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Author’s Note

If you came here looking for a nice, polite romance... congrats, you're about to be devoured so thoroughly they'll find nothing but your bookmark and a smear of morality.

Myna didn't exist on paper until she clawed her way through my skull at 1 AM, leaving burns in my frontal lobe and coffee stains on my clothes. She's been hell's favorite house guest ever since.

So, read responsibly... or don't. Sin tastes better without a chaser anyway. Myna would drink your pearl-clutching horror like a shot of top-shelf tequila.

Many thanks, you beautiful degenerates!
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Dedication
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For the shattered who kept breathing when everything was too much. For the monsters they tried to bury alive inside you. For every "too loud," "too angry," "too fucking much" hurled at your face. For the hunger that gnaws beneath your skin when polite society sleeps. This isn't just for you... it's your goddamn battle cry.
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WARNING
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This is an intense, dark romance with scenes, themes and images that may be triggering for some, including sexual content, assault against women, violence, horror, abduction and lots of profanity.
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Chapter One
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I never really belonged to the surface world or anywhere if we’re being honest. Even when I tried to play nice, smile, and pretended I fit in, it never stuck. Danger clung to me like another skin, like some fucked-up perfume I couldn’t wash off. The magic inside me wouldn’t shut up either. It was always whispering in a haunting language that no one else could hear. A constant reminder that I wasn’t one of them.

The almighty, nose-in-the-air, holier-than-thou royal witches. Every one of them thought their shit smelled like rosewater and petals. They’d walk around the castle halls like they didn’t piss in the same pots as the rest of us. Perfect posture and fake smiles. 

And me? I was the problem witch. The misfit. The queen’s walking embarrassment.

They called me “the fractured heir,” whispered that my magic was just plain out wrong. And maybe it was. Maybe I was. But I’d rather be dangerous and fractured than dull. Because at least danger felt pretty damn real to me.

Tonight, the moon hung low and silver spread throughout the cliffs. I stood there barefoot on my bedroom balcony, the wind pulling my hair around like a crazed banshee. I took a breath in, breathing deep. Deep enough to drown all the bullshit from the castle away. That didn’t help. The cold air slapped my face like it begged for answers from me. I wasn’t out here to give answers. I was here to let my magic loose, to sing. 

Because when I sang, it wasn’t some sweet fairy-tale melody. It was unrestrained power. A spell disguised as a song. And yeah, I didn’t quite figure out how to master it... yet, but I would soon. 

But wow, did it feel good.

I knew it was dangerous. That the power would seek a price of some sort. But that doesn’t mean I’d stop. Ever.

My mother’s voice constantly haunted me. That cold, perfect tone of a Queen who’d forgotten how to be human. “Your power is not a toy, Myna Embrook.” 

Yeah, right. 

She said it like I was some fragile porcelain doll, not a walking frenzy she was trying to keep on a tight leash.

All I wanted was the truth. About my father, about who the hell I really was and... about why she put me in that bedroom with childish sunflowers painted on the damn ceiling. Especially when the room down the hallway, the one with the golden skulls, was obviously clearly meant for me. Instead, I got secrets wrapped in royal bullshit and a mother too afraid of her own daughter’s magic to give me a straight answer. 

My eyes glanced over to the sea. It was full of life and endless possibilities. I swore I could hear it calling my name. Every time I sang, I could feel it. The power prickled under my skin, trickling through my veins. My magic wasn’t just power and even though it was corrupted, so they said, it was me. 

And no crown, no rule, no threat could cage that.

In the castle, I played the royal part. The obedient heir packaged in discipline and silence. I smiled when I was supposed to, bowed when ordered, and pretended I didn’t hear the whispers behind my back. 

The queen’s cursed daughter. The witch who can’t be controlled. The girl with the smart mouth. 

Yeah, I wore that label like a scout girl who just got her tenth badge of the month.

They thought I didn’t notice the way they stared at me, as if I were some wild beast that might snap if they stepped too close. Psh, I wasn’t that insane... maybe a little, but I wouldn’t actually bite, though perhaps I should.

They hated that I wasn’t one of them. The uncontrolled, black sheep of the castle. The girl everyone scurried away from when she arrived. My magic didn’t come dressed in blue-threaded robes and careful incantations like theirs. Mine burned, cursed and bled sin.

But let them talk. They always did. None of them had the balls to say a damn word straight to my face. They were cowards, all of them. Even if they tried to step my way, they’d be sprawled out in a second. Their mouths would lick those beautiful marble floors. They’d remember the taste of defeat by the fractured heir in a heartbeat.

You see, it’s what those bastards didn’t know. The heart ache I truly felt growing up in this godforsaken place, with a mother who paid no attention to me. Unless of course... it was something that wasn’t fitting into her royal model. 

The wind kissed my face, tossing me back into a memory I tried to bury far below. Eleven years old or so, kneeling in mud that soaked through my vibrant fuchsia pants after a bad rainstorm. I was surrounded by the castle gardens that smelled like wet earth and paradise. Gray clouds lingered above, swallowing every piece of sunlight that tried to peek through. A time when my only worries were my books, my two best friends and my pretend boyfriend I created in my uncorrupted mind. 

I remember digging through my favorite rose bush, fingers pushing past tangled stems, hunting for the perfect bloom to present to my imaginary lover. When I spotted it, I had to have it. I yanked it loose without thinking. The thorns pierced into my skin like little daggers. I’d never felt pain like that before. Blood dripped from my fingertips, dark red rivers racing down my wrist like they were competing for the quickest path to my elbow. My tears burned hot in my eyes as I doubled over, face nearly licking the mud.

That’s when I saw it. The dark red seeping through my pants, like a damn horror movie flower. The thorn cuts no longer mattered at this point. I scrambled up, mud wet under my knees, nearly eating into the earth during my panic. My heart raced, nearly passing out. I ran to find her, my mother, the queen, only to watch her wave a dismissive hand without even looking at me. 

“I have royal matters, Myna.” Then signaling me to some stone-faced guard who escorted me to the bathroom. Poor guy had to awkwardly explain what was happening to my body like he was reciting castle protocol. 

My own blood, my own mother. She couldn’t even be bothered to witness it. I shook the memory. My heart vibrated across my ribs like it wanted to break open and dive into the sea below.

I knew I was different from the other witches and that tore at me all the time. Not that I’d give the castle snobs the satisfaction of knowing it bothered me. They could choke on their perfection for all I cared. 

But those questions? The ones that burned into my mind before I could remember? They sat there twiddling their thumbs like a wound that wouldn’t heal. 

“Not appropriate for a princess to ask”, my mother would say, as her voice dripped with crowned patronization. She always made certain that her crown and kingdom were always more important than actually being my mother. Just thinking about it made me want to puke.

No one ever spoke my father’s name. His name was a ghost. Erased from tapestries, scratched off of family trees and whispered away with the rest of the secrets.

That alone told me he mattered. My mother, Queen freaking Serenya, the one who never winced. Not in battle or in council. But whenever I mentioned him, her mask cracked a little. That was enough to tell me the truth. The one she wouldn’t say out loud. She was fearless but when his name was spoken, she crumbled. So yeah, I disobeyed her. Constantly. Because if she wasn’t going to tell me the truth, I’d find out my damn self. 

When I wasn’t training with those uptight witches, you could find me in my favorite place, the library. I’d cozy up in my favorite alcove near the stained glass rose window, tearing through every forbidden book I could find. Witchcraft. Bloodline curses. Dark Romance novels. 

My mother said it wasn’t lady like to read. She warned me too many times that the books would take over my mind, turn me into a raving maniac. She wasn’t wrong about that. These books were my paradise. The leather-bound covers that I buried myself within. Where I wasn’t Princess Myna, broken and intolerable. I was me. The unapologetic version with no crown, no expectations and no disappointing royal glares. 

Once midnight hit and the castle fell silent, I became the rebel queen that all whispered about. When the court slept, I’d sneak out to the only place that felt like freedom. The cliffs.

I wanted to sing but my mother wouldn’t allow it near this suffocating hellhole. Fuck, I wanted it so bad my throat burned for it.

At the castle, my voice was a loaded gun that was ready to cock back and explode. The one thing that actually made me feel important and not a royal mistake. I’d let my voice loose but not under the queen’s nose. Not with her guards on standby waiting for an excuse to chain someone up and drag them into the stone-cold dungeons of death.

I stared down at the cold concrete under my feet, clenching my jaw together so hard, head shaking. 

“I’ve gotta get the hell out of here,” I mumbled under my breath.

When I finally looked back up, past the garden’s hedges, there was a cluster of witches from another coven walking by like they owned the damn place, laughing with their egotistical faces. My eyes froze. There he was. 

Silas. 

So tall that he made everyone else look like gnomes, olive skin that looked like he just submerged from a golden bath, blue eyes that could freeze you in an instant, and arms that said he could protect and ruin you in the same breath. 

We weren’t friends. Shit, we’d hardly said two words to each other. But I’d caught him staring at me more than once during training. Those damn eyes. Always making me want something that isn’t mine. The bastard was too fucking sexy for his own good. Psh, he probably knew that. It’s not like I didn’t see how the other coven girls literally crawled on their hands and knees to him. It’s like they were possessed. Psychos. 

I ducked back into my room before he would catch me staring at him like an obsessed freak. I had barely stepped back in, when a knock rattled my door. My stomach curled and my cheeks lit up like the fourth of July.

Silas? No... he wouldn’t dare. 

It wasn’t the heavy, disgruntled knock of one of my mother’s lapdog guards. But it sure as hell wasn’t the cowardly tap of a bearer. Whoever was on the other side was daring enough to come for me but smart enough to be quiet about it.

“Come in,” I said, already regretting it. In stepped her, my mother. Of course it was her. Her refined hair, faultless poise, perfect displeasure and those eyes, so cold they could turn you to stone.

“Daughter,” she said, each syllable oiled like royal fucking perfection. “It has come to my attention that you have once defied my rules by sneaking out at midnight. One of my royal guards reported you wielding voice magic. Need I remind you of the explicit restrictions of such reckless behavior?”

My right eye twitched. I dug my fingernails into my inner arm instead because if I bit back, her royal guards would swarm in here like starving wolves on fresh meat. I bit my tongue until it became numb because if I didn’t, words would spill out that I’d later regret. So, I put on my best princess face, ready for another round of her royal bullshit. 

“Your midnight excursions end immediately,” she continued. “Do you understand me?” 

I ground my teeth together and gave her the submissive nod she expected. It was easier than arguing and I wasn’t up for a war tonight. But beneath this obedient face? My blood was fuming.

She may have well asked me to cut my own heart out and serve it to her on a silver platter. My vocal enchantments weren’t just a hobby of mine. Not like her afternoon teacup sessions sitting in that sunroom, knitting needles, pretending the world didn’t exist to her. No, this was magic that ran through my veins. Commanding me to stop using my voice magic was like requesting I inhale underwater, absurd and sinister, a slow death my mother wouldn’t even understand. 

Her voice softened, but only a fraction. 

“Princess Myna,” she said, voice sharp, “you will confine yourself to proper coven instruction only. The training method I have chosen will ensure your powers remain appropriate within magical boundaries. This is not a request.” 

I bit harder on my tongue. 

A proper training method? Psh, more like a phoenix with its wings bound in enchanted iron.

I forced my lips, stretching into the hollow smile expected of a royal daughter. “As you wish, Mother.”

She narrowed her eyes, studying me for a moment too long, then walked out to attend to her “royal duties”. No satisfying door slam, no misstep, just a perfect swivel on those razor-like heels as she drifted away like a poisonous odor. I watched as her shadow creep around the door frame. The second she was gone, I snatched my black velvet pillow, crushed it against my face and screamed bloody murder. 

“FUCKKK!” The sound was muzzled but burned deep through my throat. 

I slammed the pillow down, my jaw gritted so tight my teeth might break. "One more royal lecture about 'proper witch prudence,' and I'll fucking cannonball off the north tower headfirst."

My lungs felt like they were ready to collapse. I needed to get out of these stone walls, away from the whispers and the sheer order of it all. This place suffocated the hell out of me. My hand tore at my throat as I felt a panic attack set in. 

I needed the cliff winds to slap some life back into me, to remind me that there was a badass somewhere beneath this princess mask.

​
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Chapter Two
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I moved without even thinking. Black combat boots on. Oversized hoodie pulled low over my eyes. Fingers weaving a cloaking spell that I was also damn good at. I made it out to the castle halls that stretched out before me. Marble floors gleaming faint with old magic that pulsed beneath my feet. I slipped past the sleeping guards at the gates, their chins dripping towards their armored chests. I crept between them like a shadow, the corners of my mouth lifting in sheer, silent victory. 

My eyes closed and I surrendered to my sifting magic, even though it was sloppy as hell. Fuck it, another skill on my endless “needs improvement” list. Who cares tonight though? Tonight wasn’t about refinement. 

The spell rippled through me like electricity in water. The air split around my body like glass breaking in reverse. My guts twisted themselves into knots while reality went on a bad trip...

My ears filled with the pop and fizz of reality shifting, while a multi-hued of colors flashed behind my closed eyes. Then, silence. Stillness. I blinked into the darkness and found myself standing in empty space where the castle had been just seconds before.

I stood at the edge of the cliffs, where I belonged. Below me, waves crashed against rocks with violence that matched my mood, while the wind yanked at my clothes like it wanted to strip me naked. The night air slid its icy fingers beneath my hoodie, teasing goosebumps across my skin with promises no decent person would make out loud. I thought this hoodie would keep me warm but oh no. The wind sliced through my hoodie like it had a personal vendetta against me, turning my nipples hard instantly. 

"Holy shit," I whistled at the sky, "Buy me dinner first if you're gonna feel me up like that."

I sucked in the midnight air until my lungs iced over. The sea sprawled out below me like spilled ink, each wave slamming against the rocks with whispers that sounded too much like my name.

Here at the cliffs, I felt alive. No royal crap, no mother’s disapproving glare burning holes in my back. Below me was my sea, not hers. Not the covens, mine. The only place I could truly be myself and wasn’t looked upon like a hot mess. It called me like a lover’s whisper, every quiver dragging at my thighs, my chest and my throat. I closed my eyes and surrendered. 

My lips parted and I sang. Not some prissy little princess melody but the kind of throat burning sound that would make a sailor blush and my mother’s royal ass faint dead away on her imported marble floors. 

Power poured out of me like a tidal wave, wrapping around the wind, making the salty air shiver. I had to keep it in check though. Rein it in. 

Because if I let it loose? The ocean would go crazy. The sky would crack open like hell itself came to the party. And that version of me, the one with no limits, wasn’t something I was ready to unleash on the world. Not yet.

But then my emotion crept in and something inside snapped. All of those years being locked behind stone walls just because my mother and I shared DNA. I never asked for any of that crowned horror. My rage exploded through my fingertips, magic splitting the night air open, vibrating through the cliffs like a battle cry. The ocean shattered into a million pieces that embellished under the moonlight like someone had smashed a mirror across the waves.

Everything around me began to break. I was no longer in control.

My voice ripped out of me, each note a wild animal clawing its way free. The wind snatched them away, carrying my secrets into the darkness where no one would find them. Beneath me, the ocean writhed and swelled as if it had heard its name called. The magic in my blood accelerated, burning too hot, too bright. I grabbed for control, but it was like trying to hold onto a lightning strike with bare hands. The spell I'd crafted twisted, fractured, and bloated with power that didn't belong there.

The sea roared unhinged, then laughed with the voice of a thousand drowned sailors. 

I laughed back because what else could I do when the sea was mocking me? 

My knees hit the dirt hard as I clutched my throat, the spell tearing out of me in jagged shards that felt like glass. “Fuck,” I gasped, my lungs behaving like a sea demon reached up and crushed them. 

My power slithered away like a hangover leaving my body and I staggered to my feet. My legs trembled as I brushed dirt off my knees, I looked down at the ocean like we just had a one-night stand and it ghosted me after promising to call. I flipped off the sea with both hands. 

"Thanks for the ride, jerk. Still better than another night of royal bullshit." 

A twig snapped behind me. 

Shit. 

My body locked up. Someone was out there, watching. I whipped around, fits raised, ready to present my fists to their face. Nothing was out there except those damn trees, branches twisting and swaying like they were judging me too. They probably remembered that time when Willa mixed pixie dust with some strange potions she found in the outhouse. 

“Great now I’m hallucinating shit that isn’t there. Awesome job, Myna” I mumbled to myself, throwing my hoodie back over my head and sifting back to the castle gates. 

My skin wouldn’t stop crawling though. If it was one of my mother’s royal lapdogs, I was so fucked. I might as well kiss the world goodbye because by sunrise, my wrists would be chained to the rusty dungeon shackles, counting down my days.

But you know what? Let her try to cage me. I’d tear her precious stone walls down, bringing hell loose on them all. No remorse. I’d use this “forbidden” voice magic that she hates so much. It’d be the last thing her royal ears hear. Fucking try me.
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Zoltan

I MELTED INTO SHADOWS. Breath gone. A ghost in the trees. My eyes locked. There she was. Commander was right. 

The witch, the abomination. Perched on the cliff like she owned the sea. 

My fingers curled. One push and she’d plummet to her death. Bones shattered all over the rocks. I’d watch every crack and feel nothing. 

Her song ripped through the night like a serrated blade. Masters' voices screamed in my skull until blood leaked from my ears. Still her voice clawed at me, trying to drag me under. Pathetic. 

I've gutted her kind since I was old enough to hold a knife. No witch-bitch's pretty sounds would ever break me. Each note slashed like steel against my eardrums. My skull felt ready to explode. I was born to slaughter them. My blade burned against my thigh, demanding blood. My fucking birthright.

Commander Darius never showed mercy. Hesitate for one heartbeat, his fist would shatter your jaw, leave you choking on teeth. He didn't raise soldiers; he forged killers. I was his masterpiece.

I was fifteen when he forced my eyes open to watch a witch die. Her throat opened beneath my own blade, her magic dying in wet, desperate gasps. 

"They'll seduce you," he'd snarled, his spittle hitting my face. He was right.

She commanded the sea. Waves rose and crashed at her fingertips like obedient dogs. Abomination. I already felt her pulse beneath my blade, already tasted her death. Fire erupted through my veins. Duty screamed in my blood.

I saw her end. Felt her blood gushing hot between my fingers. Then, nothing. My heart hammered against my ribs. Not with triumph, but with something worse: DOUBT.

She faltered. Her song fractured. Shadows lunged from the surf. The ocean might devour her and save me the trouble. No satisfaction rose in me.

She stood. Hands trembling violently. Carved through the darkness like it was flesh sealed it away. Then collapsed to her knees. Shaking. Breath tearing from her lungs. Throat exposed under the merciless moon.

Perfect position. I should have struck. But I stood frozen... Something pulled at me. Creating unknown doubt. 

Why was I here? For a split second, I questioned everything. The cliffs, the woods, this witch standing in front of me. 

I snapped out of it. Moonlight revealed her face. Pale. Uncertainty hit me like Commander's fist, again. 

Not tonight. I'd stalk her first. Learn her every breath and weakness. Then I'd destroy her with the precision Commander beat into my bones. No mercy. No mistakes. That promise I'd keep or die trying.
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Myna 

BY THE TIME I HAULED my ass back to the castle gates, my nerves were so fried they were practically crawling out of my skin. I cloaked myself and snuck by those useless lapdogs snoring at their posts. Every shadow made me jerk. Every goddamn twig snap had me ready to bolt. When I finally reached my room, I eased the door shut with a soft click that might as well have been a fucking gunshot that barreled through the silent halls. Not that it mattered. Four walls and a lock didn't mean shit in this place, but it was better than nothing. 

I bolted straight to the mirror like it might have answers, my heart still jack hammering in my chest. Some wild-eyed bitch stared back at me, pale as death but too alive. My skin still glowed with some leftover moonlight, and I reeked of dirt that had embedded itself into my clothing. Every swallow felt like razor blades. My throat raw from that forbidden song I spilled into the sea like I was trying to drown it. 

“Fuck. What am I becoming?”, the words escaping my lips. 

Someone knew. Someone had fucking seen me. 

I’d been so goddamn reckless, sneaking off to the cliffs in the middle of the night, thinking my mother and her lap guards would never find out. I might as well tattoo “kill me” on my forehead and hand out VIP passes to my execution at the next banquet. This power was not just something ordinary. It was hungry. It crawled under my skin, and it was mine. All mine. 

But now I had to watch my back. Whoever it was, they handed me the worse fucking gift of all: curiosity that would soon get me killed.

I launched myself onto the mattress. The covers wrapped around me like a straitjacket, hot and stifling, but I didn't dare throw them off. I just stared at the ceiling, waiting for it to come crashing down on me, because that's how life worked here. One second of peace for every year of havoc. My head spun so fast I was almost drunk in the rush.

Every time I closed my eyes, the memory of the night clawed back up my throat, a relentless loop: the ocean screaming, the taste of blood in my mouth, and that goddamn twig snapping like the universe itself was breaking in half. 

Some creep had watched me blast my guts out into the sky and hadn't even had the decency to show their face. That was the worst part. The not knowing.

I tried to tell myself it was nothing, that I was just high off adrenaline and nerves, inventing ghosts. But a sick little voice inside my head... the same one that told me to keep running, to never trust a soul, kept whispering that it was real. That I'd been seen. And if someone saw what I could do, they’d use it. Turn me into a loaded gun, or worse, a bargaining chip in my mother's sick dungeon games. 

I couldn't stop thinking about the faces from coven training, all those shiny coven girls with claws hidden under their perfect nails. They'd sell me out for a drop of power or a night of not being the lowest in the coven. Or better yet... to be underneath Silas. 

I bet at least three of them already had a Sunday night group dedicated to plotting my downfall. Hell, I'd be flattered if it wasn't going to get me killed. My mind played out every possibility, each more fucked up than the last: poisoned tea, a hexed lock on my door, a midnight suffocation by pillow. Each scenario ended with my mother standing over my corpse, shaking her head in disappointment, like I’d ruined her favorite dress with my blood.

I tried to distract myself. Flicked the bean a few times. Played music loud enough that I couldn't hear my own heartbeat. Nothing worked. I could still feel the eyes, somewhere out there in the dark, burning holes through the back of my skull. My paranoia spiked so hard it made me laugh. A short, ugly sound that echoed off the stone walls. 

"Get a grip, Myna," I muttered. "You're not that special." But the tingling at the base of my neck said otherwise.

Each step creaked the floorboards like they were warning shots as I paced the room. I checked the windows twice, then a third time, convinced that if I stared hard enough, I'd catch a glint of eye-shine staring back from the tree line. Just shadows and the occasional moth slamming itself to death against the glass. The lack of answers only made it worse. Maybe the watcher was already inside. Maybe it was the castle itself, or the ghosts stuffed inside every brick. I’d heard the servants talk about the spirits that haunted the halls, but I didn't believe in that shit. 

Not until now.

The next hour was slow torture. I replayed every fucked-up thing I'd done in the last year, every secret I thought I'd buried, and started cataloging all the ways it could come back to bite me. The list was long. I imagined the watcher going straight to Mother, rehearsing their little speech about the "disobedient daughter" and her "dangerous tendencies." I saw myself chained and dragged before the council, forced to explain why I was born wrong. Or maybe they'd skip the theatrics and just drag me out to the cliffs at dawn, letting the sea finish what it started. 

Sleep wasn't even a rumor. Every time I got close, another surge of panic zapped me awake, shaking and gasping. At one point, I thought I heard footsteps in the hall outside my door. I held my breath, heart jackhammering, ready to bolt out the goddamn window. The steps faded, but it was enough. I yanked out a butter knife from dinner and stashed it in my hoodie pocket, just in case. Maybe I was crazy, but I'd rather be armed than dead.

I bolted out my door and down the hallway of the quiet corridors. 

Willa’s room was at the far end of the hall, past a line of oil portraits that watched my every move. The air reeked of old incense. I barely knocked before she yanked the door open, already grinning like a hyena on bath salts. She wore pajamas covered in sunflowers and a look that said she knew exactly what kind of night it had been.

“I brought snacks,” I announced, as she pulled me inside. Her bed was piled high with smuggled junk food and three bottles of wine. “You look like shit. Spill.”

I collapsed onto the floor and told her everything. The cliffs, the voice, the watcher. Each word made it more real, and by the time I finished, I was shaking. Willa didn’t laugh or call me crazy. She just nodded, eyes hard, and poured me a glass of wine so red it looked bloody.

“Someone’s fucking with you,” she said, “but we can fuck them back.” She grinned and bared her teeth. “If they want a war, we’ll give them one.”

There was no way I was going to sleep tonight, not with the world closing in around me. But at least I wasn't alone. We plotted revenge until the sun started to rise, every new idea was more unhinged than the last. Willa promised she'd keep watch while I crashed, “just in case the bogeyman comes for your ass.”  It was the closest thing to comfort I had.​
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Chapter Three
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I crashed onto my mattress, my skull splitting from last night's wine rampage. Above me loomed that black canopy, draped over my four-poster like Death himself was waiting for an invitation.

The shadows of the moon slipped through my window, like some peeping Tom. My chest still burned from the chaos that went down at the cliffs. Like some sadistic bastard had lit a damn bonfire inside my rib cage and was roasting some marshmallows on my lungs. 

I reached for my throat, dragging it down my tender skin, remembering what that rush of power felt like. Part of me wanted to haul my ass back there right now and do it again. The other part wanted to vomit. Someone had watched me. Someone had seen everything and hadn't moved a goddamn muscle. 

I knew I didn’t belong here but where else would I go? Outside of the castle among the humans, they regarded me as a stranger, a mixture of fragility and uncertainty they couldn’t name. My mother, Sereyna, was here, but the bond between us was a frayed rope I kept sawing at, even while hopelessly grasping to it. Maybe that's why I felt like such an outcast here. 

Not human enough for land, not whatever-the-fuck-I-am enough for here. 

Exiled from birth, thanks to the royal fucking bloodline I never asked for. All I got was this genetic mutation burning at the back of my throat. A gift, yet a curse that made me more dangerous than I sometimes wanted to admit.

I rolled to my side and crushed the pillow to my chest, like I could smother the goddamn hurricane raging inside of me. My mind wouldn’t shut up. 

What the hell isn’t she telling me about my father? About the supposed dangers tied to my voice. He was a ghost in every way that mattered. His story passed around in hushed tones like some demented fairy tale no one would read to an actual kid. 

I needed to know who he was. Hell, I needed to know who I was. 

But every damn day in this palace is another reminder that some truths are locked behind one big vault of secrets with razor sharp teeth, pry them open and you’ll leave bloody fingerprints all over the royal marble. Even when my mother’s not around, I can feel her ice-cold eyes tracking me through these halls. Just waiting for me to fuck up. When she holds court, everyone knows the rules: fear buys you safety, power buys you everything else. And here I am, broke as shit in both departments. 

A sound ripped from my throat before I could strangle it, and something hot slid down my temple onto the pillow. Tears? Are you kidding me? 

My fists clenched so tight that my nails cut into the skin of my palms. This wasn’t a sad girl breakdown; this was pure rage finding the only escape route available at this moment. I don’t do the crying thing. But something in me today just split open and ripped its way out. Years of "Hush, Myna" and "That's not ladylike, Myna" piling up until I wanted to scream in her perfect royal face: How about trying to be a goddamn mother for once?

But seriously. Who the hell was watching me at the cliffs. I ticked through the possibilities like some demented checklist. My mother’s guards? Please. I’d already be chained to a wall for questioning. Some random human wandering through the forest? Our castle sits in the middle of bum-fuck nowhere for a reason. An animal? Yeah, because predators just love to watch their dinner perform instead of eating it. Silas? No, don’t think he’s up for creepy midnight strolls. 

So, who the hell was creeping on me in the darkness, and how’d they know exactly where to find me?

I grabbed my pillow, buried my face in it, and screamed until my throat felt like smashed glass. Mysteries can go fuck themselves. If I wanted to play detective, I'd have bought myself a magnifying glass and a deerstalker hat. But no, I'm stuck in this medieval nightmare without even basic cable. 

"Television corrupts the mind, " Mother dearest always said, her voice dripping with that holier-than-thou bullshit. Yeah well, disowning your child will corrupt it too. The only thing I do know in this shit-hole place is my vocal sorcery that no other witch can do. 

It makes me different. Makes me dangerous. And honestly? Better than any orgasm I’ve ever had.

I yanked the pillow from my face and hurled it across the room. It hit the wall with a pathetic thud that matched my mood. My anxiety had its own fucking anxiety, growing claws that ripped through my chest with every breath. My heart pounded, my thoughts spiraled like hungry vultures hovering a flesh corpse. The sheets felt like sandpaper against my skin, the darkness pressing down on me like a physical weight. My eyelids might as well have been stapled open. 

Fuck it. The pool was calling my name anyway.

My clothes hit the floor and on slithered a black one-piece swimsuit. The V-neckline dipped so low that you could nearly see my belly button. The back barely covered my ass, practically dental floss. Fuck subtlety. I snatched a towel, shoved my feet into my ridiculous furry brown slippers I refused to throw out and marched toward the garden pool, daring anyone to say a goddamn word about my slippers.

A few coven girls were already in the water. But the moment they saw me, they moved like I dropped a toaster in the water, towels half wrapped, flip flops slapping against wet feet, not even a whisper “excuse me” as they bolted. I rolled my eyes. Fine by me. More pool for my rebel ass. 

Under the moonlight, the pool was like a different world. The water blinked like liquid mercury, rippling calming with each breath from the night air. Fire-staff torches, ancient things with dragon mouth holders, glowed a beautiful amber low around the edges. Their flames danced around like drunken ballerinas, that seductively slithered across Italian marble and hand-painted Moroccan tiles. To one side, the bar sat empty with its stools waiting like sentries; farther down, rows of plush velvet lounge chairs sprawled like lazy panthers in the dim light, their vermillion cushions almost black in the darkness. Steam billowed from the massive hot tub at the far end, a bubbling monstrosity that could host twenty nobles or, more likely given the whispers I'd heard, the royal court's midnight debaucheries that Mother pretended didn't happen.

Then there was the garden. The only thing worth a damn in this castle. It circled the pool like a green halo, perfect hedges trimmed to death, flowers in acid-trip colors, and roses so red they looked like open wounds. It was one of the few places in this castle that actually made me feel something. Fuck the pool, it was those psychedelic blooms and that rich dirt aroma that hit you like the first inhale after being underwater too long. 

I tossed my towel on a nearby plush velvet lounge chair, ditched my ridiculous slippers, and strutted to the pool edge. The water kissed my ankles with its cold little tongue as I lowered myself onto ledge. My legs dangled there like two pale ghosts in the deep blue. Swimming wasn’t really my thing. But this midnight silence, the way those witches scrammed when I showed up, that was real luxury for me. 

Only two witches in this whole castle that gave a shit, my two best friends, Willa and Yennifer. The rest of these witches could line up to kiss my ass while I stomped over them in my combat boots. 

I leaned my head back and let the moon spill across my face like a celestial baptism. Holy shit, what a night. No clouds cock blocking the view. Stars everywhere, cutting through darkness like broken glass. Dead quiet too, except for those waves pounding the cliffs in the distance. For one small moment, even here, I could pretend the universe wasn't actively trying to screw me over.

The silence shattered like cheap glass. 

“Am I interrupting something?”. Silas stood at the pool’s edge, one corner of that sexy ass mouth hitched up in a way that made my stomach do back flips. 

Fucking hell, did he always look this tall under the moonlight? 

His piercing blue eyes cut through the dark under that mess of chestnut hair. His olive skin glows, and those shoulders, don’t get me started. They were so broad that they blocked out the stars behind him. A man who knew what he was doing but didn’t yet know how far he’d go. Confident and sexy, just my type. 

My brain short circuited like some cheap ass Halloween lights. 

"Just having a little chat with the galactic galaxy," I said, tilting my head back toward the night sky, attempting to look nonchalant while my pulse attacked my throat. "The flowers are terrible gossips, but the stars keep my secrets."

I nearly choked on my own stupidity. 

Just having a little chat with the galactic galaxy? What the fuck is wrong with you, psycho? 

He just laughed in some low, gutter, fuck-me chuckle that made my thighs clench involuntarily. Goddammit. I wanted to climb him like a tree but also wanted to punch that smirk right off his perfect face. Six years of hardcore crushing, and what did I have to show for it? A collection of pathetic late-night fantasies and the emotional intelligence of a horny raccoon.

Back when we were sixteen, I practically left a trail of drool behind me whenever he walked by. These days I'd honed the art of staring without looking like I was staring. Progress, right? But the bastard still didn't have a girlfriend, which either meant he was gay or, no, stop it. Don't even go there, Myna. He wasn't interested. Those lingering glances I caught? Probably just him questioning if I'd finally lost my shit. Nobody in this castle could stand me except my girls, and I'd made damn sure of that with my megastar personality. Boys ran from me faster than rats from a burning ship, and I pretended that was exactly how I wanted it. 

I snapped my eyes back to reality, catching him toss his towel with the casual arrogance of someone who's never missed a shot in his goddamn life. Off came those black slippers, leaving him in swim trunks that hugged his package like they were getting paid to advertise it. Holy shit. When he peeled off his shirt, my entire reproductive system made a standing ovation. Those weren't abs, they were a topographical map of magnificence that made me want to trace each ridge with my tongue. 

Fuck. 

My mouth watered like I'd just been offered the world's filthiest dessert, and here I was, ready to lick the plate clean. Sixteen-year-old me would be so proud of how fucking pathetic I still am. 

As he walked closer, I immediately felt all wetness flood to my cunt. I snapped my eyes back to the stars because I didn't need this asshole catching me mentally undressing him like the last wrapper on a chocolate bar. 

Then. SPLASH. 

The cocky bastard dove in without warning, cutting through the water like some triathlete merman who'd evolved beyond oxygen. Shit, even his swimming was hot. 

He cut through the water like a fucking shark, back and forth, edge to edge, all rippling muscles and purpose. Was there a secret Olympics I wasn't invited to? I couldn't tear my eyes away from him, practically drooling like a horny teenager. Luckily, he was underwater. My face must've looked like I was mentally undressing him, which, let's be honest, I absolutely was. My traitorous body screamed at me to dive in, "accidentally" bump into him, feel those wet muscles against me. 

Fuck that noise. 

I drew my legs in to bolt before my hormones made the decision for me. But then his head broke the surface right in front of me, water cascading down that chiseled face, hair slicked back like some goddamn cologne ad. Holy shit. 

"Running away so soon? I thought you were having such a deep conversation with the botanical kingdom." Silas lips curved into a slow smile. “The pool’s waiting for you, princess.” He moved closer, water rippling around his broad shoulders. “Get those legs wet, promise to catch you if you start sinking.”

I rolled my eyes. "Bold of you to assume I need saving from four feet of water. And who the hell nominated you, my swimming instructor?" The words came out sharp, but my racing pulse called me a goddamn liar.

His mouth curled at one corner. “Just an invitation, not an order.” He drifted closer until I could see droplets clinging to his eyelashes. "I promise to keep my distance. Unless you don't want me to." Those blue eyes caught the moonlight like slivered sapphires.

Well crap. My throat dried up like I hadn’t drank water in weeks. What would it feel like to trace that bottom lip with my —.

“I’d be happy to demonstrate,” he whispered, like he’d crawled inside my skull. He drifted backward, eyes locked on mine, challenge written all over his sexy ass face.

Screw it. I let myself slip into the water, my toes scraping the pool bottom. The cool water swallowed me to my shoulders. 

"What brings you poolside tonight, Silas?" I cocked an eyebrow at him. "Most people see me and suddenly remember urgent business on the other side of the castle."

His laugh rumbled low in his chest. "Planning to hold my head under if you don't like what I say?"

“You know, that is not a bad idea.” I shot back. “Depends on what comes out of that pretty mouth.”

He glided through the water toward me, each stroke intentional. "You know what gets me, Princess?" His voice dropped to a rasp that vibrated straight through my chest. "It's not just those eyes or that mouth. It's how you cast spells like you're daring the world to flinch. I've watched you in training, the way you don't back down. Magnetic and deadly." His gaze traced my collarbone. "Tonight, I was heading upstairs, catching a glimpse through the window. You. The pool. Nobody else around."

“Oh, so now you’re stalking me? Lurking in the shadows like a predator waiting to pounce?” His eyes dimmed as he moved closer, voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “Only if you’re willing to be caught.”

He closed the gap. One move and his arm locked around my waist, pressing hard against me. Six years of want, suddenly flushed against my skin. 

"Tell me,” he said. "Have you ever wondered what it feels like to be hunted by something that wants to consume you?"

I sucked in a ragged breath, my traitorous cunt throbbing against him like it had a fucking mind of its own. I ground my hips hard into his, my lips hovering a millimeter from his mouth, close enough to taste but not kiss. Forget words. My body was already screaming yes. 

He grabbed my thighs with those massive hands and wrapped my legs around his waist, pinning me back through the water until my spine slammed against the pool wall. But all I felt was the delicious pressure of his cock pressed exactly where I needed it. A growl tore through his throat, making my nipples tighten to points. A hopeless moan left my lips before I could choke it back.

I leaned in, dragging my teeth lightly across his earlobe before whispering, "What do you do with your prey once you've caught her? Eat her alive or just make her fucking beg for it?" My voice dripped with challenge, but my nails dug into his shoulder, betraying how goddamn wet he'd already made me.

"I would devour that sweet pussy until she’s shaking and begging me to stop," he said, grinding his cock against me through the water, the hard length of him making my breath catch. "And then I'd keep going." 

His eyes locked onto mine, blue as a flame that could burn through steel. My lungs forgot their one job as his cock pressed against into me, hard and insistent through the thin fabric between us. 

"The real question is if you've got the guts to handle what I'll do to that pretty body when I bend you over and make you scream... or if you'll chicken out and run away, tail between those legs, panties soaked through with everything you pretend you don’t want."

Oh, I have the fucking guts. 

My body screamed for him to bend me over the pool edge right then and there. But I slammed the brakes. I wasn’t about to become another notch on his bedpost just because he packed a big cock and hard abs that you could grate cheese on. 

I pressed my palm against his chest, creating just enough space to catch my breath. “Whatever game you’re playing tonight, Silas,” I said, eyes burned on his, “I’m not your fucking pawn.”

He backed off slightly, respecting the boundary, but those eyes still burned with want. "Say the word and I'm gone, Princess. But if you want this as much as I do..." his voice dropped lower, "there's no pretending it never happened afterward."

I slipped beneath his arm, dove under the water's surface, and made for the stairs. The cool night air raised goosebumps across my wet skin as I emerged, snatching my towel and slippers. I risked one last glance back.

POOF. The pool vacant. His towel, slippers, him gone. 

Like the last five minutes of his hands on my thighs and his cock pressing against me never happened. My body wanted him. It screamed for him. But I had a hard time trusting and tonight, I’d let him sit on that thought. If he wanted me the way he made it sound, he’d figure out a way to get me. 

I wasn’t about to make it easy for him.​
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Chapter Four
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The dawn spilled over the castle gardens, golden and bright red rays licking the stone paths and flowering hedges like some over-enthusiastic spotlight. I hovered between the lavender and jasmine hedges, their euphoric scents draping over me. My chest tightened with a goddamn cocktail of lust and restless longing. Even surrounded by this sensual paradise, my brain wouldn’t shut up. And, of course, bobbing at the edge of my thoughts was Silas. He was like a storm cloud I couldn’t shake. What the hell did he want?

I snatched a lavender stalk, yanked in a breath. 

“Get a grip, witch. Training in an hour”, I mumbled to myself. I needed to get my shit together before training or I'd be about as useless.

I crashed onto a marble bench, palms slapping the cold stone. My breathing went ragged as Silas invaded my thoughts again. I jammed the jasmine to my nose and huffed it in trying to focus on the smell of the flower, desperate to lose myself in its scent instead of letting my thoughts wreck me. Anything to distract me from the throbbing between my legs. One more moment thinking about him pressed against me in that pool and I'd lose it right here in the royal gardens. Last night wasn't just a one-off. That bastard rewired something inside me and now even the garden felt charged with it.

I needed to walk off these thoughts, or fuck it, rub one out right here in the royal garden like the depraved witch I am. I stomped through the grass to the fountain's edge, where my reflection rippled back at me: pale as a corpse but with eyes that screamed "try me, bitch" to anyone stupid enough to look too long. 

For a fleeting second, I let myself dream about someone who wouldn't be such a disappointment, not some prissy prince with a silver spoon up his ass, but someone who'd worship every inch of my body and still respect the hellfire brewing inside me. Hell, even that sorry excuse for a fantasy made me ache even more between my legs.

Was Silas the one I hungered for...

My head snapped around at a flicker of movement through the hedges. Was my mind fucking with me, or did someone, something, lurk in the gardens? 

My gut twisted into knots as I edged closer to the fountain, eyes still scanning across the greenery. Could it be a bearer? Mothers lap dogs here to chain me up and toss away the damn key? Or Silas, keeping his promise to make me his prey? My boots sloshed through puddles, heartbeat pounding like war drums. I could practically feel eyes boring into my back. Fine, let the bastard attack first because I was more than ready to dance.

A presence hovered behind the vine-choked stone wall. I couldn't see them but I sure as hell could sense them. I flexed my fingers, letting a sliver of magic spark from my fingertips. Why the hell were they hiding? What did they want from me? The weight of the anticipation and silence sat on my chest like it was trying to crush me. Then there was a rustle in the bushes: something was closing in. 

I braced myself, ready to incinerate some son-of-a-bitch, until a crow flapped into view. A crow. 

“Wow, a goddamn bird.” I muttered, chuckling as the magic sputtered out. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png
A World of Desir: anﬁin\Novel
y

Y






