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Blurb & Content Warning




Princess Bound: An erotic M/F friends to enemies to lovers fairytale reimagining


Four years ago, the princess broke his heart. Now she is back, looking for a second chance. 


The last place Sin ever expected to be is back here.


In the floating palace, at a royal ball, waiting for her.


For the princess he fell in love with over a decade ago.


Luckily for him, it is only for one night, as a favor to the King and Queen. 


Then he can leave and never look back.


Or so Sin thinks, until the next morning when the Princess shows up on his doorstep looking for a way back into his life.


Forced proximity with the woman who shattered his life into a million pieces is the last thing Sin wants, but try as he might, he can’t stop the explosive chemistry between them as their two hearts collide once more.


As Sin questions whether their physical relationship can turn into something more, he also needs to ask if he can trust the princess with his heart yet again.


Because to trust the princess, Sin must put their past behind them, and their past is anything but a fairytale.





Content Warning includes adult language, spicy on page sex scenes, self sabotaging thoughts and actions, mean girl tactics, and bullying.











  
  
Chapter One




The illuminating glow from the forge cut through the shadows, casting light against the backdrop of the dark workshop. It played across the worn-down tools and expertly crafted metal lying on a battle-scarred wooden table. Sin barely noticed how the glow started to dampen, red-hot coals turning to ash. The heat remained in the workshop, unable to escape fully, and sweat dripped from his brow, trickling down his neck, before beading across his broad shoulders. The sharp taste of arcane magic hung in the air as he moved his hands slowly, fingers weaving the final pieces together. 

Metal and magic. 

His two favorite things. Two things Sin knew intimately. Imprinted on his flesh and mind from before he could even remember. Not everyone was blessed with the gift and curse of wielding it. Because gift and curse it was. He would never be without a job, never wanting in the ways of comfort and riches if he so chose, but all magic comes with a price. And his magic was a hungry beast. It could be tamed and molded, to an extent. But the more you pushed its limits, the darker the form it took. 

Sin carefully extracted his payment, blood to seal the incantation into the metal. The prick of the needle against his forearm sated the beast, as a few drops were all it needed. The scrape quickly clotted, scab forming between one breath and the next. It matched all the others, and Sin dropped the needle in the diluted water beside him, sterilizing it for next time. Because there would always be a next time. 

The steady beat of footsteps broke Sin out of his magic filled haze, and he slightly moved his head to the side, realizing the time. He cursed silently as his stomach rumbled, and an ache he hadn’t noticed until then crawled its way up his spine. He straightened from his hunched form, back and neck popping. Grabbing an oil and soot-stained cloth, he quickly draped it over his latest piece and stood. Making his way across his workroom, Sin took the stairs to the first level of the home he lived in and pushed the heavy door open. He was greeted with the smell of cooked beef, savory spices, and fresh baked bread. He also picked up the unmistakable sound of guests speaking in hushed tones. 

Sin hesitated, anxiety creeping in at the thought of having to entertain whoever had dropped by at such a late hour. He wasn’t a people person, never had been in his twenty years of living, as far as he could remember. But this wasn’t his home, even though his mentor—the old blacksmith he lived with and who had trained him his whole life—would disagree. 

He took a deep breath and prepared to fake a smile, making his way toward the voices. His fake smile turned real, face relaxing, along with the tension worming its way through his body. In front of the large fireplace, sitting in the old leather chairs and couch, were the king and queen of the land. Old friends with the blacksmith and founders of the orphanage a few streets down. A place Sin called home for a brief period of time before coming here. Sin cleared his throat as he entered the room, and all three of them glanced in his direction. 

The queen was the first to speak, her smile kind and inviting. “Sin, honey. There you are. Come here and give this old hen a hug.” She opened her arms, and Sin chuckled as he moved his way into her embrace. 

The king scoffed and shook his head. “My dearest, you are not an old hen.”

The queen released Sin, and he stepped away, but not before he saw the warmth in her eyes. Her words were laced in love and affection. “Aren’t you always the charmer,” she said to her husband. 

He winked. “Hence the namesake, love.”

Sin glanced to his mentor, an old grizzly bear of a man. He gave Sin a look trying to portray annoyance, but Sin knew better. “Still sickly sweet after all these years.”

They all laughed before silence once more overcame the room. Sin sat on the worn-down leather couch next to his mentor and picked at the threadbare shirt he was wearing. The sweat from earlier had dried, now leaving his skin itchy. He was about to excuse himself, when the king spoke. “You didn’t RSVP.”

Sin knew the comment was directed at him. “I wasn’t planning on going.”

The queen tsked. “Sin, honey, it is your birthday too. Come have some fun. You deserve some fun.”

Sin shook his head and stood. “I appreciate the concern. You know I really do. But I don’t think I should come to the princess’s birthday ball.”

The queen opened her mouth to argue, but the king held up his hand. “Dearest, it is getting late. We should head out.”

Sin moved a step back to let the king and queen rise, and his mentor led them to the door. He was about to head for the shower, when the king unexpectedly came back into the room.

Sin paused, unsure, as the king reached out and clasped his shoulder. “I don’t know exactly what happened between you and my daughter over the years. But we both know how she can be. Spoiled and stubborn, to say the least. But you two shared quite the friendship up until she left. I know it might not seem like it, but it would make her day if you came.”

Sin shook his head, ready to protest, before the king sighed and dropped his hand. “Plus, we might need your expertise.”

Sin narrowed his eyes at the sudden change in subject. “How so?” 

The king’s lips twitched slightly, trying not to smile. “My silly daughter somehow convinced my wife to buy her prosthetics from some hack instead of the ones specifically made for her here.”

Sin scowled. “You know that prosthetics need to be custom made and adjusted constantly, less they start malfunctioning.”

The king shrugged before taking a step away. “Hence my request. Think of it as less of a ball to have fun at and more of a work thing. Just in case.”

Sin mulled over the king’s words as he walked to the door and raised his hand, waving goodbye. The king helped his wife onto the floating stagecoach, moonlight glinting off the gold-plated metal. Animatronic horses built in a swirling clockwork style, stood deathly still on the cobblestone drive. The old blacksmith ran his hands over their metal manes before opening a hatch on the side of one of the horses. Telltale whirling of metal machinery firing up filled the nightscape surrounding them. The horses came to life, stamping their small metal hooves on the ground, and the stagecoach started to move. Sin watched as they disappeared down the long, winding road leading out of the small town. His eyes darted up the hill on their own accord, to the sparkling castle backdropped against the dark purple sky. It gave the illusion of floating on a cloud, surrounded by dark, flowing waterfalls of greens and blues. The castle didn’t actually float, but instead was situated far up on one of the floating isles. The stagecoach finally ascended, making its way home, the horses stomping their way across open air.  

Sin breathed deeply, mind racing, as he shut the door and climbed the stairs to the shower. He tried to get the king’s words out of his head, but knew it was a waste of time. He had played on Sin’s emotions and his sense of duty so well in such few words. 

Looked like he was going to the ball after all. 

If only to do a favor to the king and queen of the land. He told this to himself over and over again as he finally tucked himself into bed. Yet as Sin drifted off to sleep, his memories turned to much simpler times. To days when riches didn’t matter, when princesses and poor orphans were still friends. To the days before their friendship turned to ash by harsh words and metal hearts. 











