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Queen Seravine hollered from her dressing room. I couldn’t make out the words. 

She sounded irritated. I held my breath as I cracked open her bedroom door, peeking in. Gods, let this be a mood I can fix. Tea? Sex? 

Seravine was perched on a small pouf on the far side of the room, her hands up in her hair, fully nude. The harsh morning light streamed in, her skin gleaming. Her eyes narrowed.  

“Everything’s taking too long,” she complained. 

I cast my mind about, trying to narrow down what she was worried about. I’d gotten pretty good at reading her moods, but this early in the morning, the queen was unpredictable. She twisted around and let her fiery red hair tumble to her waist. 

“That annoying Godfrey,” she said, a whine under her commanding voice. “Go see why that entitled alchemist is taking this long. The feast is tonight, and I have no potions!” 

“Yes, your majesty.” I bobbed down in a curtsy as I turned and dragged my feet away. She hadn’t even said hello. 

Fuck. The stairs up to that stupid tower were going to murder my thighs. 

The climb took what felt like hours. 

I had way too much time to think. I’d been with Seravine for years now – I’d lost count, actually. The potions and the constant rotation of food – sleep – sex made it all kind of blur together. Except for big holidays, of course, to mark the changing of the seasons. 

Tonight was Samhain – my favorite holiday by far. But I couldn’t shake this feeling of emptiness in my chest. 

When I finally reached the top, drenched with sweat and my lungs burning, I could hear moaning and grunting echoing across the stone walls. Standard behavior, nowadays. 

The potions master was usually reserved, standoffish. Professional. 

And then Rosalia showed up. So cute, so fuckable. Now he was just an animalistic sex maniac, like the rest of us here in Seravine’s little playground. It was a wonder they ever got anything done at all. 

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat loudly as I pushed the laboratory door open, keeping my eyes averted. “Master Godfrey?” 

The sounds softened, but continued. 

“Yes?” came a strangled, panting voice. 
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