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Amethyst Carter writes intimate worlds where power hums beneath the skin and desire reshapes reality. Her fiction blends sensual sci-fi, women-led fantasy, erotic magic, and dark DS dynamics — always centered on characters who bend rules, break limits, and surrender on their own terms.

From glow-driven sci-fi heat to witch-born seduction and otherworldly kink, Amethyst creates stories that pulse with tension, mystery, and fire. If you crave fierce heroines, dangerous intimacy, and worlds that tempt you to stay up all night...
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On Sigils, Wards, and Witchcraft
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Magic, in this world, is not abstract.

It is structured.

Sigils are symbols infused with intent.

They are drawn, carved, burned, spoken, or thought into being. A sigil is not power on its own — it is a shape for power to move through. The clearer the shape, the stronger the result.

Some sigils are ancient.

Some are personal.

Some evolve.

A sigil can bind, protect, summon, block, amplify, or fracture magic depending on how it is formed and what it is fed—intent matters. Precision matters more.

Wards are sustained protections.

Where sigils act, wards remain.

A ward may be anchored to a place, a person, an object, or a boundary. Wards draw power continuously — from the caster, the environment, or a prepared source — and must be maintained or renewed. When wards fail, they do not vanish quietly. They rupture.

Most witches learn wards before they learn anything dangerous.

The wise never stop reinforcing them.

Magic responds to emotion, but it does not obey it.

Fear weakens structure. Anger destabilizes form. Grief can fracture even the strongest casting.

Stormcasting, astral walking, binding, and realm-touching magic are not disciplines taught lightly. They strain the body. They alter the soul. They leave marks — visible or otherwise.

Not all magic is meant to be used alone.

And some magic remembers who first shaped it.
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CHAPTER 1 — THE CALL
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I crossed the threshold of my cottage and felt the wards tighten around me like a held breath.

That alone should have warned me.

The door closed behind me without my touch, wood sealing to stone with a soft, final sound. Candlelight bent toward my body as if drawn by gravity, flames elongating, shadows slipping out of alignment along the floorboards. Magic stirred—alert, responsive, obedient.

Mine.

I exhaled through my nose, steady and unbothered, and rolled my shoulders as if shaking off the weight of the day. The air shimmered faintly, recognizing the movement, recalibrating around my presence. Whatever the wards had sensed, they settled quickly enough.

“Late,” Lune said.

They hovered near the ceiling beam, their shape a narrow silhouette cut from shadow, edges wavering like heat-distorted glass. Their eyes—too bright, too old—tracked me with quiet intensity.

“I know,” I replied, setting my satchel on the table. “The alignment dragged.”

“That’s not what worries me.”

Lune drifted lower as I unfastened my coat. The fabric slid from my shoulders easily, revealing skin already humming with residual charge. Power still clung to me, threading through my arms, my spine, the back of my jaw. I welcomed it. Let it settle where it always did—deep, controlled, responsive.

I had been trained for this since childhood, long before anyone called me gifted, long before prodigy became a word whispered with pride instead of caution.

The table was already prepared.

I paused, one hand braced against the edge of the cedar surface, and allowed myself a brief smile.

Salt ground fine as bone dust. Chalk shot through with faint starlight. Herbs bound with red thread, still warm, as if freshly harvested. The knife lay where it always did, blade angled precisely along the grain.

I didn’t remember setting any of it out.

Magic had a way of anticipating me when it approved.

Lune’s gaze fixed on the circle, half-formed but unmistakable. “You felt him again,” they said.

It wasn’t a question.

I reached for the chalk and knelt, skirts pooling around my knees. The floor was cool beneath my palms, tempering, familiar. The first line came easily, sigil flowing clean and exact, power snapping obediently into place.

“Yes,” I said. “And before you say it—no, I’m not imagining things.”

“You never do.”

“I also don’t panic.”

That earned me a long look.

The name pressed at the edges of my thoughts, heavy and patient. I didn’t give it a voice. Not yet. Names like his weren’t spoken casually—not by witches who knew better.

Vaelor.

Even thinking it made the wards shudder.

My mothers had summoned him once.

They never spoke of it directly. Only in the careful gaps between conversations, in the way one of them flinched at sudden cold, in the way the other slept with protective sigils carved into her headboard long after she claimed she no longer needed them.

They had survived.

Barely, perhaps—but survival was survival.

And I was stronger than they had been at my age. Everyone said so.

The chalk trembled briefly beneath my fingers, then steadied. I adjusted my grip and continued the circle, weaving sigils unique to my bloodline—old, precise, unforgiving. Energy thickened around me, pressing close, intimate as breath.

Something scraped against the outer wards.

Not force. Not yet.

Attention.

I’d been living alone long enough to know the sound of my own fear—and old enough to know when not to listen to it.

I felt it along my spine, a wrongness that didn’t belong to the night, to the land, to anything I recognized. My magic bristled, drawing close, sharpening.

Lune descended to hover near my shoulder. “There’s something else moving,” they said quietly. “Not him.”

“I know.”

The air had gone thin, stretched. Candle flames guttered, snapping upright as if startled. The wrongness lingered, testing, withdrawing just enough to be irritating.

A challenge.

Good.

I finished the final sigil and sat back on my heels, heart steady, pulse controlled. The circle was complete. Sealed. Waiting.

“This is unnecessary,” Lune said.

I looked up at them, calm and unapologetic. “It’s inevitable.”

“You sound like your mothers.”

“I sound like myself.”

I was built like a woman who’d learned how to take up space — hips solid, thighs strong, a body that didn’t apologize when it entered a room. My skin caught light differently when magic stirred, rich and deep, like it was remembering something older than fear.

The temperature dropped—not cold, exactly, but emptied as if warmth had been removed by deliberate hands. My breath fogged faintly in the air.

I rose smoothly to my feet and stepped into the center of the circle.

No hesitation. No doubt.

I spoke his name.

The shadows in the far corner convulsed.

Darkness folded in on itself, thickening, deepening, until it tore open like a wound. Power surged outward, sharp and ancient, slamming into the wards hard enough to make the cottage groan.

Lune recoiled.

Something stepped through.

The room bent around him—space adjusting, magic reorienting as if unsure how to exist in his presence. He was tall, impossibly so, form carved from night and motion, markings shifting along his skin like living script. His eyes burned violet, not light but density, the kind that crushed instead of illuminated.

He did not touch me.

He did not smile.

His gaze locked onto mine with surgical precision.

Vaelor was tall in a way that altered rooms — not just height, but weight. Broad through the shoulders and chest, thick with muscle that looked earned rather than sculpted, the kind of body built for impact and endurance instead of elegance. His waist tapered only slightly, more solid than narrow, power stacked on power, as if he’d been forged for collision. His skin held a low, burnished warmth beneath the markings that traced his torso like living sigils, pulsing faintly when irritation rolled through him. His face was sharp-boned and brutally beautiful, but it was his eyes — too bright, too knowing — that reminded you he was not entirely human. 

“So,” he said, voice low, resonant, utterly unconcerned with my circle, my wards, my confidence. “Another daughter who thinks herself untouchable.”

The wards lit like struck glass.

And then the world went very, very still.
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CHAPTER 2 — THE PROBE
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The backlash came not as an explosion, but as a recoil.

Magic snapped tight around me, yanking inward with brutal precision. The air thickened, pressure slamming into my chest hard enough to steal my breath. Pain flared behind my eyes, white and sharp, as power rebounded through the circle and into my body.

I staggered—but I did not fall.

The floor beneath my feet vibrated, chalk lines humming violently as the wards strained to hold. The taste of copper filled my mouth. I swallowed it down, jaw locked, forcing my breathing into a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Hold.

Anchor.

Do not give ground.

Across the room, Vaelor remained utterly still.

He did not brace.

He did not flinch.

Shadows coiled lazily at his feet, untouched by the chaos rippling outward from the summoning circle. His gaze tracked me with unsettling focus—not concern, not impatience, but calculation as if he were watching a structure tested for weaknesses.

Good, I thought dimly.

Let him see.

A sound like splintering wood cracked through the cottage.

One of the wards along the eastern beam flickered violently, sigil lines flaring too bright before dimming to an unhealthy gray. The air there warped, light bending as if pulled toward a point that shouldn’t exist.

Then the sigil darkened.

Not burned.

Blackened.

The chalk lines twisted, edges softening as something ate at them from the inside. The scent in the air changed—ozone giving way to something damp and mineral, like wet stone and old bones.

Lune cried out.

They darted across the room in a streak of unstable light, their form flickering violently. “That’s not him,” they snapped. “That’s not part of this.”

I turned sharply, pulse pounding.

The shadow in the corner moved.

It peeled itself away from the wall, thin and distorted, stretching against the direction of the candlelight. It did not rush. It reached, extending slowly toward the circle with a hunger that scraped along my nerves.

The wards screamed.

Vaelor moved.

The space folded with a sudden, crushing force—as if the room itself had been seized and flattened. One moment, the shadow was advancing; the next, it was flattened against the wall by an invisible pressure, its shape collapsing within itself with a sound like water-soaked parchment tearing.

The blackened sigil hissed, the corruption freezing mid-spread.

The cottage shuddered.

Vaelor’s hand was raised now, fingers curved slightly, as though gripping the air itself. The shadows around him thickened, drawn toward him, obeying without question.

“That,” he said calmly, “was a probe.”

The pressure lifted.

I sucked in a breath, lungs burning as magic snapped back into place beneath my control. The wards steadied—damaged, strained, but intact. My knees trembled briefly before I forced them still.

I straightened slowly.

“That wasn’t part of the summoning,” I said, voice steady despite the ache threading through my bones.

“No,” Vaelor agreed, lowering his hand at last. His gaze shifted back to me, sharp and intent. “It was not.”

Lune hovered close now, their light dimmer, edges unstable. “You were seen,” they said quietly.

My stomach tightened. “By who?”

Vaelor’s expression did not change.

“By something that has been circling this space for some time,” he said. “Something that does not yet understand the scale of the mistake it just made.”

I took a step forward, steadying myself fully, pushing the lingering pain aside. “You’re going to explain.”

His eyes flicked briefly to the damaged ward. Then back to me.

“No,” he said. “Not yet.”

The circle beneath my feet dimmed suddenly, its glow fading as if deliberately dismissed.

My throat went dry.

“You’re bleeding power,” Vaelor continued, tone unhurried. “You don’t feel it yet, but you will. You reached farther than your calculations allowed.”

“I held,” I snapped.

“Yes,” he said softly. “You did.”

Not praise.

A warning.

The shadows at his feet shifted, settling, but they did not recede.

“Next time,” Vaelor said, “you will ask before assuming survival is sufficient.”

I met his gaze, pulse still racing, magic coiled tight beneath my skin. “Next time,” I replied evenly, “you’ll remember who summoned you.”

For the first time, something flickered behind his eyes.

Interest.

Dangerous, measured, unmistakable.
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CHAPTER 3 — THE FEELING
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The sigil did not fracture.

It wept.

Black bled from the chalk lines in slow, deliberate rivulets, thick as pitch and warm beneath my fingers. It didn’t drip so much as cling, refusing gravity, pooling along the grooves of the floorboards as if the cottage itself were reluctant to accept it.

The air had changed.

Not colder—emptier. Sound carried strangely now, footsteps dull where they should have echoed, candle flames bending forward as though listening to something beneath the floor.

“That’s not possible,” I said, though the words felt thin the moment they left my mouth.

Sigils failed. They burned out, unraveled, collapsed under strain. I had repaired hundreds over the years—my own and others’. They did not bleed.

I crouched beside the mark, skirts brushing the warped boards, and pressed two fingers to the chalk. The surface pulsed faintly, like a living thing holding its breath.

Lune hovered nearby, their silhouette unsteady, edges blurring as though the light could no longer decide how to hold them. “It’s feeding,” they said quietly. “But not on you.”

“Then on what?” I asked, already drawing power.

Magic answered immediately, sliding into place with familiar ease. The correction sequence flowed from me, clean and precise, sigils knitting themselves tighter under my touch. For a brief moment, the blackness stilled.

Then it crept outward.

Not violently. Not even quickly.

As if curious.

My jaw tightened. I redrew the sigil entirely, overwriting the original with fresh chalk and a binding thread of my own blood. The line sealed, complete and flawless.

The magic slipped through it like mist.

No resistance. No backlash.

Just absence.

A chill traced my spine.

Behind me, the room shifted.

I didn’t hear Vaelor move—but pressure gathered at my back all the same, the air compressing as though the cottage had been nudged aside to make space for him. Shadows lengthened where he passed, folding against his presence, avoiding him like water around stone.

“Step away,” he said.

I stayed where I was.

“I know what I’m doing,” I replied, though my voice sounded tighter now, the confidence carefully measured.

“Yes,” Vaelor said evenly. “That is precisely the issue.”

He knelt anyway.

His presence changed the geometry of the space. Lines that had always been straight curved subtly toward him, the floorboards bowing as if under a weight they hadn’t been built to carry. He lifted one clawed finger, tracing the air above the sigil without touching it.

The shadows beneath his hand thickened.

The black substance recoiled.

The cottage groaned—a low, protesting sound from deep within its frame—as reality compressed. I felt it in my teeth, in the ache behind my eyes, as something gave way—not breaking, but closing.

The blackness hissed, collapsing into itself, then evaporated into smoke that vanished before it could rise.

The sigil went dull.

Gone.

Silence flooded the room.

“You erased it,” I said slowly.

“I sealed it,” Vaelor corrected. “There was nothing to erase.”

“That was a ward I carved myself.”

“And it was laid over a thin place,” he said calmly, rising to his full height. “One you never noticed because nothing had reason to press against it before.”

I stood, the floor unsteady beneath my feet, and turned to face him. “I would have felt that.”

“You felt what you were trained to feel,” he replied. “Not what was taught to hide.”

Lune drifted closer to the dead space where the sigil had been, their light dim and flickering. “This cottage has been watched,” they said softly. “For some time.”

My gaze moved slowly around the room—the warped candlelight, the places where the shadows pooled too deeply, the empty stretch of wall where a ward should have been, and now... wasn’t.

“How long?” I asked.

Vaelor’s eyes held mine, dark and unreadable.

“Long enough,” he said, “that summoning me was not the beginning.”

The words settled heavily in the space between us.

I drew in a measured breath, centering myself, recalibrating. Fear rose and was set aside. Panic offered nothing. What mattered now was assessment.

“All right,” I said at last. “Then we adjust.”

Vaelor watched me closely.

“Yes,” he said. “You will.”
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CHAPTER 4 — POWERED CONFIDENCE
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The cottage did not return to itself.

The candle flames steadied, yes—but the room felt subtly rearranged, as though someone had shifted the furniture by inches rather than feet. Shadows clung more stubbornly to the corners. The table sat where it always had, scarred cedar steady beneath the low light, but the air above it felt denser, layered.

I stood just outside the remnants of the summoning circle, boots planted, shoulders squared. The chalk lines beneath my feet had dimmed, their glow reduced to a dull afterimage in the grain of the floorboards.

Vaelor was still inside it.

Not bound by it—occupying it.

He stood near the center, one hand lifted loosely at his side, head slightly inclined as if listening to something I couldn’t hear. Magic flowed toward him in slow, deliberate currents, bending around his presence.

Not mine.

The wards shifted.

I felt it before I saw it—a tightening behind my eyes, a subtle pull along my spine. Sigils along the beams reconfigured themselves, lines sharpening, angles correcting. The cottage groaned softly, wood protesting under the quiet insistence of a power it hadn’t been built for.

I took an instinctive step forward.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

Vaelor didn’t turn. “Containing the situation.”

“That situation,” I said, my jaw tightening, “is my responsibility.”

“Yes.” His voice was calm, unhurried. “Which is why you are no longer handling it alone.”

I crossed the remaining distance toward him.

The floor resisted.

Not enough to stop me—just enough to make the message unmistakable. My stride faltered for half a breath before the boards relented beneath my weight.

I looked down.

Nothing had changed. Same worn grain. Same faint chalk smudges near my boots. But the magic beneath it felt compacted, reinforced—like a second foundation laid under my own.

I exhaled sharply through my nose and straightened.

“You altered my wards,” I said.

“I reinforced them.”

“Without asking.”

Vaelor turned then.

The movement was unhurried, controlled. He didn’t step toward me, didn’t crowd my space—but his attention locked onto me with the same pressure I’d felt in the floor. His gaze flicked briefly to where my foot still rested, testing the altered threshold.

“If I had asked,” he said, “you would have argued.”

I folded my arms across my chest—not defensive, deliberate. “I’m arguing now.”

“And yet,” he replied, “the breach is sealed.”

I dropped my arms and reached outward with my magic, probing lightly. The wards held. Stronger than before. Less responsive to me, though—less intimate. Like gloves worn in someone else’s size.

My fingers curled at my side.

“What else did you change?” I asked.

Vaelor lowered his hand. The pressure in the room eased slightly, though it didn’t vanish.

“The eastern threshold is closed,” he said. “Completely. The cellar is sealed. You will not perform summoning magic in this structure again without me present.”

“That’s not your decision to make.”

“No,” he agreed. “It’s a consequence.”

I let out a slow breath, jaw flexing as I measured him. “You’re assuming I’ll accept that.”

“I’m assuming,” Vaelor said, “that you understand what happens if you don’t.”

Silence stretched.

Lune hovered near the rafters, unusually still, their light dimmed as if conserving energy.

I lifted my chin. “You don’t get to decide my limits.”

Vaelor didn’t blink.

“No,” he said. “Your mothers said the same thing.”

The words hit low and close.

I didn’t step back—but my shoulders tightened all the same.

“And?” I asked.

“And they survived,” he replied. “But not unchanged.”

Something in his tone shifted—not emotion, not memory. Recognition.

“I am not interested,” he continued, taking a single step out of the circle, “in repeating variables.”

He stopped a careful distance from me—not close enough to touch, but close enough that the air between us felt charged, deliberate.

I tilted my head slightly, studying him. “You could have told me. Before you changed my home.”

“Yes,” Vaelor said. “I could have.”

His gaze dropped briefly—to the table, to the sealed threshold, to the dead space where a ward had once been—then returned to mine.

“And you would have debated,” he said. “You would have calculated. You would have delayed. That luxury no longer exists.”

My hands clenched once at my sides before I forced them open again.

“You don’t get to treat me like a child,” I said.

“I am not,” he replied softly.

That answer unsettled me more than any threat.

I took a sharp step back.

“You don’t get to rearrange my life and expect me to thank you for it,” I said, voice tight now, heat creeping in despite my efforts to contain it. “You talk in circles. You refuse to explain. And you keep acting like I’m—”

Vaelor turned away from me.

Not dismissively.

Decisively.

That did it.

My control slipped—not fully, but enough for the room to feel it. Candle flames flared, shadows snapping sharply against the walls. My hands curled into fists at my sides, nails biting into my palms.

“Do not,” I snapped, “patronize me in my own home.”

He stopped.

Slowly, Vaelor turned back, eyes narrowing—not in anger, but in something closer to calculation.

“I am not patronizing you,” he said. “I am prioritizing.”

I drew in a measured breath, mooring myself, letting my awareness expand outward through the altered wards. They were not cages.

They were buffers.

Annoying, but necessary.

“Temporary,” I said at last.

Vaelor inclined his head a fraction. “Of course.”

We held each other’s gaze across the charged space between us.
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