
  
    [image: Kiss From A Rose]
  


  
    
      Kiss From A Rose

      A DARK ROMANTASY

    

    
      
        SKYE TURNER

        SLOANE  NICOLE

      

    

    
      SKYE TURNER BOOKS

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Kiss From A Rose

        A Dark Romantasy

        By: Skye Turner and Sloane Nicole

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        eBook Edition

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Skye Turner and Sloane Nicole ©2026

      All rights reserved.

      This e-book is the sole property of the author and may not be reproduced or transmitted without the permission of the author.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the authors’ imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, places, events, or occurrences is purely coincidental unless otherwise noted below.

      The author acknowledges the real people or places and copyrighted or trademarked status and trademark owners of the following wordmarks mentioned in this work of fiction:

      Cover Design: Megan Squires/ EmCat Designs

      Beta Readers: Brittany, Jodi, KB, and Louise

      Editing and Formatting by: Through the Booking Glass Literary Services

      *Due to graphic sex scenes and strong language, this book is not intended for readers under the age of 18.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        DEDICATION

      

      

      
        
        For every beast who learned to love because of a beauty who found them worthy.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          I. The Bargain

        

        
          
            1. The Door

          

          
            2. The First Night

          

          
            3. The House

          

          
            4. The Second Night

          

          
            5. His Rules

          

        

      

      
        
          II. The Breaking

        

        
          
            6. The Third Night

          

          
            7. The Mirror Room

          

          
            8. What Came Before

          

          
            9. The Fourth Night

          

          
            10. The Fifth Is Death

          

        

      

      
        
          III. The Burning

        

        
          
            11. The Last Hours

          

          
            12. The Truth

          

          
            13. The Collapse

          

          
            14. What Survives

          

          
            15. A New Rose

          

        

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Playlist

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Part One


          

          
            The Bargain

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            The Door

          

        

      

    

    
      Aria

      The forest should be silent. It’s a forest. But it isn’t. It almost sounds like it’s breathing.

      There’s no wind. The trees are perfectly still, too still. The air is heavy, almost palpable with something older and heavier than air. Each step I take crunches the frozen ground beneath me, but there’s no echo of my footsteps. No birds are singing. No leaves are rustling. But there’s a pulse in my ears as a steady, unnatural quiet blankets everything. It feels like I’m walking into a held breath.

      I’ve been searching for hours, maybe longer. My phone died somewhere after the last turn of the path. The colorful map glitched. And now, nothing in front of me matches the trail I marked. Every step I take deeper into these snow-laced woods feels like a descent into a dream I can’t wake from… but this isn’t a dream.

      Father’s last call came from somewhere near here. This is where his location turned off. His voice replays over and over in my head. It trembled on the line, low and broken, as he said only one word before I lost the call and his location simply disappeared.

      Rose.

      It’s playing on a loop in my mind as I stumble over a root and catch myself, scraping my hands, on a frost-slicked branch. My coat, his old camel wool one, is too big on me, and the cuffs are soaked through where they fall over the tops of my hands. I swipe at my nose, dripping from the cold, with the sleeve, ignoring the bite of the frigid wind against my skin.

      His last text still replays in my head, a final warning I don’t understand.

      
        
          
            
              
        FATHER

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Don’t follow me.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        And if you do, DON’T pick the rose.

      

      

      

      

      

      I called him the second it came through and he said that one word in a frightened tone before the line went dead. So now, I’m here… in these unfamiliar and eerie woods. Daughters don’t abandon their fathers… not when they’re all that’s left… not when they vanish with nothing but a cryptic text message, a one-word, cryptic phone call, and then… utter silence.

      Where am I going?

      Where is he?

      Why did his call drop like that?

      Is he alright?

      I stop dead in my tracks as I stare, my mouth agape, at what’s in front of me.

      What the hell?

      Where did this come from?

      A wall of black stone rises from the thick gray mist. It’s tall and seems endless. The twisting vines covering the stone glisten as though slicked with oil. They move, subtly, but I see it, and I gasp as I watch them. A shimmer here. A twitch there… like they’re breathing, too.

      There’s no gate to enter the fortress, just a door built into the stone, made of arched iron and inset with a carving of dark roses so elaborate it looks like lace. I gasp as I see the vines are not vines at all, they’re roses in so deep a shade of red that they almost appear to be black. The petals are barbed. The stems are tangled like briar. Each bloom bleeds into the next until they’re indistinguishable. There must be a hundred of them.

      I reach out, almost without thinking. The moment my fingers brush the surface of a petal, the vines shudder and recoil with a hiss. I jump back in fright as the door creaks open on silent hinges.

      I should run.

      This is not normal.

      Instead, I step through.

      Mist curls around my boots, seemingly circling my ankles, and then, my calves, as I enter a garden that shouldn’t exist. It’s too vivid. Too vibrant. Bold color blooms in every direction. There are roses in deep crimson, the color of a ruby. Others are in majestic violet like amethysts. Some glimmer as though they’re made of gold. All of them pulse with unnatural life. Their petals quiver, not from wind, but as if they’re turning toward me and they’re beating… like a heart.

      Is this real?

      It can’t be.

      I must be in some sort of fever dream.

      I’ve caught one from the cold or I’m in the throes of hypothermia.

      That must be it.

      That has to be it.

      Moving slowly, half-mesmerized, I’m drawn down the stone path like something is calling me, beckoning me forward. The air is thick with a heady scent. It’s not floral, but heavy, and overtly sweet, dark like wine left too long to age. It wafts into my nose, drifts into my lungs, and seems to settle into my blood.

      I gasp again. “What is that?”

      It’s a rose unlike any other I have ever before seen. Even more striking than the unnatural roses I passed, walking through the door. It’s not the biggest or the most beautiful rose, but it is the darkest.

      It’s black, perfectly and impossibly black. It’s not so red that it appears to be black. It is black, as black as the sky on a moonless night. Rising from a tangle of thorns, untouched by snow, and untouched by time, it drinks in the light around it. Its obsidian petals are edged with a strange shimmer, almost like midnight set on fire.

      The text from Father comes racing back to the forefront of my mind. Then, the one word that had to be a warning. I hesitate with my fingers outstretched before me.

      Something deep inside me, that’s echoed in the night, whispers, “Take it.”

      Reaching out, I grip the rose. Thorns pricks my palm as I snap it from the branch. I wince at the pain the moment I lift the rose and the sky cracks above me. Pulling my hand back, I look at the blood on my palm, and the rose itself, as lightning races across the sky. Angry wind screams through the trees, sounding like wails. The vines whip wildly as petals are flung about. The ground trembles beneath my feet, almost as though it, too, is angry.

      “You shouldn’t have touched that.” The voice comes from behind me, a growl wrapped in silk. It’s low and commanding. Nothing about it is loud, but it echoes through me like thunder.

      My heart clenches in my chest, and I hold my breath as I whip around to see who it belongs to. My eyes widen, and I forget how to breathe, as I spot him.

      A shadow cut from storm light as he steps out of the darkness of the garden’s edge. He’s tall and broad, so broad. Dear God, he’s massive. He’s wrapped in a black cape that moves like smoke around him. His face is half-covered by the hood, but I see a glint of gold as his eyes lock on me. I scream aloud as he stares at me, unable to stop myself. His eyes… they’re actually blazing gold. They burn, though not with warmth. They look like molten gold, hot and wild.

      That’s not natural…

      No one has eyes that color.

      He’s not… human…

      He can’t be.

      My breath catches as I try to remember how to breathe and not give in to the fear coursing through my entire being.

      Beneath the cloak, his coat is long, dark, tailored, and soaked from the mist. Underneath it, his body is firm and sculpted like something chiseled from stone. He’s not bulky, like a man who spends his entire life in the gym. He’s pure intimidation, powerful, precise, and controlled… like an animal.

      The air seemingly bends around him… like it wants him… like it answers to him… like it fears him.

      I completely understand.

      “Who are you?” I squeak out, my voice too thin and too soft, clearly conveying my terror.

      He angles his chin as he stares down at me before growling, “Wrong question. What is your name?”

      Swallowing, I manage to say, “I’m Aria… and I’m looking for my father.” My voice firms and my chin lifts. “He came here. I know he did.”

      “You took what didn’t belong to you,” he says, his voice calm, but menacing. “A price must be paid.”

      What price? I picked a flower!

      “I didn’t know…” I blurt out.

      “You still took it anyway.” His boots crunch softly over the path as he steps toward me. The world seems to dim around him as the shadows cling to his frame like they know him. Somehow, I know they do.

      I inhale a shaky breath. “You can have it back. I don’t want it.” I hold out the rose.

      “You picked it,” he murmurs. He waves his hand and the mist parts, revealing a house behind him.

      No, not a house… that’s a castle!

      And… how did he do that?

      It’s massive, made of gothic black stone and gold-streaked windows. Towers pierce the sky like broken teeth. Ivy and those mysterious rose vines wrap around every column. The door seems to pulse with the same strange energy as the garden. The house has an energy… it feels as though it’s… watching me.

      “What is this? Houses, even castles don’t look like… this,” I whisper, my voice catching.

      “No,” he murmurs. “They don’t.” He turns to look back at it, and it takes everything in me not to sprint as fast as I can in the opposite direction. “You’ll spend five nights here,” he says, turning back to face me. “In my home. You took the rose, and you’ll give me your body, in exchange for the truth.”

      What now? He can’t be serious…

      Yet, I cannot escape him. I can’t fight him and I can’t outrun him.

      I don’t think I would make it two steps.

      Yes, he’s beautiful, but this is… this is not happening.

      My mouth goes dry as I realize the danger of my predicament. “You cannot mean… you aren’t serious…”

      He nods. “I am very serious. You stole from me. This is the price. One rose. Five petals. Five nights and five truths.”

      I look down at the rose still clutched in my hand, counting the petals… five of them. It hasn’t wilted. It hasn’t moved… but I have.

      Something inside me already knows, this was my fate the moment I touched it. I’m at the door… and now I belong to whatever waits on the other side.

      “Fi—fine… I agree,” I whisper. “But… my father… he was here?”

      He nods, only once, barely discernible, and replies, “Come.” Turning on his heel, he stalks toward the house, expecting me to follow him.

      Staring at his massive back, I inhale, whisper a prayer, and… I do.
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      Him

      She’s smaller than I expected her to be, but she burns.

      It leaks off her in waves of want, grief, defiance, and heat. She’s not burning from the cold or the fear she cannot hide.

      No, she’s desperate in a way that fits me like a second skin.

      I know that hunger. I’ve lived inside it for centuries.

      The rose chose well.

      The house groans as she crosses the threshold. It wakes beneath her feet, the stone shifting, the vines retreating, and the glass warming. She looks up at the gemstone-colored rose chandelier, and I watch her pupils dilate as the roses dance about, almost waving to her.

      She doesn’t understand what she’s seeing.

      The house lives… it breathes.

      She doesn’t understand that.

      Not yet. But she feels it.

      Good.

      I step closer to her, and her breath almost touches me. In a tone that brooks no argument, I grunt, “Strip.”

      Her body stills after she jerks back, and her eyes widen in apprehension, and unmistakable fear, as she sputters, “Wha—what? Excuse me?”

      “No questions,” I reply, my voice steady. “That’s one of the rules. Now, you strip.”

      Her chin lifts, just slightly, and I feel the fight flare within her again, but she doesn’t run.

      Glaring at me, she shrugs out of the too-big coat, letting it fall to the floor. Her hands move to the hem of her dark sweater. She peels it up, inch by inch, revealing her pale skin, the curve of her waist, and the soft under-swell of her breasts spilling beneath her bra. She kicks off her soaked boots and unbuttons her jeans, shoving them down her legs as she clenches her jaw and her brown eyes shoot daggers at me.

      I look her over, taking in the soft yellow lace bra and matching panties. I nod, “Those, too.”

      Her nostrils flare as her eyes flash, but she jerkily removes both. Reaching behind her, she unsnaps the clasp, and the lace bra slides down her arms. She flicks her wrist, dropping it. Then, she pushes her panties over her hips. They glide down her legs and pool on the floor.

      She stands naked before me. In nothing but ragged breath and pride, she makes no move to cover herself, though I know she wants to.

      She’s stunning. Small but curvy and lush.

      I step forward, slowly. My fingers trail across her collarbone, and she flinches while her breathing hitches and her nipples peak…. not from fear… from heat. I watch the war within her brown eyes.

      Dragging my thumb along her jaw, she turns her face into my touch and shivers before she stops herself.

      “You feel it,” I growl. “You don’t want to want my touch… but you do. Don’t you?”

      Biting her lip so hard she’s going to split it, her pupils dilate. She’s refusing to answer me. To do so would be a betrayal… of herself.

      Staring back at her, I lean down, breathing directly into her ear. “Do you want my touch?” My fingers lightly graze over her peaked nipples. She moans and I shift as my cock responds. “Say it.” Leaning back, she glares up at me, though her body curves more toward my touch. “You want me to touch you?” Still stabbing me with her eyes, she nods. “Words. Say it aloud,” I snarl.

      She spits out, “Yes.”

      The chandelier flickers above us while the house pulses beneath us. I feel the old hunger rising in the walls, in me, but I don’t let it consume me…. not yet.

      “I told you,” I say, my voice thick with arousal now. “You picked my rose. You’re mine for the night. For five nights.”

      Exhaling shakily, she stares up at me with more desire than fury in her eyes this time. “What happens after five? And my father?”

      I’ll answer only one of those.

      Leaning in, my lips barely brush the shell of her ear as I murmur, “We’ll see if you survive.”
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