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Chapter One  

 

“How long do you plan on keeping this up?” 

The voice was low and positively decadent. Saskia squeezed her eyes briefly and 

struggled with the urge to groan and lick her lips. She didn’t, for she seemed to taste 

him when she did. Without pulling her attention from the task before her, she 

answered. 

“What my plans are, Damu Kijani, are mine and of no concern of yours.” 

“Really?” The question purred in her ear. 

Skin flushed hot, cold, then hotter yet. She could feel the flames begin to burn 

from the inside. 

“Really,” she replied drolly. 

“I dislike being ignored,” he growled. 

Four words which got her to turn. It was a mistake. There he stood, six feet, five 

inches of tightly roped muscles covered by a loose shirt and tight pants. Silver eyes with 

red pupils, she knew despite the mirrored glasses he wore, were focused directly upon 

her. They always were. 

“Did you need someone to hold your hand and tell you what a good boy you 

are?” 

His responding smile was more like a baring of teeth. “If you keep this up, 

Saskia, I will think you don’t want me.” 

Ignoring the pulses which vibrated through her, she gave him a cool stare. “I 

don’t. I have more important things to do than stroke your already over-inflated ego.” 

“Ouch,” he muttered, clasping a hand over his heart. 

She glared, then rolled her eyes before getting back to looking at the files on the 

men Richard had wanted to kill for daring to not only touch, but also take his sister, 

Sanna. 

Not that thereõd been much life left in them when Richard had stopped Sanna--forcibly.  
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It bothered her greatly to know that somehow some humans had gotten Sanna 

unaware. It may very well be true that they had no idea of her power, but coincidences 

never sat well with her. True, Sanna didn’t care for her, but Richard protected her, and 

therefore his family was under hers as well. 

Richard Falk was a pyroice, a being who wielded fire and ice with lethal 

efficiency, fire most often the stronger of the two. He was the leader of the Pyroice 

Phoenixõs Warriors. Her warriors. Richard was her pyroice. But in order for the process to 

be completed, they needed one another. Since they had retrieved Richard, she and he 

had been completing the process, and it wore at her. 

She focused on the current problem. Damu. He still stood there, tempting her. “Is 

there something you needed, dragon?” 

The file was removed from her hand, and she bit back her growl of anger. People 

up close in her face—not of her own accord—not her idea of fun. 

“You know exactly what I need.” 

Promises of long sexual escapades, endless nights of pleasure, and more dripped 

from his tone. Her breasts grew heavy, wanting his touch, and her slit grew wet in 

preparation. A hint of white flashed, and she mentally groaned. He would know she 

was aroused. 

“I don’t give a damn what you need.” 

Damu leaned closer. “How about what you need? I could help with that, too.” 

She dragged her tongue over her lips and reached out to remove his glasses. 

Flames flickered in those pupils. She set the glasses on the desktop with care. 

“You could, couldn’t you.” She fixed her eyes on his lush lips and licked hers 

again. “We both know I’m attracted to you, and maybe, just maybe…” She trailed off. 

His nose flared, and she knew he could scent her arousal. He was a dragon, after 

all. His face moved closer, his onyx skin calling to her fingers to touch. The call was so 

powerful she had to stop herself from actually completing the action. 

“Saskia,” he rumbled. 
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He smelled like outdoors and crisp wind. Not what she believed a red dragon 

would smell like. Damn if she didn’t just want to lick him. All over. 

Hungry for him, she ran her gaze over his entire face before dropping back to his 

lips--those full, entirely kissable lips. 

“Damu,” she whispered. 

He inched nearer. Right before there was any connection, she tapped her power 

and created a barrier, knowing full well if she gave in, there would be no going back. 

“Keep dreaming,” she warned him. Her body began to glow with flames. 

Damu’s gaze hardened into steel, and his pupils were like blood red rubies. 

Not nice, Saskia. 

His voice in her head was like his touch upon her body. Deep and bassy, it 

stroked her like an instrument. She wavered, her body responding, gravitating toward 

him. 

Bite me, dragon. 

“Never--and I mean never--tempt a dragon to do that.” 

Another flush surged through her. She stopped the flames and glared at him. 

Furious at the reaction he created in her, she struggled to contain her instinctive desire 

to lash out. 

“Go away.” 

“You should know the ache will only go away if you give in to the fire burning 

inside you.” 

She closed her eyes and rubbed them. Damu was gone when she opened them. 

Good riddance. 

Tsk. Tsk. Are you mad I left, or because there was no lingering goodbye kiss. 

Saskia gnashed her teeth in frustration, but refrained from answering. A warm 

chuckle filled her head, then vanished. After a round of curses, she relocated the file 

he’d moved from her hand earlier. 

Her agitation grew as she skimmed the sheets it contained. Leaning back in her 

chair, she gazed out the large window of her home. It bordered the property of her 
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familial home, which her brother Aren had taken over when Dane Sidorov had brought 

him back to Savoy. 

She was grateful Dane had brought him home. Aren had left the day their family 

was massacred. The massacre had killed the old Saskia. Anger spiked along her skin at 

the memory, and she had to concentrate in order to calm down. 

Saskia! 

Now is not a good time, dragon. 

I feel your rage and sorrow. Do you need me? There was no teasing in his tone, just 

straightforward bluntness and concern. 

She didn’t want to contemplate how nice it felt to have him ask her such a thing. 

No. Stay out of my head. 

His withdrawal was disturbingly unwelcome. A tall glass of ice-cold water 

helped her return to a state of calm. With a final glance at her desk, she transported 

herself to where she wished to be. 

The warm sun beat down on her from a cloudless sky as she stood before the 

massive stone home. Above the front door flew an eagle flag—the symbol of the Van 

der Ness clan. Her memory flashed to the day they’d taken a family portrait in front of 

this door. She’d been sitting with her mother, and the men of the family had been 

behind. A sad smile appeared. She’d been different then, her hair golden blonde. She'd 

been a different person, happy. Back when I knew how to smile. She wiped her hands 

down her skintight leather pants before ringing the doorbell. 

There was nothing for a bit before the large, hand-carved wooden door opened. 

“Yes?” Nahia stood there clad in a white maternity shirt, which covered her very 

swollen pregnant belly, and pale blue pants. Her eyes, which had been a gentle medium 

brown, changed to crimson before they were brown again. 

“Good afternoon, Nahia. How are you?” No response. Nahia just stared. Saskia 

licked her lips. “Is Aren home?” 

Wordlessly, Nahia stepped back to allow her entrance. She entered and gazed 

around, noticing all the amazing portraits on the wall. 
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“Saskia.” Aren walked into view, a large grin crossing his handsome face. 

“Hello, Aren. Do you have a moment?” 

“For you? Always.” He wrapped his arms around her and hugged her tight. “We 

can talk in the hearth room. Nahia-” 

“I’m feeling the need for fresh air.” The words were clipped. Without another 

word, Nahia left the house, the door shutting behind her with a powerful slam. 

Aren looked torn between going after her or not. 

“If you need to, go,” Saskia offered. 

“No. It’s fine. Come on. Let’s talk.” 

Even so, as they walked, she noticed he glanced back a few times, concern etched 

into his face. She sighed. She’d been back for a while now, and it seemed her new sister-

in-law hated her. She’d not even been in the wedding. She bet the only reason she had 

been invited was because Aren had said something to his fiancé at the time. 

Aren took her hand and gave her a smile. “What’s up?” 

 

Damu soared above Savoy Valley, high over her mountains and valleys, so he 

was but a speck in the sky. His thoughts remained on Saskia Van der Ness. He was the 

king of the Red Dragloons, and Saskia was to be his warrior queen.  

The problem? She didn’t seem to give a flying fuck.  

Saskia was a zielbespar, a soul saver. She was a phoenix, rare and elusive. But 

more than that, she was his mate. He knew this with every fiber of his being, regardless 

of whether she wanted to believe it or not. It was a fact he’d known the second he’d 

crossed her path when she checked out his niece, Kaida.  

His niece. Kaida Ayre, was an amazing young woman. She carried the power of 

the fire and ice dragons within her, from mother and mate, as well as the powers of the 

air, courtesy of who her father was.  

Her mate, Adamek Nervig, was a hunter, and a dragon as well. Ice to his fire, 

and old to his ancient. Sure, he knew they were happy, but he and Dak were still 

learning to tolerate one another. Their love for Kaida was more powerful than their 
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dislike and years of distrust of one another’s kind. He missed her. Kaida and Dak had 

been gone for a while. They were off hunting a Vilaiz Symbiant, which had escaped 

after Dak had had to take his sister’s life. 

Damu’s younger sister was here too, Princess Ainra. Needless to say, things in 

Savoy Valley had been more than a bit volatile lately. Which was why he was up here, 

circling along on the currents without a care in the world.  

He winged his way back toward Saskia’s house. He grinned as he saw the 

smaller goldens which Tanguy had sent to keep an eye on her. She hated it, but couldn’t 

make them leave. Dragons were loyal to their king and/or queen. So until they received 

orders from their ruler, nothing short of death could make them give up their job. 

Climbing higher, he rode the wind and just drifted. Like normal, his thoughts 

returned to Saskia. With her tight leather body suits and that blonde hair which she 

kept in tight braids, all he wanted to do was mess her up, rumple her, change those blue 

eyes from cold and calculating to soft and passionate. 

He flexed his talons as he flew. Passion. The idea had so much merit. There was 

an ocean full buried deep in his mate, and he was getting impatient to release it. He 

grumbled as he landed in a large meadow, smoke rolling from his nose. There was a 

connection between his woman—Saskia—and the one who’d manifested into her 

pyroice. Damu hated that and wanted nothing more than to snap the man in two and 

use his bones as toothpicks. 

He sighed and lowered his head upon scaled forelegs. There were many rules 

now. As an ancient, he could recall when eating humans wasn’t so frowned upon. Eyes 

drifting closed, he listened to the forest around him.  

She appeared before him mentally, a frown of disproval on her face as was her 

norm. His mouth watered at the sight. How could it not? She was perfect. 

And mine! 

He snorted, and a ball of fire exploded across the field. With a groan, he got up 

and stomped on the fire, extinguishing it before it could do any real harm. There was no 
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denying where he longed to be, and so he headed that way. He could feel her pain and 

sadness, and it did not sit well with him in the least.  

Before her home, he took his human form, strode up to the front walk, and 

waited. He hid his grin when the front door opened and he found himself once again 

face to face with Saskia. 

“And again, here you are,” she said by way of greeting--one which wasn’t very 

warm or inviting. 

“I can feel your distress, Saskia. What is wrong?” The warrior in him longed to 

defend her and fight all her demons for her. The fact he was her mate demanded it, but 

the man who knew her realized that was not the way to go about it. Not with her, a 

warrior in her own right. 

Her gaze shuttered. “Why are you here, dragon?” Her tone was as cold as her 

bird was hot. 

“Dragon,” he said. “Could almost be an endearment, the way it falls from your 

lips.” Damu hated the lingering pain in her eyes, and realized the best way to handle it 

would be to flirt with her. It never failed to distract her. And tonight proved to be no 

different. 

Flames flickered in her eyes. “I live to give you endearments.” 

He approached to lean against the porch railing, resting his arms upon the 

smooth wood. “So much more exciting things to do with our time, Saskia. But I’ll take 

endearments to start.” 

She muttered some unintelligible words under her breath and held his gaze with 

a highly amused one of her own. “What I can’t quite figure out with you,” she began 

tonelessly, “is if you actually think I am going to fall for such horrid lines, or are hoping 

I will. Surely one who is as old as you could come up with something better than that.” 

“Old?” He arched a brow and tipped his head to stare at her over the tops of his 

mirrored glasses. “While it’s true I am an ancient, trust me when I say I am not old, and 

I am more than capable of proving it to you.” 



Combustion 

12 

Inside his chest, his dragon stirred hungry for something other than food. They 

were both of the fire, and he knew their joining would be explosive. 

Her smile was more of a sneer. Even so, it didn’t detract from her beauty. “And 

you think you’re the one who will make me sigh softly and moan in pleasure?” 

The mental image stiffened his cock, and he swallowed his growl. Yes! “You 

sound disbelieving. Would you like me to prove it?” 

“I would like for you to leave me alone. And get those damn goldens off my 

property!” 

“I cannot. But, if you give me a kiss, I’ll have a talk with Tanguy about having 

them pulled.” 

“A kiss, my ass.” 

He flashed a devilish grin. “I have no problem with that.” 

Her eyes sparked white fire, and he could feel her power rising up. He felt his 

own awaken and prepare for battle. A few charged moments passed, with the air 

around Saskia dancing with little flames. 

She reined herself in, and her eyes became blue once again. “Stop trying to 

provoke me, dragon.” 

“Just trying to get you to see reason.” 

Her blonde brow shot up. “Reason? Like I’m a petulant child? I need to calm 

down and see some reason?”  

Her Slavic accent seeped through, and it made his teeth lengthen with need. It 

took incredible control for him to keep his hands to himself. His lust and frustration 

sent him to the edge.  

“Yes,” he bit off. His teeth snapped like a steel trap. “Petulant child. You know 

who you are. Time has come to accept it.” 

Her power spiked out and lanced along his skin. The heat would have been 

intolerable to anyone else, but he was not just anyone. He was of the fire, so to him, this 

was but a caress. 
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“Accept it, Saskia. Enough of your dramatic self-sacrifice. What happened, 

happened. Move on. Your stubbornness is hurting people. Others I do not care about, 

but you are hurting yourself.” He vaulted over the railing to land before her. “I will not 

allow this to continue.” 

“Allow?” she seethed. 

He grabbed her arm and pulled her flush to him. Flames moved from her to 

dance along his skin, their heat so intense it should have burned his clothes. As it was, 

they moved over him like a lover, warming him. 

“You are mine!” 

“I belong to no one.” Her eyes shot sparks. “Let me go. I have to meet Richard.” 

Fury raged within him at her statement. “Fine. Go play with him. Just remember 

one thing.” 

“What?” 

He kissed her. Slammed his mouth over hers and took what he wanted. Her 

taste, instantly addictive, was like thick, fresh honey, the kind one got from a 

honeycomb. Desire hit him so hard, his knees almost buckled. 

Breaking the kiss, he stared down at her. Her blue eyes were rimmed with fire. 

“You. Are. Mine!” he growled before vanishing. 

 

 Check back next week at Satin Notes ~ http://www.satinnotes.com  for 

Chapter Two of Combustion.   
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