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Chapter 1

The scent of chamomile and oatmeal cookies wafted through the living room as Megan bounced baby Matthew lightly in her arms, humming something that was part lullaby, part spell. The house was quiet, mercifully so. Michael had taken a rare nap in their room, utterly exhausted from the emotional whiplash of becoming both a ruler and a father.

A knock sounded at the door.

Barefoot and sleep-deprived, Megan glanced at the clock, brow furrowing. Hardly anyone knocked anymore, not in their circle.

She opened the door and froze for just a second.

Valessa Vane stood on the doorstep, arms full of carefully wrapped gifts and a book that looked like it had been stitched by hand. Her normally sharp, imposing aura was subdued today. Controlled. Almost… nervous?

They’d worked side by side for months now through tense negotiations, chaotic rituals, and Megan’s difficult pregnancy. Valessa had been an anchor more than once. Her presence here wasn’t surprising. But the knock?

That was new.

Smiling with an awkward stiffness, Valessa offered the bundle forward.

“I wanted to bring some things for the baby.”

Megan blinked, then gave a warm smile as she stepped aside.

“Come in, Val. I’m not sure why you’re knocking though.”

Valessa moved like a shadow through the doorway, gliding across the floor with her usual grace, yet today she seemed off. Not dangerous. Not unwelcome. Just… odd. She looked like a proud friend and a cornered animal all at once.

She reached to hand Megan the bundle but paused, realizing Matthew was still nestled securely in his mother’s arms. She hesitated, then redirected the gifts toward the kitchen counter.

Valessa didn’t meet Megan’s eyes.

Megan raised a brow. “I hope it’s not a cursed amulet or soul-binding thread.”

Valessa gave a small laugh as she set the gifts down. Megan couldn’t tell if it was nerves or amusement. Maybe both.

“Only the softest enchanted baby socks,” Valessa replied dryly, “and a spell to prevent night terrors.”

Megan softened, her arms adjusting the baby in that practiced new-mother way. Her voice lowered, fond.

“…You’re my favorite demon.”

Valessa laughed at that. “I’m glad Michael isn’t around to hear you say that.” She quipped.

Valessa lingered by the counter, her fingers brushing over the fabric of the handmade book she’d brought, smoothing the edge needlessly. For a moment, she said nothing. Her eyes were drawn to the tiny, sleeping form cradled in Megan’s arms.

“How are you feeling?” she asked at last, voice softer than usual.

Megan smiled faintly, the kind that didn’t quite reach her tired eyes. 

“Tired,” she admitted, “but okay. Better than expected, honestly. Michael’s been a mess.”

She gave a breathy laugh. “He tried to fight a pediatric thermometer yesterday. I wish I were joking.”

Valessa’s lips twitched at the mental image.

“Sounds like fatherhood suits him… chaotically.”

Megan nodded, rocking slightly as Matthew stirred. Valessa took a cautious step forward, her gaze locked on the newborn.

“May I… hold him?”

Megan didn’t answer right away.

It wasn’t suspicion that flickered in her eyes; it was something far more primal. A quiet, instinctive grip tightened on the baby. Not out of fear. Not because she thought Valessa would do harm.

Because he was hers, and in this quiet moment of peace, the idea of parting with him, even for a minute, brought a twist of discomfort to her chest.

Valessa noticed.

Her expression didn’t change, but her posture shifted, more open, less expectant.

“It’s alright if not,” she said quickly. “I understand. The first time I asked to hold a baby, the mother nearly hexed me.”

Megan chuckled under her breath, grateful for the out Valessa had given her.

“It’s not you. I just…” she looked down at Matthew, brushing her thumb along his impossibly small fingers. “He feels like this little piece of magic that could disappear if I let go.”

“He is magic,” Valessa murmured, more to herself than anything. “You both are.”

They stood in a quiet silence after that. Not uncomfortable, just full. Valessa’s eyes never left the child, but she didn’t ask again. Instead, she walked slowly back to the gifts and adjusted the ribbon on one of the boxes.

“The socks are spelled to warm only when he’s cold. No overheating. And the book—” she glanced back at Megan, uncertain, “it’s a First Sect lullaby collection. I had to rewrite half the chants to make sure they wouldn’t summon anything… inconvenient.”

Megan’s smile returned, a little fuller this time.

“Thank you, Val.”

Valessa nodded once, hands twitching slightly like she wanted to reach out, either for the baby or for something else she couldn’t name.

But instead, she stepped back.

Megan caught the twitch in Valessa’s fingers, the barely restrained reach, the quiet yearning. It wasn’t just curiosity or politeness. It was something deeper, almost instinctive.

And Megan knew that look.

She’d seen it before, in Michael, when he first touched her stomach. In Heath, when Jill nearly died. In herself, every time Matthew so much as whimpered.

She had overreacted. Valessa wasn’t a threat. She had never been. If anything, she’d been more present, more caring, than most of the so-called guardians who had circled around during the pregnancy.

Still gently swaying with her son, Megan stepped forward and looked into Valessa’s eyes.

“Here,” she said softly.

Valessa froze.

But her arms lifted before she could stop them, hands already outstretched. Megan guided the baby into them carefully, delicately, like handing over a piece of her soul.

Matthew fit snugly into Valessa’s arms, the blanket bunching slightly as she instinctively adjusted her hold. She stared down at him, eyes wide, lips parted in delight to be holding someone so fragile and delicate. The baby made a soft noise in his sleep, then settled again.

He was so tiny. So warm. A full head of thick dark hair already crowned his little head, mussed in an almost deliberate curl that made him look like he was destined for mischief.

Valessa didn’t breathe.

Her hands trembled just slightly. She looked at him like he was more than a child, like he was something impossible.

“He’s…” Her voice cracked. She tried again. “He’s beautiful.”

Megan smiled, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

“He likes you. He didn’t fuss.”

“He feels… steady,” Valessa murmured. “Like the world quieted.”

Megan tilted her head, observing closely now. There was a shimmer in the air around Valessa, barely perceptible unless one was sensitive to magic. Not dangerous. Not disruptive. But something was aligning.

“Val…” Megan said slowly, watching her face, “Are you okay?”

Valessa blinked rapidly and tore her gaze away from the baby for the first time.

“I’m fine.” It was too fast. Too brittle. “I should go soon. I didn’t mean to stay.”

Valessa handed Matthew back with care, like he was made of glass. Her hands hovered just a moment longer than necessary, fingertips brushing his soft curls before she stepped away and folded her arms tightly across her chest. Megan watched her, rocking Matthew again, noting the subtle way Valessa’s shoulders tensed.

She said nothing for a beat, then spoke gently.

“You sure you’re okay? You looked like you were about to cry there for a second.”

Valessa gave a quick shake of her head. “I don’t cry.”

Megan smirked. “Right. How could I forget? You’re a terrifying demon witch who strikes fear into the hearts of cursed warlocks everywhere.”

Valessa arched a brow. She didn’t argue, but she cracked a smile.

Megan kept going, voice teasing but soft. “Still… if you did cry, this would’ve been a wonderful moment for it.”

Valessa turned away, pretending to adjust the ribbon on one of the gift boxes again. She wasn’t fooling anyone.

“I’ve seen you in the worst of times,” Megan continued. “You stayed up with me when my spine felt like it was breaking. You took calls from demons and celestials and fae who didn’t even speak a language we understood. You’ve helped navigate circles and factions and all-out magical politics. But this?” She glanced down at Matthew. “This got to you.”

Valessa’s voice was quieter this time. “He’s just… pure. You don’t see a lot of that where I’m from.”

Megan walked over and rested a hand lightly on her arm. “That’s not all it is, though.”

Valessa stilled.

“You looked at him like he was yours.”

Valessa’s eyes snapped to hers, wide and defensive. “I’m not trying to take anything,” she said quickly. “I wouldn’t—he’s not—I know that.”

“I didn’t say you were,” Megan said, calm. “I trust you. You know that you’re this little guy’s aunty, right?”

Valessa looked away again, shoulders rigid.

“And,” Megan added, voice soft and knowing, “I think I know what that was.”

Valessa’s posture changed instantly. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t say it. Don’t guess. Don’t name it.” Her voice wavered on the last part. “Please.”

Megan studied her for a moment, then gave a quiet nod.

“Alright. Not yet… Aunty Val.”

With the use of her new title, Valessa visibly relaxed. Her tense shoulders dropped, and a small, genuine smile touched her lips, one of the rare ones, the kind Megan had only seen a few times over the course of their friendship. It softened her entire face.

“Aunty Val,” Valessa repeated under her breath. She was trying it out for the first time.

Megan smiled and turned back to the counter, rocking Matthew slightly as they drifted into easier conversation. They chatted about spell threads in baby blankets, the political silence from the lesser demon houses, and which charm could actually work to keep Michael from jumping at every noise the baby made.

Then came a knock at the door.

Both women paused and turned toward it.

“Could you get that?” Megan asked, already cradling Matthew closer. “If it’s another casserole, just pretend we’re not home.”

Valessa snorted, rolling her eyes as she moved toward the front door. “No promises. I’ve grown fond of baked ziti.”

She crossed the living room at an easy pace, the edges of her long coat brushing the floor with every step.

Like Jill, Michael’s, blood bonded half-sorcerer half-Mammon demon sister, would allow just anyone to enter the wards where her nephew lived.

The thought made her chuckle under her breath. Jill’s magic had been reinforced three times, woven with fire threads, soul-seals, and something that still hummed like fae steel. Valessa doubted the house would let someone with ill intent within a mile, let alone onto the porch.

This kid was protected by heaven and hell alike, she thought fondly, hand reaching for the door. She smiled, not even realizing it at first, still caught in the warm feeling that curled in her chest when she thought of her nephew.

She opened the door, that same soft smile playing on her lips.

And froze.


Chapter 2

Marcus Walker adjusted the oversized teddy bear under his arm for the third time, balancing a gift basket in the other hand like it was a peace offering. He stood on the pristine stone steps leading up to the mansion, his sister now called home, and tried not to sigh out loud.

He had no idea how Megan lived here.

Sure, he knew her new husband had money, and a lot of it. But the entire estate just felt… unnatural. Too quiet. Too clean. The air around it buzzed in a way that made the hair on his arms stand up. He told himself it was probably some kind of high-tech security system.

Even so, the place gave him the creeps.

Marcus had been here maybe twice since the wedding. And both times, something felt off. Michael Sanchez was polite, respectful, and completely obsessed with Megan… but also cold. Controlled and dark. There was something hollow behind those perfect husband eyes.

Marcus tried to be nice. He really did. But the guy never blinked long enough to feel real.

Still, Megan seemed happy, and that’s what mattered.

Mostly.

He didn’t come around much during the pregnancy. Everyone had made it clear that Megan had things handled. And when she announced she’d be doing a home birth, he’d just about choked on his coffee. Who the hell chooses to give birth at home on purpose? Especially when you could afford the best hospital in the state?

It didn’t matter. His opinion had not been asked.

So here he was, two months later with a teddy bear and a basket full of candles, snacks, and organic herbal tea that screamed ‘thoughtful older brother.’

Honestly, he was excited. Genuinely. He was now Uncle Marcus. That part was cool. That part mattered. He’d always figured he’d be the first one to give their mother a grandchild, but… yeah. That hadn’t exactly worked out.

Thirty-one years old, reasonably fit, decent job, good hair, emotionally available (mostly), and somehow every woman he dated either wanted a one-night stand or a therapy session. Not a relationship. Not the real deal.

So, whatever. Maybe he wouldn’t be a dad yet. 

Since there were two other competitors in the uncle department, he would be the best damn uncle this kid ever had.

He took a breath and stepped up to the front door. Raised his hand.

And knocked.


Chapter 3

The moment the door opened, Valessa was greeted by a wall of man.

Her breath caught before she could stop it.

He stood there casually, white T-shirt stretched taut across a chest that looked like it had been carved from sun-warmed stone. The cotton clung to thick, powerful pectorals and broad shoulders that filled the doorway more completely than any presence she’d encountered in weeks. His arms, effortlessly holding an oversized teddy bear and a brimming gift basket, were pure strength, cords of muscle wrapped in skin that gleamed with a subtle sheen of heat and summer. His biceps bulged with every slight shift, forearms veined, solid, real.

His T-shirt tucked into faded blue jeans, worn just enough to hug narrow hips and thick, muscular thighs that made her think, wildly and without warning, of anchors and the unmovable force of earthbound magic. He was human. Fully human. And yet, there was something utterly grounding about him. Like he was planted, rooted, as if the world moved around him.

He looked like a man built for protection. For impact. For surviving things most mortals couldn’t even name.

But it wasn’t just the body, though that alone would’ve stolen the breath from any woman with functioning eyes.

It was the energy. His smile was easy, a little awkward, but bright. His eyes were wide, curious, and oddly hopeful. He had no idea what door he’d just knocked on. No clue what ward lines he’d stepped through, or who he was looking at.

And he had no idea he’d just found his mate.

The bond lit up in Valessa’s chest like a dropped ember on dry kindling. A slow-burning heat climbed her spine. The ancient magic, the old kind, recognized him instantly. Her magic trembled. Her pulse followed. She could hear it in her ears.

He blinked at her, caught off guard. Then smiled again, a little lopsided this time.

“Hi,” he said. “I’m Marcus.”

Valessa said nothing. She couldn’t. Her tongue had gone dry. Her magic was ringing so loudly in her ears that she barely registered the weight of her own limbs.

She had faced death, betrayal, and exile.

But this?

This terrified her.


Chapter 4

The door swung open.

Marcus expected Megan.

What he got was… her.

For a second, his brain short-circuited.

The woman in the doorway wasn’t what he was prepared for, not even close. She stood like she didn’t belong to the same timeline as the rest of them, like she’d stepped out of another world altogether. Her skin was pale alabaster and faintly marked in delicate, twisting lines along her collarbones and throat. He thought they were tattoos, some kind of intricate ink pattern, but the closer he looked, the more they seemed to glow. Subtly. Faintly. As if they were alive beneath her skin.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
= B

A =7 TS
Yoy,
<~ /

HIS WITCH,
HER COVEN

TETHERED TO DARKNESS

RO S A [REY





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Untitled





		

Contents





		

Chapter 1





		

Chapter 2





		

Chapter 3





		

Chapter 4





		

Chapter 5





		

Chapter 6





		

Chapter 7





		

Chapter 8





		

Chapter 9





		

Chapter 10





		

Chapter 11





		

Chapter 12





		

Chapter 13





		

Chapter 14





		

Chapter 15





		

Chapter 16





		

Chapter 17





		

Chapter 18





		

Chapter 19





		

Chapter 20





		

Chapter 21





		

Chapter 22





		

Chapter 23





		

Chapter 24





		

Chapter 25





		

Chapter 26





		

Chapter 27





		

Epilogue





		

Acknowledgement





		

Untitled













Guide





		

Table of Contents













