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​Chapter One
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I’m nestled in the small bed of my dorm room, the dim glow of my e-reader casting shadows on the walls as I turn the digital pages of my latest download—monster romance novel.

God, how I wish the creatures in the books were real. I don’t know how I first found out about the genre, but I was hooked instantly, like I’d been waiting for them my whole life. I belong in that world. The one with beasts and monsters. Creatures that take what they want and protect what is theirs.

They’re powerful, barbaric, raw. Nothing like the guys I’ve ever been around. Maybe it’s the idea of being with someone who lives by their primal desires. Or maybe it’s the forbidden nature of it, the thrill of being with a creature that society deems as monstrous. Whatever it is, I can’t help but feel a deep yearning for that kind of passion and intensity in my own life.

The more taboo the books are, the more I seem to like them. Something in me is darker than the girls around me, I think. In books, I can free that part. Because in reality, I’m just a quiet, unremarkable girl, lost in the sea of faces on campus, living in a world of boring, safe nothingness.

Every day, the walls of my dorm room feel like they’re closing in on me. It’s the same bland life every day, with nothing but the flicker of my eReader for company. I’ve always been a bit of a wallflower, but coming to this all-girls university has only amplified the feeling of being on the fringes of everything. Worse, it’s the ridiculous kind of school where we have to wear uniforms and go to services twice a week like we’re still in prep school or something.

I watch from the sidelines as cliques of girls my age whisper and giggle, going out to parties and having fun. They don’t invite me. I don’t even think they see me.

And when we do have co-ed activities with the men’s college, I can’t help but feel like a fish out of water. I don’t know how to interact with the guys, how to flirt, or even how to dress. It’s like I’m stuck in a perpetual state of awkwardness.

I don’t belong here. I’ve never belonged anywhere. There’s something about me that just doesn’t fit. Like I was meant for a different planet or realm or something.

My eyelids grow heavy, but I don’t want to sleep. Not yet. This book is too good. It’s by far the dirtiest book I’ve ever read.

I’m a good girl. I’ve always been a good girl. I’m not supposed to be reading these dirty books, letting them fill my head with dirty thoughts and dirty desires. I shouldn’t let my fantasies run away with me.

But I can’t help it.

I want to be dominated. Owned. Claimed.

And I find I want to be a little bit scared.

The book I’m reading is like crack. My breathing is shallow, my heart beating fast as I read. With one hand, I reach between my thighs, cupping my sex through my panties. The thought of being taken, lost in the throes of passionate fantasy, is making me dripping wet. I touch my clit. My climax hits me hard.

But even though I came, I feel so empty inside.

I put my reader on the nightstand. I need to get some sleep. Tomorrow is another boring day.

***
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I’M IN A GRAVEYARD unlike any I’ve ever seen before. It’s beautiful, otherworldly, and filled with vibrant, alien flowers. An ethereal moonlight dances across the landscape. The air is rich with the scent of life and magic, intoxicating me with its enchanting aroma. I am awestruck by the beauty and strangeness of this place, feeling both thrilled and overwhelmed.

“Welcome to El,” a deep voice purrs behind me, causing my breath to catch in my throat. I whirl around to find a tall, dark figure emerging from the shadows. His eyes are obsidian, burning with an intensity that holds me captive. He extends a hand towards me, his fingers tipped with sharp, black claws. “I am the Dark Prince Mavius.”

I can’t tear my eyes away from those claws as he takes my hand and kisses it.

“Wh-why am I here? How did I get here?” I stammer, my pulse quickening. I look around and see that I am surrounded by a myriad of strange, twisted tombs and crypts. A macabre array of mausoleums, spires, and sepulchers stretch out in all directions.

Instead of answering me, the dark prince takes my hand and leads me further into the graveyard. We walk past strange headstones inscribed with arcane symbols and rows of eerie marble statues that seem to watch us as we pass by.

As eerie as the graveyard is, it’s beautiful in a dark, mysterious way. There is a strange, wild energy in the air.

Prince Mavius stops in front of a large crypt adorned with intricate carvings of dragons and serpents. The door is made of pure black obsidian, and as he places his hand on it, it glows with an eerie green light.

“My dear Alison,” he says, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he steps closer to me. “I have brought you here because I have need of your...unique abilities.” His gaze travels up and down my body, igniting a fire within me that I struggle to suppress.

“Unique abilities? What do you mean?” I ask, my curiosity piqued despite the danger I can sense radiating from him. Nobody in my real life thinks I’m unique in any way. Least of all me.

“Your vivid imagination, your longing for adventure...I’ve enjoyed watching your fevered dreams. I steal into them often. You’re a hot little trollop, aren’t you?”

I gasp. What to unpack first? That he steals into my dreams? Or that he called me a trollop?

“You are the perfect candidate to help me populate my kingdom with offspring unlike any this realm has ever seen,” he explains, his voice like velvet as it caresses my ears.

I take a step back, uncertainty and fear warring within me. “I don’t understand. How am I supposed to help you populate your kingdom?”

“By surrendering yourself to the creatures of El and allowing them to breed with you,” he replies, his eyes never leaving mine. “I know what you want, Alison. I know you want to be filled with the seed of a monster. I know you want to submit and be marked roughly.”

Holy shit. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“Don’t I? I’ve seen your dreams. I’ve watched you in your sad little room. Many times, little one.”

He’s a stalker. He’s a nightmare come to life.

He’s everything I dream of. 

Which means there is something very wrong with me.

“The smell of your fear is almost as intoxicating as the smell of your innocence.” His eyes get even blacker. “I want to give you your every fantasy. El was made for naughty human girls like you.”

I shake my head, looking around this graveyard for the way out. How did I even get here? “I want to go home.”
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