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For those who want their romance to hurt.


To sink its claws in and never let go.


To strip you bare, twist you up,


and make you beg for the breaking.





Yeah… this one’s for you.










  
  
Content Advisory




This book is not for the faint of heart and I take the mental health of my readers as seriously as my own. If the list below is missing something, I encourage you (if you are comfortable) to poke me on my socials and let me know. Read at your own risk and in your own comfort. 

Mentions of:

 Sexual Assault

On page:

● Arson ● Assault ● Blood & Blood Play ● Brutality● Light Degradation ● Coercion ● Death & Murder ● Dub Con ● Double Penetration ● Drug Use and Drugging ● Fire ● Gore ● Loss of Bodily Autonomy ● Occult ● Psychological Horror / Fear-play Elements ● Primal Kink ● Sexually Explicit Scenes ● Strangulation ● Light Suicidal Ideations ● Toxic Relationship Dynamics ● Unprotected Sex ● 

This story is fiction and features romance dynamics that are not healthy and not legal. Take care.








  
  
Authors Note




Crown of Smoke can most definitely be read without the prequel, Haze of Sin, but I wouldn’t recommend it. Haze of Sin is short and spicy that takes you through the main characters meet-cute of sorts. Grab it here: https://sloanesabel.com/pages/projectfaery
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Haze of Sin




These two have lived in my head for over a year now and I couldn’t be happier unleashing them upon you.

With all my wicked love,


Sloane Sabel
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1

Teamwork Makes the Scheme Work


 Smoke  





Murder isn’t the answer , I thought as I slid my fingertips through my tousled scarlet hair.  The bass throbbed through my body, stirring my blood just the way I craved. This club was loud and raunchy. Fucking delicious. Tension tightened the air as if at any minute the room could erupt into a fuck-fest or a death-match. I was hoping for the latter.

It had been weeks, over a month, and I could still feel his hands on me. Taste him at the back of my throat. Everybody since then had paled in comparison. Fuck. He’d taken my favorite part of this realm from me. My dirty, guilty pleasure. The only thing that dulled the agony of existence.

Now I craved only him.

What kind of slut would I be if I let that stop me from fucking my nights away? A warm body and bed would always be better than sleeping with one eye open in the cabin with them. Maybe that wasn’t fair. Thorn and Star were fine enough. But Ash, I didn’t trust him. Not a bit.

Which was why I spent my days furthering our plans and my nights finding a nice human to fuck, doing my best not to kill them, but shit happens. Sleep held more danger for those around me than being awake.

Another swig from my drink had the thoughts in my mind fading. “Yussssssss,” I mumbled.

Imbibing dulled the edges. It made it easier to ignore the sharp ache at the junction of my thighs and the twitch in my eyes whenever I caught that particular shade of cerulean blue.

I dropped my empty glass on a passing tray to run my fingertips along my bare skin. The mesh shirt resembled the one he’d torn. Wild magic curled down my arms and into my skin. My spines penetrating my skin to fill my already overloaded system with the perfect combo of chemistry. The pleasures of having Faery magic that made me a walking pin cushion of drugs.

Sparks fizzled through my flesh, bubbles popped along my nerves, leaving a chilly rush behind as my beloved magic took hold of my systems. I succumbed to my need to writhe deeper into the crowd as the music pounded through me. Every thump hit me square in the chest, pulsing lower and lower until I drowned in it.

Alone at a club in hopes of melting away my sorrows. I felt a tad pathetic. But my life hadn’t afforded me the luxury of friendships over the years. It had been far too long since I’d returned to Faery. Months. Longer than I’d ever been away before, and it was making me ache. I wondered if there was even anything left to return to. If I ever could return. What little I had had been destroyed by the Reavers. Would there be anything left for me there?

Now everything depends on completing my mission.

Music and energy swelled over me. I swung my hips and let my flesh become a conduit for the rhythm. No longer a Fae fighting to free the Faery realm. I shed my skin and became part of the whole mass of dancing bodies. Limitless. I was a fucking phoenix soaring near space and yet tethered to just this one place and time.

I needed—well, fuck—what I needed was blood on my hands and under my nails. Specifically, his blood. Or bruised fists and split lips. But tonight, I couldn’t afford too many distractions. This visit to the club came with a purpose. I needed intel and there was a human here who could shed some light, and maybe, just maybe, help me get back to Faery. I needed to find them—eventually. First, I’d play. Relax a little. Maybe even take a little taste before I completed my night’s assignment.

Smoothing my fists back open, I slid my palms up my ribs and focused on the rhythm. My breasts were heavy in my hands. Beads of sweat cooling on my skin. The beams of well-timed lasers cast the room in rainbow bursts, cutting through the darkness that enveloped the room. Here in this tiny club, I was nothing. No courts or titles or anything from Faery existed in this room. Just hands and teeth. The pulsing bass. And bodies writhing in the ever-looming darkness.

Fingertips dug into my hips. Timid and gentle, the hands tethered to those fingers tried to spin me. To guide me to face them. But I didn’t want anything to do with the hesitant grip. What I needed, no one in this club could give me. But I’d take a fist in the hair over sweaty palms any day. I slipped away, twisting from their grasp to barrel deeper into the mass of undulating bodies.

The beat changed, slowing into a rhythm meant for grinding low and dirty atop another. I swayed to the new tempo, enjoying the seductive feeling of it when the hair on the back of my neck stood in alarm. My heart jolted, adrenaline stiffening my limbs as I studied the crowd through blurry eyes. I knew this feeling well.

Ever since that night, I’d been getting this feeling. An ache. Right between my shoulder blades, exactly where it throbbed now. Like someone was glaring so hard at me, it physically hurt. I had no proof. Not a shred of evidence to explain the feeling. But I knew that same person who had been watching me was here.

They’d been following me and touching my things. I’d caught a glimpse of him. A blur of light in the woods. Gold eyes and blue locks in a crowd. Those lips with the cute labret piercing. He had a face most couldn’t forget, and now it seemed he wanted revenge for my leaving him in such a shallow, cold grave.

I never bothered to explain it to the others because it was impossible. He was dead. A skeleton laying in the woods where I’d left him. And yet somehow, he haunted me. I knew. I’d killed him and now he stalked me as a ghost. Chasing me for edging him so deliciously to death. Good thing ghosts can’t hurt me, right?

Spinning on my heel, I kept bobbing with the beat while searching for anyone focused on me. Darkness fell like a curtain, cutting out the flashing lights. Blurry blobs of rainbow splattered humans around me throbbed to the beat.. The twinkling of colored lights sporadically crossed the crowd to illuminate groups of people in mid-fuck. Not a soul noticed me. Everyone too caught up in skimming touches and stolen kisses.

Except for him.

Gaze the color of the ray of sunshine shimmered from under a hood. One moment he stood in the middle of the crowd, in the next flash of light, he was just feet away. His gaze burned mine as we stood still between the dancing bodies.

I inched closer to them, determined to stamp out the fear that quickened my breath. He’s real. I needed to touch him, to have proof that the spirit haunting me truly existed. Reaching between us, I cupped his cheek. He leaned into my touch, gold eyes snapping shut as if to savor the feel of my skin. His hands fisted at his sides.

My guts burned in warning. I’d never seen eyes like his. He wore dark pants with the black hoodie. A better fit that showed off his muscular frame. Running my tongue over my parched lips, I wondered if one could fuck a ghost, because I wanted nothing more than to drag him into a dark room and finish what I started all those weeks ago in the woods. Hell, I almost regretted killing him. His body was pure sin. Both as a man and maybe even more so as the monster his magic made him into.

So fast, he moved like a blur. Spinning me on my feet and trapping me to his broad chest with an arm bound around my belly like a vice. I contemplated fighting him off me until his nose skirted my ear and his hot breath against my neck eased the ache in my gut.

Ghosts don’t breathe, bitch.

The song picked up, bounding me into the edge of existence. He stood at least a foot taller, my back pressed into the solid muscle of his abdomen as he swayed, with me. The beat lulled us, our bodies writhing in tandem. I clung to his arm banded ever so tightly under my breasts as he held me captive; all sinewy, toned muscle. His fingertips skimmed up the side of my ribs to knock all thought and reason from my mind.

We were sensation. A cacophony of shivers and heartbeats resounding through everything and nothing. Grinding against him, heat rushed through my limbs, sinking lower to leave me throbbing to the pounding bass.

“Fuck,” he growled in my ear. Voice so low and rough it sent me ever higher. “You are exquisite.”

Sweat stained the front of my tank. It was sweltering in the club. Or was it me? Flying too close to the sun to burn away the excess. I groaned as his tongue twirled along my ear lobe.

“I could eat you. Pick your bones clean. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

I would, very much. But I had a job to do and fucking a ghost seemed like a bad time. As it was, he could never compare to being hunted in the woods by the monster made of pure light and magic of my dreams.

Maybe I’d been overdoing it with the drugs. Some would say that seeing dead people was a cause for concern. Say he hadn’t died, that Kae in the flesh stood behind me with his lovely, pierced lips kissing their way up my throat, why would he touch me? He knew about my power. How all it took was a touch to inject whatever I wanted into his tender flesh.

If Kae survived, he wouldn’t touch me. Not in a dark corner of a club or at all. Kae would be hellbent on revenge. All I’d feel was the sharp cut of his taloned claws before he ripped my heart out through my ribcage. No, this hallucination could never be him. I’d killed him.

As if fate was real, I spotted my target just as I considered confronting the handsy asshole. A slimy looking guy with greased back hair and a face only a parent could love.

“It’s been real, you hot as fuck apparition.” I mumbled and slurred my way through my sentence. “But I got to go.”

Tapping my hand to his arm, I spilled a bit of toxin that immediately burned through his skin. He growled and released me.

“See you in my dreams, Kae,” I muttered under my breath before making a beeline for my target. I debated with myself all the way to the other side of the club. You think Kae would just release you? No, bitch. He’d make you beg on all fours for mercy. He’d fuck you rampant in front of everyone before feasting on your innards—

“Excuse yourself,” came the grumble of the very soft human I’d walked into, who just so happened to be my target.

“Oh! I’m so sorry,” I put on my biggest pout and blinked at him. With a hand on his frail bicep, I continued, “I’m just looking for somewhere to go to wait this high off. Feeling a little woozy. Ha, ha. Know anywhere good?”

His name was Tim Goodman, and he was anything but good. This prick blamed women for all of his problems while throwing his dear mother’s name around for clout. His mother, Dorothy Goodman, who happened to be a big deal in the army and led a team of scientists working on classified projects. Projects that eerily resembled wild magic. If someone had told me a year ago that humans were experimenting with wild magic, I’d have been outraged. But now it could save us. We needed to know everything about their experiments.

Did I have to torture Tim to get it? No. That was just a bonus.

He looked me up and down with a disgusting sneer before hooking his arm with mine. “I know just the place.”

He walked faster than I could keep up with in my borrowed heels. The skirt was borrowed, too. Last night’s lover had been most generous after I’d finished with them. Heels clattering and ankles desperate for a reprieve, I let the asshole drag me down a long hallway. Swaying and clumsy, I played the part of having imbibed so well that he didn’t even check me for weapons or cameras or a phone before pulling me through the door he’d just needed his palm to unlock.

Closing the door behind him, he offered me a smug, “I’m part owner for the club.” Which was a lie.

He didn’t own shit.

Tim had grown a tiny career with the locals as a trafficker, and they used this club without the owner’s knowledge to find victims for their clients. I’d taken the liberty of killing a few of their guys already. Stress relief.

The room had ‘frat house’ written all over it, from the sticky-looking couch to the oversized tv. A pole meant for dancing speared the center of the room with overly shiny chairs placed around it. The art on the walls featured nude women, up close and personal style. Old styrofoam food containers and half empty beers littered every surface.

My skin crawled, but I had a purpose, so I dropped onto a cold and tacky couch, ignoring the way the fabric clung to my bare skin and sighed. “Thank you so much. Can I have some water?”

His grin was slimy. “I can get you something to drink. You stay there.” He ducked into a nearby mini fridge and hovered there, full squat with his face in the fridge for much longer than it took to get a drink.

It’s going to be fun to kill him.

He returned with two beers, one it each hand. Both were opened. He shifted one toward me before giving it another thought and offering me the one from his left instead. Disgusting. Part of me was tempted to down them both and see what he did when neither had the desired effect on me. The beauty of my magic, I could just say no and metabolize most shit right out of my body.

Holding the bottle to my lips with a slanted grin aimed at Tim as I tipped it. The crisp, cool liquid brushed my lips as I pulled it away, placing the bottle on the cluttered table. “Tim, I don’t feel great.”

Playing into the thrum of liquor in my guts. I lolled my head and leaned back on the couch. Something wet clung to my cheek, and I had to fight a whole-body chill. Gross. This play will be very short at this rate. Swallowing bile, my body heaved, and Tim fell for it hook, line, and sinker.

“I’m gonna help you feel better,” Tim said, leaning into me. His hands were hot and moist as they cupped my breast. “Come here, baby.”

“Fuck it.” I grabbed his wrist, wrenching it the wrong way until it snapped and he squealed. “I thought I could do this the clean way, but this room—” my body convulsed with another dry heave, “—this room needs to be burned.”

Cupping his face, I pulled him close and delighted in the way his eyes glazed over as my spines pierced his skin and pumped him full of toxins to make him compliant. “I’m going to need you to tell me everything about your little gig here.”

“You’re pretty. They’d pay me well for you if you pass the test,” he told me. Lips puckering, he tilted forward, a sloppy kiss aimed for my face.

“Ergh!” was all I managed as I pushed him off the couch and face first into the bottle littered table. Everything crashed to the ground with Tim laying amidst a pile of shattered glass.

“What test, you sick fuck?” I toed his side, and he said something, but it was smothered under his face pressed into the floor. I squatted beside him, careful that no part of me touched anything as I rolled him over with the jagged edge of a broken bottle. “What test?”

He grinned stupidly at me with his hand held out for me to take it, which I did. Pumping him full of more magical truth serum would grant me my answer, right? Tim had his own plan. I hissed at the puncture of my palm. The ring, a monstrous stone on his middle finger, flickered and pulsed with silver light. His sneer widened.

“You’re a magic one, too. Never seen that color before.”

I grabbed his hand and slipped the ring from his finger. “Who gave you that?” It wiggled loosely on my every finger but my thumb.

“You’ll meet them soon. They come when I find one, so we have to hurry.” He wrestled with his belt. He was so stoned he didn't even notice his broken wrist anymore. Thankfully he was too far under to manage anything more than a frustrated whine.

“How soon, Tim?”

His attention shot to me. “Any minute.”

I flipped the broken bottle in my hand before slamming the jagged edge into his throat. The look of utter surprise that blossomed across his face made the whole experience almost worth it. Blood erupted from the neck of the glass, drenching me in his sweltering life force. Whoops. I preferred this. Blood was a familiar mess I was happy to be covered in. The slowly drying goo still clinging to my cheek, on the other hand... Turning my head, I let the font wash off whatever had gotten onto my face from the couch before standing.

Shaking myself out, I slapped each side of my face before letting out an anguished scream and fleeing from the room. As I raced down the hallway faces popped out of rooms, nervous eyes studying me before suddenly the fire alarm blared. I ducked into a small room that turned out to be a janitors closet and hastily washed the blood from my face from a small, filthy sink just as the sprinklers shot on from above. Orange-brown water flooded the room, and I bit back another load of curses. Fucking gross. I’d need a major shower ASAP.

With all the panic going on in the club I easily slipped down back down the hallway and out the door with a brightly glowing ‘EXIT’ above it. The cool night air greeted me as I dashed over to my beat-up ride, freshly stolen. After slipping quietly into the muggy interior, I sat with the lights off and the engine running as all the patrons fled into the night.

The Reavers arrived quickly, beating the firetrucks. They were hard to miss. Dull eyes and gaunt faces. Moving in unison, they disappeared into the building and returned a few minutes later. Blood stained their hands as they got back into their car and headed off.

I tried to follow them, but they disappeared around a turn. As in literally went ‘poof’ and were gone. If they had someone like Star on their side, they could be anywhere. None of my senses tingled, nor did my gut offer any guidance, so I packed it in and headed back to the cabin, only to find the place empty. I’d taken too long so they must have moved to the next target. Lucky for me, Thorn left a note pinned to a tree in the driveway. Wheels spun and dirt kicked up as I turned the car around and headed toward them.

Parking off the road behind some trees a couple miles away, I jogged in their direction. Covered in blood, sweat, and brown water, I could only imagine what I looked like. The smell emanating from my pits could kill a Dreadwood Colossus.

"What the fuck did you do?” Ash bit out as I finally broke through the tree line.

No ‘are you okay’ or ‘who did this’. It had taken twice the time for me to get here, to find the path with the poorly drawn instructions Thorn had left me. I’d gotten here just in time, too. But of course, my team wouldn’t thank me.

‘Team’ had too strong a ring to it. A crew? Survivor Squad? Or maybe just ‘The Leftovers’. That’s who and what we were. A ragtag bunch of Fae, the few who escaped the realm before war had struck across almost every court.

We’d known. Everyone could see the smaller courts collapsing around us—and yet. No one thinks it will be them until the knives are hilt-deep in their backs, and they’ll still blame the imaginary one hovering at their throat. Fickle and futile, thy name is Faery.

Ash’s molten gaze studied me from head to toe as I approached, waiting for an answer. I studied him right back. His skin had lost more vibrancy since I’d last seen him. Each of us appeared human for the most part. A touch more colorful and eccentric but, we fit in. Ash was paler now. Seams of flickering gold pulsed like a heartbeat in his gaze. A once golden mane now fell limply around his shoulders in a mixture of silver and ash tones.

“Fuck you,” I bit back as I kicked a clump of dirt into the fire he maintained before sitting on the log across from Thorn. “Worry about yourself.”

Like I’d share with Ash what I’d found. A stone that could tell what type of magic a Fae had and potentially summon the Reavers. Before I’d share it with anyone, I needed to know more about it, to study it. For now, I’d keep it to myself.

“Glad you made it all right,” Thorn said without raising their gold-tinged emerald gaze from the flames.

Even they’d changed in the days we’d spent apart. Normally vibrant, dark umber skin had become dull. No water on earth could revive them. We needed to get home. Fast.

“Not much to tell,” I answered with an absent brush at the blood, dirt, and miscellaneous grime clinging to me. “Reavers showed, but I lost them. They’re definitely abducting people from there.”

“We need to figure out how they find Fae,” they said with their attention shifting to me. Their irises had dulled, too. Brown ate at the green edges.

“Things got a bit rowdy, but I have some ideas.” I fingered the ring on my thumb. “Found one of their trafficking rings. They were preying on our people. Magical drugs were evident as well.”

Ash sat beside me, so close their scorching breath burned my skin as they asked, “Did they play with you?”

I fought the urge to create space between us and instead leveled my sneer at him. “I killed one human before the fire alarm was pulled. They probably hoped the water would destroy the evidence of the many crimes they’d committed there. I need to ask Star something—”

Star appeared as if I’d called her into being. For a moment, her true form flickered. Giant translucent wings stretched behind her, shimmering iridescently before folding and shrinking until they neatly tucked under each of her shoulder blades. The scars hadn’t healed yet, including the ragged one that cut her right brow in half straight through to her cheek bone. She could see out of the milky iris, just not well. Her other eye pulsed with ever changing colors. Indigo pin straight locks fell past her waist, settling as the air around her calmed.

As if a switch had been flipped, the magic died. Her almond-shaped eyes held mine for a moment as we studied each other. Gaze now hazel, we shared a nod of understanding; I’d ask my question later, when we had privacy. She tossed her still blue hair over her shoulder and turned to the others.

“It’s time. Are we ready to go?”

Home. That was the word hanging on each of their tongues. Each of them  wanted to go home and be filled with wild magic again. It didn’t matter that our realm lay in shambles, and we’d probably be slaughtered shortly after walking out from the portal. They’d rather die there, and I couldn’t blame them.

Home…the word brought imagery of family and warm meals, or some shit. Not for me. The word meant to instill the heart with nostalgia and longing to lead us into battle fell short. It hadn’t been my home for quite a while, since way before we’d been forced to flee from it.

Minutes after being born, while my father held me tightly, the trauma of birth triggered my spines, and I poisoned him to death. They’d ripped me away to court, and that had been that. The Silent Court had raised me. With another Venefyra. We were a Fae that killed with touch. When the spindles in our skin pricked flesh, that was that. Control had to be learned. Regimented training, studying, conditioning. We were the perfect spy on paper.

I rose to my feet. “Guess we better head in, then.”

Ash let the fire die between us. Thorn rose to their full height. Without the occasional crack and pop of the blaze, silence blanketed the woods. Star led the way, with each of us filing in line after her. It wouldn’t be too far. Casing the joint had been Star’s recon mission.

A twig snapped off wide to our right, freezing each of us in place. Ash stiffened when a long, sad howl broke the quiet. Thorn placed a kind palm to Ash’s back, and we started forward again. Star, Ash, Thorn, with me holding the rear.

Thorn glanced back at me. “You good, Smoke?”

Smoke, my alias of sorts. To be Fae meant to hide your name. Even from other Fae. Parents were the worst. They’d give you the name. Pluck the letters from their imagination, rearrange them to fit the child just right. My parents had whispered it over my tiny body and magic had tied it to my soul. A magical carved key to my shackles, a secret I held so close to my chest only my mother knew it, wherever she was. The utterance of our true name, that was all it took to place one of us under a human’s thumb. Just say our true name out loud and we would have to comply.

The power of names.

Fae wouldn’t sell out their own, though, right? Big wrong. They’d sell out anything if their own name got uttered by a human. A Fae under contract could be forced to give names leading to more bargains and—well, it was best not to follow that line of thinking. Lucky me, my mother seemed to be the only one to know mine. It died with my father, and the court who took me couldn’t pry it from sweet mum’s lips since she disappeared immediately after they took me.

I’d never made a bargain, though it had been a part of my training. How to deceive and manipulate a mark into a too open deal. Wiggle room was important. And after the deal was fulfilled in accordance with the universe, both parties forgot the other’s name. Writing it down, recording it, none of that worked when the very wild magic fibers of the universe were against you. We were tied directly to the threads that brought life into being. Fae magic was the wild and raw energy that lived in everything. A balancing of the scales.

Humans, though, gave out their names so damned easy. Some even wore it on their clothes or on jewelry. It made pulling a human under our thumb so freaking easy. And the ensuing revenge so much sweeter. Many foolish humans who dared try to subjugate us had lived amongst us in the court with their name worn around their neck for all to know and own. Our realm rejuvenated us while it emaciated them. A fit punishment for bending our magic to mortal will. Though, with the falling of the courts, the humans were lost in the woods of Faery now.

The human realm had the opposite effect on us. It sucked our magic from us worse than a swimming in a pool of leeches. With every moment spent in this realm, the Earth devoured our magic. The universe’s idea of balancing the scales reached everywhere after-all.

Which was why we needed to fucking get home. Back to the realm we’d run from. To the war we never stood a chance fighting. But, hey, at least we’d die together.








  
  

2

Predator Problems


Haze





Killing them is going to be immaculate. 

Smoke and the others trudged off into the woods. Hungry and grumpy, I followed. I’d stalked Smoke since the day we’d met through club after club, where they spent most of their nights swaying with strangers. They’d pluck one or two, sometimes more lucky souls to go home with.

I’d seen Smoke fuck so many people by this point, I’d memorized every inch of them. Every moment that I didn’t sleep, I spent studying them, getting as close as I dared, biding my time as I succumbed to the madness of not touching them. There was a pleasure in the distance. A delicious ache that pulsed and grew with each moment that I didn’t let myself have them.

But today I’d gotten to hold Smoke, to run my tongue along their pulse and savor their salty sweet skin. It wasn’t enough.

The hunt made the kill worth it, though. They dreamed of me. Whispered my name in the dark while they tossed and turned in sweaty sheets amongst the humans they’d fucked to death. Kae, so close to my full Fae name on their lips. It did things to me, knowing that with just a few more letters, I’d be completely at their mercy. To be helpless again, just like the first time we’d met…hot as that memory was, it still stirred as much anger as it did lust.

Being startled awake, butt naked in the middle of the forest by a raccoon licking my damned toes did not make my top ten favorite ways to wake the fuck up. Adding in the healing punctures on my torso and the smell of cunt still fresh on my dick had elevated it to not quite my worst day. But my best was yet to come.

With only Smoke’s lingering scent as a lead, I pushed myself to my feet and started after them. Reeling between killing them or fucking them again, I let my mind rage with fantasies as I followed my nose. Probably a little column B before finally landing in column A. The fact that the very first time I had chosen to be intimate with another person had also been the closest I’d ever come to dying had me livid. More than livid. The only satisfaction to be had would be seeing the tail quivering between their legs again.

Ha. I’m hilarious.

Stalking Smoke, just waiting for the right moment, it consumed me now. Their friends made it harder. Since I didn’t know their powers, I had to gather information and bide my time. It helped that the crowd Smoke found themselves with spent most of their time in these woods, holed up in a rotting cabin. I knew these woods too well to lose my prey here.

This forest had been my home for almost five years. A feat no other Fae could boast. My secret? Simple. Stay the fuck away from humans—well, when I wasn’t killing them. Hobbies kept people sane, after all, and I’d lost interest in regular old gardening the first year.

Spending the last few weeks watching Smoke’s companions had taught me a lot. They all lied to each other. Hid things, resources and such. They each had more powers than they used in front of each other. All but one kept their distance from Smoke, the big, dark skinned one with gold eyes and an affinity for plants. They shared a kinship with Smoke, a history of sorts, though it didn’t seem romantic. Smoke didn’t trust the others nearly as much. So much so that Smoke didn’t sleep in the cabin with them. I’d found almost every hidey-hole that Smoke slept in. From treetops to caves, their favorite place, though, was in a human’s bed.

Whenever a storm would blow through, they’d find a warm human body for the night. The first time I’d watched them with a human, I’d found myself enjoying the display of skin and symphony of moans as I imagined their cunt slickened around my cock again. I’d spent whole days perched in trees, atop buildings, and hiding in bushes, studying them. Not even that lightning strike had stopped me. When I’d woken, I’d simply dragged myself back to my hiding spot to observe them.

I’d never stop. I would always crawl my way back to them. I’d—no that sounded romantic. I’d burn the fucking world to—fuck me. Honestly, every time I imagined my fingers around Smoke’s neck, they’d swallow and moan instead of beg. Fucking them should have been enough…

I’d lost them. This kept happening. I’d be hot on their heels and then the memory of that night with them would creep in and leave me brain dead. Worse than that. Standing in the middle of the forest with a half chub like a pup in rut.

Fuck me.

Changing would help me think straight. This form dulled my instincts. Though using my power at night would make me a beacon in the dark. They were far enough ahead that I doubt they’d see my glow. Mind made up, I pulsed power through my body.

It was slower and more painfully than normal. Grinding my molars, I focused on that tail-end rush that always came with it. What was pleasure without pain, anyhow? Agony led the soul to salvation. The full release of spirit tinged with all the heightened chemicals from the double-edged game of it. With skin and sinew reshaped into razor-sharp edges of light, I rushed after my prey.

Each inhale of Smoke’s decadent scent imprinted itself on my olfactory system. I could practically taste their power on my tongue. I’d be able to find them anywhere. There’d be no escape from me. Time was the only thing keeping us apart.
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