
“I would prefer to kill them,” Sivaha quipped.
“Me too.” I realized that I wasn’t tired anymore. It felt as if I had rested, and I wondered if the adrenaline was keeping my exhaustion at bay.
“The plasma rifle is a problem,” she said.
“No shit,” I replied. “I need to get in closer to use my weapon, but they can keep us at bay with it.
“I can turn the car around and drive at them,” she said calmly, and her eyes drifted up into the rearview mirror to stare at me.
“That sounds fucking crazy,” I said. “Do it.”
“Yes, Husband.” She grinned and then slammed on the brakes as she twisted the wheel.
The sedan’s wheels screeched out an ear-piercing scream, but the car twisted around without flipping over. There were a few other cars on the freeway, but they had all seen the explosions and were either trying to get off or speed away.
As soon as Sivaha had the nose of the sedan facing the attacking cars, she pressed on the acceleration again, and we raced down the asphalt toward them. The man with the plasma rifle was on the leftmost vehicle, leaning out of the left side, so Sivaha kept our trajectory more towards our right so he would have problems lining up a shot.
That still didn’t change the fact that we were playing chicken against a plasma rifle.
The man fired, and Sivaha leaned on the wheel a bit so that the globs of energy flew by. She was now splitting the line between the two charging cars, and her helmet dripped back over her face.
I pressed the button for my own helmet, but I knew my mom would die if we actually did plow into these fuckers.
I moved to the left window, punched my shotgun out, and prayed that they would break and turn their cars away.
Since I knew that Sivaha wouldn’t.
She wouldn’t kneel or bow to anyone but me. She’d smash this car right up their assholes, even if it meant that we could all die. She was arrogant, stubborn, manipulative, pretentious, and bigoted.
But Sivaha also loved me and was committed to me. I could feel her excited joy as she drove the car right at our enemies, and knew that she didn’t care if she died, she just wanted me to love and respect her like she loved and respected me.
The three cars sped toward each other, and no one broke.
Five hundred meters.
Four hundred meters.
Three hundred meters and the fucker with the plasma rifle shot a blast that missed our tail by a handful of centimeters.
Two hundred meters.
One hundred meters.
The two cars swerved to the side suddenly, and my shrapnel sprayer sang its deadly song. The blades cleaved through the car the rifleman rode in, and it lifted off the road as if a giant had punted it.
Sivaha slammed on the brakes and twisted the wheel hard to her left. The motion threw me back against the seat, and I reached an arm out to steady my mother’s body. The drugs they gave her must have been really powerful because she’d always been a light sleeper.
“Last one,” Sivaha growled as the sedan fishtailed and then whipped behind the remaining police car.
We were now the hunters, and the other car knew that it was now our prey.
The siren lights turned off, and the squad car aggressively began to dodge through traffic. Sivaha danced our car behind it like a smart missile, and we soon closed the distance.
“Can you get a shot from here?” she asked as she twisted our sedan around a school bus.
“Get closer,” I ordered, and she pushed our car so that the bumpers were almost touching.
“How is that?” she asked.
“Get ready to dodge them,” I said as I leaned out the window and fired my shotgun at where I thought the driver would be sitting. The blade punched through the metal of the police car, and it swerved to the side before slamming into the center divider of the road.
Then it turned into a fireball, and I guessed that my shot had hit the engine and battery compartment.
“Excellent shot, Husband,” Sivaha said as I settled back into the seat next to my mom and retracted my helmet.
“Thanks,” I replied. “Great driving. The spaceport is three exits away, but I want you to get off at the one right after this so we can take the side roads to the other entrances.”
“Understood,” she said as she shifted the car over a few lanes.
We passed the first off-ramp, and then she flew down the second as I glanced behind us for more pursuers. I had no doubt in my mind that the police had been called now, and I knew it would only be a matter of time before they found us. We needed to get back on Persephone and get the fuck out of here.
“Follow this road to the right,” I said. “There should be signs for the shipping yard.”
Sivaha nodded and then drove the car where I expected. It took us another five minutes, but we soon reached the high chain-link wall that ran the entire perimeter of the massive airfield, and I directed her toward the guard gate.
“Should we run it?” she asked as she slowed the car down at the turn. A simple bar emerged from the guard booth to cover the entrance, and a row of spikes protected the other side from entry. I figured the tires on our car were run flats, but bypassing the booth would bring down more heat.
I glanced back out the rear window for drones or pursuing police. I still didn’t see anything, so I turned back to Sivaha.
“Can you sweet talk us through the gate?” I asked.
“Yes,” she purred as she drove toward the gate.
There was a single van in the line ahead of us, but it was ushered through before we got in line, and Sivaha rolled down her window as soon as she pulled up to the gate. Her armor had begun to melt away from her body, and it was completely gone by the time the young man finished glancing at the damage on the side of our car.
“What do you--” he started to ask, but then he got a good look at Sivaha, and his eyes grew wide.
“Hello,” she said as she reached her left hand out.
“Uhhh, hi,” he gasped as she wiggled her fingers in front of him.
“Well, don’t be shy, handsome. Touch my hand. It is nice to meet you.”
“Thank you.” He held Sivaha’s hand and his face turned red.
“No, thank you,” she purred. “You are doing such a great job guarding the gate here. How long have you worked here?”
“Uhhh, for ummm.” The young man might have been nineteen, and he swallowed hard as he fumbled for an answer. “A half a year? I think it’s been half a year. Ma’am.”
The windows on the back doors of the sedan were rolled up, but my sensitive ears picked up the howl of a distant siren through Sivaha’s open window, and my heart started to hammer in my chest. I knew she needed a bit of time to work her ability, I couldn’t help the feeling of frustration.
“Ma’am?” Sivaha gasped. “That makes me sound so old.”
“Oh, s-s-s-sorry,” he stammered. “You aren’t old. You are be-be-beautiful.”
“Of course I am,” Sivaha laughed, and then she paused and turned her head slightly toward the sound of the sirens. “Oh my, it sounds like something dreadful is happening. I feel as though I should get inside so I’m safe. I know you’d want to protect me.”
“Yes!” he gasped, and then he took a step back to his booth. A moment later the gate was up, and Sivaha blew him a kiss as she drove through.
“Damn,” I said as I turned around to the closing gate bar. “He didn’t even ask why you were here.”
“Lust and desire cloud most judgment,” she said. “I don’t know the layout of these roads, where do I go?”
“Head straight down this road past the group of hangars, and you should see the first of the landing pads.” I wanted to ask her more about her ability, and how it worked, but then I saw a group of police cars pull up to the gate behind us.
“I see them,” she said as she pushed on the accelerator again.
“Shinta?” my mother called out to me, and I looked down at her.
“Mom, I’m here. It’s going to be okay.”
“How are you here?” she asked as she tried to sit up. “Where am I?”
“Shinta?” Sivaha asked, but I ignored her and reached down to hold my mother’s hand.
“Mom, I don’t have a lot of time to explain, but here is the deal: I killed all the Yakuza that grabbed you, and we are on the way to my spaceship. Hanekawa is on board, and we are going to blast off Ganymede as soon as we can.”
“But how did you--”
“We are being chased by the cops,” I said as I glanced out the rear window. “So I need you to either run or let me carry you. Do you think you can run?”
“I think so,” she said.
“I see Persephone,” Sivaha said, and I looked through the windshield. The manta ray looking ship was still a good two kilometers away across the open space of the airfield, but my vision was really damn good, and I could see that she was still connected to the gate.
“Who is that woman?” my mother asked as she tried to get up.
“That is my wife, Sivaha,” I said.
“Your wife?” my mother gasped. “You got married?”
“Let’s talk about it later,” I said. “We have more important things to--”
“There is nothing more important than your wife, Shinta,” my mother hissed as she finally sat up.
“I like your mom, Adam,” Sivaha said as her lips formed a smirk. “Pleasure to meet you…”
“Andrea,” my mother said.
“I will greet you properly once we are on board your son’s ship,” Sivaha said. “We have police chasing us at the moment.”
“Oh.” My mother turned around to look out the window. I could now see six cars speeding across the various landing pads after us, and I also noticed four camera drones flying toward us.
So much for a quiet escape.
“Get ready to run,” I said as we sped towards Persephone. We were now about a kilometer away, and my eyes focused on the stairway that lead up from the runway and into the gate. This would have been a lot easier with a transponder since I could have just ordered Nikki to fly and meet us, or at least had Persephone’s dock down so we could just drive up and take off. Unfortunately, none of my crew had any idea what was going on, and they wouldn’t know what happened until I sprinted back in through the tube connecting Persephone to the gate platform.
“Ready?” Sivaha asked as we raced closer to Persephone.
“Yeah,” I said as lifted my shotgun in my right hand and readied to open the back door.
The cops were about ten seconds behind us. We’d probably be able to get up the stairs just as they pulled up. If the door to the gate wasn’t locked, we’d be in before they could shoot at us, but if the door was locked, it would cost us precious moments.
“Stopping,” Sivaha said a moment before she slammed her foot on the brakes and pulled up next to Persephone.
Then we both opened our doors, and I pulled my mother out behind me. The stairs were only a twenty meters from where Sivaha parked, but we had to jump over a waist-high railing before we could get to them. I helped my mother make the transition, and Sivaha bolted up the steps on bare feet so that she could get try the door.
“Locked,” she said a moment before she shoved the barrel of her submachine gun into the lock and pulled the trigger. The weapon coughed a stream of bullets, and then she shouldered it open. “Unlocked.”
My mother tripped on the second step, and I had to pull her up the rest of the way as the sirens grew closer.
Then we were through the door and racing down the thirty meters toward Persephone’s gate. My mom couldn’t keep up with Sivaha and my speed, so I ended up throwing my shotgun over my back on its sling and carrying her in my arms the rest of the way to the tunnel. I half expected a platoon of police officers to be waiting for us, but I didn’t even see any security personnel in the terminal.
We made it to our gate, through the tunnel, and into Persephone’s hold without any problem. Lux, Milda, and Calisto were waiting for us, and they moved to aim their pulse rifles behind us.
“Shut the doors,” I said, and Calisto hit the button to seal Persephone.
“Milda, this is my mother, take her to Hanekawa’s room,” I said as I set my mother down.
“But wait,” Andrea said to me. “We have to talk. I need to know--”
“Talk to Hanekawa,” I interrupted her. “I have to get us out of here.”
As soon as Milda grabbed my mother’s arm, I realized there was something missing from the ship. I already knew what Lux’s answer would be, but I turned to her anyway.
“Where are Madalena, Eve, Zea, Kasta, and Paula?”
“They are still out,” Lux said.
“Shit. We have a shitton of cops chasing us. My transponder got damaged. I need Nikki and the rest of the bridge crew to report, and get me another transponder.”
“Yes, Adam, I will meet you in the bridge,” she said, and pulled hers off her uniform and passed it to me.
“Good,” I said as I nodded for Sivaha to follow me to the elevator. As we ran through the hold, I moved my thumb over the transponder’s ID pad to set it to me, and then hit the button to open communications.
“Zea? Madalena? Eve?” I asked as we stepped into the elevator. There wasn’t an answer, and I looked at Sivaha.
“They might be inside of a building with thick walls,” she said with a shrug.
“Yeah,” I said. “If they are in one of the government buildings, it will be hard for a signal to get in.”
“We should fly to them,” she said as her mouth twisted into a wicked smile.
“That would really piss off the police,” I said. “The city has no-fly zones over most of the area. Hell, we’d get the military on our ass.”
“So?” she asked with a shrug. “What would they do? How would they stop us?”
“They’d shoot missiles at us,” I said, but then I thought about her words and felt myself smile along with her. “Of course, I know where pretty much all of the missile arrays are in this part of the city. They are geared to stop entry, not a ship from flying low to the ground and then escaping.”
The doors to the elevator opened, and we stepped around them and into the bridge. Mikhael was sitting in Nikki’s pilot seat, but he had turned Persephone’s display screen off and was instead reading through the Elaka Nota technical documents for the ship.
“What’s wrong?” he asked before I spoke.
“Short story is that I killed a bunch of assholes and now we have the police on our ass.”
“Ah,” he said with a shrug.
“You don’t seem surprised,” I said as I took my seat.
“No, Adam, you tend to get into trouble.” The blonde man smiled at me, and his comment seemed endearing instead of mocking.
“I’m here!” Nikki shouted as she ran into the bridge.
“Great,” I said. “Get in the pilot’s seat. We are going to swing by and pick up everyone else. Mikhael, I want you on scanners, I need to hear what their radio communications are saying, and I want you to locate all of their missile arrays.”
“Yes, Adam,” he said as he jumped out of Nikki’s seat and climbed into Zea’s.
Nikki jumped into her seat and flipped over the display so that we saw the spaceport runways and landing pads. There were now twenty patrol cars parked around Persephone, and a good thirty drones buzzing around us like gnats.
“They are sending us a request for communication,” Mikhael said.
“Audio only,” I replied, and the Nordar man nodded to me a moment after he hit the button.
“This is Persephone,” I said.
“This is Lieutenant Kirosawa with the City Four Police Agency. Two suspected criminals seemed to have come aboard your ship.”
The voice paused as he waited for me to either admit or deny the accusation.
“Negative, Lieutenant Kirosawa,” I finally said. “We have no criminals on board.”
“Our video surveillance shows a man in heavy armor and a blonde woman in a black dress entering your security gate. Are they members of your crew?”
“Hold on,” I said as I motioned Mikhael to get ready to mute the line. “I’m going to go check. Be right back.”
“You are muted,” Mikhael said.
“Do you have the location of the arrays?” I asked.
“Persephone’s scanners identified eight possible missile arrays during our descent to Ganymede, and Zea already marked them in the system.
“Ohh, she’s smart. On screen.”
Mikhael hit a few buttons on his control terminal, and the bottom left of the main screen shifted to show an aerial view of City Four. I knew there were missile silos on the corners of the spaceport, and I knew there was one next to the central government center, but the other three locations made sense to me.
“Nikki, think we can hit them all before they fire on us?” I asked.
“It would depend on if they are currently set to see us as an enemy,” she said. “We’d have to hit them all before they knew to switch over our systems and attack us.”
“Lux!” I shouted over my shoulder, and the Valkyrie was instantly standing next to me.
“I need to destroy all of these silos before they target us,” I said as I pointed at the screen.
“Feed the targeting info back to us, and we will do it,” she said, and even though her face was emotionless, I could feel the dark-haired woman’s excitement.
“Done,” Mikhael said as he nodded to her.
“I’ll leave you to it, Lux.” I turned to Mikhael and nodded. He gave me a thumbs up, and I cleared my throat.
“Persephone?” Lieutenant Kirosawa asked.
“I’m here,” I said. “We have captured the man and woman you are looking for in one of our rooms. We’ll have them out to you in ten minutes.”
“Excellent,” the cop replied with relief.
“Stand by,” I said, and then I nodded for Mikhael to mute the line again.
“I am surprised you lied,” Sivaha said.
“Any other answer would have probably led to them trying to storm Persephone, and then I would have killed them. The lie was to protect them as much as us. Nikki, are you ready to go?”
“Yes, Adam,” she said.
“Lux?” I called as I turned around. Lux, Calisto, Josefinna, Hegeia, Uma, Waiola, and Kuroda were occupying all but three of the ten seats, and I guessed that Milda was still getting my mother situated.
“We are ready,” the black-haired woman spun her head to look at me, and her twin pigtails whipped around her neck.
“Sivaha, you are on front guns,” I said as I attached my chest strap and tucked my shotgun between my legs. “Nikki, get us the fuck out of here.”
“Gate tunnel is unattached,” she said. “Preparing for liftoff in three, two, one.”
There was a slight tremor as Persephone’s atmospheric engines engaged, and then she lifted off the ground like a ballerina leaping. For some reason, the cops on the ground didn’t expect us to actually try and run, and they shouted to each other as they waved their small firearms at us.
“Head to the southern two arrays,” I said, and Nikki banked Persephone right a bit so that we’d make a straight line to the closest launchers. The circle of cops and drones almost instantly disappeared behind us, and I could see us quickly approaching the missile arrays.
“They will probably think this is an act of war,” Sivaha commented nonchalantly.
“Yeah,” I said as I watched our dot get closer.
“Once your fleet is solidified, you should return here and conquer them,” she said. “It would be deliciously ironic.”
“I might just do that,” I laughed.
“Adam, we are within range!” Lux called out.
“Fire when ready!” I ordered, and then a flurry of plasma fire flew from Persephone’s wings.
“Nikki, head north, don’t stop!” I commanded. “Gunners, you have to hit them on the move, we’ll only have a few dozen seconds to take them all out.”
“Yes, Adam!” the crew shouted, and Nikki increased Persephone’s speed with a sudden surge. More plasma streams left my powerful ship, and the other pair of missile arrays were destroyed.
“City Four just went on red alert,” Mikhael said.
Nikki continued northward, and I felt my chest press against my heart from the g-forces. The next two arrays were some five kilometers away, but that only took us a few seconds to travel, and Nikki banked over them as the gunners destroyed the platforms.
“The last pair is in a residential district!” I shouted. “Nikki, slow down once we get there so the gunners don’t accidentally kill innocents.”
“Yes, Adam,” Nikki said, and then I felt Persephone start to slow.
“Fire when ready, gunners!” I yelled when it looked like we were close enough in range, and then another flurry of plasma destroyed the launchers.
“Let’s hope that is all of them,” I said, but the Persephone’s alarms blared, and I saw the map in the corner zoomed in to show four ships entering the atmosphere.
Persephone’s scanners said the vessels were smaller gunboat class ships, and they were about three hundred kilometers away.
The scanners also said that they were Jupiter Navy ships.
“How long until they get here?” I growled.
“A little over five minutes,” Mikhael answered as he tapped on his terminal.
“Nikki, get to the government center,” I ordered, but she was already turning in that direction, and the kick of Persephone’s engine made us all gasp.
I counted down in my head as the city blurred beneath us. It took us four seconds to cover most of it, and then my armor strained against my straps when the starship braked. For half a moment, it felt as if my face was going to peel off the front of my skull, but then Nikki dropped Persephone straight down, and the starship’s insect looking legs clutched the road right in the middle of the main avenue through City Four’s downtown district.
“Zea? Eve? Madalena? Paula? Kasta? Do you copy?” I spoke into the transponder and hoped that the proximity to Persephone would aid their transponders in picking me up.
“Hey, Adam,” A voice that was either Paula’s or Kasta’s came on, but I couldn’t tell which with only the two words and the terrible amount of static. They must have been deep in the stomach of the building.
“You all need to get out of that building, and we need to leave.”
“What’s wrong? We just got here and Zea’s found a terminal that she can use to--”
“Abort mission,” I said. “We’ve got the Jupiter Navy chasing us along with every single cop in the city. Persephone is parked in the street right outside the building you are in.”
“Uhhh, this building? The one filled with cops that we sweet talked our way through so we could sneak into the basement and get to this computer?” I knew it was Kasta now, and I heard Madalena ask her what was going on.
“Yes,” I said. “You all need to leave now. Walk very calmly, but quickly out the--”
I heard a siren sound through my transponder, and Kasta shouted.
“Ugh,” Sivaha said. “They are attempting to thwart us.”
I glanced up to to the building and saw that sheets of armor had fallen in place over the windows and doors.
“Adam?” I heard Madalena shout through the transponder over the sound of the siren.
“You need to get out!” I shouted back. “Hurry!”
I heard the siren end, and but there was a voice speaking in Japanese.
“Ahhh shit,” Kasta said.
“What is the voice saying?” Madalena asked.
“It says that the city is under attack, and they are closing off all important government buildings until the threat is dealt with.”
“Wait, what?” I heard Zea shout.
“Fuck,” I groaned. “We only have a few minutes before we are sandwiched between four Jupiter Navy ships, and it looks like every exit is sealed.”
“We will run to the ground floor,” Madalena said. “However, that won’t help us get out the front door.”
My mind spun as I tried to think of a solution. Should we take back to the air and try to evade the four ships? I couldn’t think of a way we could escape them without destroying them, and I chilled at the thought of killing men and women who had once served with me.
Maybe we could just flee, and then I could grab another ship and return to pick up my friends. That would take days, maybe even weeks, and I didn’t have time for that.
I thought about asking for Sivaha’s advice, but then Kuroda’s words came into my mind, and I knew what I had to do.
I was Tiger, and I attacked my problems until they were dead.
“I’m going to use the plasma bazooka to blow the door,” I said. “You get to the ground floor, and I’ll make sure you can escape.”
“We are on our way,” Madalena said, and I jumped out of my seat.
“Sivaha, you are with me,” I ordered. “Everyone else, stay put. Lux, I don’t want to destroy those Jupiter Navy ships, but if it looks like they are going to fire, take them out first.”
“Understood,” she said, and then Sivaha and I dashed into the elevator.
I had a hundred different worries spinning in my head, and even though my muscles didn’t feel tired, my head throbbed as if I hadn’t slept in two days. I was starting to smolder, but I didn’t have a choice. I had to get everyone on board this ship so we could get the fuck out of here.
“Switch to a rifle once we get into the armory,” I ordered Sivaha as soon as the doors closed.
“Yes, Husband,” she said.
“You can call me Adam,” I said.
“If you wish, but I’d rather call you husband,” she said.
“Why?” I asked.
“Names and words have power.” She smiled her Cheshire Cat grin, and I realized that she’d been playing the long game with me the whole time.
The more she called me husband, the more I thought of her as my wife. Madalena had called me that in front of Zea and Eve to show she was elevated above them, but Sivaha had sidestepped the whole ordeal by hammering me with the frame of mind that she wanted me to believe in.
“You are clever,” I said.
“I am,” she said with a nod. “And I’m yours. I hope you will take me.”
The door to the elevator dinged, and I ran out of it without answering her.
But even not answering her was an answer. She knew my emotions, and I wasn’t upset with her.
We reached the armory and I bent down to unlatch the footlocker where we kept the plasma launcher. I really had no idea how to use the weapon, but I’d fired thousands of different guns, and they all pretty much functioned the same: Make sure it was loaded, point it at what I wanted to die, and squeeze the trigger.
The plasma bazooka was about a meter and a half long and half a meter wide at the barrel. It looked as if it could have been mounted on a starship, and it weighed about twenty kilograms. It would have felt like a feather if I was in my tiger-man form, and it would have felt light if I was fully rested. I was fucking tired though, and the thing felt every gram as heavy as I expected.
I still lifted it onto my shoulder with a fluid movement and turned to Sivaha. The silver-haired woman had grabbed one of the longer pulse rifles off the wall, and she threw a belt of their energy mags over her shoulder before turning back to me. Her feet were still bare, but I figured that her aegis would protect her from any damage once she turned it on.
We ran back into the hold without speaking, and the doors lowered as we approached. The main doors to the building were on the starboard side, so I made a right when we ran down the ramp and then flipped a switch by my thumb to turn on the weapon. It hummed, vibrated, and then the holographic sight indicated that I had three shots left in this magazine.
I had seen this weapon in action before when Mikhael shot it, and I guessed it would only take one blast to melt the door.
There were no cars or pedestrians around, but I could hear the air-raid siren blare through the streets and the distant sound of police cars coming. I also spotted a nest of camera equipment over the door of the building, and I paused for ten seconds with the bazooka pointed at the door so that anyone inside could have a chance to get away.
Then I fired.
It was a chartreuse glob of power, hate, and sun plasma. The weapon kicked harder than I had expected, but I’d kneeled on the ground before I fired, and my back leg was able to keep me upright. The blast hit the door right in the center of the metal cover, and the entire front of the building began to melt as if it was made of wax.
“Madalena, I just blew the door!” I shouted in my transponder, but I couldn’t hear her answer over the sound of Sivaha’s pulse rifle spraying.
“Drones,” the silver-haired woman replied, and I turned to see three of them falling out of the sky.
“More will be coming,” I said as I turned back to the front of the building. There was no more barrier, or door, and the front of the building now had a horrific looking maw some four meters tall. Metal and concrete dripped from the top rim, but then it all cooled and solidified so that it looked like long shark teeth.
“Madalena?” I asked.
“We have reached the elevator,” she replied. “We should be out in less than a minute.”
“Cutting it fucking close,” I said, but then a group of armored men appeared at the new entrance of the building and aimed their carbines at Sivaha and me.
We both dashed up Persephone’s ramp as bullets sprayed behind us.
Then she gasped in pain, and my heart leapt into my chest.
“Are you--” I turned around to see her stumble up the rest of the ramp. She had her armor on, but her left hand clutched her stomach.
“I’m fine,” Sivaha pulled her hand away from her armor, and I didn’t see any blood. “The aegis deflected it, but the pain surprised me.”
“Madalena, we’ve got a group of armored guards at the entrance. You’ll be coming out right behind them. We’ll provide cover fire, but let us know when you want to run out.”
“Understood,” she replied, and I set down the bazooka so that I could pull out my pistols. They wouldn’t be as effective as Sivaha’s rifle at the distance, but I wasn’t trying to kill these guys, I just needed to buy a window for my women to escape.
I crouched down at the top of the ramp and fired both pistols at the guards. My arms were tired, my head was throbbing, and my eyes felt as if they weighed a dozen kilograms, but I’d always been a good shot, and both of my bullets traveled the hundred or so meters to hit one of the guards in the leg. He fell with a shout of surprise, and then one of his friends pulled him out of the way. He’d live, and now there were only five of them guarding the exit.
“Try not to kill anyone!” I shouted at Sivaha as she went prone next to me.
“Very well,” she sighed, and then her pulse rifle sent out a drum roll of blue rain at the guards.
Before I’d met Madalena and her crew, I’d never seen a weapon like the one in Sivaha’s hands, so I wasn’t at all surprised when the guards collectively dove away from the door. Her shots didn’t hit anyone, but they were close enough to convince me that it wasn’t for lack of skill.
“The elevator has reached the ground floor,” Madalena said. “We will need to sprint through a hallway and then out the lobby. Eve will use her powers to distract the guards. Hold your fire.”
“Got it,” I said as I nodded to Sivaha.
The guards were trying to return fire, but we rolled up the ramp so we were out of their line of sight. I didn’t like the idea of not being able to cover my friends’ escape, but I knew the women could handle themselves. Especially with Eve’s magic and Madalena’s marksman talents.
Sivaha swung her rifle upward and let out a quick shot. There was a drone hovering some three hundred or so meters away from us, and her bullet hit it dead center. It spun down to the ground in a smoking spiral, and I raised my pistols to target a group of three more that were swinging over the top of Persephone.
“Damn good shot,” I said as I let my own pistols sing.
“Thank you,” Sivaha replied as she fired again at another distant drone.
A swarm of them were approaching, and while none of the ones I saw had weapons mounted, I knew for certain that the next wave would be armed.
“Adam, the Jupiter Navy ships are within Persephone’s cannon range,” Nikki said over our transponders. “They will be able to fire on us in half a minute.”
“They might not fire,” I said. “Since they could risk damaging their buildings, but then again, I don’t want to risk it. Get ready to run as soon as they--”
I saw Paula, Kasta, and Zea run around the bottom of the ramp. The trio had their blonde heads down, but they sprinted up the ramp as soon as they hit it. Eve and Madalena followed them, but the darker haired women had their attention turned to the guards.
“Hurry up!” I shouted at them as soon as they hit the ramp, and they turned so they could sprint up toward us as bullets pinged off Persephone’s metal.
Sivaha and I crouched low at the top of the ramp and aimed our weapons under Persephone’s wing again. We both sprayed bullets across the opening of the building, and the guards below ducked out of the way.
“We are on!” Madalena shouted.
“Close the door!” I yelled as Sivaha and I rolled back into the hold.
The ship’s bay door closed instantly, and Madalena hit the button for the ramp to retract.
“Nikki, get us out of here!” I shouted as I scooped up the bazooka from the ground. I had a feeling we would need to take some evasive action, and I didn’t want the weapon flying around the hold.
“Yes, Adam,” she replied. “It’s going to be rough. Please secure yourselves.”
The six women and I ran across the hold floor as Nikki lifted off the ground. We hit the bulkhead chairs a moment before Persephone’s thrusters engaged, and everyone but Kasta let out gasps of discomfort when the g-forces punched us in the stomach.
Persephone banked, and my heart flip-flopped in my chest. I couldn’t see any sort of screen display, and the sensation of not knowing where we were going or what Nikki was avoiding was causing my heart rate to soar. I opened my mouth to ask her for a status update, but then Persephone’s nose tipped up, and the g-forces threatened to turn my lungs into a pancake.
The sensation only lasted a few seconds, though, and then we all gasped with relief.
“Adam, we have reached orbit and evaded the four Jupiter Navy ships,” Nikki said. “Where do you want to go next?”
“Nordar - 13,” I replied.
“Hyperdrive is ready,” she replied.
“Engage,” I said, and then Persephone’s flight seemed to level.
“Ahhh,” I sighed as I looked at my friends. “Glad you all made it.”
“Uhhh, what happened to staying behind on the ship while we took care of this?” Zea asked as her mouth twisted to the side.
“I figured you were good enough to expunge my record before any of the cops got me.”
“Well, you were wrong,” she chuckled as got out of her chair.
“So you didn’t find anything on me?” I asked as we all finished standing.
“Oh, yeah, I did,” she said. “Then I deleted it all, but then every single video monitor lit up with the video of you and Sivaha shooting at the guards. Sooooo… yeah…”
“The good news is that I’ve got my mom,” I told them all. “She’s in the room with my sister.”
“What’s the bad news?” Kasta asked.
“Nothing,” I laughed as I turned to the silver-haired woman. “Sivaha and I had a good time, but now I’m tired. I want to talk to my mother, but I shifted back into my human shape almost an hour ago, and it is a struggle to keep my eyes open. Can you all go speak with her?” My eyes drifted to Eve as I asked the question, but they all nodded.
“We will make her feel welcome,” Eve said as she gifted me with her beautiful smile.
“Great. I’m heading to bed.” I handed the bazooka to Madalena and then I gave my friends a last smile before I made my way to the elevator.
It was difficult to walk, but I made it to the lift without stumbling. As soon as I pressed the button to go up to the bridge floor, Sivaha flowed through the closing doors and leaned up against the far wall. Her eyes met mine, but we didn’t say anything as we rode up the elevator.
Then the doors opened on the bridge level, and we walked down the hallway toward my room.
We still didn’t speak when we stepped into my suite, but her hands moved to my gunbelt, and she unfastened it with a quick movement.
The pieces of my new armor soon followed, and then I was standing in just my flight suit. Her eyes bore into mine as she unzipped it, and then I stepped free of the garment so that I was standing naked before her.
“Hmmm,” she sighed as she glanced up and down my body.
I reached for her dress, but the Nordar queen danced around my grasp like she was made of smoke, grabbed my arm, and then led me to my bed. A moment later she pushed me face down on the sheets, and then I felt her straddle my ass. I was about to ask what she was doing, but then I felt her fingers push into the tense muscles of my shoulders.
“Rest now, Husband,” she whispered as she massaged me. “We’ll be in hyperdrive for a few days.”
“Okay,” I murmured as my heavy eyelids closed.
“Did I please you today?” she asked as sleep began to grab ahold of my mind.
“Yessssss,” I whispered, but it felt more like I was talking to her in my dreams than real life.
“Good, then you will please me tomorrow.” Her voice was a purr in my ear, and I felt my body warm before it drifted away.









Chapter 11
“Ahhhhdeeeeemmm,” the feminine voice hissed in my ear, and I startled awake.
The last thing I remembered, Sivaha was giving me a backrub, but now I was laying on the cold metal of Persephone’s hold. I turned around to see who had spoken to me, but I didn’t see anyone else around. Nor did I see any of our usual drones, fighter craft, or storage crates that were usually neatly packed in the hold.
I shivered and realized I wasn’t wearing any clothes. How in the hell had I gotten out into the hold without any clothes and where was everyone?
I stood as my mind grappled with the question, but an answer soon came to my head. As much as this didn’t feel like a dream, it must have been one. I was probably still sleeping on my bed in Persephone.
And the SAVO were trying to attack me again.
I wondered how their powers worked as I moved toward where I thought the armory would be. These fuckers weren’t even in the same solar system. Hell, they were on the other side of the galaxy, but they were somehow able to infiltrate my dreams from over nine hundred thousand light years away. I felt a bit of frustration when I thought about fighting them. How could I win against beings with the power to attack me from that far away?
Then I remembered Madalena’s words when I had told her about my dream. The Prime Valkyrie had said they were afraid of me.
Otherwise, they wouldn’t have cared.
I reached one of the doors leading to the hallways of the ship and carefully opened it. The view confirmed that this wasn’t Persephone, since the walls were colored a light gray, and there were magenta lights on the walls instead of red ones. It was possible there wasn’t an armory in the direction I was walking, or even a place to get clothes, but I figured it would be worth investigating.
I tried to replay the various dreams in my head while I walked down the silent hallways, but my mind strained with the effort of thinking about other dreams while I was in a dream that I knew was a dream. Fortunately, the first few rooms I checked didn’t have anything in them, so my mind had plenty of time to chew on my distant memories.
It seemed most of my dreams happened on a ship that looked like Persephone.
Granted, not all of them did, but a good chunk seemed to put me on some sort of starship that was a close sister to my own vessel. I even recalled a dream where there was another winged woman with red hair, and I felt my penis harden when I thought about kissing both her and Persephone together.
“Now I’m getting turned on in a dream. Focus Adam.” I spoke the words out loud just to hear myself talk, and my voice bounced off the empty hallway walls, ceilings, and floors like the echo off a distant mountainside.
Was there a way I could will myself out of the dream? I’d tried that before when I fought against the disgusting vampire minions, but I had also been preoccupied with saving Persephone. I didn’t see the winged angel-woman now, so there was a possibility that she wouldn’t make a showing in this dreamscape.
Even though she had been in almost all of my other dreams.
I thought about waking up as I looked inside of another room, but that didn’t instantly transport me back home. Then I tried pinching myself. It didn’t work either, but I would have felt kind of dumb if it had. I tried laying down quickly and then forcing my eyes open and closed to try and jumpstart me in my real sleeping body, but that didn’t work either, so I sprang up from the floor and continued searching the rooms.
I found the armory, but its weapon hangers and shelves were empty except for a single longsword balanced on a pedestal in the middle of the room.
I didn’t know much about swords, but this weapon looked to have been crafted by a master. The blade was made from a strange looking metal that bent and curved the light so that red, gray, and black colors reflected off the edge. The grip was wrapped in thick leather. The guard and pommel of the blade had tigers etched across the surface, but when I walked around to the back of the stand, I saw the other side had dragon etchings.
The blade itself was a little over a meter long, and I guessed that I could easily wield it with one hand, but the grip was long enough to use two without much of a problem.
“Now I just need armor, and I’d be some sort of knight,” I said as I reached for the leather handle.
“Eyyee yahh,” a voice behind me said, and I spun around to see Persephone standing in the doorway of the room.
She wore her usual tight lingerie bodysuit, and her white skin seemed to glow in the places where it peeked through the lace. Her platinum hair was a few shades lighter than Sivaha’s, but it was about the same length, and it flowed over her shoulders and black wings like a halo of expensive metal. Our eyes met as she stepped into the armory, and I opened my arms so that she would be encouraged to embrace me. Persephone rushed the last few steps between us, and our lips devoured each other’s when her body pressed against mine.
It could have been the dream state, but the alien being’s kisses always made me lose myself. My head spun and my muscles seemed to melt while our tongues battled, and I wanted nothing more than to devour her beautiful body, immediately.
“Eyyyyeee,” she whispered as our lips parted. Her eyes darted to the sword, but I gently pulled her hair back so her chin would raise. Then I pressed my mouth against her neck so that I could kiss her throat. The winged woman rewarded me with a long moan, but she stepped away from me before I could continue rolling my tongue down to her chest.
“Yaaah,” she sighed as she pointed to the longsword.
“Yeah,” I grunted. “Assholes to kill. Got it.” My hand closed around the hilt of the weapon, and I turned to face her. “Do you know where I can get some clothes?”
Persephone pointed back to the doorway, and we walked out of the room together, down the hallway, and into another room that looked of similar size to the armory I had just left. Hanging in the middle of this room was a familiar looking flight suit and boots, but the trim colors were gray and burgundy instead of black and gray. I moved to hand Persephone the longsword so I could put the uniform on, but she waved her hands and then indicated that I should just set it down.
Half a minute later and I had the suit on, and then I put on the socks and boots. Everything fit perfectly, and I grabbed the sword before we left the room.
“I’m guessing you know where to take me?” I asked as we entered the hallway again.
“Eye yah,” she said as she gestured back to the hold. “Yah naaa ahhh. Ohh eyyyyeee yyaaa. Ohnnn haaa eye yah.”
“I have no idea what you just said, but I’m going to guess that these fuckers are trying to kill me again, and you are here to protect me?”
“Yay!” She nodded, but then she gestured to her chest, hugged herself, and shook her head.
“You are worried?” I asked.
“Yaaahh,” she sighed.
“Don’t be,” I growled. “I know this is a dream. I know I can beat these fuckers. I’m going to hunt all of them down and kill them. Don’t worry.”
“Eye yah.” She smiled at me, and then we arrived back in the hold.
I expected us to take the hallways back toward the interior of the ship, but Persephone instead pointed to the bay doors, and we both moved toward them. As we approached, the hatch spiraled open, and the ramp extended down to a grassy field beyond. It was night time outside, but there seemed to be more stars than black space in the sky, and the endless rolling hills of grass swayed like a dark ocean.
“Ahhhdeeeemmm,” a voice called to me from the distance, and Persephone stepped closer to me so she could take my hand in hers.
I walked down the ramp toward the sound of the voice, but then I stopped my descent midway when I saw what waited for me at the bottom of the ramp: Zea, Eve, Madalena, Sivaha, Paula, Kasta, and Juliette all knelt on the grass. Their heads were bowed, and they wore tight flight suits that matched mine.
Standing behind them was the SAVO woman I seemed to find in every one of my dreams. She looked a bit like Eve, but now that the two of them were standing beside each other, their differences were more obvious. The SAVO bitch’s face was more angular, hawkish, and her body lacked a bit of the feminine curves that Eve’s had.
Still, the two women could possibly be sisters, and their pale skin, black hair, and red eyes enhanced their already similar features.
“I haavv yuuurrrahhh weeemmmannn,” the SAVO hissed as she stepped behind Eve and placed her hand on my lover’s shoulder.
“Back away from them,” I said as I let go of Persephone’s hand.
“Naaaaoo,” the SAVO growled, and an evil grin spread over her face. “I havvee taken them.”
“This is just a dream,” I growled as I held up my sword. “Remember how your last few attempts have ended? I beat you every time, and when you get here, I’m going to kill you.”
“Awww,” her mouth actually formed an “O” shape, and it looked like the monster was pouting. “Soooo aaaangry.” She moved her fingers to stroke Eve’s face, but my lover still didn’t open her eyes.
The sight made my vision turn red at the edges, and I took a deep breath to calm myself.
“Leave. Them. Alone.” I moved down the ramp as I spoke, and my fingers squeezed the grip of the sword as if I was strangling her neck.
“Joinn meeee, Adhaammm,” the SAVO hissed. “I willl givveee yooouuu all the women you waaaaant.”
“That’s your game,” I laughed. “You know you can’t beat me. You keep trying, and I keep winning. You are terrified of me, and you should be. I’m going to find you, and then I’m going to bite your fucking head off. I’ve already had a dream. Did you see that one?”
The SAVO’s eyes narrowed dangerously, and she opened her mouth slightly to show her fangs. Perhaps it was meant to be intimidating, but I remembered tearing her throat out in my last dream, so I continued my walk down the ramp.
Fuck this bitch. Time to show her who the real monster was.
In unison, my friends all turned their heads up to face me and opened their eyes. The orbs all glowed red, and I actually did skid to a halt. I knew this was a dream, but I hadn’t expected to see them like that, and the seven women all jumped to their feet.
Their mouths opened to reveal long fangs and even longer tongues, and my heart leapt in my chest. Without a second of hesitation, the women sprinted up the ramp toward me, and I felt my grip on my sword slacken.
Shit. This was just a dream, but I hated to kill images of the women I loved.
“Eye yahh!” Persephone shouted, and I felt her hit me lightly in the shoulder. Her punch jarred my senses, and I cocked my longsword to the side as the monster who looked like Zea jumped at me.
The creature looked almost exactly like my lover, except for her red eyes, fangs, and tongue. In any other situation, I might have hesitated with my swing, but I knew these were just manifestations of the SAVO’s power, and I had no problem cutting the thing in half as it leapt.
Blood sprayed all over my face, and Zea’s body split into two pieces at her stomach. I danced to the side to avoid Paula’s clawed attack, and I pivoted on my feet as I swung my blade at monster-Madalena’s head. The longsword cleaved her skull into two pieces, and I stepped through my attack to shoulder check Kasta before she could bite me.
“Yahh!” Persephone screamed as Juliette grabbed her, but I dashed toward the winged woman and speared the point of my sword through the monster’s head.
Sivaha grabbed on to my arms before I could pull my sword out of Juliette’s skull, but I headbutted the silver-haired woman and then kicked my boot out to break her knee. As she stumbled away, I tore my weapon free of the redhead’s skull with a spray of blood and then ran it through Sivaha’s chest.
Eve, Paula, and Kasta came at me simultaneously, but I made a broad swing with my sword and all three of their heads flew off their necks. I was already moving down the ramp as their bodies fell, and the black-haired SAVO’s eyes opened wide when she realized that I’d killed her minions.
She turned away from me as if to run, but I had already closed the gap between us.
“Where do you think you are going?” I asked as I grabbed the back of her neck with my left hand.
She turned inward against my thumb quicker than I expected, tore out of my grip, and then opened her mouth to bite me in the neck. I was just a hair faster though, and even though she had surprised me, I was already bringing the pommel of my sword down, and it cracked her in the head like a hammer.
“You keep trying to kill me here, but you keep losing,” I growled as I grabbed onto her neck again. “I wonder what would happen if you actually killed me here. Would I die in real life?”
“Uhhh gawwww,” she hissed as she scratched against my chest with her claws. My suit tore open, and blood poured out of my cuts, but I didn’t even feel the wounds.
“What happens if I kill you here?” I asked. “Does it work both ways?”
“Youuuu cannnooottt killl--”
I was suddenly in my tiger-man form. I hadn’t even thought about changing. I just instantly became one in the blink of an eye. The SAVO woman’s body looked tiny in my massive grip now, and her attempts to escape my grasp grew more urgent.
“You don’t kill me,” I growled. “I kill you. There is nowhere you can run. Nowhere you can hide. If you don’t come to Uraniel, I’ll find you in your home system and tear you to pieces. You made a mistake fucking with my women and me, and now you will pay.”
“Ha. Ha. Ha. Ha.” Her laughter was a dry chuckle, and her fanged mouth curled up into a shark’s smile. “Weeee are older than time, Adaammm. Weee have already woooon. I will killlll yourrrr women and take you as my slaveeee. Youuuu are mineeee.”
“Your face is mine,” I growled, and then I opened up my maw and snapped my teeth closed over the front of her skull.
She reached her hands up to try to cut me with her nails, but I crunched down harder with my teeth as I pushed her neck forward. Her skull popped in my mouth like a grape, and thick blood sprayed out of my teeth and down my throat.
I spit out her face and skull, coughed what felt like a liter of blood out of my mouth, and then stared at her corpse. It thrashed a bit on the grass like a dying fish, but then it went still, and I turned back to Persephone.
“I can kill her, I can kill all of them. I’m not going to stop until I save you, and our galaxy.”
“Eye yah,” she said as she walked toward me. Her red eyes looked sad, and her arms opened to embrace me. I was still in my tiger-man form, and she felt incredibly small and fragile against my blood-soaked chest.
“It will be okay,” I said as I opened my eyes to stare down at the winged woman, but then I gasped as I realized I was holding onto my bed sheets.
I was back in my room on the ship, and I’d defeated that SAVO bitch in dreamland again. I didn’t know if my bite had actually killed the monster, but I knew one thing for sure:
I was getting way better at beating her at her own game.
My bed was empty, and I wondered how long I’d been asleep. The muscles of my body felt great, and the pain in my head was gone. I figured I must have gotten at least ten hours of rest, but I would have thought that either Sivaha, Madalena, Eve, or Zea would have been in the room when I awoke.
I swung my legs out of bed and walked into my bathroom. A moment later I was in the shower and washing. I actually expected Persephone to make one of her appearances since she seemed to visit me after I had a dream with her, but I finished the shower without her touching me.
I brushed my teeth, used the toilet, and then threw on one of my flight suits before walking out into the hallway. I found the bridge deserted except for Nikki, and the pilot stood from her chair as soon as I walked on deck.
“How long have I been asleep?” I asked.
“Some eighteen hours, I believe,” she replied.
“Damn, longer than I expected. Where is everyone?”
“I am unsure, Adam,” she asked. “I can pull up internal cameras if you want.”
“Yeah,” I said, and the pilot nodded before she pushed a few buttons on her terminal.
Some thirty-six views expanded to fit the front screen, and my eyes focused on the hold first. Zea, Paula, and Kasta had taken one of the knight drones apart, and the three women were sorting through a spaghetti-bowl looking nest of wires. On the other side of the hold, Hegeia, Uma, Waiola, Mikhael, Josefinna, and one of Kuroda’s ex-wives sat around a waist-high crate. The group looked like they were playing a game of poker, and I was a bit surprised to see that the woman from Wobbegong had the largest pile of chips.
I found Madalena, Sivaha, and Eve in the galley with my mother and sister. The five of them sat around the main table with wine glasses in their hands, and I figured that should be the place I headed first.
“Zea?” I said after I pressed the button for my transponder.
“Oh, hey Adam, you are awake.” I saw the blonde hacker step out of the mess of wires as she touched the transponder on her suit.
“My mom and sister are in the galley, and I’m going to go talk to them. Did you have a chance to meet my mother?”
“Uhhh, yeah,” the blonde woman said.
“Do you want to go with me?” I asked.
“You want me to go?” she asked.
“I just asked,” I said with a chuckle. “Are you being sarcastic?”
“No,” she said, and I saw lips upturn into a smile. “Just checking.”
“Okay,” I said. “Meet you there soon.”
I nodded to Nikki and then walked toward the elevator. As I passed the holographic map, I heard the doors to the lift open ahead, and Kuroda turned the corner.
“Ahh, Tiger,” he said with a friendly smile. “I was hoping to find you here.”
“Hey, Dragon,” I replied with a nod. “How are you taking to Persephone?”
“She is an excellent vessel with a wonderful soul,” he replied. “Sometimes I can feel her watching me, and I give thanks to her for carrying us across space and time.”
“She is our protector.” I shrugged.
“How was your mission on Ganymede?” he asked as he walked with me toward the elevator.
“It was good,” I replied. “I managed to get my mother and return. That was the point.”
“Did you feel your power grow?” he asked. “Did you try to think like Tiger?”
“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “I applied some of what you said, and I think it worked, but I don’t really know what my baseline is, so I’ll have to try it a few more times. Hell, I’m not even sure I’m doing it correctly. I’m just trying to attack more.”
“It is a start,” he said with a sage-like nod. “Was your transition back to human as taxing as it normally is?”
“It wasn’t,” I said. “I felt tired, but I was able to fight without the usual fatigue. I think that was an improvement.”
“Good,” he said as we entered the elevator. “I would like to spend more time with you. There are meditative exercises I can teach you that will help you grasp your rage and use it as a weapon. It will allow you to wield more power.”
“I’m interested,” I said, “but I’m still not quite understanding why you are helping me.”
“The simple answer is that you saved my life,” he said with a slow nod. “I have already told you this.”
“But I told you that you could just stay and rule your kingdom. I was fine to--”
“You have been chosen,” he interrupted me. “One of us was supposed to live. It would have been you. It should have been you, and I understand why you were chosen. This is the right path for Dragon, and it is now my place to lend Tiger the wisdom so that there is no question of victory.”
“Alright,” I said. “To be honest, I don’t have many male friends, so I’d be happy to spend some time with you.”
“Yes,” he said with a nod. “Who would have thought that the Tiger and Dragon would be friends? But dark and dangerous times are ahead, so this outcome makes the most sense. Tell me Tiger, have you met with your new wives yet?”
“You mean Rin, Yui, Kalan, and Vikana?” I asked as the door on the second floor opened.
“Yes,” he answered. “They need to be claimed by you if you have not already done so.”
“Uh,” I sighed. “What do you mean by ‘claimed?’ I haven’t really even met them, and I have four other women that I’m trying to juggle.”
“You must inseminate them,” he said. “They need to know they are yours. You should lay claim to all the women on this ship. It will grow your power.”
“It sounds like you are trying to get me to fuck your wives, Dragon.”
“They were Kuroda’s wives,” he said. “Dragon is a spirit who now serves Tiger.”
“Look,” I said with a sigh. We were in the middle of the hallway, and I stopped walking so that we wouldn’t be in the middle of this conversation when we entered the galley. “I’ve got a lot of shit going on. You know this. I’m okay with the four of them being on my ship as long as they pull their weight, but I’m stretched in a dozen different directions right now, and I don’t have time to become romantically involved with anyone else.”
“You confuse power with romance,” he said. “The women on this ship already crave your seed in their wombs. You would honor them by taking them.”
“You are starting to make this weird,” I laughed. “I doubt that is the case. Besides, Josefinna is married to Mikhael, so not every woman on this ship wants me.”
“The Nordar understand power and sex,” Kuroda said. “Josefinna is submitted to your wife, who is submitted to you. Her man is submitted to her. If you asked the redhead to sleep with you, she would welcome and enjoy your penetration, and her husband would be honored that you inseminated her.”
“I’m gonna stop you there,” I whispered as I saw Zea walk down the hallway toward me. “We’ll talk about it later.”
“Consider it,” he said with a bob of his head.
“Yeah,” I replied before I turned to Zea. “Hey.”
“Hey,” she replied as I pulled her into my arms and kissed her lips. When we parted, Kuroda was walking away from us, and I could hear him humming a slow melody.
“What were you talking about?” she asked as we turned toward the kitchen.
“Nothing important,” I said.
“Well, you looked mad. Did he say something to piss you off?”
“Naw,” I replied. “Have you talked to him at all? What do you think about him?”
“I’ve only spoken to him a little, and just in the last few days. He is very polite and always compliments me, so I’m finding it hard to dislike him. But then I remembered that he tried to kill you and intended to do… like creepy shit to us after he killed you, so I dunno if I trust him.”
“Yeah,” I agreed as we turned into the kitchen.
Everyone turned to face Zea and me when we entered, and I felt my heart quicken on galloping nerves. It was stressful enough to introduce a girl you were dating to your mom, but she’d just spent who knows how long talking to both of my wives and the other woman who was my lover.
I was sure their conversation was a bit complicated.
“Hey Mom,” I said as she stood up from her chair to embrace me.
“Shinta,” she gasped when my arms circled her. “I am happy you are awake. I was just speaking with your friends. They are all such lovely women.”
“They are my wives and lovers,” I corrected her as we parted. “They are more than just friends. Have you met Zea?”
“No, but I have heard Eve speak of her.”
“Nice to meet you,” Zea’s face was bright red, and she extended a trembling hand so that my mother could shake it.
“Nice to meet you also,” my mother said as she took the hacker’s hand.
“Sorry, I’m super nervous,” Zea gasped. “My hand is really sweaty right now.”
“It is fine,” the older woman said. “I am nervous too. I did not ever imagine this would happen. I dreamed I would see Shinta again, but when I woke up this morning, I had no idea it would be today, or that I would see my daughter again, or that I would come aboard his ship and meet such beautiful women.”
“Awww,” Zea smiled and then bit her lip as her face somehow turned even redder.
“On our world, it isn’t socially acceptable for people to have multiple wives or partners, but I have been speaking with everyone, and I can tell that they all love my son. It warms my heart, but I also have questions about the logistics of it all.”
“Questions?” I asked as the three of us sat down at the table.
“Yes,” she answered. “How are the sleeping arrangements? How do you all spend time together? What about childre--”
“Stop,” I said as I raised my hand. “You are my mother, and I love you with all my heart. I recall you working your ass off after dad left so you could take care of Hanekawa and me. Every part of me feels gratitude and respect for you, but how my love life works isn’t any of your business. All you need to know is that I love these four women, and I hope you come to love them too. They are each wonderful in their own unique way, and we all would die to protect each other.”
“Ohh,” my mother said. Both her and Hanekawa’s eyes had grown large at my words, but I could feel a tidal wave of pride and pleasure coming from Madalena and Sivaha.
“I will explain something else to you as well,” I said as I looked at both my mother and sister. “I am captain of this starship and King of a territory that spans thousands of solar systems and holds trillions of people. I have a mission to save the galaxy and not a lot of time to accomplish this mission. While you both are on my ship, you will do everything I tell you to do without question. I was once a boy. I was once your brother and son. I was once a Marine. I am still all of those things, but now I am more, and our relationship will need to be adjusted.”
“Yes, Shinta,” my mother said with a smile and quick nod. “I understand. Your wives have already told me that I will never need to worry or work again. I am looking forward to the future. Words cannot express how happy I am to be reunited with you both. I know what you do is dangerous, but you…” her voice trailed off as she wiped some tears from her eyes. “I am proud of you. When you went to jail, I know you did it for us, and I was always grateful. It just seems too wonderful and impossible. Your wives were telling me of your exploits, and I just can’t believe it.”
I moved across the table so that I could sit and wrap my arm around her shoulders. Her tears were pouring down her face now, and she pushed her nose into my chest so that she could cry. Sivaha, Madalena, Eve, and Zea all smiled, but Zea was also crying and the blonde hacker dabbed her blue eyes with her fingers. The seven of us sat in joyous silence for a few minutes while my mother got it out of her system, and then my sister cleared her throat.
“We need to talk about Calvin,” she said. Tears were also coming down her cheeks, but her jaw was set in a hard line.
“I’m not done questioning him,” I said as I fought against my anger.
“He has done nothing wrong,” she growled, moved to wipe her nose with her back of her hand, but instead took the handkerchief that Sivaha handed her.
“He’s done plenty wrong,” I said. “And I am not done questioning him.”
“He was just trying to help us,” she said as she shook her head.
“If I determine that, then I’ll let him go,” I replied.
“You will?” she asked with a bit of surprise.
“Yes,” I said. “That is why I still have questions for him.” I fought to keep my voice calm when I spoke with her. Arguing with my sister would only make us angry, and it wasn’t the time or place right now. As much as it disgusted me, I could tell she had feelings for the blond scientist. I just needed to show her how much of a snake he really was.
“Perhaps we should speak more of earlier lives,” Eve said, and we all turned to her. “Andrea, we would all love to hear stories of Adam growing up.”
“Shinta?” she asked as she turned to me. “Why do they call you Adam?”
“It’s the name I took,” I said. “It works.”
“What does Shinta mean?” Sivaha asked. “And why was he given that name? You three do not look Japanese.”
“Ganymede was colonized by people from Japan, Hawaii, the West Coast of North America, and a few other Pacific Islands,” I explained. “We speak both Japanese and English.”
“When Shinta was born, he was very big,” my mom said. “Almost seven kilograms.”
“Damn,” Zea hissed as she winced at my mom. “Pardon me for saying so Andrea, but that must have fucking hurt.”
“Yes,” my mother agreed. “Shinta means ‘large’ or ‘really large’ or ‘to grow large.’ His father thought it was a fitting name.”
“Yeah, it fits,” Zea said as she winked at me.
The conversation spun back to memories my mother had of Hanekawa and I growing up. She didn’t have many stories to tell, but my lovers all leaned forward when my mother spoke. Within thirty minutes the group was laughing together, and even my sister grinned from ear to ear when she told a story about once stealing my candy and blaming it on a neighbor.
I wanted to talk to my mother about the weretiger gene and about my sister’s belief that we weren’t actually human, but the group was having a great time talking, and I didn’t want to destroy the mood by bringing up the topic.
I wanted my mother to get to know my women better. I wanted her to love them like I loved them, and I wanted my sister to feel the same way. I knew it would take time, and I knew my time was limited, but at this moment everything seemed perfect.
I could almost forget that the beast was taking over my mind and that we might all die when we fought the SAVO.
The conversation moved to various stories about my sister, mother, Madalena, Sivaha, and Zea. Eve did not speak much of her past, but the four women all found a way to connect with my sister and mother. After about an hour of us talking, I called Kasta and Paula and asked them to come meet my mother. They came a few minutes after, covered in grease from their work, but they quickly made my mother laugh with an abbreviated story of how we all met.
Madalena and Sivaha moved into the kitchen and began making a large meal for everyone, and the little gathering quickly turned into an ad hoc party. Soon I had the rest of the Nordar crew in the galley along with Kuroda and the four women he had once called his wives. Wine was flowing from bottle to glass, music was being played from the speaker system, and I even ordered Nikki to leave her station so that she could join in the festivities.
My two queens grilled dozens of steaks, fried potatoes, sauteed vegetables, and baked cornbread while they drank wine and chatted with each other. It was somewhat strange to have the two most powerful women in the Vaish Blood Overlord clan working in the kitchen, but neither of them allowed anyone else to help.
Lunch turned into dinner, and then dinner turned into late night. Eventually the party faded, and I found myself sitting at the table with Eve, Zea, Paula, Kasta, Sivaha, and Madalena. Hegeia, Uma, and Waiola had just finished cleaning up from the party and left, but everyone else onboard Persephone had either returned to their duties or turned in for the night.
“Your mom is nice,” Zea said to me as she lifted her wine glass to her lips. I had no idea how much any of us had enjoyed, but the only one I knew who wasn’t buzzed or drunk was Kasta.
“She really is,” Paula said. “She’s still a little shell-shocked, but I bet she is going to love endless spa days on Odin Geirr.”
“Ahhh, the spaaaaa,” Zea sighed.
“She will never have to work another day in her life,” Eve said. “It is good.”
“Yeah,” I said as I took a sip from my own wine glass. I must have had three or four bottles by myself, but my advanced healing kept me from getting too drunk.
“The best part of the night was when Vikana, Yui, Kalan, and Rin told your mom that they were also your wives, but you haven’t consummated the marriage yet.”
“They said that?” I sighed.
“I’m pretty sure she thought they were drunk, or she was drunk. Everyone was pretty drunk there for a few hours.”
“What are you going to do about them?” Zea asked as she fixed her blue eyes on me.
“Nothing for now,” I said. “Kuroda says they are no longer his. He has funny ideas about this shit.”
“Yeah,” the hacker replied as she shifted in her seat. Then she glanced at Eve, Paula, and Kasta. It was a quick movement, but I knew all of the women well enough to know that something was amiss.
“What’s going on?” I asked.
“Well,” Zea said as she cleared her throat. “Sooooo, uhhh, we all got to talking when the five of us were on Ganymede.”
“Yeah?” I asked as I let go of my wine glass and laid my hand down on the table.
“So, you were going to do the rite, but now it seems like you don’t have to,” she said.
“I spoke to Madalena about it,” Sivaha said as she forward over the table. The silver-haired woman was wearing a dark burgundy dress with a skirt that flowed out to her knees in the shape of sunflower petals.
“Yes,” the Prime Valkyrie said as she turned her gray eyes to me. “My aegis has started to change. I didn’t notice it, but when Sivaha told me, I turned it on and looked in the mirror. We are all beginning to take on the visage of a cat.”
Her pleasure and pride pulsed into me, and the stoic woman actually smiled.
“You’re pretty happy about that,” I chuckled.
“I already knew you were chosen by Odin,” Madalena said. “But now there is physical proof.”
“Look, I don’t know about the Odin thing,” I said, “but I’m just happy I don’t need to do the rite. I would run out of lives hanging for nine days.”
“You would live,” Sivaha said. “It is what Odin wishes. You will reunite the clans. Then we will destroy the Draugr.”
“As I said, that’s what I want to do. I just don’t think I’m sent by Odin.”
“It does not matter what you believe, Husband,” Sivaha said. “It only matters what Odin wants.”
“You sound exactly like Madalena,” I said with a smirk.
“We are of the same mind on this topic,” Madalena said.
“Sooo, since we are talking about wives, can I finish?” Zea said, and we turned back to her.
“Yeah, sorry about that,” I said.
“It’s okay, ahh, so you are Nordar, and king, and have wives, but like I said, we have all been talking, and…” Zea paused and looked at Madalena quickly. “I want to go through the rite. Well, we all do. When we get back to Nordar - 13.”
“We kind of talked about this before,” I said as I turned to Madalena. “What is involved.”
“You can set the rite,” the Prime Valkyrie said. “You have various options to choose from, but the one I would recommend is the one I went through to become Nordar.”
“The one where you had to journey through the same snowy shithole and kill the uiun-bair that I did?” I asked.
“No,” she replied. “You had Odin’s rite. It was nine parts. They would just do the first part of your journey.”
“But they would still have to kill one of those monsters?” I asked.
“Yes, or another type of creature.” Madalena didn’t seem concerned.
“Does every Nordar have to do this?” I asked her.
“Only if they wish to join the military,” Madalena said. “Most on the world do not. They are still considered Nordar, but have a slightly lower status.”
“Look, Zea,” I said as I turned back to the blonde hacker. “It’s really dangerous. I don’t think you should do it.”
“I want to,” she said as she crossed her arms.
“Why?” I asked. “You don’t need to be Nordar. I already--”
“Because I want to marry you,” she interrupted me. “I want to submit to you. I want the same as they have.” Zea nodded to Sivaha and Madalena. “I’m the only one who can’t feel you. I hate it. I feel like I don’t have the same place in your heart that they--”
“That’s bullshit,” I said. “You know I love you. I’ve told you a hundred times.”
“But this is what I want,” she said. “I want to be their equal. It’s my hang up, I know, but there is another advantage for us going. We’ll all get to use the aegis armor. It will make us safer in shootouts.”
“Talk her out of this,” I said as I turned to Eve.
“I am sorry my love, but I agree with her,” the vampire answered with her usual shrug. “I will join her on the quest, since I also wish to be your wife and submit to you.”
“Ugh,” I groaned. “I don’t want you both to go. It isn’t safe, and we don’t have the time. Once we drop my sister and mom off, we’ll need to visit the other clans.”
“It will be safe,” Zea argued. “All four of us will be together. Eve has her powers, and Madalena has been spending a few hours every day going over survival stuff with us.”
“Four of you?” I asked, and then Paula and Kasta raised their hands.
“We are going,” the twins said in unison.
“It’s not the marriage stuff,” Paula said as she waved her hands. “I just want to spend some time on a planet doing survival stuff. I never have, and I’d like the opportunity to try it. I also would like to wear the aegis.”
“You are so full of shit,” Kasta said as she made a face at her sister.
“What? I am not!” Paula rolled her eyes.
“Well, I’m not going to beat around the bush with the tiger-man,” Kasta said as she turned to face me. “I have no idea if I can become a Nordar, or if I can wear the aegis or not, but I’m going to do this rite, and submit to you, and then I’d really like you to fuck my virtual brains out. Puuuleeezzze.”
“Sis,” Paula moaned.
“You just don’t quit do you?” Zea asked.
“Oh don’t act all surprised, Zea,” Kasta said as she scrunched her nose up. “Everyone on the ship wants to fuck him. It’s my turn.”
“Adam will make the decision,” Eve said, and the dark-haired woman’s voice cut off Zea’s retort before she could speak.
“Adam,” Paula said, and we all turned to her. “It will take us a few weeks to do this, but you don’t have to wait for us. The crew is almost full. You can go visit the other clans and form the treaties and then come back to get us.”
“Uhh, no,” I said. “I’m going to be glued to the observer drone watching everything you do.”
“Oh shit, that sounds terrible,” Zea moaned. “Don’t do that. It will drive me crazy. Just continue on with the plan. We are four grown women who have killed countless mercenaries, military, and slavers. Eve can fucking move shit with her mind. She can pretty much do all of this herself and the rest of us will just be along for the ride.”
“What do you think?” I asked as I turned to Madalena.
The Prime Valkyrie’s lips pushed together, and her gray eyes glanced at the four other women before she looked at me. “We had some disagreements at the start of our relationship, but now I have come to care for these four women. I would welcome them as sisters and as wives for you.”
“You aren’t worried they could die?” I asked.
“If they are too weak to pass the test together, then they are too weak to be Nordar, and much too weak to be submitted to you,” Sivaha said.
I half expected the other four women to object to the silver-haired woman’s words, but they all surprised me by nodding. Then they turned toward me, and I realized that they really wouldn’t go if I told them not to.
“Aren’t I the king?” I asked Madalena. “Can’t I just declare they are Nordar warriors and have everything be done?”
“You can,” Madalena said, “but that will not allow them to wear the aegis or submit to you. That magic comes from the gods, and they have demanded that we pass the rite of passage to use their magic. As king of a blood overlord clan, you can assign a different rite of passage, but this is the easiest one.”
“This isn’t going to be hard,” Zea said, but then she laughed and shook her head. “Okay, it’s going to be hard. I fricken hate the snow, and cold, and monsters and hiking, but Eve, Paula, and Kasta are going to be with me. We’ve been through a lot together. This really won’t be hard. Yeah, I wish it was over right now and we could get on with the mission, but I want to get it over with. I want to feel like I’m an equal to Madalena, Sivaha, and Eve.”
I turned down to my wine and then played with the glass for a bit while I thought through the matter. I knew what saying “no” would mean: Zea would do as I said, but she wouldn’t like it, and she would continue to feel jealous of what I had with the other women. Eventually, we would drift apart. Sure, I would try my hardest to love her and show her how much I loved her, but the relationship with Madalena, Sivaha, and Eve was easy. The love I shared with Zea was hot, bitter, sweet, and salty. We both burned for each other, but while passion kept love fresh, it was the daily connection that continued to power the relationships. It wasn’t her or my fault that I had a magical and psychic bond with three other women, but it was the crazy reality we lived in.
“Alright,” I said at last, and the three blonde women let out long exhales of relief.
“But you are going to be responsible for their training, Madalena,” I said as I turned to the Prime Valkyrie.
“Yes, my lord,” she said.
“If they are injured or killed during the rite, I will hold you accountable. So, I want you to force feed them as much training as you can in the short amount of time we have.”
“Yes, my lord,” the Prime Valkyrie could sense my emotions, so she knew I wasn’t joking. Her eyes were hard, and I could feel the power of her intensity.
“Well then,” Zea said as she stretched her arms over her head and yawned. “I’m pretty beat. It’s time to hit the sack and--”
“No,” Madalena said. “We are starting now. Let’s head to the training hall.”
“But, I’m pretty buzzed,” Paula argued.
“I will not risk angering my king by sending you unprepared,” Madalena said as she stood from her chair. “We have roughly three days to train. You will be spending every second of it with me.”
“Excellent,” Eve said as she stood. “I am happy to train with you, Madalena.”
“Uhh, yeah,” Zea said as her eyes opened wide with horror.
“Get up,” Madalena said. “Get moving. Now.”
Zea, Paula, and Kasta sprang up from their seats, and then the blonde engineer teetered a bit before her android sister caught her. Then Madalena turned and walked out of the galley. Eve followed quickly, and the three blonde women gave each other apprehensive looks before they walked behind the vampire.
I guessed they were probably going to regret wanting to do this after a few hours of Madalena kicking their asses in the training room.
“Hello, Husband,” Sivaha whispered as she slid across the chairs to sit next to me.
“Hello, Sivaha,” I said as I turned to her. “I’m guessing this didn’t count as the dinner you wanted to cook for me?”
“It was close enough,” she said. “Although, we did not drink any aquavit.”
“That can be remedied quickly. I’ll grab a bottle out of the freezer.” I stood from the table, walked over to the fridge, grabbed one of the many bottles we had in the freezer, and then turned to find that she had walked up behind me without making a sound. The silver-haired woman held a clean glass in each hand, and we were sitting at the kitchen bar drinking a few moments later.
“Skol,” we said as we tapped our glasses together. The water of life burned my throat sliding down, and I felt it begin to warm my belly almost instantly.
“Did you sleep well?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I replied. “Thanks for the backrub. How long did it take for me to fall asleep?”
“A few moments,” she replied. “You were exhausted.”
“I’m not exhausted now,” I said, and my eyes met hers as I took another sip.
“Neither am I, but I would like to become exhausted.” Her pale skin flushed a bit around her chest and shoulders, and her left hand reached up to stroke her hair.
“I’ll bring the aquavit,” I said as I lifted the bottle from the table.
“I will bring the glasses,” she whispered as she grabbed them.
Then we were walking down the hallway.
Then we were in the elevator
Then our lips were devouring each other.
Then we were in my suite tearing each other’s clothes off with animal intensity.
We didn’t drink any more of the aquavit. Instead, we spent all night licking each other’s bodies, making love and then resting for a few minutes before we attacked each other again. Her passion was hot, she bit, scratched and screamed when her orgasms took over her body.
Just like Madalena, I could feel Sivaha’s emotions, but we also seemed to have a more subtle bond, and we often found each other guessing what the other wanted a few moments before it was thought.
I lost track of how many times she climaxed, or how many times I filled her with my seed, but eventually, we did become exhausted, and she lay on my chest while we both took long calming breaths.
We hadn’t spoken a single word to each other during the endless hours, but she lifted her head off my chest, kissed me deeply on the mouth, and then lay back on me.
Then I wrapped my arms around my wife and joined her in sleep.









Chapter 12
When I wasn’t recovering from a shift, I was normally a light sleeper, so I was a bit surprised to find Sivaha gone from my bed when I woke up. I did hear the shower running in the bathroom, so I twisted myself out of bed and then walked toward the sound of water.
“Hello, Husband,” she said when she saw me enter the bathroom.
“Hello, Sivaha,” I replied.
“Join me?” she asked as she opened the door. The water flowed down her pale skin in silver rivers, and our eyes met as I stepped inside with her.
It only took a moment for our lips to wrap around each others, and then her legs circled my hips while I pushed her against the wall. She bit my shoulder and growled while we fucked, but then those growls turned into moans that became whimpers of ecstasy when we both climaxed together. Our spiraling emotions danced while we came down from our euphoria, and we both found ourselves slumped up against the corner of the shower holding each other tightly.
“I have not felt this way about another man,” she whispered, but I was still in a bit of a daze from the warm water and bout of lovemaking, and it took me a moment to understand her words.
“Oh?” I replied.
“They were toys,” she said. “Playthings. They did my bidding in and out of bed. I exchanged them when I got bored. Nar was useful because of his family connections, and he was capable of pleasuring me, but I realize I never loved any of them because they were too busy trying to love me.”
“I once regretted killing him, but now I don’t,” I said.
“Oh?” She raised an eyebrow.
“He got in my way,” I said. “So he had to die, and you needed to submit to me so that we could win against the Draugr.”
“Yes,” she said with a sigh. “It is odd. When I think back to that day, I was angry, but on reflection, my anger was more that you saw through me and foiled my plans, and less that you killed my people.”
“That seems fucked up,” I said.
“It was,” she said. “I am supposed to protect my people, but I was arrogant. Well, I still am arrogant, but my anger toward you turned to rage when you wouldn’t give me attention. I couldn’t gain a handhold with you. When you sent me to my room while you went to Kuroda’s party, I spent the time wondering if that was how all the men in my life had felt. I both loved and hated you at the same time. The hate was there because you would not love me in return.”
“But here we are,” I said as I ran my fingers down her shoulder.
“Yesssssss.” She shivered at my touch and then let out a long sigh. “Now I know that I serve Odin by being your wife. I have been blessed and given a second chance. I will not fail him, or you, Husband. Whatever you need of me, I will give. I am yours for as long as I live, and when we both die, I will serve you in Valhalla alongside the Prime Valkyrie.”
“I’m glad you get along with her,” I said.
“Of course,” Sivaha replied. “She is worthy of respect. The other women will be when they become Nordar and submit to you. Although, I do not know if Odin’s magic will work on Kasta.”
“Paula and Kasta won’t be submitting to me,” I said.
“Why not?” Sivaha asked. “They are both beautiful and intelligent. They seem to have a way with the drones on our ship, and they are eager to please you. I am not threatened by their presence.”
“I never really intended for this to happen,” I said as I let go of her and reached for the soap. “I love women, of course, but I always thought I’d just be with one. Now I have four, and you want me to have two more. Kuroda wants me to have another four more. I’m just one guy that is supposed to rule a kingdom and also stop the threat of a super powerful race of vampire assholes. I can’t keep this many women happy.”
“Husband, you are thinking of it wrong,” she said as she reached for the soap dispenser. “You do not make us happy, we make you happy. You are our king and are chosen by Odin.”
“That’s not how I was raised,” I said as she started to rub soap on my back. “I want to take care of my women.”
“You do,” she said. “You provide for us and treat us with love and respect. You are a very talented lover and a man of honor. What more could a woman want? To possess you so that no other can feel your blessings?”
“You sure do know how to stroke my ego,” I chuckled.
“I am learning how to stroke all of you,” she said with her cat-like grin. “I will get very good at it.”
“Yeah,” I agreed as I closed my eyes and enjoyed her hands on my muscles.
“Your resistance comes from Zea,” she said after a few minutes.
“No,” I said.
“You lie,” she chuckled.
“I love her,” I said. “I don’t want to hurt her.”
“Yet she also has Eve as a lover and wishes to deny you another woman’s love.”
“You are phrasing it like she is a hypocrite,” I said. “That’s not how she is.”
“I have spoken with her,” Sivaha said. “She is confused about exactly what she wants. It frustrates both the Prime Valkyrie and me, but we will care for her because you do.”
“She’s going to do the rite so she can marry me,” I said. “She gets it now.”
“Yes, I am glad she is going, but let us talk about your plans with the other clans. The easiest solution is to repeat what you did with me.”
“You are joking,” I said.
“No,” she said as she laughed lightly. “Kill their husbands and take them as wives.”
“Come on,” I groaned. “I just said I had too many women.”
“There is the Jotnar, Idonan, and Waymund clan,” she said. “Each will have a navy, hundreds of systems, and billions of citizens. Your back will be unprotected if you go there looking for an ally. You need to conquer them as you conquered me. Kill their kings and take their queens. It will be less life lost, and then you will have someone committed to you who can manage her own arm of the Vaish Overlord Clan.”
“Have you spoken much to Kuroda?” I asked. “You sound just like him.”
“No, I have not, but if he is also giving you this advice, I am happy he agrees.”
“It’s something to think about,” I said as I switched to wash her.
“I have already bathed, but I would enjoy your hands on me again, Husband.” Her brown eyes pulled me in like a gravity well, and then I pulled her out of the shower soaking wet so that we could ravish each other on the bed.
I dressed when we finished, brushed my teeth, and then walked out of the bathroom to find her asleep on the bed. Her beautiful body was lying uncovered, and I studied it for a few moments before I covered her with a sheet.
Damn, how in the hell did I get so lucky?
I left my suite and walked out to the bridge. Nikki was the only one there, and she told me that we had only an hour or so left in hyperdrive before the warpdrive reset. Then we’d be in Nordar 13 in forty-three minutes.
I thanked Nikki for the update and then went to visit my mother and sister in their room. It was time the three of us had a talk about our father, Yu, and all the shit that had gone on recently.
It probably wasn’t going to be fun, but I needed answers.
“Hey, Eve, are you awake?” I asked into my transporter as I stepped in to the elevator.
“Yes, my love,” I heard her whisper. “I will meet you in front of your mother and sister’s room.”
“How did you know?” I asked with a sarcastic smile, but the vampire woman didn’t answer me.
I found her waiting in front of my sister’s room, and I gave her a tight embrace before I kissed her.
“Was your night well?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I admitted.
“I am glad she makes you happy,” Eve said as she brushed her fingertips across my cheek. “For that, I will love her as well.”
“She is thankful you are doing the rite,” I said.
“Yes,” Eve said with a nod. “Her attitude has changed dramatically since you both spent time together. Before she would have prayed that Zea and I die during our rite, but now she wants what is best for you and us as a collective.”
“Good,” I said. “I’m still not too happy about you all doing this rite, but--”
“It is the correct choice for us,” Eve said. “We will need our bond to be strengthened for the coming challenges.”
“That’s something else I am worried about,” I said. “I don’t want you and Zea to submit to me. This whole thing started when I tried to save you from Elaka Nota’s labs, remember? If you are submitted to me, and I die, then you will as well.”
“You are quite hard to kill, my love,” Eve said with her usual gentle smile. “If there was a situation in combat where you fall, I would not wish to live much longer, anyway. The grief would be unbearable.”
“So you say,” I sighed and then held her face in my hands again. “It still doesn’t sit right with me.”
“You are used to serving us,” she said. “Maybe it is time for us to serve you?”
“Let’s change the subject,” I said. “Did you pick up anything in my mother or sister’s thoughts last night?”
“Your mother was very grateful,” Eve said. “But since there was no talk of you or your sister’s condition, it did not come up in her thoughts.”
“Alright,” I said as we turned to face the door. “Let’s do this.”
Both my sister and mother were in the room. I caught that I was the topic of their conversation, but then they both went quiet as Eve and I entered.
“Good morning,” I said as I smiled at both of them.
“It is a good morning,” my mother said as she stood to hug me. “I still can’t believe that I am here with you all. My dreams have all come true.”
“Adam, why are we being held here?” my sister huffed after my mother and I ended our hug.
“For your own good,” I said. “We have dangerous equipment and cargo onboard. I don’t want either of you being hurt.”
“We aren’t idiots,” Hanekawa spat. “I’m going crazy being cooped up in here.”
“We’ll be home in less than two hours,” I said. “Then you’ll have a nice big room and freedom to explore my battle fortress. Did my wives tell you about the spas?”
“Yes,” my mother said as her eyes opened wide. “I do not think my imagination is powerful enough to picture such a place.”
“Whatever,” Hanekawa said as she cast her eyes down at the ground.
“So it is time for us all to have a talk,” I said as I sat on the bed next to my mother. “We have to talk about our family.”
“Then why is she here?” Hanekawa nodded to Eve.
“Because she is my family too,” I said. “Oh and also, whatever I say is the law now.”
“Ugh,” Hanekawa rolled her eyes. “Just because you are some sort of space king doesn’t me--”
“That’s actually exactly what it means,” I cut her off. “I love ya, Sis, but I’m in charge. So get over it.”
My sister crossed her arms and shook her head at me, but I saw Eve smile out of the corner of my eye.
She does love you. Even when you tell her what to do and she is annoyed, she thinks of what you did to keep her safe and feels endless gratitude.
“Mom, do you know about our condition?” I asked as I looked at her.
“Your condition?” she asked with some confusion, and I sighed. There really wasn’t any way to break this easily to her, so I figured that ripping off the band-aid quickly would be the best choice.
“Yeah. Both Hanekawa and I can turn into tiger-creatures. I was experimented on after I was sent to jail, but Hanekawa can do it, and seems to think that we have always been like this.”
“Ahhh,” she said as she took a deep breath. My mother always looked tired from working non-stop, but she suddenly seemed to age ten years.
“You knew,” I said as I tried to keep my voice calm.
“Yes,” she admitted, and tears began to crawl down her cheek.
“We’ve already talked about it,” Hanekawa said. “When Calvin came to get me, she explained what happened.”
“So you wanna fill me in?” I asked, and Hanekawa gestured across the room to my mother. “It’s her story to tell.”
“Yes, it is,” my mother said as she wiped her tears away. “It was in me, and your father too. He couldn’t control it, so I told him to leave.”
“Wait, he didn’t leave us? What do you mean it was ‘in’ you?” My stomach spun as my fears were validated.
“I changed once when I was angry,” she whispered as she looked up at me. “I was horrified, and I swore to never let it happen again. It took a few years, but my eyes returned to their normal brown color.”
“Fuck,” I sighed. “And our father?”
“I met him on the street. We were walking opposite directions and saw each other’s golden eyes through the crowd. We’d never met another, and our attraction was stronger than gravity. You were born soon after, and then Hanekawa two years after.”
“But you said he left us?” I asked again.
“It was for your protection,” she said. “He had more problems controlling his anger than I did, and he wanted to change every night. He began patrolling the streets, looking for reasons to shift. He told me that he helped people, but he came back one night covered in blood. He said he’d killed one of the gang bosses while they were bribing the police chief. He said they had seen him, and he didn’t want to put us in danger. I agreed and asked him to leave.”
“So, you didn’t really ask him,” I said after a few moments of silence.
“I did,” she said.
“No,” I replied. “You are just taking the fucking guilt like you always have.” I ran my fingers over my face and then tried to force my shoulders to relax. “How do you keep from shifting?”
“I do not know,” she said. “I’m just terrified of changing. I didn’t want to bring attention down on us, so I focused on working and caring for you.”
“You need to just accept who you are,” Hanekawa said. “We are more powerful and better than humans. As soon as Calvin showed me, everything has been easier.”
“Perhaps I should speak with him,” my mother said.
“No,” I replied. “No one is speaking with Calvin until I’ve figured out what to do with him. Mom, is there anything else you want to tell me? What about your parents?”
“I never suspected anything from my mother and father,” she said. “That was why I was so surprised when I changed.”
“But all these years…” I sighed. “Hanekawa was sick, and you knew why, but you never told us.”
“That is cruel, brother,” my sister said. “Mom had no way of knowing.”
“No, he is right,” my mom said. “I suspected, but again, I didn’t want it to be true. I never noticed either of you change, and I kept as close of a watch as I could on you both. Since you weren’t sick, I thought that Hanekawa’s condition might have been something else unrelated.”
The three of us talked for another half hour, or maybe it was an hour, I lost track of time as I tried to reconnect with the two women who had been the largest part of my life growing up. I’d given up everything to keep them safe, and the realization that I hadn’t known the whole story was a bit of a hard pill to swallow.
But at least all those Yakuza assholes who broke their promise were now dead.
Eve and I bid my sister and mother goodbye, and then we left the room. Kasta still had her drones guarding the doors, and they were locked from the outside, but I’d soon move them all to better quarters on Odin Geirr.
“Let’s chat with Yu,” I said as we stepped to the next door. The metal slid open after I pressed the keypad, and I gasped when I saw the blond scientist hanging from the roof with a bedsheet tied around his neck.
“No!” I shouted as I dashed into the room.
I grabbed around the man’s waist to lift the tension from his neck, but his body already felt stiff.
Adam! No! It’s a trap!
Eve’s words hit my brain as soon as Calvin pushed his hand down on me. I heard an electric snap, and my entire body filled with agony.
I grabbed his hand where it pressed on my shoulder and twisted his wrist. The bone snapped like an old twig, and the man let out a scream as the sheet he’d wrapped around his neck came unwound. He fell on me, but I was already pushing my other arm up into him, and I flung the tall skinny man across the room. He bounced off the wall with a thud, landed on his bed upside down, and then tumbled onto the floor.
“Well, that didn’t go quite as I expected.” He set his hand on the floor so that he could get up, but I brought my foot down on his fingers, and he hissed with agony.
“Nope,” I growled as I looked at the device that had fallen into my hand when I broke his wrist. It was a modified taser crafted from one of Persephone’s lighting components. All the lights in the room were working, so I couldn’t guess where he got it from.
Pulled apart the ceiling in the corner, pulled out the relay, then wired it so that it bypassed the unit.
“Well, you can’t blame me for trying,” Yu chuckled as he looked up at me. “I am both disappointed I failed and proud you took the shock like such a champ. How about we just forget this ever happened?”
“I’ll have a new cell for you when we arrive on my home system,” I said as I reached down to grab him by the puppy scruff. “I’ll make sure there aren’t any lights or a bed with sheets.”
“How about a toilet?” he asked as I picked him up. “One of your crew has to watch me shit each time I need to go. I have to admit it’s not one of my sexual fetishes.”
“I’ll have them leave a bucket for you,” I said.
“That’s not nice, Adam.” He frowned.
You have actually made him angry with that comment.
“Or you can start telling me more, and I’ll consider letting you shit like a civilized… whatever species you are.” I released my hold on his neck and then pushed him back so that he sat on his bed.
“Ask away,” he said as he cradled his broken wrist. “I’ve always been honest with you.”
“What do you know about my species?” I asked.
“Ahhh,” he said as his mouth twisted up into a smile. “You’ve come to the realization that you aren’t human. Took you long enough.”
“Now I’m thinking your shit bucket will be very small,” I growled.
“Fine!” he spat. “I don’t know what they are called. All I know is that they were one of the first species to come to the Milky Way. There were the grays, the lizards, the tigers, and then the humans at first. Then other’s came later, or evolved from them.”
“Wait,” I said, “humans came first? I thought that the SAVO had created them as food for--”
“Adam, Adam, Adam, try not to think too much about this, eh?”
“Alright,” I growled. “I’ll spend my meager brain power thinking about the hole you are going to shit in when I put you in your cell.”
Something about disposing of his waste is a trigger point. Notice how clean he is? It is important to him, so continue to use that for leverage.
“Okay, okay,” he waved his hands. “I’ll can it with the clever insults. It really is hard being me talking to you though. You are used to it, but I have to pump the brakes if you know what I mean.”
I stared at the man without speaking, and the smile slowly faded from his mouth.
“These SAVO, as you call them, came after the others,” he continued. “I don’t know from which galaxy, and maybe it doesn’t matter. The grays were good at running and hiding. The tigers were all about fighting as were the lizards. The humans couldn’t decide what they wanted to do, so yeah. At any rate, they all lost, got enslaved, devoured, and then the SAVO realized they ate too fast and were still hungry. They did some DNA seeding for a bunch of planets, and then they went into hibernation for a few billion years. During that time, the galaxy has continued to expand, more travelers have come here from other galaxies, and things have evolved on other planets. There is a lot for them to eat now, and they might take their time to consume at a slower rate. Or hey, maybe they will just gorge and then sleep again.”
“How can I defeat them?” I asked.
“They have bodies,” he said with a shrug. “They can die, but we’ve never seen one’s body.”
“We?” I asked.
“Come on, Adam,” he sighed. “I’m sure you can guess what I am. Yeah, there are probably a hundred million sentient species in the Milky Way right now, but if I’m not human, or tiger, or lizard, then what am I?”
“A gray,” I replied.
“Ding, ding, ding!” Then his eyes turned black, and his voice changed to sound like a cross between a frog’s and a man’s.
“We are the watchers and the hiders. Most of our kind died to our enemies, but we left behind our records for future generations. We will never be what we once were, but we swore vengeance on our enemies.”
The voice caused goosebumps to slide down my spine, and I let out a slow breath of relief when his eyes shifted back into human looking ones.
“Well fuck,” he said. “I didn’t quite mean for that to happen. Our history is written in our DNA, and it sometimes comes out when I least expect it.”
“So your kind is coordinating the battle against the SAVO?” Eve asked.
“Heh,” he said as he smirked at her. “Don’t you want to know.”
“I do,” she said as she crossed her arms.
“Adam, you don’t actually trust this one do you?” he asked. “Yeah, I know she’s really fucking hot, but come on. She can’t be worth the sex. She’s just going to betray you to her masters.”
“I do not serve them,” Eve growled.
“That’s what I’d expect you to say.” Yu rolled his eyes and then shook his head. “Adam, dump her out an airlock near a sun and be done with her. You’ve got a bunch of other women on board that you seem to be fucking.”
Eve’s body was rigid, and her eyes were glowing like coals. Her jaw was clenched, and her chest heaved as she took ragged breaths.
“I will never betray--”
“It’s okay,” I said as I put my arm around her slender shoulders. “I know you would never betray me.”
“Ahhh, the penis tells the brain what to do,” Calvin sighed. “How hard is it for you to fight your nature, Adam? Do you think she’ll be able to fight hers?”
“I already am,” Eve said. “I have figured out a way around the desire to kill and feed.”
“Oh?” the scientist said as he raised an eyebrow. “Do tell.”
“No,” Eve said with a laugh. “I owe you no answers.”
Calvin’s face grew angry for a flash of a second, and I guessed we had found another way to piss him off. He didn’t seem to like not knowing something.
“I’m done with you for today,” I said to Yu as I stepped back toward the door. “I can only handle so much asshole in one sitting.”
“Awww, and we were just getting started,” he said. “I have more stuff to tell you.”
“I’m sure you think you do,” I said. “Why don’t you sit alone and think about it while I do more important things?”
“Uhhhhgggh,” he moaned with obvious annoyance, but then we were out in the hallway, and I was locking the door.
“Lux,” I said after I hit my transponder.
“Yes, Adam?” the Valkyrie replied.
“Yu tore into his ceiling and managed to craft some sort of taser out of the light module. We need two people to take him to bathroom moving forward, and they need to search him before and after he gets back to his room.”
“Understood,” she said.
“Adam,” Nikki said as soon as Lux finished speaking. “We will arrive in Nordar - 13 in half an hour.”
“Great,” I said. “Call everyone to the bridge.”
“Will do,” the pilot replied, and then she made the general announcement while Eve and I walked toward the elevators.
“Don’t worry about Yu,” I said to Eve. “He’s a piece of shit.”
“Yes,” she said with a heavy sigh. “He knows how to anger us.”
“We won’t have to worry about him for much longer,” I said. “He’ll be sitting in the cell in Odin Geirr. After a few weeks, he’ll begin to wish he’d told me everything he knew. After a month, he’ll be begging me for conversation. I know what it is like to be stuck in a cell. It only takes a few days to realize you’d do anything to be free.”
“I wish it did not have to come to that,” she said. “He hints that we are on the same side.”
“He still tortured me and shot me full of drugs,” I said. “Maybe the tiger was already inside of me, but he didn’t do me any fucking favors.”
“Agreed,” she said.
A few minutes later and the crew arrived on the bridge. Paula and Zea were sitting in their seats on either side of Nikki. Eve and Kasta sat on my right while Madalena and Sivaha sat on my left. The thought of four of them heading down to Nordar - 13 - a alone made my heart beat heavy in my chest, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to talk them out of it.
I also knew they would be successful. Eve, Zea, Paula, and Kasta were extraordinary women who had overcome amazing odds already.
The Nordar rite would just be another notch on their belts, and then they would become more powerful.
“Exiting warpdrive in three, two, one…” Zea said, and then Persephone’s screen blinked on.
Then I saw the ships.
When I had first come to Nordar - 13, I’d been amazed by the thousands of ships hovering between the three planets. It seemed as if there were more vessels than stars, and the sheer power of the Vaish Overlord Clan hit me in the gut like a punch from a prizefighter.
But this was another level of insanity.
There were almost too many ships in the space around the planets. They were everywhere, and I almost couldn’t see the planets because of the size of the armada
There must have been millions of ships. Too many to count, even if I had a lifetime.
“Ohhh shit,” Paula, Kasta, and Zea said in unison.
“Behold the new Vaish armada,” Sivaha said. “My arm of the navy is now here, and I suspect that Kuroda’s have arrived as well.”
“How many ships?” I asked as I turned to my two queens.
“I will get an exact count,” Madalena said, “but I estimated one and a half million when Sivaha and I first spoke about joining the fleets.”
“Damnnnnn,” Zea gasped. “It’s incredible.”
“It is,” Sivaha said, and I could feel her pride flow around her like a whirlpool. “It might be the most powerful armada ever to assemble.”
We all stared at the scene for another minute in silence, and I felt my mind wander. The trip back to Ganymede had reminded me of where I came from. I was once a poor kid living on a distant moon. Yet here I was, in command of billions of people and over a million warships while I also enjoyed the love of four amazing women.
My mother and sister were now with me, and even though I was still puzzling through my past, I knew I’d figure out how to fight off my insanity. I’d never let the beast win.
I was the one who won.
I always won.
“Nikki, take us in,” I said. “We are going to spend a few days recovering the drives before Eve, Zea, Paula, and Kasta begin their rite. Then we are going to visit the Idonan Blood Overlord Clan.”
“You will seek an alliance with them?” Madalena asked.
“No,” I said as I turned to face her and Sivaha. “I am going to bring this armada. When I get there, I will tell them to bend knee to their new master. And if they don’t, I’ll tear them into pieces.”
End of Book 9
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