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Chapter Two 

 

Saskia stood by herself, body covered in sweat, and stared out over the Pantera 

Mountains past the window. Five days! Five complete days since Damu had kissed her. 

Moreover, five since she’d even seen him or gotten a good night’s rest. 

Damn him! So much power flowed through him, and when they touched, hers 

seemed to amplify. But the kiss…that kiss, had been completely off the charts. Never 

had she felt so alive. 

Damu’s kiss was enough to battle back her pain and leave her with an entirely 

different one. Yes, she wanted him—had since she first saw him appear in the road 

before her. Nevertheless, nothing prepared her for the intensity she craved him with 

now. 

That one short—too short—exchange left her hungry for more. He was in her 

blood, and whether she liked it or not, she couldn’t rid herself of him. She ran a hand 

down her face, removing sweat, and wiped it off on her shorts. Then she got back to her 

workout with swords. As the blades sang through the air, she mulled over his final 

words. 

Was she acting like a brat? Being selfish? No! He didn’t know what she had gone 

through--what she had lost. 

Bastard has no right to judge me. 

She thrust forward and impaled an invisible opponent. The next moment, there 

was a knock on her door. Whipping the swords, she walked off as they embedded 

themselves deep into the wood panel. 

Jerking the door open, she was a bit taken back by the blond who stood there. 

Killian Sidorov. 

His eyes twinkled as he raked his gaze over her near naked body. It was a typical 

act for him. Her reaction was anything but. She felt squeamish at his perusal, whereas it 

had never bothered her before. 
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“Hello, beautiful,” he said. 

“Killian.”  

She ran her gaze over him and took in the deceptively relaxed portrayal. He 

came across as a California surfer, but anyone who knew him realized that, beneath that 

exterior was a deadly opponent. He wore a polo shirt and khakis over his power 

physique.  

“What’re you doing here?” 

“I was on my way back from Dane’s house and swung by. Wanted to see how 

you were doing. Haven’t had much time to see you since we got back with Richard.” 

She was touched by his concern. “I’m okay. Why?” 

“You looked even more tired than usual after your last bout with him.” 

She didn’t want to talk about it. “I’m fine.” Sitting on the couch, she watched him 

prowl to a chair and sit with feline grace. “Why were you at Dane’s?” 

“He came back.” 

Her brows shot up. “Dane’s home? Really?” 

“Not any more. He was only here for a short bit. He and his daughter had to get 

back to his mate.” 

She shook her head and held up a hand. “Wait, he…he has a daughter?” She 

blinked some more. "He has a mate?" 

Killian shrugged. “He does now. He’s claimed her and the child. The child's 

name is Valera, but everyone calls her Lera. Adorable girl. There have been some weird 

things going on with him, and he came home to see his family, and also visit Aren and 

Nahia, since she’s so close to giving birth. Had dinner with them all last night. Nahia 

loves him and adores Lera.” 

Another shaft of pain speared her heart. Why she hurt at the prospect of not 

having been invited baffled her. Dane and Aren were best friends. Not her. However, it 

still hurt. A lot. 

“I see.” A lump in her throat gave her more pain. What the hell is wrong with me? 
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Killian leaned forward and braced his arms on powerful thighs. He stared at her. 

She shifted on the seat, aware of just how much he was seeing. 

“Are you sure you’re okay, Saskia?” 

Anger fluttered, and she bit back her growl. “Fine.” 

A skeptical look split his features. “We’ve been friends for a long time, Saskia. 

Honestly, you have me worried.” 

She flew at him, enraged, and they rolled to the floor, powers flaring. He pinned 

her arms behind her back, and she hissed in anger. In his gaze, she could see his tiger 

close to the surface. A powerful blast sent him flying back, and the only reason he 

landed on his feet was because of his cat. 

“Saskia,” he said, low and with a hint of question in it. 

“To much for you, kitty?” she sneered, fire raining from her fingertips as she 

crossed the living room toward him. 

His eyes went feral before he regained control and glared back at her. “Not at all. 

Let’s see what you’ve got. You’re so damn up tight, you just need to be fucked. Good 

and hard.” 

Her vision went hazy as an image of Damu, stripped bare, appeared before her. 

Furious, she shoved it back away and flew at Killian. He met her midair, his growl low 

and deadly, as his heavier weight slammed her back to collide with and go through a 

glass table. The pain was a relief--something she knew how to handle. 

“Is that your problem, Saskia?” he ground out, getting back to his feet and 

clearing the rubble between them like it was nothing. “Family? Children? The fact 

you’re all alone?” 

With a flick of her hand, she sent half the table careening through the air at him. 

He dodged it and the follow-up item. With his speed, he charged, lifted, and slammed 

her into another wall. 

“Have to do better than that.” His taunt tore at her. 
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Deep from within, her bird answered her cry and flew to her aid. She expected to 

see concern or pain in Killian’s eyes, since he held onto her as flames covered her. There 

was neither. What she did see was triumph. 

“Good,” he rasped, hands digging into her flesh. “There you are. Whatever your 

demons, Saskia, you have to face them or let them go. Your distraction is not good. It’s 

dangerous, not only for you, but also for Richard. The power is within you. Damn you, 

use it!” He shook her. Hard. “Get over yourself. There are bigger things than you going 

on here. If you aren’t willing to be here completely, leave. You’re a liability like this.” 

He released her and vanished without another word. For a few tics of time, she 

stood there amidst the destruction of her living room. Killan’s words hit her hard, 

especially since Damu had claimed something similar when she’d last seen him. 

The low keening rose from the bottom of her gut. She didn’t contain it, didn’t do 

anything except allow it to overtake her. Standing there, she watched her body become 

engulfed by the white flame of her phoenix. 

She flashed outside and streaked toward the sun. All she knew was she longed to 

get away, to go some place no one could find her, where there were no reminders of her 

past and of what she’d lost. 

Higher and higher she flew, eventually reaching space. She continued to press 

on, the cold thin air not an issue for her, for she as well protected by the phoenix’s 

flames. She soared along, skimming through the stars and planets, her heart slowing as 

she calmed.  

She frowned over the realization that Killian was right about her being alone. She 

was, and she didn’t like it. She longed for a partner--a spouse--and even children. She 

longed for what her brother, Aren, had. The way he gazed at his pregnant wife, as if she 

hung the moon—a look which Lady Nahia reciprocated fully to him. 

You know where I am. 

Damu’s voice in her mind was both soothing and decadent. 

Stay out of my head, dragon. 

Why donõt you just block me? His words taunted her. 
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She sighed and peered down at the earth from where she hung, suspended in a 

flame the shape of a large bird. The planet was beautiful. Why do you not respect my 

wishes and stay out of my head? 

His frustration was palpable. Is that what you really and truly want? 

Yes! Her bird screamed to the heavens in frustration along with her insistence. 

Very well, Saskia.  

His tone portrayed his disappointment but before she could analyze that, he was 

gone. Moreover, unlike how she was used to him leaving, this time she couldn’t feel 

him. Not even a little bit. A large hole in her chest was left behind and the force of the 

emptiness rocked her to the core. 

Alone--completely and utterly alone is how she felt. And cold. She’d become so 

used to having him there, even when he was silent, that it felt natural. How she felt now 

was anything but. 

Call for him! her mind screamed. 

But she couldn’t. She would not. 

She cried out in frustration and dove for earth. Streaking through the skies, she 

tried her best to outrun the loneliness, only to fail over and over again. It was evening 

when she made it back to her house. Darkness had begun to settle across the land, and 

her house sat dark. No welcoming light. No visitors. Nothing. She was alone. Well and 

truly alone. 

Inside, she got to work fixing her house up. The clock over her mantle, the one 

which housed the only picture she had of her family, chimed midnight when another 

knock came on her door. 

Rolling stiff shoulders, she wiped her hands off on her loose cotton pants, tugged 

down her tank top, and strode to the door. Another deep breath before she opened it. 

Two surprises in one day. On the other side stood none other than Ainra. Correction, 

Princess Ainra Kijani, Damu’s younger sister. 

She wore body molding red leather, and her auburn hair sat gathered high on 

her head in a ponytail. Her onyx skin seemed to gleam in the low light. What threw her 
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was the eyes. Ainra normally had laughter in her nigh translucent eyes but tonight—or 

this morning—none was present. There was also no sign of respect with the right fist 

clenching and head bowing. 

Warning spiked up her spine, but she just stood there as if she hadn’t a care in 

the world. “What are you doing here, Ainra? And at this time of the night.” 

“You and I will get along fine, so long as you don’t hurt my brother. I’ve lost one 

sister, and I will die before I lose another sibling.” Her words fell like ice around them. 

“Do not mess with the order of things, Saskia Van der Ness, or I promise you, there will 

be hell to pay.” Ainra glared at her, then disappeared without another word. The 

warning had been given though. And received. 

 

Damu seethed as he paced back and forth along the perimeter of his domain. 

Smoke billowed from his nostrils as his four feet clawed deep into the fertile earth. Fury 

coursed along his veins, pumping through like blood. He wanted to roar, rage, and 

destroy. 

She is being foolish! 

She is a child, scared and unsure. The part of him which dealt with rational 

thoughts spoke up. 

He snorted in disgust. She is no child. She is acting like a spoiled brat. 

Admittedly, when he’d first realized what she meant to him and the future of the 

Red Dragloons, he had been amused by her resistance, for he’d always enjoyed a good 

challenge. His mistake had been assuming duty would prevail over her petulant 

behavior. It hadn’t. 

In fact, she’d gotten worse. She was even more rude to him now than before. 

With a low roar, he took to the skies in search of prey.  

As he finished his meal, he lay in the sun, his scales absorbing the heat. The wind 

currents shifted and brought the smell of another. A low rumble left him, for he wasn’t 

in the mood for company. 

Permission to land, King? 
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He yawned and settled deeper into the ground. Granted. 

A large golden landed gracefully before him--Tanguy, King of the Gold 

Dragloons. Damu lay immobile and waited, eyes closed. He knew he appeared at 

complete ease. 

Forgive my intrusion, King. 

Call me Damu. Tanguy’s initial address let him know that something was up. 

They were close friends and rarely felt the need to call each other by title. Damu 

couldn’t even recall the last time they had done so in private. He didn’t add any title to 

his address, for while Tanguy was the king of the goldens, he was younger than him. 

Besides, Damu wasn’t feeling very charitable at the moment. 

I need to speak to you of your queen. 

Red lids rose, and he stared at the golden. All the dragons knew Saskia was his 

mate. His queen. She was the one denying it. 

What has she done? 

She attacked one of my dragons. 

Damu lifted his head and glared down his snout at Tanguy. That is a serious 

accusation. His protective instinct rose swift within him. Close on its heels was disbelief. 

Surely she wouldn’t go so far. 

Which is why I came personally. I donõt  believe she meant to injure him. However, she 

did. Moreover, rumors are beginning to circulate. 

He rose to his feet. Quash the rumors. I will handle her. Damu paused and looked at 

Tanguy again. The one she injured. How is he? 

Heõll be well enough. His pride is hurt the worst, Iõm sure. 

One guarding her? 

Yes. We meant no disrespect- 

I know. Pull them all. She will reside here with me. 

Understood. 
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Damu rose into the sky and, with several powerful beats of his wings, was well 

on his way to claim his queen. Following his nose, he circled her home a few times 

before landing in her front yard. 

Shifting at the last second, he strode through the door and bellowed, “Saskia Van 

der Ness!” 

He felt her before he actually saw her. When she finally entered the room, his 

breath caught at the sight of her. Two and a half weeks had passed since he’d seen her 

last. She was clad in tight leather, and her hair was styled as usual, bringing more 

attention to her high cheekbones and striking blue eyes--blue eyes which burned with 

flames at the sight of him.  

“What do you want?” she snapped. 

“Why would you attack a dragon?” he asked, needing to hear it from her. 

While her cheeks flushed, her eyes continued to simmer with rage. “I told you to 

get them off my fucking property.” 

Disappointment welled up within him. “Get your things. You are coming with 

me.” 

“I’m going nowhere with you, dragon.” 

“Actually, you are. Willingly or not, I don’t care. But I will not leave you here to 

pull such stupid stunts. Do you realize what you could have done”--he growled, 

stomping over to stand before her—“with your childish behavior? Not to mention 

stupidity. You never attack a dragon, especially not one assigned to protect you.” 

“I don’t need anyone’s protection,” she sneered. 

“I never pegged you to be so cavalier with your own life.” He frowned and drew 

back. “Perhaps you are not, and you seek death. Either way, I cannot allow such a thing 

to happen.” 

“Leave me alone!” she screeched. 

He stepped closer. “With or without your clothes, Saskia. I’m fine with keeping 

you naked all the time.” 

“Get out!” 
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She began to glow in the white fire of the phoenix, and he snagged her wrist in 

his hand, jerking her close to him. “No. You’ve played enough games. Time to grow 

up.” 

Saskia swung at him with her free hand. He stopped her millimeters away from 

making contact. “I don’t think so.” 

Warning snaked up his spine, and the scent on the air told him who it was. “Call 

off your pet, Saskia, or his death will be on your hands.” Damu never looked away from 

the woman in his arms, leaving his back exposed to Richard Falk’s imminent attack. 

“He will kill to protect me,” she uttered. 

“No, Saskia. What will happen here today, is he will die for your selfishness and 

stupidity. Call him off.” 

The entire house shook from the clashing powers inside it. Damu felt his dragon 

clawing to escape. It wanted blood, lots of it. And Richard’s would be the ideal place to 

start. She struggled against him, but he kept her contained. 

His senses screamed louder, and he wanted to spin and face the threat, but he 

didn’t. He kept his focus on the woman who could make it all go away. 

Her gaze flashed beyond him, and he saw arrogance slip into her orbs. But he 

also knew who had arrived, and he shook his head. “She will not help him or you, 

Saskia.” 

“Yes she will.” 

“Ainra, tell him.” Saskia still trembled beneath his hands. 

“I will never go against my king,” the lyrical voice said, lined as it was with the 

truth. 

“Last warning, Saskia. Call him off.” 

“Richard, stop. It’s okay.” 

Something passed between them before the feeling vanished, and he knew he 

was again alone with her. “That was very foolish,” he reprimanded her. 

“Fuck off, dragon.” 
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He didn’t give her a chance to say anything else, just took her to what would be 

her new home. When he landed and shifted back into human form, he let her fall to the 

soft ground. 

A stream of curses left her mouth, all extremely detailed and directed at him. He 

ignored them, striding into his cave and then back out again. 

“You have a room. It will suit you fine. Of course, you are more than welcome to 

share my bed with me.” 

“That will be a cold day in hell, dragon,” she bit off. “I’m not staying here with 

you.” 

He sat down on a warm rock and wriggled his toes in the sun. “You cannot 

leave. My domain is huge, and you can go anywhere in it. But you cannot leave. Not 

until I release the wards keeping you in. And Saskia, trust me when I say you can’t 

bypass them.” 

She flared and took off up. He just stayed seated, knowing she couldn’t go very 

far. Sure enough, not much later, she returned.  

“You bastard! You can’t keep me here. I’m not a prisoner.” 

“No, you’re not. You are my queen. And when you accept that, you will be able 

to come and go as you please. But I will not have you attacking dragons just because 

you feel like they are bothering you. To us, that is an act of war. And for another queen 

to do it…” he took a deep breath, struggling to calm down. “It will not happen again.” 

“Don’t bet on it, dragon. You have to sleep sometime.” 

He laughed and slid off the rock, striding toward her. “So I do. Keep threatening 

me like that, and I’ll make sure you are too damn tired to do anything except sleep 

when I do.” 

“Damn you!” 

“Get used to it, Saskia. Time to grow up.” He moved past her and disappeared 

into the woods.  

He didn’t return until the sun had begun to set low in the sky. Saskia stood 

outside about where he’d left her. He paused at the entrance to the cave. “You may 
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want to get a good night’s sleep. Tomorrow, you are going to go apologize to the 

dragon you attacked.” 

“Fuck off!” 

He didn’t respond, just went into the cave and stripped before striding into the 

heated pool of water. When he’d had enough of that, he left and found his bed. As he 

stretched out, he smiled again at the sound of Saskia’s cursing. She was still outside, but 

it didn’t matter. Like he’d told her, she wasn’t going anywhere until he allowed it. 

And the two of them had much to work out. He yawned and rolled to his side 

before succumbing to sleep. 

  

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

 
For more about Savoy Valley and Satin Notes check out the site. 
 

Aliyah Burke, McKenna Jeffries, and Taige Crenshaw 

 

http://www.satinnotes.com/


Combustion 

16 

 

 

 
 
Aliyah Burke loves to read and write. Her debut novel is titled A Knight’s Vow. She loves to hear from her readers 
and can be reached at aliyah@aliyah-burke.com, aliyah_burke@hotmail.com, or feel free to apply to join her yahoo 
group at http://groups.yahoo.com/group/aliyah_burke. She is married to a career military man, they have two 
German Shepherds and a DSH cat. Her days are spent sharing her time between work, writing, and dog training.  
 
Website: http://www.aliyah-burke.com 
Chat Group: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/aliyah_burke 

 

 
 

McKenna Jeffries has loved the written word from time she picked up her first book. Soon she was creating tales of 
love and family.  
 
Although McKenna used to make up stories never did she even think to put them on paper until after she realized 
she had to share her stories. Ever since she had been writing stories ever since. Some new idea or story is floating 
around her head. With the itch in her fingers until she can get a piece of paper to write down the idea McKenna is 
always busy. She writes because it's a love affair. McKenna tells anyone who will listen and even some that didn't 
want to listen about her work.  
 
Her collection of books has grown by leaps and bounds throughout the years. Someday her plan when she get her 
dream home is to have one of those huge libraries put in with the shelves built from floor to ceiling, a fireplace, 
couches and the works.  
Currently writing a contemporary romance and with many other ideas floating around McKenna is hard at work. 
Visit all the pages to see her work and future mysterious changes that are coming up.  
 
Website: http://www.mckennajeffries.com 
Updates Group: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/McKennaJeffriesList/ 

 

 
 
Taige Crenshaw has been enthralled with the written word from time she picked up her first book. It wasn’t long 

before she started to make up her own tales of romance.  

With novels set in today, in alternate dimensions, or in the future she writes with adventure, fun sassy heroine's, 

and sexy hero's.  

Always hard at work creating new and exciting places Taige can be found curled up with a hot novel with exciting 

characters when she is not creating her own. Join her in the fun, frolic, interesting people and far reaches of the 

world in her novels. 

Website: http://www.taigecrenshaw.com 
Chat Group: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/crenshawcafe 

 

http://www.aliyah-burke.com/
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/aliyah_burke
http://www.mckennajeffries.com/
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/McKennaJeffriesList/
http://www.taigecrenshaw.com/
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/crenshawcafe

