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            SUMMARY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I’M A KING.

        A PROTECTOR.

        IRREVOCABLY HERS.

      

        

      
        Since birth, I’ve been surrounded by the enemy—those who wish to destroy the essence of my kind’s existence, but have failed to at every turn. For greed. Because of ignorance. And while I’ve vowed to drive a sword through their hearts and display their heads outside our royal grounds, I will never harm her.

      

        

      
        A divine rule etched into the very magic that flows through my veins, even if she’s the daughter of the man who murdered my parents. Even if her people aren’t to be trusted.

      

        

      
        Yet there’s one truth I could never deny:

      

        

      
        This lovely little doll is mine.

      

        

      
        One look into her warm violet eyes, and my world stops. She's where I begin and now end—the prize at the end of my battles. Who I will kill for.

      

        

      
        “Mate.”
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        Loving you will never be easy, but it’ll be my greatest honor to call you mine.

        My wife.

        My female.

        My precious one.

        Many have bled so that one day, I’d wake with you in my arms. So that I’d know what it’s like to love someone so fully—so irrevocably—that the true meaning of unselfish sacrifice is forever tattooed in my DNA.

        I will always love you, Anaya.

        You are forever my gift.

        Your Mate.

        Your Warlock.

        Your King.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A HUNDRED YEARS AGO…

          

          LEONARDO
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      “Please don’t do this. There has to be another way.” My words are low, a whisper drowned out by the sound of our enemies battering the manor’s front door. It’s loud and haunting. The endless pounding of a large object reverberates as it slams against the wooden structure—vibrates through every object within these walls—and yet, I know they heard every word.

      It’s there in the trembling of my father’s hand on my right shoulder and the harsh bob of his throat. In the tightness around his eyes as the king of all Wiccans fights back his emotions. How our mother cries; each tear follows the track left behind by the previous drops while her entire body shakes.

      Both are in pain but refuse to fight.

      Both listen to our pleas and arguments, yet nothing has changed.

      Instead, they try to pretend everything will be okay—that we’ll survive this—but the truth can’t be hidden behind forced smiles when so much pain permeates through our bond. When I can see just how much this is destroying them. Hurts more than the betrayal from those they once considered family.

      Minutes are all we have left now. Seconds. And each tick of the clock is a stark reminder of everything we’ll lose once those fighting to enter our home do so.

      Because they will. A fate foretold can never be changed, and while the path traveled might deviate in certain situations, the destination is always the same. Each cause has an effect. For every action, there’s an equal consequence you can’t outrun for long:

      The blood of many witches will bathe these grounds tonight. And if they are my kin, I’ll one day kill those responsible in their honor.

      “Leo, everything will be as it should. Trust in yourself and⁠—”

      “Why are you just giving up? You can stop this.” My tone is harsh and bitter as my chest races while sharp, emotional lashes strike my body. And yet, I pay it no mind as my eyes ping from my family to the door protecting this room and then back again. There isn’t a second to spare in convincing them—to try to make our parents understand—when only a few walls are separating the enemy from us, and they’ll be inside soon enough. “Maybe there’s something we missed or overlooked? We need more time to figure this out.”

      “No.”

      “Father, why can’t we use a portal to Uncle Roberto’s house?” Although he tries to hide it, I still catch the slight tensing of his jaw at my words. How a low growl slips at his brother's name. “We need to buy ourselves time.”

      “Stop this. We won’t.”

      “What do you mean? Why aren’t you⁠—”

      “Calm yourself, young king.” It’s a stern reproach, his voice leaving no room for argument, and I nod while biting back my anger. Instead, I take a moment to refocus my attention—to get control over my limbs that never cease their trembling as I fight against every emotion threatening to consume me.

      Two of their children are drowning in this purgatory while the third one sleeps, oblivious and hidden within a false sense of safety, and he knows this. Moreover, I’m full of ire. So much disappointment.

      At them, for leaving us behind when my father—the most powerful Wiccan among us—can end this before it even begins. At myself, as the future king and being unable to save them. Magic vibrates beneath my skin, tugging at my essence, but it doesn’t show itself yet. Because at only thirteen summers, I’ve yet to start my training. Would’ve begun after the next solstice, but that’s unimportant now.

      “You will go with Isa and Gabby, Leo. They will protect and guide you.”

      “It should be you.” The words are harsh, bathed in my hurt, and I wish I could take them back immediately. Not because they’re not true, but because this can’t be the last words I say to him.

      Gods, don’t abandon us. Aid us.

      “I know.” Remorse. So much anguish in those two simple words as his eyes glisten, and yet the tears don’t fall. Instead, the metaphysical flow of his power wraps around me in a warm embrace, and the sorrow-filled whimper that comes from Isabella tells me he’s reached out to her, too. It’s something he’s done for as long as I can remember, a way to calm and soothe his children when faced with the unknown: a spell or unfamiliar terrain—the news that soon, we’ll never see each other again in this realm. “And I’m so sorry, son. I wish there was another way, but I’ll always forfeit my life so that you three thrive. It’s my honor as your father to do so.”

      Another loud bang rings throughout, and a thunderous crack follows. It pulls a frightened noise from my sister and mother, both hugging now while the latter gives her daughter the comfort she needs, but then Isa pulls away and wipes at her face harshly. There’s a set determination in her expression that mixes with a feeling of helplessness that mimics my own.

      She extends a shaking hand toward our king. “Father, please. It’s not too late.”

      “You can’t outrun fate, Isabella. You both know this.” And we do, but that doesn’t make this any easier. If anything, I feel as though a noose is tightening around my neck—my chest aches—but I maintain enough composure to not lash out. It’s the only thing I have control over; a lesson given to all royal children from birth. “Daughter, you’ve seen what I’ve seen and the end for those involved. Never falter, sweet child. You three are our future, and many will depend on you.”

      “But we need you.”

      How are we supposed to just accept this?

      “My babies, please go.” Mom looks at me and then Isabella while the sounds coming from our front door grow louder. Each strike is harder than the last, and the walls shake—it feels as though the very ground we stand upon already mourns its leaders. Then, there’s the clash of fighting and the screams of those caught between them and us. Our loyal guards refuse to back down. Our blood soaking the ground is what these traitors want. “Get Leo out of here. You three are our future, Isa. Save our people.”

      “Gabriella should be here.” At my muttered words, Dad grips my shoulders and turns me to fully face him. He bends low enough that he’s able to lay his forehead over mine, and for a minute neither of us speaks while I give in to the mental block he’s now providing. Father mouths the word silentium and all noise around us becomes a low thrum in the background. All movement freezes, and my breathing becomes easier.

      “Better?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good. Now I need you to listen⁠—”

      “Please, Dad. I’m begging you.” He shakes his head in response, and that’s when I finally let my tears fall, a sight that breaks him. His fall, too. They match mine, and I hate it. All of this. My father is powerful, more so than any other of our kind on these lands, but he refuses to stop this witch hunt. “Why? We need you.”

      “And one day these lands will thrive with you as their king. My time as ruler ends here; they need you, Leonardo, not me.” He’s said this before. Many times, in fact, but right now I don’t want to hear it. Not when the scent of death surrounding his tall frame intensifies and clings, permeating every inch of this room. Just like it does to our mother. “And as my heir, you know this to be true. Our selfish desires can never rise above the needs of our people. We guide, nurture, and protect.”

      “Will nothing change your mind?”

      “No.”

      A sharp breath chokes out of me, and it feels as though someone’s punched me in the gut, but I can’t move or respond. I’m left to stand still and hunch further into myself, a hand coming up to rub at the area where my heart bleeds inside my chest while those around me continue to talk. I can make out Isa trying one last time. I can sense our family moving in a little closer, but it isn’t until the thick wood of our home’s front door splinters that I react.

      Everything slams into my processors faster than I can comprehend.

      There’s the cracking of the entrance and how the remnants slam into the wall or floor.

      The sound of shouting infiltrating every square inch of our home; the cries of victory from the very same men who’ve come to kill us. They curse our very existence while the blood that runs through their veins is Wiccan.

      Instantly, I’m filled with anger. So much so that my hands shake and then begin to disappear, something my father stops by placing his large one over mine. He shakes his head at me; in his eyes, there’s pride and love, but also worry. No one knows what my powers will be, but this is a sign he’d rather stay hidden.

      Control it, my son. Not here. My response to his mental message is a minute nod of the head and he exhales roughly, swallowing hard. “I’m proud of you. Know that I will always be with you.”

      My head’s shaking before he’s done speaking. My bottom lip trembles because, at thirteen summers, I’m seeing the world for what it is: cruel and fueled by greed. “I don’t want to say goodbye.”

      “Then don’t. This is more of an I’ll see you later.”

      “Okay.” A broken whisper.

      “Good. Now, I need you to listen to me, and don’t interrupt.” Those inside the home are tearing it apart, the shattering of glass and knocking over of furniture closer now, but they can’t get through yet. The heavy and protected door to this room will keep them out for a little longer. Not much. Never enough. “Do you remember the book I gave you a few nights ago? The one with the thick binding on ancient translations?” My response is a nod; I remember it—hid it inside my room under a loose floorboard. I know it’s important. “Someday she’ll need that book to save Gabby. Remind her when it happens.”

      “I will,” I say through the boulder-like lumps in my throat. “Promise.”

      “Thank you, my king.” For a second he bows his head in my direction, a show of respect from one ruler to another, even if it shouldn’t be my time yet. “Keep it safe because you’ll need it more than once.”

      “Dad, I⁠—”

      “And two, as you grow up, I want you to remember the lessons I’ve taught you. Never forget that volatile emotions are uncontrollable and will kill you from within. That you must always be fair and just, and lead our people without prejudice over what’s happened here today. Don’t dishonor my memory by placing the blame on an innocent’s head because of mere association. Not everything is as it seems.”

      “What did you see? Who are you talking about?”

      “Love is the most powerful thing in the world, Leo. No matter the species or your beliefs, we are all worthy of unconditional love, son. So when you find her, cherish your mate. Honor her and your bond, even if at times, this brings you pain.”
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      I’m aware of her presence the very second she steps a single foot inside the room.

      Each footfall is light; the soft clack of high-heeled shoes reverberates throughout the space even as chaos erupts all around me. There are shouts and threats. That decaying scent of flesh fills every square inch as death looms closer—it clings to those of fae blood—and I lick my lips as I get the first taste of revenge.

      Promise made. Promise kept.

      Emotions I share with my siblings. Our familial bonds vibrate; they’re vacillating between ecstasy and the pang of memories that will forever mark our lives, but then that too becomes a distant buzz as my attention shifts.

      Everything stops because of this wonderous slip of a girl.

      Because I know who this female is. What she represents as old and new wounds tear open and I’m slammed by the desires I’ve kept hidden for much longer than she’s been alive.

      For a new beginning. For the gift promised by the gods.

      Can I accept this fae female? The daughter of my enemy?

      I’m frozen in place for a minute as I take her in while no one notices the change in my demeanor. She’s unsure, afraid—needs someone to save her from the demonic claws that keep her here—while I’m fighting to control my powers as the molecular structure of everything around me bends.

      Everything, but her. She’s the center of my focus.

      And as I watch her, a voice I haven’t heard in a long time infiltrates my thoughts. It’s a welcomed intrusion, as is the feel of a warm hand on my shoulder. Even while cloaked in invisibility, the touch cuts through my magic.

      I haven’t felt my father’s presence this strong in a long time—years—and never like this. Not even the ceremony held with my sisters a few weeks back created this strong of a connection, and the fact he’s reciting the same words spoken to me before his death isn’t lost on me either.

      This is what he meant then.

      He saw her. This moment.

      Love is the most powerful thing in the world, Leo. No matter the species or your beliefs, we are all worthy of unconditional love, son. So when you find her, cherish your mate. Honor her and your bond, even if at times it brings you pain.

      “Fuck.” It slips from me, almost giving away my location, but no one hears. Not my family or the fae bastards still alive and currently protecting their king. There aren’t many left, but they swim in the nauseating perfume; it clings to their skin, and it’s not their natural fragrance.

      Moreover, I’ve smelled this before. I would recognize the stench anywhere.

      These people will die.

      Thanatos is close; I can’t see him, but I sense him. Someone else, too.

      The volatile powers are stronger than any one of us, combined or alone, and I can’t help but take a protective step toward my mate while Gabriella's aura darkens and the essence of life sways in her direction. While Isabella strikes, the sharp shards of glass rise high above the enemy’s head and hold still.

      Each one marks a fae.

      Everyone but her. My female.

      Then, there are the vibrations fluttering all around me as her soul calls out to mine. It’s a shock to the system, this need that grows with each sweet breath that leaves her body and the way she leans my way. An unconscious move, almost undetectable, but I’m attuned to her every move.

      To her.

      Our bond tugs at the very core of me; a connection that finds its home inside my chest while simultaneously caressing my thickening cock in one smooth stroke, and more so when that first tendril of her scent infiltrates my senses. Drops of pre-come slip from my engorged head and roll down my shaft slowly, a feather-like touch, and I grit my teeth while my nostrils flare.

      While my hands clench and unclench, my powers vibrate beneath my skin. I’m being burned alive, the abilities I possess keeping me hidden from all but her. She hasn’t looked up yet, but her curves move in my direction, tipping just enough that one of the guards shifts his attention toward me. Not that he finds anything; I’m invisible, yet she senses me.

      It’s there in the tiny flare of her nostrils.

      The goosebumps on her skin.

      And I find myself following her lead and breathing deep, biting down on my lower lip to hide the groan that fights to break free. Rich and tempting; this tiny, curvaceous blonde female with the scent of strawberries and decadent cream reminds me of my favorite dessert.  She smells like home and memories never forgotten and the warmth that’s been missing from my life since the night of our parent’s murder.

      It’s completion.

      It’s peace.

      I need her.

      My mouth waters as my cellular structure contracts—I can’t control the reaction—and I glitch just long enough for King Larue and his piece of merda guards to take notice. I’m no longer concealed, and immediately their weapons are pointing in my direction as multiple rounds unload seconds after I’ve moved. Casings ping off the ground and her heartbeat begins to race, a beautiful cadence intertwining—dancing with the light blue aura she’s emitting.

      No one sees it. No one feels it.

      Yet it’s searching and stretching, flowing out from her petite form until she finds me beside an angry Xadiel, and I watch her exhale roughly. There’s clear confusion on her face. None of this makes sense to her, but to me, her relief is palpable and bone-deep.

      “Are you okay?” my brother-in-law says from beside me, half-shifted and breathing hard, his black-tipped talons dripping with the blood of his earlier kill. Then again, he isn’t the only one with an overwhelming desire for vengeance—to finally put down the fae king and his followers as punishment for every crime committed against humanity and others. “What shook you? I felt it from here.”

      “I’m fine.” Not that he sees me, but I make it so my voice is low enough to not be detected by the others in the room. My sisters hear me, though. In any other situation, it would be comical how their heads simultaneously tilt in my direction while each holds their ground. Not so much as a moment of reprieve is given to my mate’s kin.

      Yet as Larue orders Isabella to return to his side, I’m slammed into another memory. I’m here, but not—dragged back to my familial lands and the day the opal dagger in my right hand was given to me a century ago. Reliving the first time its sharp blade made contact with my open palm…

      “Who’s that?” I ask Isabella, voice low while watching the stranger closely. Not because I’m wary of him, but because there’s this same sense of familiarity—bond—that I have with my sisters. Why?

      “My kind of mate,” Isa whispers back while her lips twitch. It’s small and at the corner, but I catch it and I think he does too. There’s also the way they angle their bodies toward each other, an unconscious mirroring that I think neither are aware of. The signs of being mates are there, just like Mom and Dad were, but something lingers.

      Something she's hiding.

      “For real?” I’m eyeing him from head to toe now while Isa watches me. Always overprotective and worried, but I keep that to myself. Her mate is a werewolf. An alpha, at that. “He’s huge.”

      “You’ll grow into the role, too, young king,” he interjects, but I don’t respond because what’s now in his hand has my sole attention. It’s wrapped in silk and the size gives away what it is, but that’s not why I’m quick to grab and then unwrap it. The moment it’s in my palm, the noise level around me dims a bit; not like Father was able to do, but the reprieve is a blessing.

      The dagger is smooth and shiny with an opal-stoned hilt that vibrates in my hand. The movement is barely noticeable to the eye, but in my palm, it sinks into the flesh and merges as if we are one. Meant to be mine.

      “This is so cool. Thank you, almost-mate-of-Isabella.” I hear myself say this, but my eyes can’t pull themselves away from the glinting blade and the words carved into the metal. An unknown language to me, but I see the scripture clear as day. Then, there’s this low hum that merges with the dimming noise level—it’s saying something I can’t quite understand. “It feels different, too. Like something’s calling to me.”

      “What do you mean?” My eyes flick up long enough to catch a shared look between my sister and her mate. “A voice, or…?”

      “Like family, Sister.” I’m nodding to myself. “Yeah, like someone very important wants to say hello.”

      “Wants to say hello…” I mutter this after erecting my shield, blocking everyone from hearing me. Everyone but her as I recognize what that sensation was then and now.

      It’s connected to this fae woman somehow. To the same aura currently petting and stroking across my limbs, burning me from the inside out as it’s done all these years.

      Back then, it was a light, innocent touch. A warmth that accompanied me every single day. At all times. Nothing sexual, but always comforting—soothing the hole left behind by my parent's death.

      I’m given a taste of love with it as a beautiful pair of eyes appear before my closed ones. They’re violet and a little large—an air of innocence in them that makes me smile—but what warms my chest and causes my cock to give a sharp throb is the slow flutter of her long lashes.

      It’s always been her.

      In my thoughts. A connection that’s grown over the last century, but demanded my attention these last few weeks.

      How is this possible? She wasn’t alive then…

      Yet one look into her warm, violet eyes, and my world stops. She's where I begin and now end—the prize at the end of my battles. Who I will kill for.

      It’s a silent vow as fighting breaks out between the fae royals and my family. They fall one by one while my attention remains focused on my female, barely giving those left standing a glance before returning once again to her expressive eyes. They too bounce between me and the scene before us, watching as her king and his son are left for last, but as Larue is dealt a final blow by an angry god, two men approach my reason for existing. A step at a time, they encroach on her shivering form—forcing her back a few steps, but I’m between them before either man can lay a hand on her.

      A royal general and the fae prince; both are surprised to see me when I return to my flesh form as another scream rends the air seconds later, and this time, it’s from a female. My sisters are safe and my family is at peace, but the same cannot be said for the bloody corpse a few feet from Isabella. The sight alone is gruesome, a bit disturbing, and the guard with the shaved head calls out the name Lilou a second before the back of his knees are kicked and he drops to the ground.

      Those with us are quick to subdue him and Prince Ruben, shackling both while I turn to look at the fragile doll I’ll one day claim.

      She’s simply beautiful. Delicate.

      Battling between relief and her grief, she teeters on shaky legs.

      And the part of me programmed to protect her reignites with a burning urgency that causes every muscle in my body to contract and flex, bringing me just another step closer. I don’t stop until I’m standing within reach. An inch or two of space is all I allow between us, and I tip her face up with the pads of two fingers while my other hand grips her hip to steady her.

      Electricity sparks where I touch her, my cock throbbing as I get the first taste of her lithe form within my hold. Even through layers of clothing, I feel her. The delicious curve of her childbearing hips and the flash of heat coming off her skin as the scent of strawberries and cream deepens with a rich note of caramel.

      It’s a sugary-sweet and buttery combination. Makes my mouth water as pearls of pre-come slip from my dick while those expressive eyes darken a little.

      Motherfuck, her arousal will forever be my weakness. I want to bathe in this heady perfection.

      “W-Who are you?” She’s a little breathless now and blushing from the tips of her pointed ears to the swell of her chest. So fucking sweet.

      “Hello, little mate.”
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      “Your Highness, I’d like to request an audience.” My voice carries throughout the busy dining room, causing those eating to pause mid-bite and simultaneously turn their heads in my direction. They don’t see how nervous or jittery I am—how I’m failing to hide my unease as the weight of their attention makes my skin crawl and the tips of my pointed ears flush. Nor do they acknowledge the slight shaking in my tone and the nasty glower sent my way from their beloved prince.

      All they recognize is my audacity…

      I’m supposed to be seen and not heard as I’m being fed a few pieces of lettuce with a slice of toast while they feast like gods. I’m supposed to be admired because of my title, but never more than that, just as my mother was during the end of her reign.

      I’m an object the king parades in front of the fae court to appease their curiosity. To them, we’re the picture-perfect family. To them, our strong bond and strict moral compass are admirable, but it’s all a lie. There’s no happiness or peace, much less affection within these castle walls.

      You are nothing but a pawn I move at my discretion. You have no voice or choice; remember that, my child.

      It’s a lesson drilled into me since birth by my father; a princess can never step out of line. She is bound by duty: to her people and her king—their demand for compliance is silent, yet the threat ripples loud and clear over me by those whose blood runs through my veins every single moment of the day.

      I’m hated by the two men these people adore because I’m a woman.

      I’m scared of the punishment they’d inflict, but that’s a matter our king will always handle privately.

      He’d never do anything to tarnish his reputation in front of the few elders accompanying us, something my brother, Ruben, doesn’t approve of. It’s there in his expression, the intimidating way he leans forward in my direction while puffing out his chest to make himself appear bigger. A complex he’s had since before my birth—since the day King Astor clipped his wings, and then the vampire king’s trusted snake guard dragged him back to our kingdom.

      They’ve grown back, of course, but not correctly. Jagged and a bit lackluster while molting at a near-constant pace, almost as if cursed. And being an injured fae—having that sacred piece of you taken is the most heinous and heartbreaking thing—it’s only fueled his black heart.

      My brother has learned no lesson; a complaint these elders hold over his head when talks of succession are brought up. I wasn’t there that day, born nearly a century later, but the story has been carried on and shared by everyone who works in this castle.
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to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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