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        For the softhearted and the animal lovers. For the ones who look at the ocean and feel small,  but full of wonder.

        And for all of you who’d cross those oceans for the ones you love. This one is yours.

        -C.D.
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        Kidnapped by Demon Princes.

        Thrust into a realm of shadows and seduction.

      

        

      
        These curvy human women were never meant to set foot in Nightfall, a land ruled by ruthless Demon Lords and bound by blood-oaths, ancient power, and a crumbling prophecy.

        But fate, or something far darker, has brought them here.

        Each woman is claimed as a fated mate, their bodies and magic the final hope to restore a dying world.

        The Princes demand loyalty, obedience, and passion. The women agree to play the role of devoted mates to stay alive. To buy time. To find a way home.

        But the rules of this realm are twisted.

        The longer they remain in Nightfall, the deeper the bond becomes.

        The more they pretend, the harder it is to remember they were pretending. And falling for a Demon? It’s the most dangerous risk of all.

        Because if their human hearts betray them, they risk losing more than their freedom. They’ll lose their very souls.

        One rule could save them, if only they can remember it:

        Nothing is as it seems in Nightfall.

      

        

      
        Series Titles:

        Stolen

        Taken

        Broken

        Saved

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taken

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        She’s the key to turning the tide of a war he can’t afford to lose.

      

        

      
        Phoebe

        I like water.

        Salt air, sun-warmed boardwalks, and sea lion kisses are kind of my thing.

        Working at the Jersey Shore Aquarium isn’t glamorous, but it’s peaceful. Predictable. Safe.

        Until a man with storm-colored eyes crashes into my exhibit—literally—and takes me.

        No warning. No explanation.

        One second I’m feeding fish. The next, I’m drowning in a whirlpool of magic and hauled into a realm where the ocean listens to him.

        Kael, Lord of Water.

        He says I’m his viyella. His true mate. And the key to reclaiming his power.

        I didn’t sign up to be anyone’s magic battery. But each time he touches me, the tide shifts.

        And maybe the scariest part?

        I don’t want to leave.

      

      

      
        
        Kael

        The sea chose her.

        My realm is unraveling, my power fading, and the crown of Castletide will fall to ruin if I don’t act.

        Only a zareth bond can restore what was lost.

        So I followed the pull. And I found her.

        A mortal woman who speaks to sea lions and blushes when I look at her too long.

        She doesn’t understand her worth. Or how badly I need her.

        Not just to save my lands, but to save me.

        Because once I touched her, I knew the truth.

        The tides aren’t mine to command anymore.

        She is.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Welcome to Nightfall

          

        

      

    

    
      In a hidden realm layered just beyond the human veil, chaos is brewing, and its tremors are already echoing through the worlds we know.

      Nightfall is one of many planes of existence in the vast, interwoven tapestry of the universe. It is a land of raw magic and unbreakable laws, a realm where dreams are not just fleeting whispers in the night, but living forces threaded into the minds of sentient beings to shape civilizations, inspire wonders, and birth empires.

      But for every dream, there is a nightmare.

      And in Nightfall, nightmares take form.

      Those who worship the dark are SoulTakers, and like everything else they have a purpose.

      But it is the Lords’ duty to ensure the realm is protected at all times.

      Balance is sacred.

      But where there is wonder, there must be wildness. Where beauty blooms, savagery follows.

      To hold it all together, a steady hand is needed.

      Unyielding, brutal, wise.

      That hand belongs to the Prime—the ruler of Nightfall.

      But the old Prime is dead.

      Struck down by a devastating ambush from the SoulTakers.

      These interdimensional parasites devour dreams, feed on desire, and leech the magic from every realm they touch.

      Nightfall is unraveling.

      Its magic is flickering.

      Its borders thinning.

      Its people, frightened and fractured.

      With the Prime gone, there is no order.

      No shield. No anchor.

      Only four Lords remain.

      Elemental, ancient, and Demon-born, each rules a dominion of Nightfall with terrifying strength.

      Lord Alaric, Air—a cunning shapeshifter with Dragon’s blood and illusions sharp enough to cut.

      Lord Kael, Water—ancient, cold, and deep as the oceans he commands.

      Lord Thorne, Fire—blazing with rage and passion, feared by all but bowed to by none.

      Lord Dagan, Earth—unshakable, dark-winged, bound to stone and storm.

      Bound by uneasy alliances and even older rivalries, these four must obey the one law that still holds power.

      To rise as Prime, each must claim a fated mate.

      But none of them believe in fate. None of them believe in love.

      Instead, they plan to cheat the system, to trick the crown, the realm, even the Fates themselves. By finding the softest, most vulnerable hearts in the cosmos—humans—they’ll attempt to forge false bonds strong enough to awaken the Prime’s magic.

      It’s a dangerous gamble. But they are Lords of Nightfall. And they don’t lose.

      Yet as the SoulTakers draw closer, and the realm’s edges begin to fray, one truth becomes clearer than ever before.

      If they fail to unite, if the balance tips too far, if love is only a lie, then Nightfall will be destroyed.

      And with it, every world connected to it.

      Including ours.
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      Kael: Lord of Water

      Ever since the Prime fell, the realm has been bleeding slowly.

      Nightfall still wears its old shapes—rivers where rivers should be, courts where nobles still sit, forests where children run—but the seams show.

      Bright places gutter.

      Songs forget their words.

      We walk our homeland like men counting the ribs of a ship after the storm.

      So I made a pact with my brothers because pacts still smell a little like hope.

      Alaric of Air.

      Thorne of Fire.

      Dagan of Earth.

      And me, Kael of Water.

      Four Lords, four borders, one enemy that eats memory and leaves hollow shells behind.

      Together we might push it back.

      There’s a catch, of course. There always is.

      Only one can wear the crown. Only one takes on the heaviest thing in Nightfall—binding the realm back into one body.

      Four of us stand at the gate to that awful honor.

      Alaric has already shifted the world a half degree softer. He found his viyella—his true mate—and fate handed him a miracle for the trouble.

      Dragonlings, two of them, kindling where we’d had ashes for an age.

      I know Alaric best. He wears wind like skin and reads danger like a poem.

      If Nightfall needs him, he will answer. I believe that.

      I also watch him with something that isn’t simply brotherly—because he has what I want, and luck makes the rest of us hungry.

      Thorne will object loudly and with smoke.

      Dagan will be put out—stone has a long memory for slights.

      And yes, I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t feel the weight if another man took the Prime’s helm I once imagined for myself.

      But this isn’t ego.

      Not for me.

      It’s service.

      It’s the honor of holding Nightfall steady. Balance is a job, not a poem.

      When the Prime fell, our shield didn’t shatter—it frayed.

      A hole opened in the web that ties dream to waking.

      SoulTakers don’t just steal flesh.

      They erase. Quiet at first. Easy to miss until there are fewer candles lit in the world.

      Dreams power us, not because one dream is mighty, but because there are so many.

      Numbers are magic here.

      A culture of dreaming births ward-runes, tide lines, little miracles between dawn and dark. We’re supposed to tend all of it—the good dreams and the bad.

      When the dream-field dries, the realm fades.

      And when Nightfall fades, the other worlds shiver.

      Without dreams, there isn’t a thing worth doing, or being, or saving.

      But before we can defend the dreamers, we need a boon.

      A key to what it means to be a Demon Lord now, when the songs are thinning.

      The old writs are blunt.

      A zareth—a mate bond with a viyella—can remap a Lord’s tide.

      Arithmetic and sacrament.

      Alaric proved it.

      His bond breathed current back into land that had gone dry. Where there was grit, there’s green.

      I don’t expect Fate to be that kind to me.

      Still—under all my planning—there’s a private truth I don’t dress up.

      Deep in the salted hollows of me, I want what he has.

      Not legend.

      Not his crown.

      The softening.

      The thing that makes a war-hardened man breathe like he’s allowed to again.

      I want—foolishly, recklessly—to be less alone inside my power.

      There isn’t much room for wanting for a Demon Water Lord these days.

      My borders are fraying.

      The SoulTakers’ mark stains the edges of the Tidal Lands.

      Fishermen drag up nets full of foam and silence. Reefs spit black bloom. The sluices fail at dawn.

      Men come home with ash on their tongues.

      This isn’t weather.

      It carries a signature you can smell in the rot.

      The worst truth lives under my tongue.

      The truth? My power is waning.

      Runes that once answered instantly now half-listen, then go quiet.

      Ward-lines I drew as a youth demand more blood, more focus, more of me.

      I feel it when a current ignores my order, when docks tremble as I try to lift a wave and get only a sigh.

      At first, it was a missed chime. A delayed reply.

      Now it grows like ice on a spring river.

      A Water Lord who can’t call tide can’t keep his people fed.

      A Water Lord who can’t make the current answer can’t hold the salt back from low fields.

      I’ve done the rote remedies—invoked old names, rattled relics we keep in the deep, walked to the hole where the Prime fell and bargained with the echo.

      Nothing mends the leak.

      So I lean on pact and prophecy. I sharpen the plan until it cuts.

      Find a viyella.

      Make her the living tide-line the writs promise.

      Attempt what hasn’t been attempted in a generation if I must.

      It’s brutal math. Cold strategy.

      And under it, something older rises.

      Not crowns. Not councils.

      It’s the animal ache for companionship that isn’t policy.

      Hunger picking at the edges of discipline.

      If a viyella can be a conduit for a nation’s healing, could she also undo the part of me that tastes like salt and loneliness?

      I know the risks.

      I’ve counted the costs until the numbers blur. But calculation alone won’t raise reefs.

      Will alone won’t move the sea.

      So I move.

      I listen.

      I send out feelers where worlds kiss—beaches at dawn, tidal pools under impossible moons, the seam between rain and storm.

      The runes etched into me pulse and throb.

      I read currents like handwriting. I steal small things—a drift of foam from a fisherman’s net, a song hummed by a child who lingers with seals, a name hidden in a gull’s cry.

      Little thefts, yes. Also prayers.

      The sea answers with the one thing I hadn’t dared ask for. A laugh in fluorescent light, a capable hand feeding a creature on a leash, the bright stubbornness of a woman who croons to a sea lion like a friend.

      Earth. A cement pool.

      A badge with a name.

      Phoebe.

      Which is when duty and desire start arguing like brothers.

      We had a plan once. Brutal and efficient.

      The four Lords would bring humans into our fold, stage zareths convincing enough to hoodwink Fate, collect our boon, go for the crown.

      Laws bend. Oaths can be written so tight virtue can’t get its fingers under them.

      Desperate? Yes.

      But we agreed.

      Thorne sharpened his knives on the idea.

      Dagan weighed it like quarried stone.

      Alaric drafted the script—and then broke it.

      He didn’t trick the Fates. He found the mate they’d carved for him.

      Any other day, I’d rage at the hypocrisy.

      Instead, I watched him soften and hated how much I wanted what softened him.

      Because here is the other ledger I keep—quiet, away from councils and banners.

      I don’t want to stitch a pretty ribbon over a ruin and call it healed.

      I don’t want a hand-picked bureaucratic match, a clean signature, a staged vow for a desperate court.

      I want what answers my runes without coercion.

      I want what the sea itself insists on.

      Meanwhile Castletide coughs.

      Where the city once thrummed—coral like chandeliers, tide-gates chiming, gulls turning on bright wings—now it rasps.

      Coral spires glittered once with a million pale mouths. Now, they weep black slime that smells like oil and rot.

      The great shell-petal gates stick and sigh like old men.

      Water that should run in obedient bands loops instead. It eddies in useless circles.

      The sea has learned to limp.

      My people walk the docks like men counting breaths as currency.

      Kelp rot. Foul bloom. Nets heavy with dead silver. Mer-wardens with rope-colored faces. Fishermen spitting curses into their palms and blaming storms that never come.

      And the SoulTakers—our patient enemies—press like barnacles along the rocks, listening for the moment my hall gives way.

      The sea has always been the first truth of my life.

      A command. A reply. A ribbon of water bending obedient to my will.

      I could lift a child’s skiff home with a whisper or drown a fleet that thought itself safe.

      That intimacy—the control—is its own love.

      Not soft.

      A fierce, absolute thing that turns a Demon into a Lord.

      And now it slips through my fingers like fine sand. Inevitable. Infuriating. Small.

      There’s one remedy the writs still offer, written in the ink of tide and older blood.

      The viyella.

      Not a trinket.

      A living tide-line.

      A mortal soul bound to a Demon in the zareth—a weave of human heart and runes that can re-anchor a realm.

      To my people it isn’t romance.

      It’s math—flesh doing the balancing between a throne and a ruin.

      So I do what I swore I would when I took the Tidal Lands. Anything.

      I do anything and everything for it—for my people.

      I send my magic farther.

      Listen harder.

      Read the thin places until they whisper a direction I can use.

      And one night, in a place that reeks of salt and bleach and human laughter, the sea pulls the thread tight.

      It’s the one I caught a glimpse of the first time I tried this.

      And she stands knee-deep in a tank, sun-kissed, sandy hair tucked away, curvy and golden and infuriatingly radiant.

      She laughs, low and honest, at a sea lion pressing for a fish, and my runes burn like they’ve remembered a language I forgot to speak.

      The pool’s treated water hums against my skin, answering her, answering me. The tide shifts inside my ribs.

      Phoebe.

      I don’t expect mercy from Fate. I don’t even expect fairness.

      But the sea—oldest thing I trust—points and says, there.

      And for the first time since the reefs began to die, something in me unclenches.

      Duty sharpens. Desire wakes.

      The plan is still brutal.

      The costs are still real.

      But the ocean I have served all my life chooses her, and that is the only sign that has ever mattered to me.

      I might be losing my magic. The realm might be limping. The crown might end up on another brother’s brow.

      But the sea still showed me where to find her.

      Viyella. Savior. Mine.

      I have only to take.
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      Jersey Shore Aquarium, Earth

      Sometimes I think the ocean is the only thing that ever really loved me back.

      Not this shallow tank of treated saltwater.

      Not the squeaky pumps or the endless scent of disinfectant that clings to my clothes.

      I mean the real thing—waves that could cradle you or kill you depending on their mood.

      I grew up with sand between my toes, chasing seagulls on the Jersey Shore, believing the sea was infinite.

      But standing here in an aquarium that sells “Meet the Sea Lion” experiences for ninety-five bucks a ticket? Infinite feels like a lie.

      “Good girl,” I murmur, crouching at the edge of the pool.

      Aggie—our resident diva sea lion—barks and swishes her whiskers through the water.

      She noses at my hip like a dog angling for a treat, and I oblige with a fish.

      She deserves better.

      They all do.

      The official line is that we rehabilitate, conserve, and educate.

      And sure, some of it’s true.

      The penguins we patched up from an oil spill, the dolphins rescued after entanglement—they’re alive because of us.

      But alive isn’t the same as free.

      Release is a slow, bureaucratic nightmare.

      Approvals, permits, red tape, licenses, recommendations, and even more studies.

      And the wild places they’re meant to go back to? They’re shrinking every year.

      Plastics, noise, chemicals—half the time I feel like we’re just keeping them alive long enough to die somewhere else.

      I stroke Aggie’s wet head, swallowing against the lump in my throat.

      “You should be out there,” I whisper. “Chasing fish that don’t come from a bucket.”

      She blinks at me with dark, liquid eyes.

      As if she understands.

      As if she aches the same way I do.

      This job is supposed to be safe. Predictable.

      Every shift is the same routine.

      Feed, clean, smile for the tourists.

      But it gnaws at me—the sameness. The pretending.

      I can’t fix the ocean from here.

      I can barely keep myself from drowning in hopelessness.

      “Phoebe!” someone calls from across the exhibit.

      A coworker waves, already wrangling the next school group.

      I plaster on a smile, give a thumbs-up to the teacher wrangling kids at the glass, and turn back to Aggie.

      “Showtime,” I sigh, tossing her another fish.

      She barks, obedient, her whiskered face lifting toward the crowd.

      They clap like trained seals themselves, delighted by the noise, the trick, the neat little moment of wild served in a concrete bowl.

      And my heart splinters all over again.

      I lean closer, stroke the slick curve of her head, and whisper so only she can hear.

      “One day, girl. One day we’ll get you back where you belong.”

      Dark clouds gather outside the skylights, heavy with the promise of rain.

      But rain never stops school trips or tourists, not here.

      The buses come, the teachers herd, the parents snap photos.

      Rain or shine, the show goes on.

      I give Aggie the hand signal to slide into the larger pool, where her primary trainer waits with a whistle and a bucket of thawed fish.

      She arcs gracefully through the gate, and the kids squeal.

      I stay behind, knee-deep in the smaller medical pool with a net and a scoop, left to clean and prep for the next feeding.

      The seal encounter soundtrack pipes through hidden speakers, upbeat and oceanic, like a movie about adventure and discovery.

      I know every swell of the strings, every canned splash sound effect. I’ve heard it so often it doesn’t register anymore—white noise that fills the silence where my thoughts should be.

      The wetsuit pinches under my arms and rides up at my thighs. Sleeveless, unforgiving.

      It isn’t made for bodies like mine, not really.

      I call myself big-boned when I’m joking, but the truth is I’ve got thick legs, wide hips, and an ass that could stop traffic.

      My Irish grandmother’s gift, alive and well on my thirty-three-year-old, five-foot five-inch frame.

      Some days I wear my extra curves like armor.

      Other days—days like this—it feels like another cage, just like the ones we keep our rescues in.

      If I haven’t learned to love this body by now, maybe I never will.

      I scrub at the slick edge of the pool, my reflection breaking into ripples with every stroke of the brush.

      The smell of fish guts and bleach clings to my skin, and under it all is the sharp sting of helplessness.

      I’m supposed to love this.

      The ocean, the animals, the work.

      And I do, but it feels like loving something through glass—frustrated, one step removed.

      Conservation, rehabilitation, education—all just pretty words that keep us from saying the truth.

      We’re just buying time while the wild places vanish.

      And nothing could chill me to the bone more than that realization.

      I turn my gaze to the crowd hidden just behind the huge privacy wall.

      If I shift a little to the right, I can see them through a hairline crack—parents balancing cell phones, kids sticky with cotton candy, teachers doing roll call with the voices of the already defeated.

      They see fun.

      A spectacle.

      Something to post online before moving on to the next exhibit.

      They don’t see Aggie’s eyes when the pool gate shuts behind her.

      They don’t see how she pauses before diving, as if she can feel the invisible bars hemming her in.

      They don’t see how wrong it feels, a creature made for endless horizons trapped in a concrete circle.

      I see it.

      I feel it.

      And I can’t do a damn thing to change it.

      The ache crawls deeper, heavy as saltwater in my chest.

      This—this job—was supposed to be everything. Years of study, long nights, student loans that still hang around my neck like an anchor.

      It was supposed to be purpose. My life’s work.

      But like so many other things—like the last boyfriend who swore forever and barely lasted a year—it’s been a disappointment.

      I don’t have family waiting for me when I clock out.

      No parents anymore.

      No siblings.

      Just a handful of cousins scattered upstate who send the occasional obligatory Christmas card.

      My apartment is silent except for the hum of the fridge and the neighbors arguing through thin walls.

      Some days it feels like I’ve been misplaced, dropped in the wrong life entirely.

      What’s keeping me here?

      Habit? Fear?

      The thought that this—scrubbing tanks and feeding fish to applause that isn’t even for me—is all I’ll ever deserve?

      I tighten my grip on the net, staring at the place where Aggie disappeared beneath the surface.

      If only something—someone—would take me away.

      Anywhere but here.

      I stare at the water for too long.

      Minutes blur—time does that here, folding into itself between feedings and flashbulbs—until the pool shivers beneath my hands.

      At first, I blame the filter, the old system that always gives us grief. Another maintenance ticket to log, another promise that it will be fixed next quarter.

      But something inside me tightens and I jerk back, because this isn’t the ordinary shudder of a pump.

      Currents spiral through the pool with intent, not random wobble—an undercurrent that feels planned, like a hand drawing a line in the water.

      “What the⁠—”

      The rest of the sentence dies in my throat.

      The air in the exhibit goes thick, like the room holds its breath for me.

      Charged. Heavy.

      The fluorescent lights buzz in a tone I’ve never heard before.

      And then I see him.
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      From Nightfall to the Jersey Shore

      The veil thins at water’s edge, and I follow it—through a seam of storm light, into a place that reeks of salt and chemicals.

      An aquarium, they call it.

      A mockery of the ocean.

      But she is real.

      Phoebe.

      Phoebe Sewell.

      Knee-deep in a pool, laughter spilling like sunlight as she coaxed a sleek sea lion to nuzzle her hip.

      Golden skin, curves kissed by the sun, sand-colored hair tucked beneath a cap, crystal-clear blue eyes full of warmth.

      And when she smiles? My runes start to burn.

      The tide inside me shifts.

      For the first time in months, power answers.

      She doesn’t see me at first, cloaked in shadow, horns catching only faint reflections in the glass.

      For a second I envy my brother, Alaric, for his use of illusion and disguise. I have no such power.

      She will see me as I am, and my stomach clenches at the thought.

      Will she think of me as a monster?

      Will she scream at the sight?

      My skin is tanned from the sun, my scales ripple beneath it, coming out only when I’m long in the water.

      My horns are curved, and my tail is forked.

      Raging tides, fathomless whirlpools, and majestic oceans are reflected in my irises. Sea storms and weather, the knowledge of all the seas connecting each universe—things I’ve studied for centuries echo inside my mind.

      I am the Lord of Water, and I have earned that title through blood, sweat, and countless ages—not just inherited or seized.

      My title is mine by right, and the idea it is being pried from my grasp is more than vexing.

      It is unacceptable.

      Magic, power, and determination flow through me in a current all its own, and I use that now to my advantage, increasing the water within the pool, using it to bring her to me.

      It seems unfair, taking this creature from her home and using her as a means to an end.

      But whoever said ‘life is fair’ was lying.

      And when the currents stir, curling unnatural around her calves, she gasps and spins.

      Those cerulean eyes of hers collide with mine—and I am undone.

      “You—you can’t be back here!” Her voice trembles.

      Not with fear. With knowing.

      “No,” I reply softly, stepping from the shadows. “I shouldn’t be. But you called out to me, Telya.”

      She shakes her head, backing a step.

      The water clings to her, rising with her panic.

      “Telya? That’s not my—I mean, what? I don’t know you. I didn’t call⁠—”

      “It’s the word my people use for a strong current. And yes, you did call out to me. I heard you, felt you over oceans of time and space, Telya. Now, I am here to answer that call.”

      I lift my hand. The whirlpool blooms, the veil peeling open with a roar of water.

      “I didn’t call,” she whimpers.

      “You did. And now I’m calling you back.”

      The pool surges, and my heart pounds.

      Foam climbs her thick thighs.

      She stumbles, catching herself on the rim of the tank, but the current drags her toward me. Just like I command.

      “Wait—stop!”

      Her voice is the sea itself, wild and unwilling.

      My chest aches with it.

      I have no business doing what I am doing, but nothing in this world or any other can make me stop. Because when I started this search, I didn’t do it like I told the others—to fake a bond. I did it to find my true viyella.

      And I think I just have.

      “Please,” she whimpers, eyes wild as the water rushes around us both. “What are you doing?”

      I cant my head, catching the way the pulse at the base of her throat moves rapidly as she tries to understand what’s happening.

      She can’t.

      I know that. But I’m doing it anyway.

      She reaches for me—out of instinct, out of terror, out of something deeper—and our hands meet just as the whirlpool swallows us both.

      “I’m taking what’s mine, Telya.”

      Salt and shadow wrap her body.

      “I’ll drown!”

      “You won’t,” I try to reassure her.

      The glass, the lights, the sea lion’s bark—all shatter in the cacophony of magic rising around us in the swirling pool where the portal opens and closes at my whim.

      I try to ignore the feel of her, so warm and soft, against me, but that requires a strength I do not possess.

      Phoebe is—well—she is perfect.

      But I must focus. I’m not doing this to satisfy a carnal itch.

      Ahead, Castletide waits on the brink of ruin.

      “Why?” she asks.

      “Because my homeland is drowning, Telya, and we need you,” I tell her, and it’s not a lie. Not exactly.

      That I need her—am desperate for her—is something I simply need to keep to myself for now.

      “Why me?” she gasps, clinging as the water swells above her shoulders.

      “The sea has chosen.”

      And so have I.
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      From the Jersey Shore to Castletide—Nightfall

      At the far edge of the shadows, where the service walkway meets the dark glass, a man stands.

      Tall. Broad-shouldered.

      At first, I think I’m seeing a costume—one of those immersive-park actors—but his presence has a thatched quality to it.

      Not theatrical, but ancient. Like the weather.

      His eyes are storm-colored, and they’re fixed on me in a way that strips me bare.

      He isn’t entirely a man.

      Oh my God—he’s beautiful.

      He’s the kind of beautiful that hurts.

      My stomach is clenched, and I am hyperaware of the fact that I look like a sausage in my wetsuit.

      It’s just not flattering. Like at all.

      I’m wearing zero makeup, and my hair is sticking to my face from a mixture of sweat and Aggie’s splashes.

      I close my eyes, certain my mind is playing tricks on me. When I open them, I look again, and my lips part.

      Yeah, he’s still there and still super hot, but it’s not human beauty.

      Horns curve back from his temples like black coral, slick and elegant.
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