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BLURB
What do you do when the person you are bonded to eternally has betrayed you?
Simple.
You make his life hell.
As the Shadow Prince’s secrets finally unravel, I’m left scrambling to pick up the pieces.
Hiding in another kingdom might fix all my problems, right?
My mate will be left in the darkness this time.
I hope those shadows choke him.
Let the games begin.
Foretold is book two in the new gripping, sexy, romantic fantasy series by Chantal Fernando.



DEDICATION
For my readers.
You all wanted to see Rave suffer, and if there’s one thing I’m good at…
It’s making men suffer.



RECAP
This is book two in the Fated Love series.
So if you’ve read book one, Forewarned, you are in the right place.
Forewarned wrapped up with Astrid finding out that Rave had kept a big secret from her—he had a son he wanted to be his heir.  Rave’s ex, Vera, asked Astrid to heal her child, and when she saw the little boy from her vision, the boy she thought was hers, she was heartbroken. The child wasn’t her future son at all—he was the son Rave had with another woman.
She tried to save his son, Vale, who was injured, but her magic didn’t work.
Hurt and betrayed, she zips away, leaving the Fae Kingdom in search of August, her best friend, leaving her fated mate behind.
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CHAPTER ONE
Astrid
When I open my eyes and look around, I’m surprised to find myself back at our home in our old village—the house I grew up in with August after my mother died.  August is here, which is what I was hoping for, but what I did not expect was to land from my first zip on a bed right next to him. A bed where he is currently fucking another woman!
“Shit,” I curse, getting up off the bed.
August opens his brown eyes, his brow furrowing as he processes what he sees—me—now in the corner of his bedroom, watching him fuck a woman from behind. His stomach’s corded muscles tense with each thrust, and the woman moans loudly. He’s even more ripped than I remember, and my shocked gaze follows a drop of sweat dripping down his toned torso.
What feels like minutes but is only a few long, awkward seconds, he stops his movements, much to the woman’s dismay.
“Don’t stop,” she moans, pushing back against him.
“Star?” he asks, his shoulders rigid. His eyes widen in shock when he takes me in. “Am I fucking losing it?”
“No, I’m here,” I reply, clearing my throat. “I’m sorry. I zipped for the first time and ended up…” I trail off as the woman turns her head to me, eyes narrowing. “I’m going to go.”
“No, wait,” he rumbles, and there’s some shuffling behind me as I move quickly out the door.
Fuck.
I’ve never seen August even check out another woman in front of me before, and now I’ve seen…
… well, that.
Did I make a mistake coming here?
I don’t know how much time I have until Rave realizes I’m gone and gets Soren to track me again, but August is the only person I thought to run to. Maybe that was selfish of me. My legs take me to the front door, but August grabs my hand and stops me.
“Where do you think you’re going?” he asks in his deep voice, spinning me around to face him. “Are you okay? I didn’t think I’d see you again after last time.”
I stare up at him as he takes me in, his eyes tracing over my features. His throat bobs as he swallows. “You’re a sight for sore eyes, Star.”
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have come here,” I reply, trying to pull my hand out of his, but he only holds on tighter.
His brown eyes harden. “What do you mean? This is your home. You come here whenever the fuck you want. I’m your home.”
His words echo my thoughts when I left Rave’s house.
The one he’d never took me to.
“August, what the hell is going on?” the woman asks, stepping out in a brown dress, her shoes in her hand.
“Go,” he commands, keeping his eyes on me.
“August—”
“Now,” he says, not even bothering to look at her.
She releases a gigantic huff before she leaves, slamming the door behind her.
“That wasn’t nice,” I mutter, sighing as he pulls me against his chest. He smells like sex mixed with his familiar, fresh, masculine scent. His big hands stroke down my back, and I close my eyes, enjoying the moment.
“Where’s your mate?” he asks, bringing me back to my life’s reality.
“I don’t have much time until Soren will track me again. I just had to get out of there, and I didn’t know where to go,” I explain in a rush, stepping back and looking into his eyes. “I can’t stay here, and I don’t want Rave to come after you.”
He studies me for a few moments and then nods once. “I’ll pack a bag, and we can go.”
“What?” I call after him as he starts rushing around the cottage, putting food and clothes in a satchel. “August, I don’t think you’ll want to come where I’m going.”
There’s only one place I can go.
I lift my hand and stare at the bracelet my half-brother, Axe, gave me. He told me that if I press on the diamond in the middle and say the Incubus King’s name, he will come for me.
“I’ll follow you right into hell, you know that,” he replies, heading into the bathing chamber, probably to wash the sex off him.
I open the door to my old room—the tiny room August and I shared before his mother died—and take in the small bed and wardrobe. It might not be much, especially after living at the castle, but I have nothing but good memories here.
August comes out freshly changed as I close my bedroom door and turn to face him.
“Did he hurt you?” he asks in a low tone, a muscle working in his jaw.
“Not physically,” I reply, wrapping my arms around myself. “He just wasn’t honest about everything going on. It was good until it wasn’t.”
“I’m sorry,” he responds, sounding like he genuinely means it. “I told myself I’d let you go so you could be happy with your prince…” he swallows hard, “… no matter how hard it was. But now you’re here.”
“Now I’m here…” I nod, biting my lower lip, “… bringing more shit to your doorstep.”
“Our doorstep,” he corrects, raking a hand through his hair, which has gotten a little longer. “Should I get Bear ready?”
“You still have him?” I ask, my eyebrows raising.
“Yeah, they gave him back to me when they let me out of the dungeons,” he explains, searching my eyes. “How long do we have until they get here?”
“I don’t know, but I’ve been offered safety in the Incubus Kingdom, so I think that’s where I’m going to go,” I say, smirking as his eyes widen. “You don’t have to come—”
“I’m fucking coming, Star!” He growls the words out while lifting his hand to cup my cheek. “And maybe you can tell me how this all happened on the way.”
“Are you sure?” I ask, swallowing hard. “What about your girlfriend—”
“She is not my girlfriend.” He scowls, his eyes flickering. “She was just a fuck. And yes, I’m sure. Let’s go now before they find us.”
Lifting my hand, I press down on the bracelet’s diamond. “King Zython, I need you,” I say out loud.
And then I wait.
Not two minutes later, Zython zips into our living room, sword in hand, ready for battle.
“Princess?” he says, his strong hands seizing my wrist with confusion sweeping his brows. “Are you okay?”
“Can we take you up on that offer,” I ask, swallowing hard. “We don’t have anywhere else to go.”
His eyes move to August before he lets go of me.
“This is August… he’s my best friend,” I explain, shifting on my feet.
August bows, and I realize I should have done the same, even if the male in front of me is my father.
“And where is your prince?” he asks, sliding his sword into his belt. His green eyes shine with a curious light.
“If we don’t leave soon, he’s going to be here with his tracker at any moment,” I explain, panic starting to fill me. “And I just need to be away from him right now.”
He nods and offers me his hand. “Let’s go then. You are both welcome to stay in my kingdom as long as you want.”
A sigh of relief escapes me, easing the tension I hadn’t realized I was holding. We stand in a triangle, holding each other’s hands before we zip away into a throne room.
“Are you okay?” August asks me, and I nod.
“You’re safe here,” Zython promises me, scanning my eyes. “I was going to come speak with you soon anyway. I know that Axe and Bane came to see you.”
“You mean to scent me?” I reply, arching my brow. “Yes, they did. And they told me…” I trail off. “Do you think it’s true?”
He nods, then looks over at August as if just realizing he’s there.
“August’s mom raised me after mine died when I was eight years old,” I explain, wanting him to know I trust August with everything. “And then, when his mom passed away a few years back, he was the one making sure I was okay. I trust him with everything.”
He bows his head slightly to August, surprising me. “Then I owe you my gratitude.”
“You don’t owe me anything,” August replies, clearing his throat. “I would do everything for Star.”
“Star?” Zython asks, confusion sweeping his brow.
“He’s always called me that,” I say, smiling at August. “I think the king here might be my father.”
His eyes widen as he looks between Zython and me, his brow furrowing. “I thought incubi can’t have daughters?”
Zython nods, looking at me with awe. “We haven’t been able to in over a century until now. We have much to discuss, Princess, but let me get you settled in first.”
My mating bond bands burn a little, and I absently rub them, wondering if Rave has finally realized what happened.
I couldn’t save his son.
I’ve left him.
Maybe he won’t come after me since his focus will be on his child.
And I don’t even know how to feel about that.



CHAPTER TWO
Astrid
We are given rooms next to each other, and a fae named Bree brings me clothes and toiletries.
“This room is beautiful,” I say, touching the red velvet blanket on the four-poster bed. It’s extravagant, decorated in white and gold. A large balcony has views of the castle gardens, the city on the horizon, and a comfortable-looking daybed I can see myself lounging on. While Aravalle is full of trees, Chaos is surrounded by mountains, and the view is incredible.
“It is,” she agrees, opening my armoire and filling it with the items in her hands. “I hope you like it here. If there’s anything else you need, don’t be shy to ask. The king said we are all to give you anything you want.”
Having Zython as my father is sounding pretty good right now.
“Thank you,” I reply, my voice cracking a little.
She fills a bath, and I spend over an hour in there before I dress in a black tunic and trousers. I’m plaiting my still damp hair when there’s a knock on my door.
With quick steps, I open it and find Zython, looking a little unsure.
“Come in.”
He steps inside and shuts the door behind him. “I hope you’re settling in okay.”
“I am. Thank you… for everything,” I say, sitting on the bed and tapping the spot beside me.
He hesitates, then sits slowly. “I’m sure you have many questions.”
“I do,” I admit, my lip twitching. “Let’s start with how you didn’t know I existed, or did you know and not care?”
He rubs the back of his neck, his crown tilting forward slightly. “I didn’t know you existed, and that is the truth. As you know, I have two sons… your brothers, Axe and Kai. I also have Bane, who was my best friend’s son. He died, so I took Bane in. Your mother, who was she?”
How many women has this male slept with? I assume he’s an incubus and a king, not to mention his age, so it’s probably a hell of a lot.
“My mother was a common fae. Her name was Elspeth. I don’t remember much about her other than she was beautiful, kind, and loving. She had dark hair, gorgeous brown skin, and green eyes.”
“Hmm,” he murmurs, looking a tad uncomfortable. “Around the time you would have been conceived, I lost my mate. I went a little… wild after that.”
I glance at his wrists, where the gold mating band should be, but he is wearing a black one instead. I want to tell him I saw a flash of them together in my mind, but I’m not ready to disclose to anyone that I have visions just yet.
“How old are you?” I blurt out.
He grins. “I’m over three hundred.”
My eyes widen, and he laughs.
“Okay, I must still be a baby to you then. And I’m sorry you lost your mate. I often wondered if my father was mated, and that’s why he didn’t want me. I thought maybe his mate didn’t need another woman’s child around,” I admit, wringing my hands together. The fae often discard their children before their mating.
Is that why Rave hid his son from me?
Or was it just because he wanted him to be the next in line to the throne?
“That’s a fae custom,” he replies, gently lifting my chin to look at him. “We value children here, no matter their parentage, and if I had known about you, I would have raised and loved you. You are very wanted, Astrid. Never doubt that. In fact, I’m hoping you never leave here.”
“Thank you for welcoming us,” I say with a grin. “I really don’t know where I would have gone otherwise.”
The Witch Queen, Pandora, told me I was always welcomed in her kingdom, but she’s Rave’s childhood friend, so I’d hate to put her in that position.
“You always have a home here. Even if something ever happens to me, your brothers know this is your home too. Axe will be the next in line,” he says, his hands resting on his knees. “Now, as happy as I am that you’re here, do you want to let me know why you left? Because you and I both know your prince will find you and try to take you back. I saw the way he looked at you… how protective and possessive he is, he’s probably going crazy right now.”
“Did you know that Rave has a child?” I ask him, biting the inside of my cheek. “Because I didn’t. He hid it from me.”
Zython’s jaw tightens. “I did not know that.”
“His child’s mother asked me to heal their son, who had fallen off a horse. But I couldn’t heal him. I tried, but it didn’t work. She said he was dead, and I didn’t save him.” My lower lip trembles. “I tried… I really did.”
He touches my shoulder, squeezing gently. “Are you sure the child died? No matter what happened, it wasn’t your fault. You can’t save everyone, Astrid.”
I really hope the fates saved his child. I wouldn’t wish that kind of loss on my worst enemy.
“I don’t know,” I admit, running through what happened in my mind. “I was panicking, and I ran out of there. I’m not sure…”
“He shouldn’t have lied to you,” he grits out, anger lacing his tone. “You deserve better than that.”
I do.
And that’s why I’m here.
“Everything is just a mess right now,” I whisper.
I wouldn’t have cared if he already had a son, but he should have been honest about it upfront and about his relationship with Vera. The whole thing makes me feel sick to my stomach.
If his son didn’t make it because of his injuries, he’s going to blame me. He will hate me. Either way, there’s no coming back from this. I’m going to miss him. And Soren, Elios, and Sinda. Even Nico was growing on me.
Zython turns to me, and I jump into his arms, surprising him. He hesitates, then wraps his arms around me. “No matter what happens, you’re not alone. Okay? And I don’t give a fuck if he’s your mate. If you don’t want to go back, you won’t have to.”
“Thank you.”
“You don’t need to thank me. I have twenty-five years to make up for,” he replies, resting his chin on my head.
“Star?” August calls out as he knocks on my door.
“Come in,” I call out.
“The door is warded… only you can go in and out without permission,” Zython explains, frowning when August strolls in like he owns the place. He’s also had a bath and is wearing a black silk tunic, his hair brushed back.
“Wards don’t work on him.” I smirk, letting go of the king and looking at my best friend.
“I’ll have to remember that,” Zython mutters, standing up and offering me his hand. “If you two are up for some company, I thought we could all have dinner together.”
“I’d love to,” I say, taking his hand in mine.
Anything to take my mind off Rave and the situation I left behind.



CHAPTER THREE
Astrid
Once again, I’m the only female at the dinner table. Piling my plate with meats, breads, and vegetables, I glance around the table at Axe and Kai—my brothers. They’ve also been watching me curiously as if they can’t believe I’m related to them. I feel the same way.
“You going to tell us why you’ve run away from your mate?” Axe asks, his green eyes dragging over my face. “Should I prepare the army for war with the fae?”
Zython scowls at him, his wine glass almost to his lips. “Let her be, Axe.”
“Hey, I’m happy she’s here. I want to know what happened,” he replies, strumming his fingers on the table.
“He lied to me about having a child with his ex-girlfriend,” I explain slowly, swallowing a bite of potato. I leave out the rest because I don’t want to speak about my being unable to heal the child. It hurts too much.
August’s head snaps to me, and I realize I never told him the whole story. “Why would he do that?”
I clear my throat. “I don’t know, but I believe he wants his son to be his heir and might have been worried I’d put a stop to that.”
Kai scowls, shaking his head. I suddenly remember that the last time I saw him, I had wondered if he could read minds, so I ensure my shields are up. “He kept that from you? The succubus princess? He should be grateful he got to mate with you. There will be incubus men lining up to be with you. You know that, right?”
“Why?” I ask, my brow furrowing.
Zython sighs and turns to me. “You’re part succubus, which means if they have children with you, your offspring would be more pure-blooded. Given the situation with the curse, we want to keep our line as strong as possible. For the last century, the younger generation has had to breed with other species, which isn’t ideal for us in the long run. Although our blood is pretty potent, we’ve found most offspring do take on our traits.”
I put my fork down. “So, they’d just want me as a broodmare?”
Zython winces, taking a long sip of his wine. “Not just that, but you are special, Princess. The fates saw it fit to bless us with you after a century. You might have broken the curse, which is a big deal for everyone. I don’t know how it will play out, but with you comes change and hope for us. You must be protected at all costs.”
“No pressure,” I mutter, sharing a look with August, who is scowling hard.
Bane steps into the dining hall, his hair tousled like he’s just gotten out of bed with a woman. He is dressed in black-on-black, his tattoos peeking out of his sleeveless tunic collar. His dark eyes go right to me, narrowing slightly. “I didn’t know we were having guests tonight.”
He sits next to Axe on the opposite side of me. My gaze goes to his arms and the corded muscles covered in ink. Is there any part of him besides his face that isn’t covered? Just how far do those tattoos go? And are they magic or just for decorative purposes?
“Astrid and August will be staying here with us,” Zython tells Bane, his lips tightening. “You’d have known if you weren’t out gallivanting around the city.”
Bane lifts a tattoo-covered hand to pick up a bread roll. “If I’d known the princess was coming, I’d have been here much sooner.”
“She’s my sister, and she’s mated,” Axe reminds him in a dry tone, his eyes going to August. “And it already looks like she has a fucking line formed.”
My jaw drops open at his words. “Can we talk about something else, please?”
“Like what?” Bane asks, his dark eyes shining.
“Are any of you three dating someone? I’d really enjoy some female company,” I say, leaning back in my seat.
“You swing both ways?” Bane asks, nodding in approval, while Kai says, “No one we’d want to bring home.”
Zython chuckles, finding this amusing. “Hopefully, they find their mates, but as we know, not everyone is so lucky. Axe will have to find a wife when the time comes for him to take the throne.”
“What kind of magic do you all have?” I ask, my eyes on Bane. I know he has some weird scenting magic and uses that to determine bloodlines, but that’s all I know.
I turn to Kai. “You read minds, right?”
His green eyes widen in surprise. “I can, yes. How did you know? Your shields are pretty damn good… you’ve had me blocked.”
“All incubi have some of the same traits,” Axe says, tilting his head to the side and studying me. “We can sense emotions, almost taste them. We have a heightened sense of smell. We are obviously alluring and throw off pheromones to attract others to us.”
He and Kai look similar, but Axe is taller and more built. They both have brown hair that’s on the long side, but Kai’s is darker.
“And we charge our magic by lust or having sex,” Kai adds, smirking. “But yes, we also have our individual magic, especially since most of us have mixed blood from the curse.”
“I can heal like you…” Zython says with pride in his eyes, “… among other things. I’m also strong, Astrid. So I’m not surprised you are as well. Just like my sons.”
He doesn’t even know about my abilities as a seer. August is the only person who knows that.
I look at Bane, who is already watching me. He doesn’t offer any information on his magic, and I don’t press. “I’ve been training with magic and weapons every day, and I’d like to keep that up if one of you wouldn’t mind.”
“I can train you,” Bane offers, running his teeth over his lower lip. It’s only then I notice he has fangs pointing out. Is he half vampire? “But I’m not going to go easy on you.”
“I wouldn’t want you to.”
“You make sure she doesn’t get hurt,” Zython orders, smiling at me. “You want to be able to defend yourself, and I respect that. Bane will be a good teacher… he’s feared on the battlefield.” 
“He’s feared everywhere,” Kai adds, eying his friend.
“And what about you, August?” Axe asks over his glass. “Father says you’ve kept Astrid safe all this time. What kind of work have you been doing?”
August and I share a look, and he winces slightly. “I do mercenary work. I’d try to keep Star behind, but often, she would come along.”
“Someone likes to surround themselves with dangerous men,” Kai comments under his breath, earning himself a scowl in his direction.
“So you’d go around while he… killed people?” Bane asks, his lip twitching. “My, my, aren’t you a surprise, Princess.”
“We’re a team,” August replies, his eyes softening as he looks from Bane to me. “Always have been.”
“Until she mated the prince,” Bane adds dryly. His expression screams of boredom, but something else flickers in his eyes. Anger?
“Well, I got arrested, and Astrid came to the castle to try and help me escape. That’s how the prince found her. And then he said he’d let me go if she stayed,” August explains, his jaw tight.
“Why would he have to barter with you to stay?” Zython asks, resting his cheek on his fist. I don’t know why, but the motion makes me smile. He’s a king, but he’s still just a male. And my father.
“I didn’t want to bond with him at first,” I admit, wondering how the hell I would explain that. No one runs from a mating bond. In fact, people spend their lives searching and begging the fates for it.
Bane chuckles with dark amusement. “I don’t even like Rave, but even I’m feeling sorry for the fucker right now. You didn’t want your mate?”
August takes my hand under the table, a silent show of support.
Bane’s eyes narrow on me like he can see what we’re doing, but there’s no way he could.
“It’s a long story,” I grumble, letting go of August’s warm hand and placing mine back on the table. “But eventually, I came around and agreed to it.”
Bane turns to August, studying him closely, his dark eyes missing nothing. “He must have hated you.”
“You have no idea,” he replies, rubbing the back of his neck. “He even tried to pay me off to stay away from her.”
“Interesting,” Zython muses, a short laugh escaping him. “Seems you’ve been quite a handful for your mate then, my daughter. I heard you kicked off the bond for Rave’s brothers too. Succubi can do that when they are powerful. Not many would know about that.”
“It was a very confusing time,” I admit, lifting my napkin from my lap and putting it on the table. “I’m going to call it a night.”
“Why don’t you stay and have a drink with us, August?” Axe asks. “We can play some cards.”
“I can walk the princess to her room,” Bane offers, tilting his head to the side as he studies me. “Because there’s no way I’m drinking again tonight.”
Axe laughs as he pours himself another glass. “You getting old?”
Bane smirks, tapping his knuckles on the wooden table. “No, I just don’t want to watch you run naked down the street again.”
Kai barks out a laugh while Axe shrugs nonchalantly. “That was one fucking time.”
“I don’t even want to know,” I mutter, making Kai laugh harder.
“And what did you do that night, Bane?” Axe fires back, his lip twitching. “Because I remember seeing you getting your cock sucked by that—”
“Axe,” Zython growls, slamming his fist down. “There is a princess present. This is no longer a fucking bachelor pad, so control yourself.”
“Sorry,” Axe murmurs, flashing an apologetic smile in my direction.
I clear my throat. “I’ll be on my way, and then you can talk all you want about cocks being sucked.”
Zython makes a choking sound while Bane avoids my eyes, his knuckles white as he all but squeezes his glass of wine, eyes shooting daggers at Axe.
“I’ll stay and have a drink with them,” August says, shrugging.
I smile and touch his shoulder, liking that he’s trying to get to know my brothers. “Okay, I’ll see you in the morning then.”
I stand, and as soon as I do, Bane does the same, leading me away with his hand grazing the small of my back.
He waits until we’re out of earshot from everyone before he asks, “Why hasn’t your mate come for you? Because if you were mine, you wouldn’t leave my sight.”
“I don’t care where my mate is right now,” I reply, pursing my lips. “I came here to get away from him.”
He goes silent for a few long seconds. “Are you ready to start training tomorrow?”
“Yes. Tell me where and when, and I’ll be there.”
We stop at my bedchambers, and he opens the door for me. “You and Rave know each other, don’t you? He said your name when you showed up at the castle that day.”
He dips his head. “When we found you in the gardens, you were trying to zip, weren’t you?”
“I was.” I nod slowly, leaning back against the doorframe. “And the first time I did it was today. I don’t even know if I could do it again if I tried.”
“We can practice that tomorrow. But I want to know why Rave didn’t teach you. Did he not want his precious princess to leave him? I always knew he was a controlling bastard.”
I tilt my head to the side, my hair falling over my cheek. “Maybe he thought I was a flight risk. And he was right.”
Bane gently pushes my hair off my face in an almost affectionate way. “You are too strong to be caged, Astrid. I hope he knows that now.” He steps away from me and continues down the hall.
And I let loose the breath I didn’t know I was holding.



CHAPTER FOUR
Astrid
After a long night of tossing and turning, I wake up to a knock on my door. I dreamed of Rave, and it pissed me off even more. I know he’s hurting because I can feel it through the bond.
Still half asleep, I open the door to find Bane standing there, dressed in his battle leathers. He definitely has the whole dark and tortured vibe going for him, and I wonder what his story is. All I know about him is that he lost his parents, and Zython has taken him under his wing.
His gaze trails slowly down my body before flickering back to my face, and I realize I’m wearing nothing but a thin night dress that leaves nothing to the imagination.
“You better get ready. Your mate is at the castle gates demanding we hand you over,” he says, his tone husky.
“Shit. Give me a few minutes,” I reply, closing the door. No wonder I can feel Rave so strongly…  he’s right outside.
I think I hear him mutter something like ‘lucky fucker,’ but I can’t be sure. Sighing, I quickly get dressed, not bothering to do anything with my hair, letting it fall down my back in tousled waves. I knew Rave would find me, and after I told him about Zython, I shouldn’t be surprised he’d come looking here. But if I’m being honest, I’m not ready to see him yet. I haven’t processed everything that happened. Do I miss him? Yes. My soul hurts without him, but my heart and head are still fucking angry at his lies.
Glancing at myself in the mirror, I grin at the tight tunic and leggings that show off my shape. Let him see what he lost.
Zython, my brothers, Bane, and August, are all waiting for me and quietly talking.
“He’s waiting outside for you,” Zython says as he lifts his head. “Do you want to talk to him? You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”
“I’ll talk to him,” I reply, glancing toward the entrance. “Who is he with?”
“Soren and Elios,” Kai replies, surprising me by kissing my head.
Of course, he brought all my favorite people with him. I don’t want to cause any problems, so I hope this ends without Rave sending his shadows all over my father’s castle.
Taking a deep breath, I step outside and walk down the stone steps. Rave is standing at the gate, which opens as they enter. His icy-blue eyes give me a slow once-over as if making sure I’m safe and sound. His body is tense, feet apart in a fighting stance. Two swords are crossed at his back. Magic and darkness ripples from him as he tries to contain them, but I can still feel it. His power is so strong it makes the air around him thick and uncomfortable. His eyes flash with anger, which he quickly masks into inscrutability.
I’ve never met anyone more morally gray than the male standing before me.
I know he’s many things, but I never thought he would be a liar.
I don’t know what he has planned, but I’m not returning with him today. My eyes move to Soren, who gives me a long, searching look, a storm brewing in his gray eyes.
Elios looks hurt and a little perplexed, but his hand rests on the hilt of his short sword.
“I’ve come for what’s mine,” Rave announces, his eyes zeroing in on me. He exudes predatory dominance, and it gives me a little pleasure knowing he can have all the magic in the world, yet I’m the one who has power over him. His anger curls off him in shadowed coils, which only infuriates me further.
He has no reason to be mad at me.
Unless he truly does blame me for being unable to save his son.
August steps closer, his fingers brushing mine, and Rave’s eyes narrow as he notices it. “Astrid,” he says, his voice silky smooth with barely restrained violence. The sheer dominant energy he exudes should scare me, but I know he’d never physically hurt me. “Come home with me. Whatever has upset you and made you so fucking angry, we will handle it privately between us.”
Whatever has upset me?
Confusion hits me, and I take a few steps closer to him.
Bane seizes my wrist, holding me back. “This is her home now.”
“Let go of her, Bane, unless you want to die today,” Rave growls, his eyes darkening to pitch black.
The threat that hangs in the air is chilling. Rave can be terrifying when he’s angry.
These two definitely have history, and I want to know what it is.
“You don’t know why I left? Is that what you’re saying?” I ask him, my brow furrowing as I pull my hand free from Bane’s touch.
He grinds his jaw. “You just up and left, Astrid, without a word. I’ve been looking everywhere for you. You somehow shielded yourself from Soren’s tracking. Do you know how worried I’ve been? If I couldn’t feel you through the bond, I would have thought you were dead.”
He doesn’t know that I know.
Which must mean his son is alive, and Vera didn’t tell him anything.
Was this some plan of hers?
“So your son is okay after his fall, then?” I ask, watching his reaction closely.
Black eyes widen slightly, the only tell that I’ve taken him by surprise. He didn’t know. It looks like Vera has been a sneaky, scheming bitch, but I’m still glad she told me the truth, even if she did it to hurt me.
And hurt me, it did.
Rave steps forward, reaching out to me. “Yes, he’s fine. Astrid, I can explain.”
“Let me tell you why I left, Prince. Vera came to me asking me for help with her injured child. I went to help…” I trail off, letting him suffer. He swallows, this throat bobbing. “And the child looked just like you. I tried to heal him, I did, but it didn’t work. And then your ex started crying and screaming, saying that I killed your heir, which I’m assuming wasn’t true either.”
It starts to rain, thunder and lightning hitting the dark sky, almost as if reflecting my mood.
“Astrid—”
“Vale is a void, Princess,” Soren says, speaking up. “He can’t be healed… that’s why it didn’t work.”
Rave’s son is a void?
Motherfucker.
No magic works on people who are voids. They are basically a place where magic goes to die.
She set me up.
She knew I couldn’t help him, and then what? She got him to pretend he was dead? Was the kid in on it too? Or was he genuinely that injured?
She took advantage of her child and used him to play her games—I’ve never hated anyone more.
I know Rave can feel my emotions through the bond, and he momentarily closes his eyes.
It fucking hurts.
He’s betrayed me, and it’s worse than physical pain.
The temperature in the air suddenly drops.
“What a great mother you picked for your heir,” I comment, trying to keep my tone even. I’m proud when my voice comes out strong and doesn’t crack. “She used your child in her manipulation to hurt me and think I… fucking didn’t save him!” My eyes then go to Soren, who flinches at what he sees in my expression. “And you all knew,” I say in a quieter tone. I then look at Elios, who keeps his eyes down, unable to look me in the eye.
“I didn’t know she did that,” Rave grits out, shadows now rising from the ground, swirling around his legs like a protective barrier. He’s on edge, and I know it. Soren and Elios shift nervously around him. He could erupt at any moment, and I know he could destroy all of us if he wanted to. He’s more than capable.
“I’m sorry, Astrid. I should have told you the truth. I just—”
“The time for explanations is over,” I state, cutting him off. Others might fear the Prince of Shadows, but I do not. I’m just as powerful as he is. And I know he would never physically hurt me. “I’m not coming back with you. Leave now. If I want to see you, I’ll visit. Go back to your family, Rave. Because it’s not me.”
Panic flashes in his eyes, which bleed from black to blue. A sign his control is slipping. “You’re my mate. We will get through this. There’s no running from this, Princess.”
“Yes, I am a princess,” I murmur, looking him dead in the eye. “But I’m no longer yours.”
Lightning strikes once more, and my father tells Bane to control himself. I turn to him and notice the magic sizzling from his hands and the anger in his now amber eyes, and it hits me—the weather isn’t reflecting my mood, it’s reflecting his. Bane has weather magic.
I step back so I’m lined up with August and Bane, my brothers and father at my back. August reaches out and touches my arm, offering comfort.
“Get your fucking hand off her!” Rave snarls, lifting his palms as sparks of his shadows fire through the air, gripping hold of August and picking him up by the throat.
His eyes never leave mine as he silently orders his darkness to choke the life out of my best friend.
“I’ve protected her since she was a child. You’ve known her for ten fucking seconds,” August chokes out, still pushing him.
“Rave, stop!” I yell.
He listens and drops August back on his feet, the swirling smoke leaving August and coming over to me, gently touching my cheek to offer me comfort.
I know I’m safe from his shadows, but I think I’m the only one.
“Well, thanks for protecting her and keeping her away from other males for me,” Rave fires back.
Fucking hell.
Rave’s magic all but pours out of him, and it’s suffocating.
He’s lost control, and I know how much he hates that.
I feel his pain, and it’s stifling.
It mixes with my betrayal, hitting me harder.
So hard it almost brings me to my knees.
“The princess has spoken,” Zython calls out, his hand resting on my shoulder. “And you will respect her wishes, Prince Rave.”
With one last look at the male I love, who was meant to care for my heart and soul, I turn my back on him and return to my new home.
“Astrid!” he calls out, voice strained. “Don’t do this! I fucking love you!”
I stop in my tracks.
Of course, this is the first time he tells me he loves me.
Maybe he’s just as manipulative as his ex.
Maybe the fates got it wrong, and they belong together, after all.
My legs continue taking me inside.
I close my eyes and brace myself with my palm on the wall when he loudly roars with pain and rage. The castle trembles with the magnitude of his emotions, darkness closing in on us all.
But he caused this.
And now we both have to deal with the consequences.



CHAPTER FIVE
Astrid
“You look like crap,” Bane comments as I open my bedroom door the next morning. He’s dressed in leather pants, a black tunic, and a sword at his hip. His dark hair is tied back at his nape in a leather band, and I take a moment to take him in. Dark brows frame his dark eyes with thick lashes women would dream of, a full mouth, and strong cheekbones, not to mention his incubus lure. I’m sure he has no shortage of women throwing themselves at him.
Meanwhile, I’d stayed up all night, crying and feeling sorry for myself, just wanting to get the agony out of my system.
“Thanks,” I reply in a dry tone, my voice hoarse. “So, weather magic, huh?” I’ve never met anyone who can control the weather like that.
He nods, his jaw tightening. “Comes from my half-demon side. I normally keep it well restrained.”
But he didn’t this time because he was as angry as me about my situation.
“So if it suddenly starts raining, I’ll assume it’s you in a bad mood?”
He smirks but doesn’t comment any further. I can only imagine the secrets this male has in his vault. Bane has a dark, magical energy to him, but it feels different from Rave’s.
Rave is shadows and darkness, while Bane is thunder and lightning.
He’s a walking-fucking-storm.
We head downstairs and outside, where he leads me to their armory.
He picks up a bow and quiver and points toward the swords. “Take your pick.”
I pick the first one that catches my eye, slide it out of the wooden rack, and test it out.
“So, I don’t know much about dealing with…” he trails off, biting his lower lip.
Arching my brow, I stop in front of him, sword in hand. “Heartbreak? Betrayal? Having your own mate make you look fucking stupid?”
He tilts his head to the side. “I know more than I’d like to about betrayal. But he didn’t make you look stupid, Princess. He did that to himself.”
He turns and leaves the armory, and I follow behind him. “What don’t you know much about dealing with then? Emotional women?”
Bane’s eyes flicker at me, and I know I’ve hit the mark. “You can just take it all out on me. We can spar all fucking day if you need to. Hit me, punch me, I can take it. Just don’t let it consume you.”
For someone who doesn’t know much about handling these situations, I wonder if he knows how sweet that offer is.
“If I start crying, can you make it rain so no one sees?” I ask, sighing dramatically.
“Anytime.”
We walk past the rose gardens and into a clearing. He places the bow and quiver down on the grass, pulls out the sword from his side, and gets into his fighting stance. “All right, Princess, time to show me what the fae has taught you.”
Grinning, I copy him and plant my feet apart, lean forward slightly, and my fingers grip the sword’s hilt. We start circling each other, waiting for one of us to pounce. I go for him first, slicing the blade through the air, which he blocks easily. We go back and forth, and although he’s making me work for it, I know he’s holding back. Metal clanking and my heavy breaths are all I hear until I miss one of his strikes, and he aims his weapon at my heart before retreating.
“I’m actually impressed,” he admits, smirking.
“If this were a real battle, I would have been dead,” I reply dryly, putting my sword back in its scabbard and picking up the bow and an arrow.
“I’m one of the best warriors in the Incubus Kingdom, Princess,” he reminds me, smug amusement dancing in his dark eyes. “Did you think you’d best me?”
“No, but I wanted to,” I mutter, aiming with the arrow and letting it fire until it hits the middle of a tree trunk.
“What did that tree do to you?” he asks, facing me. “Good shot, though.”
I flashback to Rave patiently helping me with my technique, standing behind me with his arms around me.
I miss him.
And it makes me angry because he doesn’t deserve those thoughts right now.
But the bond is tugging at me to go to him, to be with him.
“What do you guys do for fun around here?” I ask Bane, feeling reckless.
He must see the glint in my eyes because he grins, flashing me his straight white teeth. “You want to get into some trouble? Because you’ve come to the right place.”
I don’t know about trouble.
I merely want to forget.
***
Incubi sure know how to party.
A few hours later, I’m in a black silk dress, wearing red lips, and at a party unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. It’s in a tavern, I suppose, but it’s much fancier than any I’ve been to before. A live band is on the stage, and the alcohol and bad decisions are flowing.
“How many drinks have you had?” August asks, his eyes flashing with concern. He’s standing in front of me while I sit on one of the red stools in front of the bar.
“A few,” I admit, smiling up at him. “Don’t worry about me. You have some fun.”
The women here are so different from those around the Fae Kingdom. They show a little more skin in the way they dress and seem a lot freer, especially sexually, but what else would I expect of a kingdom ruled by those who need lust and sex?
This isn’t like the night at Beltane, dancing around the fire and fucking. It’s more seductive, scandalous even. The party culture here is so different from that in Aravelle. I feel like they do this every night without batting an eyelash. The women give the incubi what they need, and, in return, there is no judgment for having such desires.
Speaking of lust, even only being part succubus, I sense how invigorating it is—my skin is so alive, strumming with the magic. It feeds me, dancing over my skin. I could sit here all night and be perfectly content just from the energy.
August sits beside me, nursing his beer, his eyes on the dance floor. He’s wearing a blue silk shirt and trousers and looks incredibly handsome. I’ve seen some of the ladies eyeing him. I remember the conversation we had at one of the inns, with me suggesting he could go fuck someone if he pleases, and I see nothing has changed. He’s still sitting by me, holding himself back, and I don’t want him to. I’m in deep with my own mate and family issues, and I won’t drag him down with me. But I also don’t want a repeat of the conversation we had last time.
Instead, my eyes go to Bane standing in the corner, talking to a fae woman with short, dark hair. It takes me a second to realize who the woman is and that I know her.
Bane nods toward me, and Pandora turns around with a smile on her pretty face as she storms over.
“Princess Astrid, so we meet again,” the Witch Queen says, pulling me in for a hug, the sheer black material of her dress rubbing against my skin.
“What are you doing here?” I ask, surprised to see her.
Her eyes go to August, her smile widening. “Rave sent me. And who is this?”
“This is August,” I introduce, leaning back against the bar. “August, this is Queen Pandora.”
“Just Pandora, please.” His eyes widen when she waves away the title.
“Rave sent you?” I repeat, my brow furrowing.
She nods, wincing. “Yes, he told me where you were. But let’s not talk about that now. Let’s have a good night. And I’d like to know more about this sexy fae in front of me.”
August gives Pandora a slow once-over, and I can tell he likes what he sees. I slowly jump off the stool and make my way toward Bane, who is observing the crowd with a mostly full drink in his hand.
“Of course, you’re friends with the Witch Queen,” he says, shaking his head slightly. “What other royalty do you have up your sleeve?”
“That’s it, I think. Although one of the Vampire Princes has a soft spot for me after I saved his mate,” I reply, smiling as I take a sip of my beer.
I touch my temples as a vision hits me.
Rave and me, naked in bed together.
He pushes my hair off my sweaty face and kisses me.
“Don’t leave me again,” he murmurs, trailing his lips down my neck.
“Don’t lie to me again,” I reply, arching my back for him.
So what? I forgive him? Just like that?
Just because the future me has forgiven Rave and gotten back together with him doesn’t mean that’s what I’ve decided. I get to control my destiny, not fucking fate.
I’m suddenly angry and feeling a little impulsive.
Bane’s arm touches mine, and I know his eyes are on me. He opens his mouth to speak just as a woman walks up to him and places her hand on his chest, her long red nails a contrast against his black clothes.
"Bane, it’s been a long time since I’ve seen you around here,” she says in a baby voice that makes me wrinkle my nose.
Is nowhere safe for me to sit or stand? This is what happens when all of your friends and family are good-looking males.
Taking a step to the right, I’m about to walk off when Bane gently grabs my upper arm, stopping me. “And where do you think you’re going?”
“I was going to give you some space to—”
He brings his lips to my ear. “Do I look like I want space?”
Oh.
“Bane—”
Bane and I are just friends. I’m very much taken, and even though Rave is an asshole, he’s the only one my heart and soul calls for. It seems wrong to have another male touch me, even innocently.
“Leave,” he orders the woman.
She pouts and gives me a side-eye but does as she’s told.
“Bane—”
“I’m here to make sure you’re safe,” he says, letting go of me. “And I didn’t come here to fuck anyone, so you don’t have to feel like you need to give me any… space.”
Bane is just doing his duty to keep me out of trouble since he’s the one who brought me here, and he doesn’t want Zython to kill him if something happens to his only daughter.
Safe.
He’s safe.
“Okay, I don’t want to cockblock you. It’s why I left August over there with Pandora.”
“Yet he’s still looking over here at you,” he replies, taking a big sip of his drink like he suddenly needs it. “What is it about you, Princess?”
Turning to face him, my heel almost touching his boots, I look up at him and shrug my shoulders. “I don’t know, Bane, why don’t you tell me?”
Shit.
The alcohol is making me bold.
And stupid.
And reckless.
Okay, maybe it was the vision.
Did I forgive Rave so easily for his lies without making him suffer?
Part of me doesn’t want him to suffer at all.
But the other part of me wants him to hurt as much as I do right now.
And boy, do I hurt so fucking much.
Is Rave with Vera and their son right now, playing house?
Actually, I suppose I was the one he was playing house with.
His home was and is with them.
Lifting my hand to push a strand of Bane’s hair off his cheek, he catches it and stares down at my wrist. No, at my mating band. A muscle works in his jaw before he lifts my wrist to his mouth and presses a soft kiss there. He then lets go of me, his throat working as he swallows.
And then there’s Pandora, pulling me back, away from Bane. His eyes narrow as he watches me leave, his hands clenching as if to stop himself from grabbing me.
“What the hell are you doing?” she asks, leading me outside the tavern. “He looked like he wanted to eat you whole. That’s a dangerous game you are playing, Astrid. Rave would go to war if he heard you were getting so close to Bane. You know he fucking hates Bane, right?”
“Who doesn’t he hate? He hates August, too,” I reply, taking a deep breath in the chilly night air. “Is this why you’re here, to spy on me and report back to him? Is that why you didn’t tell me he had a child with Vera?”
Her violet eyes flash with what looks like pity. And I fucking can’t stand that. “Of course, I wanted to tell you about Vera and Vale, but I couldn’t do that. Rave would have killed me, and he’s been my friend much longer than you. I’m sorry, though. I really am. I wanted to tell you.”
Sighing, I wrap my arms around myself. “You were right about one thing, though. There was something different about me.”
“Yes, the first succubus born in a century. No wonder you made the princes all crazy,” she replies, absently touching the scar on her lip. “I don’t know what to do here, Astrid. Rave has put me in the middle, and he wants you back. He’s a mess. I’ve never seen him like this in my life. The whole palace is in shadows. And I don’t want to freak you out, but I think he’ll go to war if eventually you don’t return.”
I don’t want to start a war between the fae and the incubi, especially when both kingdoms have agreed to be allies against the vampires.
But I’m also not ready to go back there.
No fucking way.
It hurts to hear he’s a mess, but so am I, and he caused all of this.
She lowers her voice, looking to the tavern entrance where Bane now stands with August, watching us. “But what I really want to know is how the fuck you got his attention. You got wine-flavored tits or something?”
The sad thing is, I don’t know which one she’s referring to.



CHAPTER SIX
Astrid
“I’m not going to lie, it’s nice to have some female company,” I tell Pandora when we get back to the castle, both of us a little tipsy. We’re sitting in my room with August and Bane, facing each other around the circular table where I sometimes eat. “Not that you two aren’t fun.”
August smirks and pours a drink from the bottle Bane brought with him. “You’ve never really had female friends, have you?”
“I had your mom,” I remind him, my shoulder slouching. “But then I only had you.”
“Well, now you have me,” Pandora adds, tipping her head back as she swallows the shot. “I should drop by here more often. This is the most fun I’ve had in ages.”
“I’m assuming Rave wanted you to come here and convince the princess to return? Or did he want you to try and zip her out of here against her will?” Bane asks, studying her a little too closely. “Because you know if you did that, we’d go back and get her. With our whole fucking army.”
Pandora pours another shot. “I’m well aware of what could happen if I tried to steal the princess. But Rave is her mate, Bane. And nothing is going to change that.”
She slides him the shot, and he downs it. “That may be, but it’s up to Astrid if she wants to return to the Fae Kingdom. Maybe she’ll be happier here.”
“They’d love it if I stayed here, had a few children, and potentially break the curse so they could start having daughters again,” I blurt out, eying Bane. “Isn’t that right?”
Maybe I could have one child, and then Rave and I could call it even.
Tit for fucking tat.
My hand stretches out to reach for the bottle, but Bane slides it away from me. “I think you’ve had enough.”
August mutters something about him being either brave or stupid.
My eyes narrow to slits, and I tap my fingernails on the table. “I think I will be the judge of that.”
“I think you stopped being the judge five drinks ago,” he responds, sliding the bottle closer toward him. “And you’re going to regret it tomorrow.”
“Okay, Daddy,” I reply, scowling. His eyes suddenly heat, flickering amber as his nostrils flair. Is he scenting me? “I didn’t know your name was Zython. You can’t tell me what to do.”
Hell, even he can’t tell me what to do. He only just met me.
I stand and swipe the bottle from Bane but then stumble and land in his lap.
On his cock.
Which is hard as a fucking rock.
And big.
Very, very big.
Oh, shit.
“Fuck, Princess,” he groans in my ear, his warm breath sending shivers down my spine.
I quickly stand up, only to stumble again, and Bane’s arms come around me, stabilizing me. I quickly look at Pandora, whose violet eyes are wide.
“Okay, maybe you’re right,” I admit, clearing my throat, my vision getting a little hazy. “No more drinking for me.”
August stands, scowling in my direction. “Sort your shit out, Star.” He storms out, and he’s pissed.
Because I’m sitting in a man’s lap, who isn’t my mate?
Or because it’s not his?
Damn! I’m such a bitch.
Pandora follows August out. “I’ll go check on him. Bane, get her in bed and then get the fuck out of her room.”
She leaves the door wide open.
I turn to face Bane, who is staring down at me with an unreadable expression. Up close, his eyes aren’t just black—there are speckles of dark amber in them.
“Well, are you going to tuck me into bed?” I ask, shifting a little.
His jaw tenses, and he easily stands with me in his arms. “I knew you were going to be trouble when I first laid my eyes on you.”
Pulling my silk sheets back, he lays me down and then settles them back over me. There’s tension between us that shouldn’t be there.
That can’t be there.
Watching me, his lips part, and his fangs peek out. “I thought you might be half vampire, but you said you’re half demon.”
“Some demons have fangs, too,” he explains, his gaze dropping to my lips.
I’d never betray Rave that way, no matter what he kept from me. My heart wouldn’t allow me to do that. The bond wouldn’t physically allow me anyway.
When he gently kisses my forehead and leaves, I wonder if being here is a safe place after all.
***
“I’m sorry for last night,” I say to August over breakfast. He’s dressed like a prince in fancy-ass clothes I’ve never seen him wear before. They are really looking after him here. He looks good, and I think being here will work out perfectly for him.
“What did you do last night?” Axe asks as he sits down, eyes darting between us.
“I drank too much,” I admit, wincing as I pick up a slice of watermelon, take a bite, and bring my gaze back to August. It’s only then I realize he has a mark on his neck—a hickey. Did he fuck Pandora last night?
My eyes trail up to his to find him already staring at me.
I have to admit, it’s a weird feeling, but at the end of the day, August and I are just friends—family, even. I was never in love with him, and I want nothing more than for him to be happy.
He clears his throat, looking back down at his food. “It’s fine… you’re going through a hard time. I get it.”
“And what did you do exactly?” Axe presses, eyebrows raising in amusement.
My lips purse as I have a flashback of me sitting on Bane’s lap. “I was just a little messy. Now I’m going back to bed to feel sorry for myself.”
Axe smirks, tapping a long finger against his cheek. “I think I will need a little more information than that, baby sister.”
“How old are you anyway?” I ask, purposely changing the subject.
“Over a hundred. Why?”
“No wonder you call me baby sister,” I mutter, and he laughs.
“I’m going to be training with the guards today,” August announces, staring up at me as I stand. “Axe said they might have a position for me there.”
“That’s great, August,” I say, smiling at him. I reach out and touch his shoulder. “Come and find me when you’re free. We should go exploring in the city.”
“Sounds good,” he replies, and I know he’s watching me as I walk away.
Still needing to hand out more apologies, I search for Pandora and Bane but stop before I reach the hallway, hearing their voices.
“You need to tell her to go back, Bane. You know Rave will be here with his army if you don’t. You can stop innocent people dying over this!” she whisper-yells at him.
“I’m not telling her shit. She will go back when she wants to. Perhaps he should have been honest and told her he already has a family she didn’t know about?” he replies, sounding bored.
“He knows he fucked up, okay? Trust me. And he’s paying for it now,” she says with a heavy sigh. “You know how bonded men are. He’s going to go crazy without her.”
“That’s not the princess’s problem. Or my problem. These are the consequences of his actions.”
“And when she wants to go back to him? He’s her mate. It’s inevitable.”
“Then I’ll wish her the best and send her on her merry way,” he snaps. “Why don’t you speak to Axe or Kai about this? They’re her brothers. I’ve just been training her—”
“And spending time with her.”
“She’s my princess and the only fucking one we have. I’d lay my life down for her,” he replies, lowering his tone. “I’m not the problem here, witch. The king has said this is her safe haven for as long as she sees fit.”
“Rave will kill you if you touch her,” she warns.
“He can try,” Bane seethes, and I hear the rumble of deep, angry thunder. “Does he expect her to go back and join his family? What does he want from her? She deserves better than that.”
“The fates chose Rave for her. When you find your own mate, you will understand.”
Not wanting to hear anymore or run into them, I head outside to the gardens instead—back to where Bane trained me yesterday.
What a fucking pickle I’ve gotten myself into.
Both have valid points, and I don’t know how to feel right now.
But the bottom line is, I’m not going to let anyone die over me. I can’t let the two kingdoms fight each other, not when they already have the vampires to worry about.
Suddenly, a vision hits me.
Rave is sitting on his bed, his head in his hands.
He’s hurting without me.
I feel the pain he’s in, and it makes me gasp.
He’s coming for me. And he has no idea what to do with me when he gets me, but he will do whatever it takes. He’s overwhelmed and regrets not telling me the truth, but losing me isn’t an option for him.
I’ve never seen Rave regret anything, and if I didn’t feel it for myself, I don’t think I would have believed it. The messed-up thing is, even after everything, I don’t like seeing him like this. I knew it would only take time before he came to take me back to Aravelle, even if it was against my will. And not only do I not want to start a war, but there’s only so much time I can be away from him, no matter how angry I am at him.
I’m about to head back inside and talk to Bane and Pandora when, out of nowhere, Rave is standing in front of me, more darkness than male. Dressed in black from head to toe, his icy eyes are pinned on me, devouring my face like he’s been starved without me. Impenetrable smoke frames him, his wings out in their full force.
“I’m here for what’s mine,” he growls.
Before I can say anything back, he zips behind me, his big hands encircling my waist.
And then I’m gone.



CHAPTER SEVEN
Astrid
He zips us to our old bedroom. I don’t fight him. It happens so quickly that I’m still processing what he has done when he lets go and steps back from me, his expression blank.
“You have no right to bring me here against my will,” I say quietly, my anger building with each long second that passes. Yes, I knew he would pull something like this, but that doesn’t mean I will make it easy on him.  I try to zip out, but I can’t. “Take me back. Now!”
“I have every right,” he replies, cold eyes trailing over me. Whatever I felt from him, he’s damn good at shielding it. “You’re mine, Astrid. You didn’t think I’d just let you walk away from me, did you? I gave you as much time as I could. I fucking tried, but it hurts being without you.”
Gritting my teeth, I try to escape again, but it doesn’t work.
“The room has been spelled,” he says, his eyes flashing with hurt before he masks it. “You can’t zip out of here. There is nothing and no one in this realm that can save you from me, Astrid. And it’s time you learned that.”
“What?” I growl, staring at the male before me like I’ve never seen him before. “You’re locking me in here until I forgive you? Because I’m telling you now, you’ll be waiting a long ass time for that to happen!”
“You’re not going anywhere until we’ve talked about what happened. You can’t just avoid me forever,” he replies, his tone gentling. “Can you do that? Just give me one day to hear me out, please.”
The ‘please’ gets me, but all I have to do is think about his lies for my guard to come back up again.
“You want to do this right now?” I ask, shadows at my fingertips.
He stares down at them, his jaw tightening. “Yes, because your anger is better than nothing, Princess. I’ll take whatever you want to throw at me. I don’t fucking care as long as you are here,” he rasps, taking a step closer to me. “Tell me how I fucked up. How I hid things from you, hid my son from you, and because of that, Vera was able to use it against you. Tell me how I didn’t trust you enough even when I should have. Tell me how I fucked up the best thing that has ever happened to me.”
I pick up the closest thing I can find, the glass centerpiece vase, and throw it at his head. Shadows incinerate it before it hits him, but the slight widening of his eyes lets me know he was surprised.
“You had a whole child, and you didn’t think to tell me. A child. A literal piece of you. And your truth-sayer is the mother of that child. How many times did I see you both talking or arguing? And I knew something was going on, but I fucking trusted you! I thought she was a clingy ex you had some history with, not the mother of your firstborn!” I yell at him, fists clenching. “I never wanted to fucking bond with you, and I should have trusted that instinct. I never should have let you charm me into changing my mind.”
His eyes flicker with pain, remorse, and everything else it’s too late to be feeling. “Astrid—”
“What would you do if this situation were reversed?” I ask, taking a deep breath to try and calm myself down. “If I had a child with August and kept that from you? If we had a house together that he lived in, and I visited him every morning. Because that’s where you were going, right? That’s why you went missing every day. You were with your child, and you should be with your child. But what you should not do is fucking lie about it all.”
“You’re right,” he admits, jaw tight as marble. His eyes flicker to black when he adds, “And don’t mention anything about you and August again. That’s not something that is ever going to happen.”
He takes another step closer, his hands out as if approaching a wild beast that might attack him at any moment. And to be fair, I just might. “I should have told you. There are no excuses. I knew you weren’t sure, and I didn’t want to push you further away by telling you about Vale. I’m so sorry, Astrid. The way you looked at me with pure pain in your eyes, and knowing I did that to you, it was fucking agony. I’d kill anyone who hurt you, but this time it was me. I never want to see that look on your beautiful face again.”
“Vera said you want him to be your heir and take the throne,” I say, pulling a chair out and sitting down on it, facing him. “I’m guessing that’s another reason you didn’t want to tell me because if we have a son…” I swallow, remembering the vision of Vale and thinking he was our son, “… he won’t be the next king.”
The irony of this whole mess.
I bonded with him after having the vision of Vale. Without assuming he was my son, I probably would have held out.
You would have given in eventually. You love him.
“He’s my first-born son,” he says after a few long moments, then slides back against the door until he’s sitting on the floor, forearms resting on his knees. I’ve never seen him so defeated. “I know he’s not yours, but he’s mine. So, yes, of course, I want him as my heir. This was my plan before I met you, Astrid. I didn’t know if I’d ever find my mate. So yes, I had my life planned without factoring you into it. But things have changed now, and I want to make this work. I want you to be happy here with me.”
He’s finally being honest, but his words still cut me.
“If you had your life so well planned out, you should have left me alone and let me leave,” I reply, my voice deceptively calm. “But you wanted your power, too, didn’t you? And now you have it.”
“What I want now is you,” he replies, his brow furrowing. His ice-blue eyes look tortured. “Everything changed from the second I laid my eyes on you. Fuck the magic, Astrid. I just want you.”
When I stay silent, he sighs softly, then says, “My father had a son before he mated my mother.”
Arching my brow, I cross my arms over my chest. “And where is he now? Why isn’t he the heir?”
His lips tighten. “My mother didn’t want him. You know the fae customs. It was within her right to disown him. And she did. He was sent away, and then he was killed.”
“And you were scared I’d do the same to Vale?” I ask, blinking slowly.
Does he truly think I’m capable of doing that to a child?
Does he not know me at all?
“My mother was a good woman and a wonderful mother. I would have never thought she’d be capable of doing something like that,” he admits, his head resting back against the door, his eyes closing for a few moments before he opens them. “I just couldn’t take the chance that you would disown Vale or send him away. I’m sorry, Astrid, and I truly fucking mean that. It’s been hell here without you. I can’t eat or sleep, and my soul just fucking misses you.”
“You got everyone who made me feel comfortable here to lie to me,” I say, laughing without humor. The sound makes him flinch. “And then you expect me to come back and act like everything is fucking fine just because we’re mates?”
Rave had become my safe place. My home. And now I no longer feel like I have that.
“They hated lying to you,” he replies, raking his hand through his hair in frustration. I can see the regret in his eyes, but I still don’t feel any sympathy. He did this. “Trust me. This isn’t on them. After what happened to him, the king didn’t want me to tell you either.”
Everyone knew except me.
“This place was starting to feel like home,” I whisper, my breath hitching. I raise my eyes from my hands back up to him, pinning him with a stare. “And now it’s a fucking prison.”
“Astrid,” he whispers, hanging his head between his knees. His shadows reach out to comfort me, stroking my cheek, and I let them. I physically feel his pain through the bond, and it’s stifling, but I know he feels mine too.
He’s broken, but he is the one who messed it all up.
And I don’t know if we can ever come back from this.



CHAPTER EIGHT
Astrid
After Rave leaves, Soren arrives. My once-warded door, which was to keep everyone else out, now lets other people in.
“What do you want?” I ask, scowling as he steps inside. He’s not armed for the first time I can remember, and I wonder if it’s because he doesn’t want me trying to use his weapons on him.
“Princess.” He nods, smiling sadly as he pulls out a chair and sits. I’m sitting on the edge of my bed, and he’s keeping a safe enough distance. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about Vale. But it wasn’t my secret to tell.”
“I know,” I reply, folding my legs underneath me and leaning back on the silk sheets. “It’s all on Rave. Trust me, I know that. But it doesn’t make me feel any less foolish or betrayed.”
“So, what do you want to do then? Live with the incubi, and let your soul miss your mate? You won’t be able to stay away from him… you know that, right? It would hurt you both if you did that,” he says, his gray eyes flickering with sympathy. “And for the record, I told him to tell you. So did Pandora. We all fucking did, except for the king and Vera.”
“Can I ask you something?”
He nods.
“Were Rave and Vera together before I came along? I mean, I know nothing about their relationship or if they were still sleeping together,” I admit, sighing.
And I’m too proud to ask Rave about it, even though I know he’s the one who should be explaining this to me.
He rubs the back of his neck, and I imagine the question makes him uncomfortable, not wanting to upset his best friend. “They were on and off again for years. They never had a stable relationship. She was not a good match for him, but when she fell pregnant, he tried again for his son. It didn’t work out, though. It never does between them.”
That tells me everything and nothing.
And he doesn’t answer about whether or not he was still fucking her just before I showed up.
“I don’t want to be here,” I whisper, my lower lip trembling slightly. “But I don’t want to cause a war between the kingdoms either. What do I do, Soren?”
He stands, moves to sit next to me, and wraps his arm around my waist, my face leaning on his muscled shoulder.
“You belong here with us, Princess. You’re going to be the Queen of the Fae Kingdom to rule beside your true mate. Do you know how rare that is? I wouldn’t be in a rush to throw it all away. I know it hurts now, but maybe, in time, you can forgive him and still be happy here.”
“He’s locked me in this room.”
I can’t zip or break out the front door—I’ve already tried. The balcony door is also sealed.
There’s only one way I’m getting out of here, and that’s if he lets me.
“He’s not going to leave you in here, Rave just needs a little time to calm the fuck down. He doesn’t want you to zip away, which is impressive that you’re able to, by the way,” Soren replies, arching his brow. “And I couldn’t even track you. I could kind of feel you but couldn’t pinpoint your exact location. You’ve got some magic, Princess.”
“Not enough to get me out of here,” I grumble, and Soren chuckles, hugging me tighter.
“This is witch magic he’s used to ward it, so that’s probably why,” he explains just as the door opens, and Rave steps back in. He’s freshly bathed and dressed in his battle leathers, swords strapped to his back. His perfectly muscled body takes up the whole door frame. I can’t deny he’s a lethally sexy man—those piercing blue eyes, straight nose, and soft yet firm, kissable lips.
I remember exactly how they taste and the things they can do.
I also can’t forget how well they lie.
That familiar sandalwood scent hits me just as those icy-blue eyes narrow on me in Soren’s arms.
Soren tenses, then quickly lets me go while Rave’s eyes flicker from blue to black.
A warning.
Let him have his fucking tantrum, I don’t care. “What do you want?” My voice is laced with venom and sarcasm.
His gaze darts to the man beside me before returning to me. “More vampires have crossed into our territory.”
Soren stands, muttering a curse. “Give me ten minutes, and I’ll meet you out front.”
As he walks past Rave, shadows hold Soren immobile, and a gasp escapes him as the smoky tendrils constrict his throat.
“Don’t touch her like that again,” Rave threatens, his eyes still on me.
I’ve heard that when males are away from their mates, they don’t handle it well. This right here is the proof. Soren is his best fucking friend, but right now, he’s still seen as a threat.
“Rave, let him go,” I demand, standing up and rushing to Soren. “How dare you hurt him for comforting me!”
I’m going to kill him.
“I’m okay,” Soren promises me, absently touching the scar on his throat as he leaves. “You know I’d never betray you like that, Rave. I was only trying to make her feel welcome back here.” He storms off, leaving us alone.
“I can’t believe you did that to him.”
Soren has always been friendly around me, and Rave has never reacted that way.
“No other male touches you.” He growls, turns to leave, then hesitates. “I need to go and deal with this situation. Someone will bring you dinner and anything else you need. When I get back, we will talk about everything.”
“If you keep me locked up here longer than one night, I’m going to kill you! I’ll go fucking crazy,” I call out after him, but he’s already gone.
Celeste, my maid, brings up a tray of food and drinks, sheepishly smiling as she places it down on the table. Her blue tunic matches her pretty eyes. “Nice to see you, Princess.”
“You, too,” I reply, looking at what she’s brought me. “How have you been?”
“Good,” she replies, clasping her hands together. “It’s been hectic at the castle since you left. But at least there’s no more darkness. Is there anything else you want me to bring you?”
“He actually left this whole palace in darkness?” I ask, lifting the metal cover from the food and almost moaning at the perfectly roasted meat and vegetables.
“Palace?” she winces. “Try the whole of Aravelle.”
My eyes widen. “The whole city was in darkness?”
“On and off, yes,” she admits, shifting on her feet. “He was very upset when you left. He thought you had been taken.”
“I wasn’t. I left of my own accord,” I say, sitting down and pouring some wine. I suddenly need some. “Have you eaten yet?”
He let the whole city be suffocated by shadows?
She nods, bowing slightly. “Yes, I have. I better go back to help in the kitchens. Call out if you need anything.”
Sitting there alone, I slowly eat, contemplating my next move. I’m halfway through the bottle when Vale walks in and stares at me. He is a miniature version of Rave with his familiar blue eyes and dark hair. Vera was clearly just the incubator, but maybe he got her personality, especially if he went along with whatever ruse his mother had planned.
“Are you meant to be here?” I ask him when he continues to say nothing.
He shakes his head. “No, Princess. I am not. But I wanted to come and see you.”
“Why?” I ask, tilting my head to the side.
Feeling bolder, he walks closer to me and sits in the opposite chair. “You’re the woman my dad loves,” he says like it’s that simple. “And I know you tried to help me when I fell off the horse.”
“So that was true then?” I ask, remembering being able to sense his injuries but not heal him.
He nods. “Yes, it hurt. But I knew you couldn’t help me. My mother told me not to tell you I’m a void. I wanted to say sorry.”
Shit.
Rave’s son is here with an apology better than his.
Sighing, I take another sip of my wine. “You’re a child. It’s not your fault, but thank you for your apology. I accept it.”
“My dad said it’s not my fault too. But I could have been honest and told you the truth. You looked so scared when you thought I was dead.”
“I was scared,” I admit, reliving the moment. “How old are you?”
“Ten,” Vale replies, grinning. “You’re pretty. I see why Dad loves you.”
“How do you know that he loves me?” I ask, eyes narrowing.
He shrugs, glancing around my bedroom slash prison cell. “He told me. You’re the one he’s meant to be with.”
“He didn’t tell me about you,” I say quietly, wondering how much he knew.
“I know. That’s why I had to stay away from the castle,” he replies. “Are you upset…” His little lips curve down into a frown. “That I exist?” His words are hesitant and softly spoken.
My eyes widen as my stomach twists. “I’m upset he didn’t tell me from the start. It’s kind of a big deal, don’t you think?”
Then, something hits me.
“Your void magic, would that work on witch magic too?”
Vale flashes me another toothy grin. “Yes, why?”
“Why don’t we go for a walk and do something fun? We could go outside?” I ask, wondering if this will work.
Could I step out these doors if I’m next to him?
He would void the magic, right?
Even if it is a witch’s magic?
“Dad might be mad if I broke you out,” he replies, knowing exactly where my mind went. “But I don’t think you should have to stay in here all alone.”
“I agree.”
He then stands and holds out his little hand.
Smiling, I take it.
And then Rave’s son breaks me out of the prison his father put me in.



CHAPTER NINE
Astrid
Zipping back to my father’s kingdom will not solve anything, and I know that. However, I do need to see them before they show up on Rave’s doorstep with an army. I know they all have to be pissed, especially Bane, who was adamant about me only leaving when I wanted to. So, instead, I go fishing with Vale, who apparently spends a lot of his free time doing just that whenever he’s not training with his sword.
“Should we be doing this when it’s so dark?” I ask, staring up at the bright moon. “And when vampires are around?”
“I don’t know… you’re the adult,” he reminds me, which means we are in deep shit because I’m usually getting myself into some sort of trouble. He shines his torch light. I suppose as a void, he’d have to be used to not relying on magic. Holding up my palms, I close my eyes and envision what I want to create—a bright orb forming. It rises above our heads until we can see all around us.
“You’re going to chase away the squid with that,” he points out, staring at it with awe.
“Does your mom know where you are right now?” I ask, stepping away from a loud frog near my feet.
“No, she thinks I’m in bed,” he replies casually, cheering when he pulls up a fish on his line. “Look at this one.”
“Very impressive,” I reply with a wide smile. “Grab your fish, and let’s get out of here.”
We aren’t far from the castle. In fact, I see it from here, but if anything happens to Vale, I know how bad the situation would be and what it would look like for me.
We walk back side by side, his fish in the bucket we brought with us, his little rod leaning on his shoulder.
“I had fun tonight, Vale. And thank you for getting me out of the room,” I say to him as we step back inside the castle, where he leaves his rod by the door.
“Any time.” He beams.
We stop at the kitchen, where he hands his fish to the chef to cook for him.
“I’ll walk you back to your room,” he then announces.
My eyes widen at this little kid’s show of chivalry. “You’re a lot like your father, you know that?”
He laughs an adorable, musical sound. “I get told that… a lot.”
We stop at the front of my prison, but then I keep walking to the next door and open that one instead. This is the room that had become ‘our’ bedroom before he put me in my old room to hold me captive. “I’m not going back in that room.”
“I wouldn’t want to either.” Vale nods, coming in behind me. “I’ll break you out again if you need me to, so don’t worry.”
I study him as I sit on the edge of the black silk-covered bed. “And why would you do that, knowing it would upset both your parents?”
He takes the spot next to me. “I feel bad about what happened. And I don’t like seeing my dad sad. And he’s been really sad since you left.”
Shit.
You’d have to be evil not to like this kid.
How could Rave think that I’d banish him?
“Vale!” I hear Vera yell from down the hallway, and my head snaps to him. “I think we’re about to be in big trouble.”
His blue eyes widen as his mother appears at the door, her dark eyes simmering with fear and then anger as they land on me. “What are you doing in here with… her?”
She tries to step through the door but comes up against an invisible wall. It seems Rave even warded out his son’s mother from his room.
My lip twitches. “Vera, lovely to see you again.”
“I wish you never came back,” she snarls, her eyes gentling as they turn to her son. “I was so worried when you weren’t in bed, Vale. Come on, let’s go home.”
“I’m staying here tonight,” he replies, sliding to the edge of the bed. “Now that Princess Astrid knows everything, I don’t have to hide anymore.”
Smiling, I gently ask him, “Why don’t you go to bed and come back tomorrow?”
“Don’t tell my son what to do,” Vera yells, pointing her finger at me. Her red hair falls over her cheek, and she lets it stay there. “You’ve ruined everything for us, you know that? And I don’t care what you say or do, Vale will be the next king!”
Not wanting to talk about this in front of a child, I don’t bother engaging with her. But seeing her reminds me why I left this kingdom in the first place. The castle is more Vera’s home than it is mine. I’m the outsider here.
“What are you doing here?” Rave says as he stops in front of Vera. He turns and looks toward Vale and me, sitting on his bed together, his brow burrowing. “Vale?”
“Sorry, Dad,” his son says, shrugging. “I took the princess fishing. It wasn’t her fault, so don’t be angry.”
My eyes go to Vale, and he winks at me. I can’t help but laugh softly. This kid is charming and so much like his father. Rave steps into the room, leaving Vera at the ward boundary. “You know it’s not safe to go outside at nighttime.”
“I can protect her,” Vale replies, puffing out his chest. “I even caught her a fish.”
Rave crosses his arms as he studies us, a flash of amusement dancing in his eyes. “Astrid doesn’t eat fish.”
Vale snaps his head to me. “Why didn’t you tell me that?”
Shrugging, I admit, “I didn’t know you were catching it for me. And I did tell you we could do whatever you wanted to. You obviously like fishing.”
“I do.” He nods, standing and hugging his father. “I’m going to go to bed now. Goodnight, Princess.”
“Night, Vale,” I say, watching him leave with Vera, who throws a dirty look in my direction for good measure.
Now alone, Rave regards me with uncertainty. There’s blood on his tunic, and I know he’s killed tonight. “He walked you out of your room?”
“He did,” I reply, licking my suddenly dry lips.
His gaze follows the motion, and he steps closer to me. “And what do you plan on doing now? Are you going to try and leave again?”
I arch my brow, standing to face him. The air between us thickens, the bond wanting me closer to him, but my stubbornness won’t allow that. “You won’t be keeping me anywhere I don’t want to be, Rave. And if you try to lock me away again, you will lose me.”
“You were so sweet. What happened to you?” he mutters.
“That was when August was looking after me. This is the version of me you have created,” I reply, watching his expression shatter before my eyes—pain, regret, and anger flicker over him.
He swallows, his throat working with the motion. “There are no limits to what I’d do to keep you with me, Astrid. You are mine, and there is no escaping that. The bond might lessen with distance between us, but it will never disappear. We are tied together for the rest of our lives. You might hate me, but I’m yours. And that will never change.”
“That might not change, but other things will,” I say, and his eyes dilate. “You didn’t encourage me to learn how to zip so I couldn’t just leave, did you?”
A muscle feathers in his jaw, letting me know I’m right. “It’s not safe—”
“But now I can zip. I will be free to do and go where I want. And you will trust me to make those decisions,” I declare, closing the space between us until his boots touch my bare feet. “Things won’t be the same, Rave. This castle doesn’t seem like my home anymore. It feels more like I’ve walked into an already made family as an intruder—”
“That isn’t true. You are everything to me—”
I raise my hands. “This is your home. Your friends. Your family. Your ex. Your son. I thought it was becoming mine, but it was all one big lie. One that everyone was involved in except me.”
He runs a hand through his hair but stays silent, letting me continue, “And now I’ve found my own family. My father. My brothers. And my best friend, who you wouldn’t let me see before. I won’t be taken from them.”
“You aren’t living in their kingdom,” he snaps, touching my cheek and then lifting my face to study me while taking a shaky breath. “I fucked up, and I’m sorry I’ve made you feel like this isn’t your home. But it is. Your home is wherever I am. And I’m not letting you go, Astrid. I don’t give a fuck who I have to destroy.”
“And what if it’s me you destroy?” I whisper, my eyes narrowing.
His eyes slam shut, then open slowly. “What are you proposing?”
“I’m free to zip between the kingdoms. No war. No one gets hurt. I’ll visit my family, and I will always come back to you.”
His thumb strokes my cheek gently. “You’re asking me to let my heart go wander, not knowing how safe it will be.”
“You should have taken better care of your heart, or it wouldn’t want to wander,” I fire back, and he flinches.
“How long are you going to keep punishing me for this?” he asks softly, and there’s a flash of vulnerability in his gaze before he masks it.
“You can stop hurting when I do,” I reply, keeping my expression neutral.
He leans down and rests his forehead against mine. “As long as you are here.”
Misery loves company.
“I’ll go and see my father tomorrow and let him know I’m okay,” I tell him, and his head lifts, a shadow sliding across his face.
“You’ll stay with me tonight… in our bed. I need you next to me,” he demands, and I nod slowly.
As much as I hate Rave right now, the bond wants me near him.
But if he thinks anything more is happening, he’s in for a surprise.
No vision will be coming true this evening.
Because if anyone knows how to hold a grudge, it’s me.



CHAPTER TEN
Astrid
“Good morning, baby,” he whispers, kissing the top of my head. Opening my eyes, I realize, after starting out the night on the edge of the opposite side of the bed, that I’m now firmly on his side, my thigh between his, head on his bare shoulder. Lifting my head, I try to move away from him, but he tightens his hold.
“That was the best sleep I’ve had in days.”
It was mine, too, but I wasn’t about to admit that.
“I have to go see Zython,” I say, but Rave simply holds me against him, sighing deeply.
“I’m going to zip with you there so I know you’re safe.”
“Rave—”
“Nonnegotiable. I won’t stay… I’ll just deliver you to him,” he says, pushing my long, brown hair off my face. “We have a meeting with my father today about the war with the vampires. We need to decide if we will keep defending our lands or enter their territory to attack.”
I don’t know why he’s suddenly so open with information, but maybe he is trying to include me and make me feel like I belong here again.
“Or you could tell your father to stop fucking the Vampire Queen and give her back to her king,” I reply without thinking.
Rave stills. “What did you say?”
Shit. I didn’t tell Rave about what I saw in my vision because I’d have no way of explaining how I knew that. Taking my time stretching, trying to come up with something to say, I decide on, “I just heard that perhaps the Fae King and the Vampire Queen are lovers. So, this war we’re all fighting is really just a lovers’ dispute.”
He pulls me back to the bed and straddles me, making sure not to put his full weight on me. “He told me he saved her because the Vampire King mistreats her.”
I shrug, looking away from those icy eyes that can see right into my soul. “Just repeating what I heard.”
Or saw, as it was.
He nods slowly. “Thank you for telling me.”
When he lowers his lips to mine, he gives me time to pull away. And I want to. However, the bond purrs its approval, and I find myself wrapped up in him. The kiss is gentle at first, testing, but it deepens into something else completely when I kiss him back. He kisses me like he’s starving, and I’m the only thing fueling him. It’s like our lips contain the answers to all life’s problems, and he’d rather give up oxygen than my mouth.
But his kiss still tastes like betrayal.
And like an apology, all mixed into one.
He lifts his shirt I wore to sleep in, paying attention to my breasts, kissing and sucking on the pebbled nipples before moving further south. He’s in a rush. Maybe he thinks I’m going to change my mind about letting him touch me, and who knows, maybe I will.
And then my panties are slid to the side, and his mouth is on my pussy, licking up and down my slit before circling my clit in a clockwise direction, causing my back to arch.
It’s been too fucking long, and I need this release.
I fucking deserve it.
Apparently, my body can’t hold a grudge as long as my mind can.
My fingers thread into his thick, dark hair, pulling on the strands as my hips reach up to him. Just as I’m about to come, he pulls away, lifting his head to look at me, his lips wet.
“Don’t stop,” I demand.
“Who do you belong to, Princess? I want you to say my name as you come. Remember whose pussy this is,” he orders, and I bite my bottom lip, not wanting to give in to him, but also so fucking on the edge that my pride has taken leave. I feel tendrils of shadows twist around my body, pressure on my nipples, and what feels like a hand on my throat, making me so wet there’s nothing I wouldn’t say yes to right now. His lips and chin glisten with my wetness, and I’ve never seen a more erotic sight.
“You, I belong to you,” I call out, moaning as he lowers his face back to my sex and slides his talented tongue in all the right places. I’d say anything right now to get what I want, but that doesn’t mean my words should be trusted.
“Rave,” I whisper as I fall over the edge, pleasure hitting my core and extending all over my body. “Fuck.”
“That’s my good girl.” He growls against me.
Even after I’ve finished, he keeps going down on me, and I come again and again until it’s too much, and I push him away.
When he stands up off the bed, I see how hard his cock is through his tented pants, and I lick my lips, reaching out for him.
He takes a step back, heated eyes going back to my pussy. “That was just for you.”
“And I want your cock inside me,” I demand, reaching down to stroke myself as he watches.
“Does that mean you’ve forgiven me?” he asks, swallowing hard.
No, no, it does not.
“You think a few orgasms is all it’s going to take for me to forget what you did? Your tongue is good, Rave, but not that good,” I reply in a saccharine-sweet tone. “Now fuck me, or someone else will. Mate.”
I’m playing a very dangerous game here, and I know it, but I want the angry hate sex. I want him to fuck me hard, punishing us both for the mess we’ve got ourselves in.
For the fuck-up that is our relationship.
His eyes dilate, and he slides down his pants with an angry jerk, his perfect cock jutting out proudly in front of him. It’s long, hard, thick, and makes me almost forget I hate him.
Almost.
Without any warning, he straddles me, spreading my thighs and sheathing me with one smooth stroke, the bed shaking with his strength. He continues to fuck me ruthlessly, reaching between us to stroke my clit. I’m so wet I feel it dripping out of me and onto the sheets. My hips meet his with every thrust as I push back against him.
He brings his lips to my ear. “You won’t fuck anyone else. If you do, I’ll find out and destroy them. Do you hear me? There is no other fae alive who could take me. You are mine. This wet little cunt is mine.”
My eyes widen at his dirty mouth. And why is it so fucking hot when he speaks to me like that?
I moan as heat pools in my lower belly. “Actually, there is another fae alive who can take you,” I pant, scoring my nails down his muscled back. “Me.”
And if he hurts someone I care about, I will step in.
“Astrid—”
My moans cut him off as I start to come all over him, and he joins me, his spine stiffening as he releases inside me. He rests his forehead against mine with his eyes closed as we catch our breaths, and I feel that he’s already hard again inside me. He presses a gentle kiss to my lips. Then he pulls out, sliding his cum all over me.
“What are you doing?” I ask, sitting up, turned on as he coats my inner thighs.
“Making sure you’re covered in my scent before I drop you off with a bunch of males I don’t fucking trust,” he seethes, his jaw tightening. His eyes are now swirls of ocean blue and shadowed black, and I know it must be hard for him to send his mate away to another kingdom. But it’s also hard for me to be here, reminding me of his fucking omissions and lies.
Rolling my eyes, I get up and go to have a bath. He follows me, sitting by the tub when I slide in.
“When will you be back?” he asks, his gaze locked on mine.
Shrugging, I pick up some soap and start to clean myself. “I don’t know, tomorrow?”
Shadows streak his eyes. “Remember that favor you owed me? To be called upon at my time of choosing?”
It feels like I made that agreement a lifetime ago when he let August leave the royal dungeons.
“Yes?” I reply warily, wondering if he will ask me to stay.
“Come back tonight,” he orders.
My eyebrows rise. “You’re using the favor for that?”
“I am,” he replies, rubbing the back of his neck. “I want you back in my bed tonight.”
I study him for a few moments before hesitantly agreeing. “Okay, I’ll be back tonight then.”
His shoulders relax slightly, and he nods slowly before joining me on the opposite side of the tub. Rave doesn’t bring up Vera or Vale. He lifts my feet onto his lap and starts massaging them, his head tipped back, eyes hooded.
I know he means everything he says.
He would try and destroy any other man who had me.
But what he needs to remember is that the winning team…
… is always going to be whichever one I stand on.



CHAPTER ELEVEN
Astrid
We zip together, and he stands with me at the large iron gates. It’s colder here than in Aravelle today. The sky is overcast, gray, and gloomy. Rave doesn’t seem to want to let go of my hand, rubbing his thumb across my knuckles. “I’ll come back for you tonight.”
Pursing my lips, I shake my head. “No, I will come back by myself.”
“Astrid—”
“I agreed to be back tonight, and I will.”
He nods slowly and pulls out a necklace from his pocket. “I got this for you. Hold the stone and say my name, and I will come for you.”
“It’s beautiful,” I murmur, admiring the black diamond. I turn around and move my long braid so it’s sitting over my shoulder. His lips almost touch my ear as he puts it around my neck, his fingers brushing my nape and sending tingles down my spine. “Thank you.”
He circles to face me. “Anything for my princess. I’ll always be here for you, no matter what.”
“Thank you,” I say quietly, running my fingers over the pendant. “And Rave?”
“Yes?” he replies, and I hate the hope that flashes in his gaze like he thinks I might be changing my mind about leaving.
“Don’t leave the city in darkness again, please.”
I can’t have that on my conscience.
“I’ll try not to lose control this time,” he promises before leaning forward and kissing my forehead.
I step away from him, smiling at the guard who opens the gate for me.
“My princess…” He bows, then glances up at me. “The king will be so happy you have returned.”
I step into the Incubus castle, leaving behind my mate. I feel his eyes on my back as I walk up to the palace, yelping in surprise when Axe zips right in front of me, lifting me in the air. “You’re back.”
“I am.” I laugh as he puts me down and looks over my shoulder at Rave.
“Take her again without her permission, and it’s war,” he calls out, scowling. “We were just getting ready to zip there to retrieve her.”
“My princess and I have come to an agreement,” Rave calls back, shadows swirling in his palms at the threat. “If anything happens to her while in your care, you will all die. I will set this kingdom in darkness for the rest of its existence. Do you understand?” Axe nods once, and then Rave brings his icy-blue stare back to me. “I will see you later, baby.”
He disappears, and I look up at Axe, who has a raised eyebrow and green eyes full of questions. “Come on, let’s go tell everyone you’re here. We’ve been getting the army ready to march to the Fae Kingdom. Bane has been extra determined to get you back. You must have really made an impression on him, little sister. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen Bane care about anything. Not that I’d mention that to the Prince of Shadows.”
Okay, I can’t handle that bit of information right now.
Bane is the last person here who should want to fight for me because I’m not related to him. I’m literally not his problem at all. Even though I didn’t need saving, it’s sweet that he would have come for me if I needed him to. And August? Where is he?
“I don’t want a war started over my messed-up love life,” I respond in a dry tone, letting him lead me through the palace, where we run into Kai and Zython.
“Astrid?” My father says, pulling me against his chest. “He let you come back?”
“I made a deal,” I explain, shrugging. “You guys are my family, and I won’t let him keep me from you all. There is no need for war over this.”
He lets me go, only for Kai to hug me next. “I’m glad you’re okay. We were worried. Rave has a reputation for being a hard-ass.”
“Rave would never hurt me.”
I’m the one person safe from him.
Well, Vale and me, of course.
And Vera.
How could I forget her?
We’re all one big happy family.
I don’t mention to them how he locked me in my old room. They don’t need to know that. If Vale didn’t break me out, I wonder how long Rave would have kept me locked up in there.
Zython leads me outside, where Bane and August stand together, a group of four tall, muscled warriors with them. The first thing I notice is that Bane is shirtless. And I’d be blind not to notice. Like Rave, he has an extremely muscled body, likely forged by years of training. His tattoos and runes cover his chest and disappear into his trousers. Just how low do they go? The tattoos look a little raised, as if they might be covering some scars. What’s the story behind those? The second thing I notice is that he has cut off his hair—his once shoulder-length locks are now gone. The longer on top and short on the sides style suits him.
Zython clears his throat, clearly catching me out, and I turn to him with a shrug.
“I’m mated, not blind,” I mutter.
He laughs loudly, and it gets the attention of August and Bane, who rush over when they see me. “And you are half succubus. Let’s not forget that one.”
Right.
Lust.
I thrive off it.
It’s weird for a woman who was a virgin until she was twenty-five and never showed much interest in the opposite sex. I assume I was a late bloomer.
August picks me up off the ground and spins me around. “Good to see you, Star.”
“And you.” I grin, laughing as he puts me down and hugs me. My eyes connect with Bane’s over his shoulder.
“We were worried,” Bane admits, his eyes scanning my face. He lowers his voice, nostrils flaring. “Although maybe we shouldn’t have been. You smell like him.”
My cheeks heat, and I clear my throat. Damn Rave and his possessiveness. Now they all know I went back and fucked him while they were about to go and fight to get me back.
“Yes, well. Call off your warriors. And for the record, I don’t want anyone going to war for me. We have enough problems without adding that on top of it,” I say, but my tone is gentle.
When August lets me go, I wrap my arms around Bane’s torso, and he stills, hesitating before squeezing me against his warm, bare chest. “Thank you.”
“For what?” he asks, his tone husky.
I let him go and step back, my mating bands tingling. “You know what.”
For almost going to war for me.
Kai grabs me from behind, putting me in a gentle chokehold. “The Succubus Princess has returned. It’s sunny once more. Call off the army. Let’s celebrate.”
“Let her go, Kai,” Zython scolds, pulling me away from him. “Come on, Astrid, let’s go have something to eat together. You guys can do your celebrating later on.”
I have to admit, it feels good to be back.



CHAPTER TWELVE
Astrid
“Pandora will be pissed. She left just before you arrived,” August says, studying me over his cup of ale. After I spent a few hours with Zython, the men dragged me out to a club called Lust to have a few drinks. I told them I had to return before the night is over, which they weren’t too happy about. But Rave called in his favor, and I will stick to my promise.
“Did she go back to her kingdom?” I ask, taking a sip of my wine. I’m on my second glass, honestly, I feel… free.
However, I should cut myself off now because I won’t be able to zip back if I’m drunk.
“Yeah, but she said she’d see you later,” he replies, and I wonder what happened between them. I know they slept together, but was it a one-time thing or something more? As if reading my mind, he rakes a hand through his brown hair and arches his brow. “Something you want to ask me?”
“Are you two a thing now?” I blurt out, and Axe chuckles from next to me.
“No,” he replies, jaw tightening. “Just a little fun.”
“Well, I’m glad you are enjoying yourself,” I say to him quietly, and I mean it. He deserves to be happy. And I know he will because I’ve seen it.
“It’s not what I wanted,” he replies, clearing his throat. “But it is what it is, Star. And I’m happy to have you back in my life. Even if I’m now stuck in a different kingdom than you with your long-lost family.”
“We’re not that bad,” Kai replies, smirking.
“You all basically adopted August when you found me.” I smile, liking the fact. “I’m happy he has somewhere he can call home now.”
“We take in all the strays,” Axe teases, winking at Bane, whose lip twitches in amusement.
“Prince Bane,” a pretty demon says as she approaches our table. Her fangs peek out against her blood-red lips as she speaks.
Wait, Prince?
She runs her hand down his bicep, but he gently catches her wrist and removes it. I look away as he whispers something in her ear, not wanting to stare.
“Prince?” I mouth to Kai and Axe, who grin.
“Bane, you want to explain your title to the princess?” Kai suggests, crooking his finger to a gorgeous blonde fae who saunters over with a sultry smile and sits on his lap.
Bane turns to me, ignoring the demon, who eventually walks off. “My father was the Demon King. He had me before he met his mate, and she didn’t want anything to do with me. When he died, I was banished from the kingdom, and Zython took me in and raised me.”
I swallow hard, realizing his life is exactly why Rave kept Vale from me.
“So, who is the king there now?” I ask, frowning. I don’t remember it being a queen who ruled the demon lands.
“She remarried,” he explains, his eyes not leaving me. “They didn’t have any children together, so really, I could challenge them for the throne.”
He’s the only heir.
The exiled prince.
I want to ask if he wants to do that, but this isn’t the place. “I’m sorry they did that to you.”
He tilts his head slightly and shrugs his broad shoulders. He’s got a drink in his hand, but he hasn’t taken more than a sip. “Just the hand I’ve been dealt, Princess. I still live as a prince, just in a different kingdom. I’m lucky that Zython took me in. He’s never treated me any differently than his own.”
It’s interesting because Zython has been raising Bane and not me.
But he’s clearly a good male.
“I’ll have to leave in an hour or so,” I tell the table, wrinkling my nose at Kai, who is now kissing the woman’s neck.
“I’ll zip you back,” Bane states, tipping his head to my glass. “Don’t want you ending up in vampire territory or something.”
“When will you be back?” August asks, brow furrowing.
“I don’t know… in a couple of days? I’ll stay longer next time,” I say, downing the rest of my glass and placing it on the table.
“Is Rave going to allow that?” Axe asks, leaning back in his chair with his eyebrows raised. His shoulder-length hair is tied in a leather band today, and he looks so much like a younger Zython.
“Rave doesn’t own her,” Bane states, a scowl plastered on his lips.
Axe tilts his head to the side, considering. “They are fated mates.”
Apparently, no more needs to be said.
“She is much more than someone’s mate. She is our only princess,” Bane replies, glaring at my brother.
Yeah, about that.
“Why do you think Zython was able to have a daughter after a century of only male heirs?” I ask them, my brow furrowing. “Do you think the curse is over?”
“If we find more succubi, then it’s safe to say that yes, maybe after a century, the curse has been lifted.” Axe nods, hope flickering in his green eyes. “Or maybe you’re just a miracle.”
I hope the curse is over because otherwise, it’s a lot of pressure on me, and I can’t even help them with their bloodlines because I’m mated to a fae instead of an incubus.
The fates must be up there laughing at this whole situation.
Kai stands with the woman in his arms, too lost in his lust to even contribute to this conversation. “I’m heading off, sister. I’ll see you when you get back.”
“Okay,” I call out. “Be safe! I don’t want any unplanned nieces or nephews.”
“Had enough of unplanned kids?” Bane teases, and I elbow him in his hard stomach. He grins, and I feel like it hurt me more than him.
Axe chokes on his beer, his lips curved upward. “We’re all waiting for our mates. We’re not going to chuck a Rave.”
“Oh, please don’t make that a saying,” I grumble while they all chuckle at my expense. 
“You’re okay, though, right?” August asks, his brown eyes not leaving mine. “You know you can come to me.”
“I know,” I say, everything in me softening. “You have all been amazing, and I’m lucky to have you.”
I mean every word.
They would all have my back in anything, and I appreciate that more than they know.
When it’s time for me to return, Bane walks me outside the club, our arms almost touching. The air has cooled down, and he wraps his leather jacket around my shoulders without me asking. “Thank you.”
“You sure you want to go back?” he asks, shifting on his feet.
I nod. “I promised I would, but I’ll be back soon. This place has turned into my second home.”
He takes my wrist and lifts it, eying the bracelet Zython gave me. “You need us, you know what to do. If you say my name, I will come. It will work for any of us. I see Rave gave you something similar.”
I absently touch the necklace. “He did. Between you all, I think I’m pretty safe.”
He murmurs ‘hmmm’ in reply, and I stop and turn to him. “What’s the history with you and Rave? When you first saw each other, you already knew each other.”
And clearly, they aren’t the best of friends.
“As princes, we’ve all been around each other at some point or another,” he explains, staring up at the moon and stars before bringing those dark eyes back to me. “When we were growing up, they used to make us all compete against each other in fighting and sporting events to see who the best was. Often, Rave and I were the last two standing. So it’s always been pretty competitive between the two of us.”
My eyes widen as I picture that.
“And most of us have already been to war. I’ve met Rave on the battlefield several times, and we’re usually not on the same side.”
“You’re all so young to have seen so much war,” I reply, closing his jacket around me as the wind picks up. The war when the veil opened was the worst one our realm has seen, with some trying to fix the veil and others wanting it torn down. Many lives were lost, and, of course, in the end, the veil was destroyed.
“I’m older than Rave, but yes, sons of kings were bred for this reason,” he replies, shrugging. “We fight their battles until we prove ourselves, and then we usually become them.”
“We can all forge our own path,” I say, offering him my hand.
But I don’t know if that’s true.
As a seer, I know exactly how our paths are cut out for us.
“Why did you cut your hair?” I ask him, staring at him. “Don’t get me wrong, I think it looks good on you.”
He grins and runs a hand over his new, shorter style. “Demon magic requires some give and take. A sacrifice.”
I tilt my head to the side. “What magic did you use that required a sacrifice?”
He swallows hard, his throat bobbing. He hesitates as if deciding whether or not to answer me honestly but then nods once. “When Rave took you back, I put a protection spell on you. I felt out of control, not knowing if you were okay.”
I lick my suddenly dry lips. “How does that work exactly?”
He shifts on his feet. “No one would have been able to physically hurt you. It doesn’t last long, maybe a few days, but long enough to give me some peace of mind. It’s pretty dark demon magic.”
“Thank you,” I whisper.
Even though it wasn’t necessary, he did whatever he could, and that loyalty won’t ever be forgotten.
His dark eyes flicker to amber as he stares at my neck for a second before he takes my hand. Why was he looking at my neck like that? Wait, is he hungry? I know he has fangs, and some demons drink blood, just like vampires. My pulse picks up, and I wonder if he can tell. Does Bane feed on lust and blood?
We’re about to zip when a surge of magic hits us, pushing us backward.
Bane grabs and puts me behind him as six men approach, forming a circle around us.
“We heard a rumor about a young succubus,” one of the men sneers, an incubus mixed with a shifter by the looks of it. His nostrils flare as he sniffs in my direction. “You broke the curse. And when we saw you with the princes, we had to wonder.”
“If you know who I am, then you know how stupid you are to try and attack us,” Bane replies, and I feel the magic pulsing from his skin. I appreciate him trying to protect me, but I don’t need it. Turning so I have his back, I face the other men, who leer at me.
“Imagine what she would be worth,” one of them says, his red eyes and horns giving him away as at least part demon.
Thunder rumbles in the now raging sky, with lightning crackling close by. Bane presses his back against mine, making me an extension of him. I throw a shield up just as the attacks come, and Bane takes out three of them with a lightning strike.
Shit. He’s a fucking storm daddy.
I’d hate to be on his bad side.
The fire demon throws all he has at me, but my shield is impenetrable. I wonder if it could block out Bane’s strikes, too, but I don’t want to test that right now.
“Fuck, you are strong,” Bane says, sounding both surprised and impressed.
“Says the one manipulating lightning,” I reply, realizing I will have to drop the shield so we can get out of here.
“You ready?” I ask.
He puts his hands on my waist, turns me so I’m behind him, and faces the last three still standing. “I am now.”
I drop the shield, and Bane puts up his fists, ready to take them all on if necessary.
“Grab her!” one of them yells, and they try to come for me. Bane knocks one down with a punch to his nose while one of the incubi tries to knock me out with a fist to the face. I duck in time and push him back with a kick to the stomach, giving me a second to regain my footing before doing a high kick to his head. He goes down. I assume all that training with Rave and the others has paid off. When all three men are down, I hear Bane mutter a curse.
“What?” I ask him, turning him around to face me.
My eyes widen as I see the knife sticking out of his stomach. “Okay, that’s going to hurt. Come on, let’s go somewhere quiet so I can take it out.”
I lead him around the corner in a dark alleyway behind the bar, where no one is around. He leans against the stone-clad wall and lifts his blood-covered hands away from his wound. Stepping closer to him, I put my hand on the knife’s hilt and look into his dark eyes. “You ready?”
He nods slowly, his gaze once again darting to my neck. “Why do you keep doing that?” I blurt out, eyes narrowing. “Are you hungry? You need blood, too, right?”
Amber rolls across his irises. “Fuck, I’m sorry. Yes, I need to feed, but that’s not your problem.”
“How often do you need to?” I ask him, biting my lower lip.
“Once a week. Fuck!” he grits out as I pull out the blade without any further warning. Blood drips onto the ground, and I quickly place my hands on his tunic and start to heal him. Heat takes over me, starting at my fingers until it envelops my entire body, my eyes slamming shut as I mentally picture his wound healing itself. When I let go, I look up to find him watching me with wide eyes.
“You didn’t have to do that,” he murmurs, lifting his tunic to reveal his smooth abs. Aside from the blood, you would never have known he was injured. “You are incredible, you know that?”
Smiling, I realize that although I do feel a little tired, it’s nothing like it used to be. I’m less drained than I thought I would be, and I don’t feel the need to sleep it off like before.
“I should go, and you need to feed,” I tell him, taking a step back from him. “I can zip back alone.”
“That won’t be necessary,” comes a deep, furious tone from the right of us.
Spinning around, I come face to face with Rave, who steps out of the shadows, taking me in from head to toe with eyes dark as night, his jaw so tight it must be uncomfortable, and a lot of barely restrained power. He’s wearing a leather tunic and pants, fitting enough to see his muscular form, and looks like he walked out of hell itself. “Although I do want to know why my mate is alone in a dark corner with another male.”
Yeah, it kind of looks bad.
He holds out his hand, waves of darkness floating from his fingers.
“What?” I ask, my brow furrowing.
“Take it off. Now,” he demands.
Bane’s jacket. Damn, I forgot about it.
I remove the jacket and hand it to him. He throws the jacket at Bane, who catches it and slides a sleeve over his arm.
The anger-infused air is thick and suffocating, and if I don’t handle this right, a fight will break out between them.
Through our bond I feel how hurt Rave is at seeing me with Bane, especially when I haven’t fully forgiven him yet. I hate that I made him feel this way.
“We were attacked. I was stabbed, and she healed me,” Bane summarizes, pushing off the wall and standing next to me, but not too close because he’s clearly an intelligent incubus.
Rave’s bottomless-pit eyes give me another once-over, concern flashing in them. “Are you okay?”
I nod. “There were six of them. They heard about me being a succubus and thought I would be worth something if they took me.”
He turns to Bane, gritting his teeth. “If you cannot take care of her in your kingdom, she won’t be returning here.”
“She’s standing here, unharmed,” Bane points out, crossing his arms over his chest. “I protected her with my life as I will continue to do.”
“Yes, and why is that, Bane? Shouldn’t her brothers be with her or her friend?” he asks, staring Bane down with a look that would make a lesser man wither. “Why are you so interested in my princess?”
Oh, fuck.
“Rave—”
“She’s also our princess,” he reminds Rave, scowling. “And she is family now. I protect her just as her brothers or father would.”
“As long as you remember, she is very much taken,” Rave replies quietly, gently taking my wrist and rubbing his thumb over the mating band like a brand. He lowers his tone to a deathly quiet threat. “And I will burn down all eight kingdoms before I let anyone take her from me.”
Bane’s hands clench to fists, his eyes flicking amber, but Rave zips me back home before he says anything.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Astrid
Instead of taking us to his room, as I thought, we land on the border of our kingdom, right where we once fought vampires together.
“Why are we here?” I ask, looking out over the terrain. We’re on a hill overlooking the vampire territory filled with thick, lush trees shaded in moonlight. It’s not safe to be here, yet I feel nothing but safe with the male standing next to me. Even if he has hurt me and broken our trust, I still know he would do anything to protect me.
“You know I’ve never claimed to be a good male. I’ve done some terrible things, some I’m not proud of. I know you heard things about me, which is why you didn’t want me in the first place. And I know I lied to you. I was so fucking scared anything else you found out would push you further away, and I didn’t know you well enough to risk Vale,” he says, tilting my face up to look into my eyes.
“But ever since I met you, I’ve been trying to be better. To be worthy of you. I don’t care if I’m the villain in everyone’s story as long as I’m everything in yours. I don’t care how long it takes, I will regain your trust. I love you, Astrid. I used to think of having a mate as a way to become more powerful, but that changed the second I met you. Now, I want you. Fuck the magic. Fuck my title. I just want you.”
His vulnerability takes me by surprise and lowers my guard a little. “I trusted you, Rave, even though I knew I shouldn’t. I still did, and you made me regret it.”
“I know,” he whispers, running his thumb along my jawline.
“I want the truth, the whole ugly truth, not just you telling me what I want to hear,” I demand, resting my hand on his forearm.
“What do you want to know?” he asks, and I realize I’m asking him to be honest when I haven’t told him everything. But his comment about only wanting a mate for the power made me think about my first vision of him and how he’d somehow taken my magic from me. Was that what he had originally intended?
Raking my teeth over my bottom lip, I ask something I’ve wanted to know for a long time now. “Before I came along, were you in a relationship with Vera? Did you dump her because of me, or were the two of you already done?”
When he drops his hand from my face and runs it through his dark hair, I know I’m not going to like this answer. “Vera and I were on and off again for a long time. We had ended things for good when she told me she was pregnant with Vale, and then we tried to make it work for him. I didn’t want to have a child with someone other than my mate, and I didn’t want to be in a committed relationship either. I don’t think it’s fair on anyone, knowing we could meet our fated mates at any time.”
“But you still got her pregnant,” I point out, arching my brow.
He nods slowly. “She was taking the contraceptive herbs, and apparently, she had forgotten.”
“Is that why you offered to take them with us? You didn’t trust me to?” I ask him, frowning. Did he think I’d trick him, too, like she did? Because there is no doubt in my mind, she tried to trap him.
“Astrid,” he growls out, a muscle working in his jaw. “I said I’d take them so you didn’t have to worry about it. If you wanted a child, I’d give you one right now. You said you wanted to wait, so we’re going to wait. All you have to do is ask, and I will make it happen.”
“Anything I want?” I ask.
“Anything,” he replies, icy-blue eyes scanning my face. “If you wanted the fucking moon, I would get it for you.”
Thinking over his words, I press further. “When did you fuck her last?”
His throat works as he swallows. “A few months before you strolled into the palace gardens.”
“I see,” I reply, the thought of him being with another woman making my skin crawl. “Do you love her?”
His eyes flash. “No, I don’t. I care about her as my son’s mother. I respect her and probably let her get away with far too much for that reason, but I don’t love her, no. I’ve never felt for another woman what I feel for you.”
“And who have you fucked between her and me? Because I know you haven’t been alone for a few months.”
There’s no way, and I want to know if the rumors I heard were true.
His jaw tightens. “No one who will be an issue.”
“So, you did fuck around the entire eight kingdoms?” I ask, my eyes narrowing.
“No, but I didn’t go without. Anyone before you doesn’t matter, Astrid. My life is in two parts… before you and after you. And be on my ass for anything that happens after I met you, but don’t hold the before against me,” he replies, his eyes almost pleading with me. “I didn’t know it would be like this. I had no fucking idea, or I would have just waited for you.”
My eyes widen as I process that.
“Now I have a question for you,” he continues.
“What?” I ask, biting the inside of my cheek.
“Has Bane made a move on you? Tried to kiss you?” he asks through clenched teeth. “I’ve seen how he looks at you. It’s the same way August does. And I don’t fucking like it.”
Something in his tone warns me to tread very carefully.
“And how do you look at me then?”
“I look at you like you are my fucking heart, and they look at you like you are water, and they are dying of thirst. Like you can save them from this miserable immortal existence and give their life some meaning. But for me, you aren’t just water. You are the whole fucking ocean and mine to love and protect. Now answer my question.”
Love and protect?
I want to remind him of his lies and throw those words in his face, but I bite my tongue instead.
“No, he hasn’t,” I reply, my brow furrowing. “Bane has been nothing but a gentleman to me.”
“If it wouldn’t upset you, I would fucking destroy him,” he mutters, pulling me against his hard body.
“You fucked up, Rave. There’s no point blaming anyone else. You don’t get to threaten the people who have come to support me when you’re the one who hurt m-me,” I say, my voice cracking a little.
“You don’t think I know that?” he says into my hair. “Trust me, I do. I know I’m the one who ruined everything, but I will also be the one to fix it.”
He says it like an oath.
“How do you fix the ocean you’ve poisoned, Rave?” I ask in a soft tone, and his breath hitches.
“One bucket at a fucking time if I have to,” he whispers, fingers sliding along my face, tracing my lips so sweetly and gently that it makes me want to break down in his arms.
“Come on, let’s get you in bed.” He sighs, kissing the top of my head.
We zip to the front of the palace and walk inside hand in hand.
I really want to trust him, but after everything he hid from me, it’s not making me want to tell him my biggest secret.
“You’re back,” Soren says as he runs into us in the long hallway leading to our rooms. He stops in front of us, gray eyes giving me a once-over.
“Did you think I was going to do a runner?” I ask in a dry tone.
“Never know with you, Princess,” he replies, his lip twitching. He then turns to Rave. “We have a council meeting tomorrow morning. The Shifter King’s seer has seen a few things that will help us plan our next move with the vampires.”
The mention of Laurel, the seer, makes my stomach sour. The way I’ve seen her being treated and the hollow look in her eyes still haunts me.
Rave nods. “Astrid was attacked tonight. People are finding out about her succubus side and now want to kidnap her.”
Soren sighs and runs his fingers through his blond hair. “Fucking perfect.”
“We will discuss it all tomorrow,” Rave says, dismissing Soren.
He leads me to our bedroom and strips me bare. Rave fills up the tub and lets me soak in it, washing away the last traces of Bane’s blood. When I’m done, he dries me with a soft towel and tucks me in bed like I’m precious.
I’m almost asleep when I think I hear him whisper, “Please don’t ever leave me.”
But I must be hearing things because Rave would never be so vulnerable.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Astrid
After waking up to an empty bed, I walk down for breakfast, but I come to a stop when I see Rave standing there with Vale and Vera. He throws his head back and laughs at something his son says while Vera looks on in amusement. Her normally pinched expression is relaxed, and I can’t lie, seeing them together as a family hurts. My stomach twists painfully, and I absently rub the mating bands at my wrist, twisting my fingers around them.
I’m the intruder here.
How am I meant to find my place here?
Not wanting to interrupt them, I turn back and decide to skip breakfast, instead heading outside to get some fresh air.
“You okay?” Soren asks, his brow furrowing as he takes in my solemn expression. His blond hair is disheveled like he, too, has just gotten out of bed and hadn’t bothered to tame it.
“I’m fine.” I sigh, wringing my hands.
“Come here. You look like you need a hug,” he murmurs, pulling me into his arms. “I know none of us are your favorite people right now, and we all deserve that. But Rave is my best friend, and he told us he would tell you when he’s ready. It’s fucked up, I know. And I want you to know that I’m sorry.”
“I know it’s Rave’s fault and no one else’s,” I admit, sighing. “But I feel betrayed and almost like I don’t belong here anymore. I don’t know. It’s changed everything.”
This isn’t something I can just forgive because it’s a big fucking shift in my mindset and how I feel about my place here.
He kisses the top of my head. “He knew he was fucking up by lying to you, but I didn’t think he knew how bad it would be. He loves you, Princess. I never thought I’d see the day he loved someone like this. I think you have to realize he never knew if he would meet his fated mate. None of us do. So, he planned his life without factoring that in. He’s raised Vale like he’s going to be the next heir. He never planned for you, but that doesn’t mean he’s not grateful he found you. You brought him to life. I’ve never seen him so happy, so at ease…” he pauses and adds, “… and now miserable, but he did that to himself.”
My lip twitches. “He really did.”
“You should have seen him while you left yesterday. He was basically looking for a fight, so I took him to the border to kill some vampires,” he adds, looking over my head. “Speaking of the devil.”
I feel his magic before I see him.
“You both need to talk to each other and lay it all on the table,” he says quietly, letting go of me and stepping back.
I nod. “You’re right. I need to yell at him and get it all out… give him a piece of my mind. Maybe throw some magic at him and watch him suffer.”
“That’s not exactly what I meant—”
“Is everything okay?” Rave asks, coming to stand next to me, his sandalwood scent hitting my senses. He looks sexy as sin, and I can’t help checking out his muscled thighs in the leather fighting pants he’s wearing. His black tunic is rolled up at the sleeves, showing off more corded muscle. He lifts his hand to brush a curl off his forehead, and my eyes stare at the veins on his arms, which are also somehow extremely attractive. His eyes darken when he feels my arousal through the bond, and I clear my throat. “Everything is fine, why?”
He tilts his head to the side, his nostrils flaring slightly. “Just wondering what other reason Soren has to have his arms around you.”
I roll my eyes and put my hand on his chest. “He was comforting me. If that is a crime in your eyes, then you have a fucking problem.”
His head snaps toward me, and his gaze rakes over me as if making sure I’m okay. “If you need comfort, you come to me. Now what’s wrong?”
“I can’t go to you when you’re the one who has hurt me,” I reply, throwing my hands up in the air and storming away.
I stop when Vale spots me, his blue eyes lighting up. “Astrid! There you are.” He runs over and hugs me, his little arms wrapping around my waist. “Do you want to go fishing again? We shouldn’t go at night this time. Apparently, that wasn’t a good idea.”
Rave follows me, his eyes gentling when he sees his son embracing me. I clear my throat. “I’m sure your mom or dad would love to take you fishing.”
He lets go and looks up at me, a line forming between his brows. “I didn’t ask them. I asked you.”
“Asked her what?” Rave questions, resting his hands on his son’s shoulders.
“For Astrid to go fishing with me again,” he says, tugging on my hand.
“I can go fishing with you,” Rave says, his icy-blue eyes darting to me. “I’m sure Astrid has other things she wants to do.”
The only thing I want to do is get the hell out of here.
“It’s okay,” Vale replies, his shoulders slumping. “Maybe tomorrow, Princess?”
Did he just reject his father for me?
Sighing, I wrap my arm around his shoulders. “All right, come on then. Let’s go catch some fish, but after that, I need to train.”
“Yes!” he cheers, jumping up and down excitedly. “I’ll go and get the rods.”
Rave and I watch him run off.
“Don’t feel like you have to—”
“I don’t,” I cut him off. “He’s a good kid, and he broke me out of my prison, so I kind of owe him.”
“Astrid—”
“I’ll be back later,” I reply, turning away.
He grabs my arm and pulls me back, kissing my lips.
“One step forward and two steps back,” he whispers against them, cupping my nape and pulling me to him. “I love you, and I’m not going anywhere.”
“Neither is Vera,” I reply dryly, and his eyes flicker with anger. “You want her gone from the castle like she was before? Then consider it done.”
He lets go of me just as Vale runs up with a bucket and two rods. “Let’s go! I’ll carry everything so you don’t have to. Dad says that’s what a gentleman does.”
Fucking hell. This kid is going to steal my heart.
“I can carry something, Vale,” I say, my lips twitching in amusement.
“Nope,” he says, shaking his head. “Bye, Dad! Don’t worry, she’s safe with me.”
Yep, consider my heart stolen.
“I know, son,” Rave calls out, watching us both head to the lake.
“Where have you been?” Vale asks once we head into the dense forest. “I tried to look for you yesterday.”
“My dad lives in the Incubus Kingdom, so I visit him sometimes. I only just found out about him. I have two brothers, too,” I explain.
His eyes widen. “I always wanted a brother. Maybe you and Dad will give me one. Or a sister.”
I’m now one hundred percent sure he’s working with Rave as his wingman.
“He’s sad when you’re not here,” he adds, and at this stage, it’s basically emotional blackmail.
“You don’t need to worry about your dad. He is fine,” I say, smiling at him.
“And what about you?” he asks, and I wonder if this kid is going to be a therapist instead of a king one day. “Are you still angry that my dad had me?”
My stomach twists, and I stop in my tracks, leaning down and looking him in the eye. “Let me tell you something, Vale. Don’t ever think that, okay? You are a really special little fae, and I’m so lucky to have met you. And also, maybe stop listening to adult conversations because you know more gossip than you should.”
He shrugs with an impish grin. “My mom talks loudly.”
I’m sure she does.
“We’re going to be great friends,” I tell him with a wink, and he beams. “You don’t need to worry about anything, okay? Now let’s go and catch some fish.”



CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Astrid
After training with Rave for a few hours, I’m tired but still restless. Deciding I want to have a little fun and maybe go out for a drink, I get ready in one of the new black dresses Celeste has filled my armoire with and grab a bottle of wine from the kitchen. Next, all I need to find is a partner in crime, and Soren, Elios, and Sinda happen to come across me as I sit at the dining table, all three of them stopping with raised eyebrows when they see me.
“What trouble are you up to?” Soren asks, smirking.
Elios rakes a hand through his red hair. “Where’s Rave?”
“He was taking Vale back to Vera’s…” I pause, frowning. “Well, technically, that’s his house she lives in, isn’t it?”
They all shift uncomfortably.
“What’s on at your mom’s inn tonight, Sinda?” I ask, grinning at him. “I’m thinking I might drop in and say hello.”
His green eyes widen. “They have a band playing. I know she’d love to see you, but you can’t go alone, Princess.”
“I won’t be alone. I’ll have you three with me,” I say, opening the bottle of wine and taking a sip.
“What’s going on here?” Cove asks as he steps into the room with Nico. “What are we celebrating? The fact that Astrid hasn’t killed Rave yet?”
“Or Vera,” Nico adds, his lip twitching.
“What a reunion,” I mutter, taking another sip straight from the bottle.
“I’ll go get some glasses,” Soren sighs, heading to the kitchens.
“I’ll help,” Sinda offers, joining him.
The rest of the men sit and watch me like I’m a time bomb ready to go off.
“So, what’s new?” I ask around the table. I’ve noticed the king hasn’t been around much, and I wonder if it’s because he’s off sleeping with his secret Vampire Queen lover.
“Bet you wish you chose differently now,” Cove says, leaning back in his chair. His blond hair is tied back with a leather band, his pointed ears on show.
“Let’s be real. We all know Rave is my fated mate,” I reply to him, tipping the bottle back for another swig. “The rest of it was my succubus magic searching for a strong source.”
Cove shrugs, his blue eyes turning thoughtful. “Well, my mate is still out there, and I hope to find her.”
Soren and Sinda return with more alcohol and glasses for everyone, and somehow, this has turned into a small party.
Nico pours me a glass and slides it over. “You know if you ever need me, I’m here, right?”
My eyes widen because we’ve never exactly been close. However, he did offer me an olive branch at Beltane. “I didn’t, but thank you, Nico.”
“We’re all happy you’re here,” Elios adds, winking at me.
“Especially now that you’re being so fun,” Soren adds, lifting his glass.
I roll my eyes. Fun. Unstable. Same thing, right?
When Rave returns and finds us all drinking and laughing, his eyes flash with surprise before he masks it. But he doesn’t say anything, just sits next to me in the seat Soren quickly vacates. He pulls my chair toward him with his boot and pours himself a glass of ale.
As I glance around the table, I realize how much I’ve changed since I met these men.
“Are we going out to the inn or what?” I glance, giving Rave a side-eye. “I want to go dance and have some fun. Let’s enjoy what Aravelle has to offer.”
“I can take her,” Soren offers, his glass at his lips.
“Fuck that, we’re all going,” Cove replies, slapping his hand on Soren’s shoulder.
Rave’s jaw tightens, and he rests his hand on the back of my chair. “If the princess wants to go out, then we will go out.”
The men cheer, then stand to get ready, leaving Rave and me alone. He brings his lips to my ear, his familiar sandalwood scent hitting me full force. “Is this how we’re going to deal with our problem? Instead of being vulnerable and talking about it, we’re going to waste our time drinking the night away?”
“Doesn’t sound like a waste of time to me,” I reply, shrugging.
“If you want to lose yourself, I can think of another way,” he rasps, his tone deep and sensual. His lips press against my neck, his teeth scraping my tingling skin.
“Letting loose now and again isn’t a crime,” I reply, sounding breathless even to my ears.
“Is that what you’ve been doing in Chaos?” he asks, referring to the main city in the Incubus Kingdom. “Drinking and partying while I’m here feeling sick from being away from you, using all my control to stop myself from zipping there and bringing you back here where you belong?”
“Not all of us are pinned down with children and responsibilities,” I reply in a dry tone, and I know I’m being a bitch. And to be honest, Vale is the only person here that I like right now. I bring the wine bottle to my lips and take a big sip before continuing the conversation, “I just want to have a little fun. It’s not that deep.”
“I’ll be deep in you later tonight,” he whispers, tucking my hair behind my ear and kissing my lobe. “Throw whatever you want at me, Princess. Make yourself feel better. Hate me for lying. Hate fuck me all you want. Use my cock. Make it hurt. But I’m still not going anywhere. I’ll fight whoever I have to. I’ll go to fucking war. I’ll zip all over the fucking realm looking for you. I don’t care. But you are mine, and you always will be.”
“You are psychotic,” I mutter, shaking my head.
“No, just a man torturously in love with his mate,” he replies, kissing my temple.
Our relationship has changed. It started with me running, of course, but afterward, it became almost sweet and then loving once I moved forward from the vision and accepted that it had changed. But now, with all the lies between us, it’s darker. The fairy-tale romance is gone, and in its wake, a deep, possessive, borderline toxic relationship has developed.
But it’s more real than ever, so at least there’s that.
“And I’m yours,” he replies plainly, only proving my point.
“I’m going back to Chaos next week,” I blurt out, raking my fingers through his thick, dark hair. “It will be August’s birthday, and I always bake him a cake. It’s tradition.”
His irises shadow, and his jaw tightens. “Are you going to make me a cake on my birthday?”
“Yes,” I reply, rolling my eyes. August and I never had much, so getting a cake each year was a big deal. We’d manage to pull off a small gift too.
“Why don’t you make the cake here and invite him to celebrate?” he asks, his eyes calculating. “Anything you need will be yours.”
“Chaos has become his home,” I reply slowly, not wanting to mention that only recently, Rave choked him with his shadows. “He’s training to become a royal guard there and gets on well with Bane and my brothers. We’re all going to celebrate together.”
He stays silent for a few tense moments. “Honey,” he suddenly replies.
“What?” I ask, putting my bottle on the table.
“That’s my favorite cake,” he replies, playing with a lock of my hair. He wraps it around his long finger.
“Mine is—”
“Chocolate, I know,” he murmurs, flashing me his dimple.
I press a kiss against it, and Rave stills.
It’s been a while since that dimple has made an appearance.
But now that it’s here, I want to keep it here.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN
Astrid
Rita hugs me tightly when we walk into her inn, then grabs her son next, kissing Sinda’s cheeks repeatedly. “My handsome boy! I didn’t know you were coming in tonight.”
The inn is packed with a band playing, and people are already on the dance floor.
“The princess wanted to,” he says, smiling over at me.
Rita beams, then lets go of him to hug Rave, Soren, Cove, Elios, and Nico before finding us a table. I feel eyes on us as we sit on the wooden chairs and order some drinks and food, and I’m thinking it’s not every day they see all of their princes out together, along with two warrior fae and a princess.
“We’re causing quite the spectacle,” I announce, arching my brow when a group of fae women look over and check out all the men around me. One of them fans her face when her lingering gaze goes to the Shadow Prince, who is sitting next to me, one arm casually balancing on his knee.
“No wonder you all have such big egos,” I mutter, and Soren smirks, flexing his arms as he clasps his fingers behind his neck, which is clearly all for show. He’s changed into a white sleeveless tunic that shows off his chest and muscles. He must be wanting to get some action tonight.
“Can you blame them?” he replies, following my line of sight and sending a flirty wink in their direction.
I roll my eyes. “Looking for a new pet?”
Rita brings me a bottle of wine and some beer for the gentlemen. “The food is on its way.”
“Thanks, Mom,” Sinda says, and she touches his cheek warmly. The rest of us chime in with our thanks.
“You’re welcome. Enjoy the night. But please, don’t start any fights,” she murmurs, her eyes going straight to Rave. “Especially you.”
“Me?” Rave asks, pointing to his chest. He has the nerve to sound shocked.
Nico chuckles, his eyes darting to me. “Don’t sound so surprised. Anyone looks at her, and that’s the end of it.”
Rave pours me a glass and slides it over. “They can look all they want.” He turns to me, his eyes dancing playfully. “She’s a beautiful woman. I can’t blame them. It’s touching her that’s going to get them killed.”
“And that’s why Rita only pointed at you,” Cove remarks, shaking his head.
“I’d like to see how you all act when you find your mate,” Rave replies, and the men all go quiet, Soren wincing at the thought.
“Enough about balls and chains,” he says, doing a sexy little dance, rolling his body to the music. “I’m going to go and work my magic on one of those pretty fae over there.” He pins me with a steel look. “And you, don’t you even try and cockblock me.”
He dances away, shaking his ass a little, making me laugh out loud. When I turn to Rave, I find his eyes already on me, lighting up at the sight of me happy.
The cool wine disappears quickly after that, and while Cove heads to the dance floor, Nico and Sinda disappear to the bar together. Rave grips the back of my knees and slides me across so I’m closer to him, not wanting any space between us. He brings his lips to my ear just as a woman clears her throat.
“Prince Rave,” she purrs, eyes only for him. “Didn’t think I’d be seeing you here tonight.”
Our heads turn to see who it is, and I frown when Halia, the Mermaid Princess, and Rave’s ex, stands there, her pink lips pouted as she bats her eyelashes. Her bright red hair is tied up in a high ponytail, showing off her shimmery skin and sharp cheekbones.
“Neither did I,” he replies, his hand resting possessively on my thigh, palm splayed wide across it. “You remember my mate, Princess Astrid.”
Her blue eyes land on me for a second before going back to him. “Of course, lovely to see you again, Princess.”
“What brings you to our kingdom?” I ask, my skin tingling as Rave’s hand tightens in approval. Yeah, I bet he liked hearing that, especially after having to share me with the Incubus Kingdom.
“It’s my birthday,” she replies, gesturing to her friends on the dance floor. “We always venture out and dance the night away to celebrate. You remember, don’t you, Rave?”
My eyes narrow as Rave clears his throat. “Well, happy birthday. I hope you enjoy your night.”
I say nothing.
I hope she returns to whatever swamp she climbed out of.
Dismissed, her lips purse in displeasure before she returns to her group of friends while Rave turns back to me. “I feel your jealousy, and it’s making me hard. You sure you don’t want to get out of here now? I want to show you just how much all of this belongs to you.”
Glancing down at his trousers, I see he is indeed hard as a fucking rock, his massive cock pointed proudly and creating a tent anyone who looks our way will be able to see.
“You’re mine now,” I reply, licking my suddenly dry lips. “But it sounds like before that cock of yours was communal.”
Why am I jealous? The thought of another woman being with Rave has always made my blood boil and my stomach twist at the same time, and that hasn’t changed.
Shadows slither out from his palms and create a wall, blocking anyone from seeing us. With a quick, smooth move, he lifts me on the table, sliding my dress up so my legs rest on either side of his thighs. My nipples pebble, and his eyes drop to them, not missing a beat.
“I can’t even remember who I’ve fucked before you, Astrid. I can’t remember what they looked or tasted like. They all blur into one, and I couldn’t give a fuck about any of them,” he rasps as he slides his fingers slowly up my calf. “But you…” He wets his full bottom lip. “I remember your sweet taste like it’s a part of me. I replay those sounds you make when you come in my head when you’re not around, flashes of your naked body constantly torturing me.”
Heat pools in my core. “Well, Prince… since you’ve been with so many other women, why don’t you remind me what you’ve learned over the years?” I spread my thighs slowly, not letting my eyes leave his, leaning backward with my palms on the cold wood. “Be a good mate and make me come right here.”
Shadows swirl against the icy blue of his irises. “You think it’s some kind of punishment to eat that perfect pussy right here?” He leans forward, lifting my dress so it sits around my hips, then slides my panties down around my ankles. Gripping my hips, he tilts me back and lowers his face to my sex. “Because doing this is all I’ve been thinking about all fucking night.”
And then his lips are on me, licking and sucking. My head falls back. The fact that anyone can hear or one of the men could try to come and sit back down at any moment only makes it all that much hotter. His ex is only a few feet from us, probably watching and wondering what we’re doing behind the darkness.
Wishing it was her.
But it never will be.
My fingers thread through his dark, thick hair, pushing and pulling until I’m all but riding his face. He mutters a curse against my flesh and then circles his tongue around my clit until I’m crying out in pleasure, the sound washed out by the music around us.
When he pulls back, his lips still wet and a smug expression on his beautiful face, I slide off the table and straddle him, reaching for his trousers. “My turn.”
He reveals that impressive length, and I slide down it, hot and hard, and lift my hips up and down, so desperate for him, like I didn’t just come all over his tongue. I taste myself as he kisses me, fingers squeezing my ass as I fuck him until I come again.
Only then does he let himself go.
He zips me into our bed, still inside of me, and continues to stroke inside me like we’d never left our room. His finger trails down my cheek before he kisses me gently.
Lovingly.
This man might have lied to me, but I can’t deny knowing that he loves me.
I feel it pouring from him.
But if my guard lowers again, and I forgive him and let him in.
I hope I don’t regret it.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
Astrid
Another drop off to the incubus castle gates, like a child being handed over between divorced parents.
“If you need me—”
“You’ll be here, I know, Rave,” I reply, my lip twitching in amusement. I press up on my tiptoes and give him a quick kiss, one that turns longer as he keeps his hands on my hips, not wanting to let me go.
“Don’t go anywhere alone,” he demands, his jaw tightening. “I don’t trust anyone here after last time. If anything happens to you—”
“I’ll be fine,” I promise, stepping away from him and walking through the iron gates. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” I feel his sadness and worry through the bond as he watches me walk away, his shadows caressing my arms in a final goodbye. August walks down the stairs toward me, smiling widely. He’s wearing his royal guard uniform, the blue and white complimenting his tan skin.
“Look at you,” I beam, wrapping my arms around him tightly. “This is the fanciest I’ve ever seen you, August.”
He grins proudly, his smile dropping slightly as he looks behind me, where Rave is staring daggers at him. “Come on, let’s go. We’ve been waiting for you all day.”
I turn to wave to Rave, but he’s already gone, vanishing into a dark cloud of smoke.
August leads me inside through the wide entrance, candles lit on either side as we walk down the brick hallway and into the large dining room, where dinner is being served on a long table. Bane is sitting there with his elbows on the table, dark eyes narrowed as he listens to something my father is telling him. He’s to the king’s right, with Axe on the other side and Kai next to him. Sometimes, I wonder if Bane is Zython’s favorite. They all look up at the same time, all four of them smiling. Bane stands and slides the chair out next to him, smoothing his black tunic while waiting for me to take my seat, his dark eyes on me.
“Here she is,” Zython croons, smiling up at me. “And looking beautiful as ever. What amazing genes I have.”
“You are a very modest man.” I grin, smiling at Bane before sitting. “How are you all? What have I missed?”
“Nothing much,” Kai replies, smirking. “Just the usual drinking and debauchery. Such is the life of a creature of lust.”
Axe slaps the back of his head. His brown hair is tied at his nape in his usual leather band, showing off his sharp cheekbones and strong jaw. “You aren’t meant to tell her the truth.”
“I think she knows what we’re all like by now,” Kai replies, his eyes darting to Bane. “Except for this one. He’s quite the mystery these days.”
“Besides his rope fetish—”
“That’s enough,” Bane growls, his eyes flashing amber.
My eyes widen. Rope fetish? He likes tying up his women? My mind roams back to when Rave tied my wrists with his belt and later pinned me down with his shadows.
Yeah, I can see why he’d like that. 
Zython clears his throat and stands. “If you’ll excuse me, Princess, I have a council meeting I have to attend. I’d love to have lunch with you tomorrow, if you’re free?”
I nod. “That sounds lovely.”
He kisses the top of my head as he passes me, and we all watch him leave before turning back to each other.
“Pandora was here,” Axe smirks, eyes darting to August. “You just missed her.”
“Why did she leave so soon?” I ask, reaching out to grab some grapes from the platter on the table.
“She and August had an argument,” Kai answers, telling me the gossip.
I arch my brow at August, but he says nothing, a muscle in his jaw working. If he wants to tell me about his love life, he will. Reaching out, I touch his arm, silently reminding him that I’m always here for him if he needs me. The tension in his shoulders lessens a bit. “Come on, it’s your birthday tomorrow. We should be celebrating.”
“Yeah, and if the witch doesn’t want to fuck you, we can find someone else. You’re a member of the royal guard now, and can have your pick of women.” Kai smirks, looking toward Axe. “Time to bring out the pixie bottle, brother.”
It’s so weird to hear about August having casual sex because he used to never be like that. But I guess we’ve all changed.
Axe’s green eyes widen. “With Astrid here? I don’t fucking think so.”
“What’s the pixie bottle?” I ask, intrigued.
“It’s alcohol infused with pixie dust,” Bane explains, his eyes narrowing. “Very rare and usually gifted to incubi when they come of age.”
Pixies, a rare lesser fae, are the smaller fairy types that humans thought we all were before the veil opened. They all hid deep in the forests and glens.
“It will be a night you won’t forget,” Kai promises, rubbing his hands together in anticipation. His eyes then turn to me. “But yeah, Princess, maybe you should stay home.”
Bane leans back in his chair, studying me with his head slightly tilted. “I won’t be drinking so I can guard her.”
His dark eyes land on me, and a shiver goes down my spine at the look in them. Bane has a way of making me feel both extremely safe and on edge. Maybe because there is an attraction there, and I was trying to pretend there isn’t.
“Or maybe I’ll be the one guarding you,” I reply, and Bane smirks.
“I’m in,” August says, and I feel his eyes lingering on me.
Kai brightens, a slow-spreading smile taking over his face. “It’s settled then. Everyone, get ready. We are getting fucked-up tonight.”
Axe groans, scrubbing his hand down his face. “Father is going to kill us. But I do need to feed.”
I forget sometimes that they need the lust to survive, and the clubs they go to provide that.
“You and me both. We’ll blame it on Astrid,” Kai replies, winking at me. “He won’t get angry at her… she can do no wrong.”
Rolling my eyes, I stand and leave to get ready. Not wanting to disturb Bree, my maid here for any help, I do it myself, choosing a black dress that ends halfway to my thighs and a pair of black boots. I leave my hair down, the ends caressing my hips with each step, and my face bare, except for a dash of color on my lips. After sliding my ruby dagger into the sheath on my thigh, I go in search of the men. I pass Bane’s room first and stick my head inside the slightly open door. His room smells slightly of spicy incense. “Bane?” I call out.
“Come in, I’ll be out in a second,” he calls back from his bathroom. Hesitantly, I step inside his bedroom, my nosiness winning out.
A large window showing off the beautiful night sky draws my attention first before I take in his masculine bed, covered in black sheets and brown furs. Next to his bed, my eyes widen as they land on some red rope intricately tied in patterned knots. My mind roams back to Kai’s comments about Bane liking ropes, but this seems like more than that, the knots appearing like well-thought-out art instead of the rough tying up I was picturing him being into. Picking it up in my fingers, I’m examining it when Bane steps out, his hair still wet and his body bare besides a pair of dark trousers slung low on his hips. His body is a masterpiece. Tattoos cover every inch of him, but it doesn’t distract from his muscled stomach and strong, developed arms. He’s a warrior, there’s no denying it. His eyes flash amber as he takes me in from head to toe before looking at the red rope still in my hand. I drop it onto the bed like it burns me.
I clear my throat. “Sorry, I just came in to see if you were ready to go.”
“You guys ready?” Kai calls out, and I quickly stand. Bane gestures for me to leave first, with him close to my back. We meet with the others and head out, zipping right to the front of Lust, Kai with his damn bottle of pixie alcohol in his hands. The music is loud as we enter, skipping the line like we usually do for some VIP treatment. We take our usual table by the dance floor, and all stare at the rainbow-swirling bottle in front of us. I’m not going to lie, I’m tempted to have a little taste.
“No,” Bane decrees from opposite me, his dark eyes narrowed.
Glasses appear, and Kai starts pouring.
August looks over at me, teeth dragging along his lower lip. “I agree. We don’t need you getting into any more trouble than you usually do.”
My jaw drops. “I’m a grown fae, and I’m going to try some.”
Picking up a glass, I slide it over to Kai, whose eyes go to Axe, who shrugs. “Just a taste.”
So I get a shot-sized amount while the rest of them, aside from Bane, get a full glass. Staring into the swirling rainbow, I’m the first to taste it, the sweet flavor exploding on my tongue and making me moan. “Okay, that is good.”
My head starts to feel light, and my shoulders relax, tension draining from my body. I feel Bane’s eyes still on me, unimpressed. “Why do you hardly drink?”
“He’s a control freak,” Axe answers for him, smirking.
In and out of the bedroom, apparently.
I don’t realize I say that out loud until my brothers start laughing loudly.
Goddammit!
Wincing, I sit back in my chair and risk raising my gaze to Bane’s. His eyes are flickering amber, the only sign that my words affected him. “And what makes you say that, Princess?”
Shifting in my seat, I take another sip of the pixie goodness for some liquid courage. “Kai commented about you being into ropes, so…”
Some pretty women come over and distract August, Axe, and Kai, leaving Bane and me to finish the conversation alone. “Can I ask you something?”
“Anything,” he replies, watching me take another small sip.
“The ropes were all beautifully knotted…”
He nods, his lip twitching. “Interested, are you? It’s a style of decorative bondage.”
My now empty glass sits on the table, and heat pools in my lower stomach. I’m glad I didn’t have any more because no one told me it would make me fucking horny. Or is that just the conversation? An image of me tied up in that red rope flashes through my mind before I can clear it.  Bane orders two glasses of water and hands me one. “Thank you.”
“How do you feel?” he asks, watching the others being dragged to the dance floor.
I lean closer to him, and he does the same. “Don’t let me drink any more of it.”
He laughs while his shoulders shake. “I told you. But no, you wanted to be stubborn.”
“I just wanted to try it, and now I have,” I say, shrugging. Turning, I watch as August dances with a pretty demon, looking away as she starts to grind her ass on him.
“He had no chance with you… you need to let him move on,” Bane says quietly.
Sighing, I shift to his side of the table, taking Kai’s seat so I can be closer to him. “What do you mean? He’s been moving on for a long time now. He just sees me as a friend, which is how it should be.”
“You’re his first love. If he had the chance, he would still want to be with you… trust me.”
“Pandora—”
“A distraction,” he says, his eyes going to the dance floor. “If you told him you wanted him right now, he would jump at the chance.”
“He’ll meet his mate and be glad we didn’t work out,” I say, watching him laugh as the demon whispers something in his ear.
“Not all of us meet our mates, Princess,” he replies, pushing a long lock of hair off my face.
“August will, and she’s beautiful,” I reply without thinking, freezing when I realize what I let slip. “I mean, that’s what I think will happen.”
Damn this pixie drink.
Bane studies me briefly, and I purposely look anywhere except at him. “We should dance. You might get lucky and find someone to tie up tonight.”
His fingers tighten on his glass, but he says nothing, his mood darkening. Then, he stands and offers me his hand, pulling me to the busy dance floor.
“Prince Bane, dance with me,” a woman purrs at him, her red eyes giving away what she is.
Not wanting to cockblock him, I step away with a wink. “Enjoy yourself. I’ll be fine.”
For some reason I don’t want to acknowledge, I leave so I don’t have to watch him with her, finding myself at the bar, ordering some wine. My skin strums with magic as lust swirls around me. I feel alive but also fucking horny. I’m considering zipping back to Rave and jumping him when I see a familiar face out of the corner of my eye.
Laurel.
The Shifter King’s seer is a woman I spend a lot of time thinking about. The few times I’ve seen her, she wouldn’t even respond when spoken to, and she appeared haunted. Broken. She nods her head to the ladies’ bathroom, and I quickly follow her there, closing the door behind us.
“Are you okay?” I ask, noticing the usual bags under her eyes. Her brown hair is tied back in a ponytail, and her skin is pale.
“I don’t have much time before he notices me gone,” she says, letting me hear her soft, almost childlike voice for the first time. She pins me with her dark, empty eyes. “I had a vision of you last night.”
A shiver ghosts down my spine. “Aren’t you a battle seer?”
She nods. “But I see all. Just like you.”
“I’m not just a matchmaking seer?” I reply in a dry tone.
Her lip twitches slightly, and so quickly, I almost don’t see it. “Things change from tonight. Trust your mate. He will not betray you.”
“What about my vision of him draining my magic?” I ask, needing to know this answer.
“Visions change with different pathways, Astrid. The future is fluid. Each choice made changes outcomes. Even if he may have thought to use you at one point,” she replies, gently taking my hand in hers. “Trust him.”
How am I meant to when she says it like that?
“You want me to tell him I’m a seer,” I whisper.
She nods. “Own who you are. Change starts with you.”
Then she disappears, and Bane knocks on the door. “Princess? Are you okay?”
Rolling my eyes, I open the door and face him. “I’m fine.”
He releases a breath and rakes his fingers through his hair. “Fuck, I thought maybe someone took you.”
Imagine if I were just in here trying to go to the bathroom in peace, and he was out there panicking.
“Nope, still here. But I think I’m going to head home,” I say. “I’ve had enough fun for the night.”
“Good. Let’s get the hell out of here,” he replies, looking more than ready to leave.
Things change from tonight.
Her ominous words worry me more than I want to admit.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
Rave
Before I choke August to death, I get the hell out of there, zipping back to our bedroom. Starting to pace, I try to control the darkness, knowing Astrid doesn’t want me leaving the castle in the shadowy hell it’s been in every time she leaves me. Does she know how hard it is and how it goes against my every instinct to let her be out there without me protecting her? The bond demands that she’s near me, and it fucking hurts when she’s not. It hurts more to see her spend time with men who would take her from me if they had the fucking chance, especially knowing how I fucked everything up by not telling her the truth about Vale and Vera.
I should have.
I fucking knew it the entire time.
But I was scared.
She was already a flight risk, not wanting to be here with me, and I didn’t want to drop anything else on her. And by keeping that from her, I shattered our trust. And now I’m trying to build it back from the ground up. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for my mate. And yes, it might have started out as being about accessing my full magic, but from the second I laid my eyes on her, it became about a lot more than that. I just wanted her. She is the most beautiful female I have ever seen, with her long, brown hair and big, sometimes hazel, sometimes green eyes.
And the most deadly.
And the fates have given her to me.
She’s a match for me in every way, created just for me.
She is mine.
And I will fight until my last dying breath to keep her at my side. Unfortunately for me right now, that means giving her space and letting her spend time in another fucking kingdom without me. I will fucking kill Bane if he tries anything with her. The exiled demon prince would be a worthy opponent, but with my mating to Astrid, he wouldn’t stand a chance. Reaching behind, I strap my swords to my back and get ready to go out and distract myself—my go-to when my mate isn’t here. I need a fight, and I’m going to find someone who will give that to me. Soren has started hiding from me whenever Astrid leaves because I turn ruthless. I’m about to step through the dining hall when Vera appears, standing in front of me.
“Alone once again?” She smirks, crossing her arms over her chest.
“What do you want, Vera? I told you not to come to the castle anymore. You have your own house. I’ve given that to you, and you want for nothing, so you have no reason to be here, especially without my son.”
“Vale is with his tutor, and I wanted to come see you,” she replies, lifting her hand to touch my chest. I gently grip her wrist, stopping her.
Her eyes flicker with anger. “Whether you like it or not, we are bound together for life.”
“That doesn’t mean letting you touch me. We aren’t together. And you don’t have any boundaries. You don’t respect my mate, and until you learn how to, you won’t be around either of us.”
She sniffs. “Then Vale won’t be coming around here, either. If you want to see him, you must come to my house. Alone.”
Gritting my teeth, I let go of her wrist. “I’d like to see you try to stop Vale from coming here. If it were up to me, he would be living here.”
“Not going to happen,” she replies, smirking. “Unless you’re moving me back in here, too, that is. And keep your little mate away from him.”
“He likes her,” I say, remembering how he only wanted her to take him fishing and how he broke her out of her damn room. The kid has more loyalty to her than he does his own father. And I’m not even mad about it. Seeing them both interact with each other thaws my cold heart every damn time.
“He likes anyone,” she grumbles, tucking her red hair behind her ear. “Astrid isn’t here, Rave. She doesn’t need to know what happens when she’s away. Just like you don’t know what she’s up to over there. The Incubus Kingdom, isn’t it? I’ve heard people call it the Lust Kingdom…” She bats her eyelashes. “Imagine all the sexy men there with their incubi charm. Hard to resist, don’t you think? They are literally created to draw women in for sex.”
I school my expression so she doesn’t know that her last comment made its mark.
“Listen to me and hear my words, truth-sayer,” I demand with a deadly calm tone. “I’m saying this one more time. You will never touch me again. We are over. We will raise our son together and respect each other for that reason alone, but other than that, we have no other relationship with each other. I’m in love with my mate, and there is no one else I want to be with.”
Her eyes flash with hurt and anger. I don’t want to upset her, but she’s not getting it and has kept trying to get me back into her bed. I’m tired of it, and I’m not tempted in the least. I don’t want Vera in that way. All I want is the fiery succubus with her full, smart mouth and her big, wide eyes. I see no one else. I crave no other. Astrid is the only one with power over me.
“Does she even please you in bed? Does she know what you’re into? That you like to share your women with Soren?” she asks, running her tongue along her lower lip. “We had such fun times, didn’t we? The things we did…” She laughs to herself, then adds, “She doesn’t look like the type. How boring for you.”
“I think that’s what the difference is, Vera,” I say, my jaw tightening. “I don’t want to share Astrid. I would kill another man before I did. She’s it for me. She’s the love of my life.  And I belong to her. Completely. I will never need another woman.”
I remember when Astrid found out that Soren and I had shared women in the past, and she asked me if that’s what I wanted with her. She even hinted that maybe she was interested, but I knew she was testing me. Pushing me. The woman knows how to get under my skin like no other. The truth is, no one is fucking touching her, and for the first time, that includes Soren. I’m sure he wouldn’t say no if he had the chance, but this is my mate. It’s different. I’m not fucking watching any other cock slide into that sweet, wet cunt.
Vera’s face drops at my admission, her eyes flickering with pain. Despite what most people would think, I don’t relish in it. This woman is my son’s mother, and I’ll always want her to be her best, so she can give the best to our child.
“Please, go home,” I say to her, my voice gentling, then I slide past her.
I find Soren sitting in the gardens with a maid on his lap, his lips trailing down her throat. He lifts his face, wincing when he sees me. “Fuck’s sake.”
Smirking, I nod my head toward the vampire borders. “You coming?”
He murmurs something to the maid, who giggles as she slides off him, and he stares after her longingly before standing up with his hand on the hilt of the sword at his waist. “Can’t let you go out alone. The princess is gone then?”
I nod, looking out into the forest, my fingers clenching into fists.
“You still got eyes on her over there?” he asks.
I nod. “Yes.”
I’ll always have eyes on her, and if they can’t be my own, it will be one of my trusted connections. Nothing will ever happen to Astrid. I don’t give a fuck if she hates me and continues to torture me for the rest of our lives for my deceit, I will protect that woman with everything I have until my last dying breath. Even with her in another kingdom, I still feel her through the bond, although nowhere near as strongly as when she’s close by. No matter how much she tries to escape me, we are tied together for life, and the sooner she accepts that, the better.
The princess is mine, and I will end anyone who tries to get in the way of that.
Soren’s hand rests on my shoulder. “Let’s go fuck up some vampires and then drink our weight in ale.”
We get our horses and ride off into the night.



CHAPTER NINETEEN
Astrid
We’ve just told the others we’re leaving when a group of ten men step inside, the air in the club instantly thickening with tension. The music stops, and people run and hide. The man who stands a step in front pins me with his red eyes. He’s an attractive man, likely half incubus, half demon or vampire, with curly dark hair and fangs. He has a scar that bisects his eyebrow, then trails down the middle of his cheek as if someone tried to cut him with a knife. His leather pants fit like a second skin, showing off thickly muscled thighs spread in a fighting stance. He cracks his neck from side to side before raising his palms, sparks coming off them.
He’s powerful, and I feel it. 
“Princess Astrid, come with us, and no one will die tonight.”
Bane stands in front of me, my brothers taking my sides, with August flanked at my back, creating a protective wall. One that I don’t need. With them all towering over me, I can barely see what’s going on, and need to peek around Bane.
“The princess won’t be going anywhere,” Bane replies, thunder booming outside. “But you’re welcome to try. You and your men can die trying.”
“Enough talking, Rion,” a man to his right says, his red eyes narrowing. “You grab her. We will handle the rest.”
Rion steps forward with a smirk, his eyes on me as I step out from behind Bane and get ready to shield. “What do you want with me?”
“The only succubus born in a century,” he murmurs, giving me a once-over. The tightening of his lips makes me think he finds me lacking. “What every incubus male wants, I suppose.”
Bane’s fangs elongate as I release my shield while Axe puts up another barrier.
“What’s that?” I ask.
“A sound barrier,” he replies, turning to face me. I then realize I don’t know what magic Axe holds. He’s always so chilled out and quick to smile, and it’s easy to forget that he, too, is badass and heir to the kingdom. I think that fact gets hidden behind Bane’s overbearing dominance and power.
“Astrid, you zip home. Now. We will deal with this,” Axe relays.
“I’m not going anywhere,” I reply, my eyes returning to Rion, and the bastard smirks. “I’m fighting.”
“If they get their hands on you, they will teleport you,” Bane growls, moving closer to me. “We can’t risk it.”
“They won’t get their hands on me,” I promise.
Laurel said something will happen tonight that will change things. Is this what she was talking about?
August’s hand touches the small of my back, and Kai’s hard bicep presses against me. They would die for me. I know Rave hates me coming here, but aside from being with him, I don’t think I could be any safer.
Rion throws out a bolt of electricity, sparks trying to break my shield to no avail. He will need to try much harder.
“Fuck!” Bane mutters, eyes on me. “Keep your shield up for yourself, but drop it for us.”
“Are you sure?” I ask, frowning.
“Yes, now!” he demands in a commanding tone that is accustomed to being obeyed.
I listen, dropping the shields on the men but keeping them up for me. Not wanting to be totally useless, I let Rave’s shadow magic seep from my pores, imagining the darkness suffocating Rion, who is currently fighting hand-to-hand with Bane. Sparks flicker up from Rion’s fingers and onto his sword, pushing Bane backward with a jolt. I drop my shield so I can focus solely on the shadows. I’m uncomfortable using them, but it’s the only way I can think to help right now.
Rion’s red eyes pin me, his eyebrow arching as I start to choke him, just as I’ve seen Rave do to August.
I’ll have to thank him for the inspiration.
“If you wanted it rough, you should have asked.” Rion smirks, my fingers tightening like I was cutting off his air with my hands.
A sudden bolt of power hits me, and I drop the shadows, turning to the man who spoke to Rion earlier. He has air magic, which I feel pushes up against me. “Just come with me, Princess, and none of your men here have to get hurt.”
Pulling out my ruby-encrusted dagger, I point it out in front of me. It’s then that I notice more men approaching behind them. At least twelve more. Okay, now I’m a little fucking concerned.
The man rushes at me, and I throw the blade at him, hitting him in the chest. His eyes dart down to it, his teeth flashing as he bares them. He reaches out for me, and I step back, kicking out at him and making contact with his torso. He gasps but stays upright just as two of the newcomers come to his side. He pulls out the short sword at his hip and points it at me. “Come with me, now.”
“Astrid! Get out of here,” Bane calls, running over to me. “Or put your fucking shield up.”
I put up my shield because I’m not an idiot, but I feel something inside me. Something that wants to get out.
Darkness, but not the kind that Rave has shared with me.
No, this darkness is all me.
I look around at the men I care about and realize that we are severely outnumbered, no matter how strong they are. Bane can’t even use his weather magic without destroying the whole fucking place. The man attacks my shield with his sword, trying to penetrate it, but it’s impervious. I have Bob to thank for that. Zoning out, all I hear is a beating sound. A heart. The sound pulses louder and louder in my ears until it consumes me. My fingers clench, making a squeezing motion.
The man attacking me drops to the floor.
Dead.
Just like that.
The sounds from all around hit me suddenly, overwhelming me. The man on the floor starts to bleed out from his ears, eyes, and mouth.
I did that.
My breaths suddenly become too deep, too heavy, and I start to panic, gulping for air like I’m drowning.
With my left hand, I touch the black diamond on my necklace. “Rave,” I whisper. “I need you.”
Not even a minute later, he’s next to me, extending his full six-foot-five frame, his broad shoulders back. He takes in the scene, giving me a once-over to make sure I’m okay as he pulls me behind him. Not a second later, the men attacking us are floating in the air, arms behind their backs, shadows restraining them. They start screaming horrifying, desperate sounds, and I know Rave’s shadows are torturing them.
“My eyes!” one of them screams, and I wince, knowing the damage the shadows can do.
“Are you okay?” he asks in a low tone, his blue eyes flashing with anger. He slides his finger down the side of my cheek like we have all the time in the world, and men aren’t literally dangling in the air in front of us, shrieking in pain.
I look at the dead man on the floor. “I… I did that.”
Rave looks down at the man, his eyes widening as he pulls me tighter against his body. “You defended yourself. I’m proud of you.”
“I panicked and called you,” I admit, swallowing hard.
“I’m glad you called me. When it comes to your safety, always fucking call me, Princess,” he murmurs, then turns to face the men, his hand sliding to my lower back. “And what do we have here?”
“They wanted Astrid,” Axe says, stepping next to Rave. Suddenly, he lifts his hands, and shadows swirl around them.
My eyes widen in surprise. “You’re a mirror.”
I generally sense what magic someone has, but I have no idea with Axe, and now it all makes sense.
It means that he can mimic the magic of those around him. I’ve never met someone with that ability, but I’ve always been curious about it. I remember telling August once that if I could have any powers, it would be that.
Axe throws me a cheeky grin.
How did I not know that about him?
I know Kai has some mind-reading abilities, which is why I always keep my mental wall up around him, but I didn’t know Axe was so powerful.
“You dare try and take what’s mine?” Rave growls, turning around to face me. He cups my face and trails his nose down my neck. “Don’t look.”
“What are you going to do?” I ask, brow furrowing.
“We only need one alive,” he says, facing them once more. He then lifts his hands, and a horrific cracking noise fills the air. His shadows broke all of their necks.
Except Rion.
He kept him alive.
Dead bodies fall to the floor with a loud thump, and a part of me wishes I did turn around. How easily he killed all of those men, but I can’t judge him for it, though. I called him here, knowing he would protect us and handle the situation.
And he did.
“You’re going to regret this,” Rion calls out, staring at his fallen friends with anger and hatred blazing in his eyes. “You might as well kill me, too, because I’m not going to tell you shit.”
“Shut the fuck up,” August snaps, raking his fingers through his brown hair. He has a deep slash on his cheek from the fight, and I walk over to him and heal him with a simple touch. A slight dash of pain hits me as I watch the cut disappear before my eyes.
“Thank you,” he whispers, his hand touching my wrist before I drop it.
Axe stands next to Rion as Rave lets him drop to the floor, leaning over him. Suddenly, sparks come out of his hands. He’s imitating Rion’s magic. It makes me realize how special Vale is as a void because if he were here, no one close to him could use their magic. He’s going to be a force to be reckoned with one day.
Bane knocks Rion unconscious, and my brothers grab him while Bane moves to my side, and August’s gaze scans my face as if making sure I’m okay. The old me he knew is no more, and she wouldn’t have been able to cope in a situation like this. I don’t know what that says about me. I’d like to think I’ve grown.
But maybe I’ve just accepted the darkness.
Or maybe I’ve become it.
Rave turns and stalks toward me, his movements predatory. He’s the most dangerous male and not just in his own kingdom.
And he’s all mine.
“Why is it every time you come to Chaos, someone tries to kidnap you?” he asks, scowling. “And yet you still want to come back here.”
“What can I say? I’m a hot commodity here,” I reply, resting my face against his chest as his arms surround me.
He presses his lips against my hair. “I don’t care how pissed you are at me or how much you hate me. I’m just fucking glad you called when you needed me.”
I don’t hate him.
I’m just hurt.
But I don’t say anything and stay in his arms until we head back to the castle.
We have a prisoner to torture.



CHAPTER TWENTY
Rave
Being in Chaos and watching Astrid mingle with her family here intrigues me. I hate that she comes here without me—outside of my control and protection—but the fact that she called me when she needed me means more than she could know. She still fucking needs me. I’m under her skin and in her mind and body, exactly where I want to be. Astrid might still be angry at me, but I can tell she is slowly forgiving me. My life is almost exactly how I want it, especially now that no more lies exist between us. However, if Bane doesn’t stop looking at Astrid like he wants to kiss her, I’m about to start a war by punching him right in the fucking face.
“Are you okay?” I ask Astrid, looking back at her after sending a warning glare in Bane’s direction. She is staring out of the dining hall window, lost in thought. “We can train your new magic when we get home. You don’t need to fear it, love. It protected you.”
I run my fingers across her back, and she shivers, bringing those beautiful hazel eyes to me. I love how my touch affects her because the feeling is mutual. Just a look from her can bring me to my knees, which is both humbling and fucking terrifying because no one has ever held that power over me.
“I need to ask Zython if he can do that,” she murmurs, stepping closer to me and resting her head against my chest. Her vanilla scent hits me, and I close my eyes, taking her in. My mate is fucking perfection in every way. I love everything about her, and I wonder if she knows just how fucking crazy I am for her. My fingers gently grip her neck, and her breath hitches slightly. I lower my head to her ear. “I’m going to the dungeons and see what information we can get. Why don’t you get some rest?”
Kissing her temple, I wonder if she’s going to listen or decide she wants in on torturing the man who just tried to kidnap her. Her eyes flicker, and I can tell she’s unsure what to do. But then, out of fucking nowhere, the Witch Queen shows up. Pandora is my childhood friend, although recently she’s become more loyal to Astrid than me. Instead of that annoying me, I feel grateful that Astrid has made a friend, especially one who’s female, considering all her other friends are simply men waiting and hoping for their chance to one day fuck her. I don’t know if women are just naïve or only see what they want to see, but men aren’t just friends with women for the hell of it.
They all wouldn’t say no to fucking her if they got the chance.
She has a damn line formed, just waiting for me to fuck up again, and I don’t think she has any idea.
I fucking hate sending her here if I’m being honest, but she obviously needs it. Her soul needs it. And as her mate, I want to give her that even if it makes me feel sick to my stomach.
“Astrid!” Pandora calls out, a wide smile on her face. Her dark hair is a little longer than I remember, her violet eyes dancing between my mate and me.
Astrid lets go of me to hug her. “Where the hell have you been?” she asks, and Pandora smirks.
“Why, did you miss me?”
With her arms around Astrid, Pandora looks up at me. “Rave. Didn’t expect to find you here.”
“I’m just as surprised as you are.”
Albeit curious. I want to see exactly what my mate gets up to when she’s away from me. Although I do have eyes on her in the castle, it’s completely different from being here myself.
She smirks and finally lets Astrid go. “I couldn’t leave my kingdom until now. What have I missed? Obviously, you two have kissed and made up.”
“Something like that,” Astrid murmurs while I pull her back to my side. She suddenly goes still, her expression blank, and I turn to face her, bending down to cup her face in my hands. “Princess? What’s wrong?”
For a moment, it’s like she’s here but not here, but then her eyes focus once more, and she looks at me with furrowed brows and horror flashing in her hazel eyes. “Rave.” She grabs my arm, digging her fingers into my bicep. “Something is wrong. We have to go back to the castle. Now.”
Without another word, I zip her back home. My mother always told me never to ignore gut instincts, and I won’t ignore my mate’s either. We arrive just in time to see the vampires rush into the castle.
“Fuck,” I curse, turning to her.
“Before you tell me to leave and stay safe, I’ll tell you right now that’s not happening. I’m fighting with you. Now let’s protect our home,” she says, her hands out in front of her, power rolling from her skin. 
Our home. I love her saying that more than I’ll ever admit.
She’s so fucking badass, she doesn’t even need a weapon anymore, but I hand her one of my blades anyway. Soren zips in front of us, unstrapping his sword from his hips and pointing it outward toward us.
“How in the hell did this happen?” I growl, rushing toward the staircase to fight the vampires who try to reach us. “How did they get through the palace wards?”
“I have no idea, but they created a damn good distraction,” Soren replies, his blade clashing as he fights two men. There must be over one hundred vampires storming into the palace. Astrid uses her shield to push the vampires backward, giving us a little time. I don’t know what distraction Soren is referring to, but I have to wonder if the incident in Chaos is connected and a way to get me out of Aravelle.
If so, it fucking worked.
Elios appears out of nowhere, sword in hand. We have always had an emergency plan in place where Cove and Nico would protect the king, leaving my youngest brother and me to defend the castle.
We rush to the bottom of the staircase, Soren and I in front with Astrid between us, Elios at her back. My priority is making sure she is safe. I knew she wouldn’t want to leave because she’s a match for me in every way.
I can only tell that woman what to do in the bedroom.
And there she will take whatever I give and fucking enjoy it.
She’ll even beg for more.
I can’t believe that before I met her, I once had the idea to take my future mate’s magic for my gain. I would never admit that to her. But the second I laid my eyes on her, I knew that wasn’t going to happen. Everything in me wants to protect, love, and own her.
I would never harm a hair on her perfect head, and I wonder if she knows how much she has changed me.
I haven’t always been the best man.
My reputation didn’t come out of thin air.
But she makes me want to try.
Astrid drops the shield, and my shadows drift off my skin and toward our enemies. I need to focus, not wanting any of ours to get hurt by accident, and if I’m being honest, I’m not at full strength after zipping back and forth and already using my darkness to kill the men who tried to kidnap my princess. 
Astrid surges forward, stabbing a seasoned warrior right through the heart. She then turns and kicks another away from her before punching him right in the upper right-hand portion of the stomach, right where the liver sits, in a move I taught her.
“She moves just fucking like you,” Soren murmurs in between kills. “You’ve trained her well.”
Pride fills me.
My mate is fierce and strong.
And all fucking mine.
Astrid suddenly projects a shield around us and gasps loudly. I turn to her, wondering what the fuck is going on. “Are you okay?” I ask her, checking her over for injuries. The fighting commences around us like we aren’t here, with no one able to penetrate the shield, even though a few try.
“The king is dead,” she whispers, her eyes cutting to me.
A shiver runs up my spine at the look in them.
They are filled with fear and sorrow.
And knowing.
The sorrow is for me, but why is she scared?
And how the fuck does she know that? I share a look with Soren, who nods and zips out without me having to say a word to him while Elios steps forward, sending fireballs at five vampires who try to attack us.
They are fast, I’ll give them that.
But not fast enough.
The king can’t be dead.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
Astrid
“Long live King Rave, ruler of the Fae Kingdom.”
I watch as everyone lowers to one knee before Rave. Am I meant to bow? I don’t know, but I don’t. Instead, I’m seated on the arm of his Shadow Throne, his arm around my waist, fingers splayed possessively. The once Earthen Throne has changed to adapt to its new king, decorated in gold, bone, and black diamonds. It’s as menacing as the new king himself. Where did the previous queen sit, I wonder? Because there is only one throne here in this large, opulent room. Just the huge gold and crystal chandelier hanging above our heads probably costs more than I would have ever seen in my lifetime.
I awkwardly try to shift my position, aware all eyes are on me, but Rave doesn’t let me move an inch, his grip tightening.
His father is dead.
I saw it in a quick vision, and I blurted it out in front of not just Rave but Soren and Elios. And now Rave is going to want to know how the fuck I knew that before anyone else.
Change is coming.
Laurel was right.
My heart begins to pound in my ears.
King Tane is dead, and for what?
And what happens to the Vampire Queen he’s been hiding away now?
Does Rave even know where she is?
Rave is now the King of the Fae Kingdom, the King of Aravelle. Will this war with the vampires end with Rave’s father’s death? Or is it only going to get worse now?
Soren places a thick gold crown on his head, which looks heavy enough to cause him neck pain. The largest diamond sits in the center of it, and it’s stunning, nestled into his thick, dark hair.
His father’s crown, now his.
Another crown is handed to him—a feminine, almost delicate crown, the gold twisted and intricately twined, diamonds making it sparkle.
I stand as Rave moves to do the same and stare up at him as he faces me. His icy-blue eyes shine with emotion, pride flashing in them as he stares down at me. He always knew he’d be king one day. He’s prepared for it his whole life, but I don’t think he thought it would be this soon.
And me? I never in my wildest dreams would have thought this moment possible.
“Long live Queen Astrid, Ruler of the Fae Kingdom,” he calls out in his deep, husky voice, placing the crown on my head.
Everyone repeats his words, still lowered on their knee.
But now, to me.
Does he think I’ll make a good queen? Does he want me to rule equally alongside him? So many things we’ve never discussed.
Not knowing what to do, I look to Rave, whose lip twitches before he announces, “You may rise.”
They all rise and cheer, and I look across at Cove, Elios, and Nico at the back, standing in a row. My gaze turns to Soren, standing to the right of the throne, armed as usual, his sword’s hilt easily seen over his shoulders. Sinda is on the left of us, sword on his hip. I wonder if they are expecting any unrest or just being careful.
Rave pulls me closer and brings his lip to my ear. “Your throne will be sitting here next to mine tomorrow.”
“Did your mother’s get moved out of here?” I ask, brow furrowing.
His eyes flash black. “She never had one. My father made her sit with him.”
Like I just had.
His fingers tighten as he must sense my emotions through the bond. “I only had you do that because I didn’t have another option tonight.”
Soren comes and stands in front of us as everyone clears the room.
“We have a lot to discuss,” Rave says to him, but his eyes are still on me, his hand moving to the back of my nape in a possessive gesture.
“I know,” Soren replies, crossing his arms over his chest. “We need to get the council together.”
“Tomorrow,” Rave replies, his jaw tightening. “Today, we mourn.”
Rave’s brothers join us, forming a semicircle around us. They all bow their heads, and for a moment, I feel like I’m intruding. I didn’t know their King Tane well, and from what I did see, he might not have always been the best man, but he was still their father, and he inspired love and loyalty from all of his sons.
“Let’s have a drink,” Cove mutters, and they all head to the dining hall, Rave lingering behind with me, his large hand resting on the small of my back, his fingers spread.
I go up on my tiptoes and pull his head down, pressing a sweet kiss on his lips. “You go mourn with your family.”
His brow furrows, a hint of uncertainty flickering over his face. “You are my family too. You are my queen. You aren’t going back to Chaos tonight.”
Does he think I’m going to leave him when his father just died? “I’m only going back to our room, Rave. Not to Chaos.”
He rests his forehead against mine, our eyes closing. His fingers cup my cheek as he lifts his face, and when I open my eyes, I find him studying me with a guarded expression. “How did you know?”
Every muscle in my body locks tight.
Licking my suddenly dry lips, I step back from him and wrap my arms around myself. He eyes the gesture and tilts his head to the side. “Whatever it is, you can trust me, Astrid. I’m your mate. Your king. I know you’re keeping something from me, and I want to know what it is.”
“Rave!” Soren calls out, breaking the building tension between us.
He straightens slowly, towering over me, and looks toward the door. “We will talk later.”
I nod, swallowing hard.
The time has come to lay it all on the line.
I trust him.
But I’ve held onto this for so long that it’s still hard to admit the truth.
Even heartbroken with the loss of his father, Rave walks me to our room so he knows I’m safely in the ward, opening the door for me.
“You sure you don’t want me to stay?” he asks, and I shake my head.
“Your brothers need you.”
His strong, muscular arms grip the doorframe above my head, and he nods, his eyes clouded.
Then he kisses my forehead and leaves.
Closing the door, I stumble to the bed and lie back, staring at the ceiling. So much has happened in such a short time, and it’s a lot to process.
After a long bath, I climb onto the black silk sheets naked, my eyes closing almost instantly.
***
I don’t know what time it is when Rave steps into the bedroom, but the gentle sound of the door closing wakes me. Rave stares at me on the bed while removing all his weapons, one by one, the sound of each blade hitting the table filling the otherwise silent room. “I didn’t mean to wake you,” he whispers in a husky tone.
Then, grabbing the back of his tunic at the nape of his neck, he pulls it off, the candlelight giving me a tease of his smooth, wide chest and rippled abs. His body is made for sex.
“I don’t mind, especially when the view is this good.”
I let the silk fall from my breasts as I sit up, just as he removes his boots and pants. My mouth waters at his hard cock as he climbs onto the bed next to me.
“I need you,” he rumbles, gripping me by the side of my neck and kissing me.
“I see that.” I smirk against his mouth.
He pushes me back against the mattress and straddles me, kissing down my neck and collarbone before sucking on my nipples, alternating between them. He runs his teeth over them, and my back arches as pleasure pools in my lower belly. He lifts his head and kisses my mouth again, his tongue dancing with mine. He tastes like mint and whiskey, and I never want him to stop kissing me. His hard length pushes against my stomach, and I ache to get my hands on him, but when I reach for him, his shadows pin my wrists back against the bed.
“You know how much I fucking love and cherish you, don’t you?” he rasps as he reaches between us to stroke my clit.
I nod.
“Use your words,” he growls.
“Yes, I know how much you love me,” I say breathlessly, my teeth sinking into my lower lip.
“Good girl. Don’t forget that because right now, I’m going to fuck you like I hate you,” he rumbles, sliding into me in one smooth stroke.
Fuck.
His shadows lift my knees to my chest as he settles on top of me, thrusting hard and deep, his fingers still stroking me.
“You’re so wet, Princess.” He moans, and even though I’m his queen now, I still like it when he calls me that. “I need to taste you.”
He slides out of me and flips me over onto my stomach, putting a pillow under me and spreading my thighs. “Look at you all spread out for me.” He runs his hands over the globes of my ass, spreading my cheeks before lowering his face and swiping his tongue over my pussy.
He makes an “mmm” sound, like I’m the most delicious thing he’s ever fucking tasted, and then goes to town on me, licking, sucking, and stroking me until I’m coming all over his face.
“Rave!” I yell, panting as wave after wave of pleasure hits me.
He bites my right cheek and mutters something about loving it when I’m loud like that and enters me again, his stroke so hard the whole bed slams against the wall. He slides his fingers down my inner thighs and moans, and I realize I’m so wet it’s literally dripping out of me.
Rave starts to fuck me in brutal thrusts, his shadows wrapping around my wrists and neck. He pulls me up by my nape, so I’m sitting on his lap while he continues to fuck me senseless. Stroking my clit in rhythm with his thrusts, I know I’m not going to last long, especially when his hold on my neck tightens. I feel so light, so fucking free in this moment.
“I’m going to come,” I say, and Rave hums his approval.
“Beg for it, Princess,” he demands. “Beg your king to let you come.”
“Please, please,” I moan, grinding down on his cock. “Let me come, my king.”
“You are mine, Astrid,” he growls out, his hand gripping my neck, taking over from his tendrils of shadows. “For-fucking-ever.”
“Yes, I’m yours.” I pant.
“Good girl,” he praises. “Now come for me.”
He increases the pressure on my clit, and I come violently with his name on my lips. He follows me, fucking me punishingly hard before his cum fills me. He lets go of me, and I gently lay forward, his hands on my hips, soothingly stroking me. He slides out of me and presses a gentle kiss on my back, then slides his finger inside my pussy, gently pushing his cum that’s dripping out of me back inside me.
“You are fucking perfect.” He sighs, and I moan as he strokes me again. He lays back on the bed and pulls me against him so we’re facing each other. Cupping my cheek, he scans my eyes. “I wasn’t too rough?”
I smile sleepily. “No, I loved it.”
“I love you,” he says as he kisses my swollen lips.
“I love you too.”
I see a flash of his dimple before I fall asleep.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
Astrid
When I wake, Rave is sitting at the table, flipping his blade dexterously through his fingers. He woke me up twice more in the night to have me, and I’m feeling deliciously sore and satisfied.
“Good morning,” he says, putting the knife down and coming over to sit on the edge of the bed when he notices I’m awake. He kisses my forehead and then my lips. “I have to go to a council meeting now. As queen, you are welcome to come to anything and everything, but I warn you it won’t be fun.”
Absently running my fingers over his muscled, leather-clad thighs, I consider his words. “I do want to be at your side for all queenly duties, but I want to zip back to Chaos quickly and let them know what’s happened. I need to see what they learned from the prisoner, and I don’t want to miss out on seeing August on his birthday.”
His eyes flash black, and his jaw tightens at the mere mention of another male on my lips. “You’ll come back today?”
I nod. “And then whatever you need from me, it’s yours.”
“You gave me what I needed last night.” He smirks, pushing my messy hair off my cheek and nuzzling my neck. “You’re a fae queen now, Astrid. I’ll send Soren and Sinda with you to guard you. With you almost being kidnapped again and the vampires murdering my father, I’m not going to play around with your safety.”
“Okay,” I agree, and when he lifts his head, I see the surprise flicker in his eyes. “What? I can be reasonable.”
He laughs a low, deep sound that goes straight to my clit. “I thought I would have to fight you on this.”
“I’m apparently a very wanted female—”
“Yet no one but me will ever have you,” he growls out, kissing my neck.
“Has anyone told you that you are very possessive, my king?” I tease, my eyes fluttering closed as tingles slide over my body.
“No, because I haven’t been like this until you,” he says, moving to my lips before studying me. “You’re my soulmate, Astrid. I’ve never felt like this before. It’s fucking amazing, but being out of control terrifies me. If anything happens to you…”
“You’d never let anything happen to me,” I reply, smiling. “Now, go to your meeting. And tell Soren and Sinda I’ll be ready to go in about an hour.”
“Come find me as soon as you return,” he commands, kissing me before standing. His tunic is open at the chest, exposing some of his smooth, tanned skin.
“On second thought…” I let the sheets slide down, exposing my naked body. His blue eyes go straight to my hard nipples, and he groans.
“Fuck it,” he mutters, his hand reaching behind him as he pulls off his tunic and starts undoing his pants. He gets down on his knees and pulls me to the edge of the bed, spreading my thighs.
Seeing the Shadow Prince on his knees in front of me makes my pussy so fucking wet. He looks damn good in this position. I tell him as much.
“You’re the only one I’d bow before, baby,” he rasps before his mouth is on me.
Better make it two hours.
***
“Let me get this straight. Rave just became king, and we have a million things we need to organize, but I’m here watching you attempt to bake a fucking cake for your ex-boyfriend?” Soren asks, crossing his arms over his chest, a mix of disbelief and amusement written all over his handsome face.
“He’s not my ex,” I grumble, smiling as I taste a bit of the icing. It’s perfect. “And it’s a tradition, okay? I’ve dragged August into this new world with me, and the least I can do is celebrate his birthday.”
“He’s now a royal guard surrounded by wealth and women. I’d say you did him a favor.” He smirks, absently tracing the scar across his neck. “Although he had you to himself before, so I assume it depends on what one considers wealth.”
“And now he has women like the stunning Witch Queen in his bed,” I reply, raising my brows. “You’re right. I did him a favor.”
Soren’s gray eyes darken. “August fucked Pandora?”
“Yeah, I think it’s over now, though. I’m a little behind on all the gossip in our friendship group these days,” I admit, grinning at the finished vanilla cake with strawberry frosting. I stick the candles in and light them. “Come on, let’s go find August.”
I move past Sinda, who is guarding the door to the kitchens. “It’s ready.”
“It looks incredible.” He beams, his green eyes lighting up as he follows next to me. He told me he’s never been to the Incubus Kingdom before, and seeing him take in every little detail like a kid in a candy shop makes me happy.
August smiles widely when he opens his bedroom door, his eyes widening as he takes in the two hulking guards behind me.
“Happy birthday,” I say in a sing-song voice.
“Thank you, my queen,” he replies, his lips twitching. “I didn’t expect you to show up today with everything going on.”
I step inside, Soren and Sinda guarding the door. “I couldn’t miss your birthday, you know that.”
Placing the cake on the table in the corner of his bedroom, he sits down and closes his eyes as he makes a wish before blowing out the candles. I pull out the seat next to him and join him, smirking when I realize I didn’t bring a knife, plates, or spoons to eat the cake. Pulling out my ruby dagger from the sheath at my ankle, August laughs as I cut a piece with it and hand it over to him.
“Thank you,” he says, taking a big bite. “It’s perfect, Star.”
There’s a knock at the door, and then in steps Bane, Axe, and Kai.
“Cake?” I ask.
Soren and Sinda join us, too, and I cut them messy pieces of cake with my blade. I feel Bane watching me as I lick the icing off my fingers, but I pretend not to notice. He rests his hand on my shoulder, and a quick vision hits me.
Bane and I laughing together, a beautiful woman sitting on his other side.
She’s laughing too.
“What are we going to do with you, Astrid,” she asks, smirking.
Bane kisses her temple, holding her close.
“Are you okay?” Bane asks me, pulling me back to the present. “Rion is still in the dungeon. We managed to get some information from him, but getting him to talk hasn’t been easy.”
“I’m fine,” I reply, smiling up at him. Aside from the fact that my seer gift is nothing but a means to matchmaking fated mates.
“Hands off our queen, Bane,” Soren growls, his gray eyes narrowed to slits.
Bane scowls but removes his hand.
And it’s then I realize that in my vision, Bane was wearing a crown.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
Astrid
When I zip back to Aravelle that evening, Rave is sitting against our bed’s headboard, his elbow resting on his knee, whiskey in his hand. He’s naked, and the position gives me a glimpse of his muscled thigh, and my mouth waters.
“That kind of day, huh?” I ask, removing my boots and sitting down on the bed. He puts his glass on the side table and pulls me on top of him so I’m straddling his hips. His hard, thick cock pokes at my stomach, but he ignores it, instead lifting my chin with his rough fingers and looking me dead in the eye.
“Tell me,” he demands, clearly done waiting for answers. “How did you know my father was dead before anyone else did? You were by my side. There’s no way you could have known…”
I lick my lips, and his gaze drops to the motion. “There are things I haven’t told you, Rave.”
“I don’t want any secrets between us…” he murmurs. Then, when my eyes narrow, he adds, “Anymore.”
Fuck it, I need to just come out with it.
I lower my voice as I tell him the truth. “I’m a seer, Rave. My mother told me never to tell anyone about it, so I didn’t. Sometimes, I get random visions and see things, flashes of the future.”
His eyes flare, and confusion and disbelief flickers in them. “A seer?” he mutters to himself, absently stroking his thumb along my jawline. “Wait! Is that why you ran from me?”
I swallow hard. “Yes, I saw a vision of you. The same one for years. I was on my knees, and you were standing over me with a crown on your head. You took my power, left me weak, and—”
“That will never happen,” he promises me, a muscle working in his jaw. “I would sooner give up my power than leave you without.” A hint of shame passes over his expression. “Once, I did consider such a thing… before I met you.”
“The future is always changing,” I whisper, resting my hands on his chest. “That was the pathway I saw at that time. That’s why I ran. Going to you was a death sentence.”
He closes his eyes and rests his forehead on mine. “From the moment I saw you, I loved you, Astrid. I could never harm a hair on your head. You are the only person aside from Vale who is completely safe from me no matter what you do.”
“I know that now,” I admit, kissing his lips gently. “But back then, I didn’t. And clearly, neither did you since the thought had crossed your mind to take my magic for your own.”
“I’m ashamed to admit that,” he rasps, his eyes darkening. “But I only want honesty between us now. Does anyone else know about this?”
“Only August. I told him just before I met you,” I say, ignoring the darkness surrounding us. “I know how kings treat seers, Rave. Just look at Laurel. I was scared if your father found out, he’d try to use me, and—”
“You did the right thing by not telling anyone,” he admits, running his hands down my back and holding me close. “But you’re safe with me, baby. I would never use your gift if you didn’t want to. You’re incredible, you know that? There are seers, and there are healers. In the history of our realm, there has never been one who is both.”
I knew that.
As far as I am aware, I am the first.
“Just how strong is your seer gift?” he asks, studying my face.
I scoff. “Well, let’s see… I saw a vision of Vale and thought he was my child, our child, so not very.” He stills against me, the muscles in his body tightening. “I see things, but I don’t always understand them. And threads are always changing. So sometimes, if I tell people what I see, it might cause it to change. It’s hard to explain.”
“You saw a vision of Vale and thought he was yours?” he asks, his throat working as he swallows.
I nod. “Yes, that’s why I agreed to bond with you. I thought—”
His large body trembles, and his eyes bore into mine with an intensity that makes my skin tingle. “Fucking hell, Astrid. I’m so sorry.”
“It’s fine,” I whisper, resting my cheek against his shoulder.
“It’s not fucking fine,” he growls out, his eyes now pitch black. He gently lifts me off him and places me on the bed. “I need a minute.”
He disappears into a cloud of smoke, and I lay back on the silk sheets, sighing heavily. I didn’t tell him to make him feel bad, but now the truth is out there like it needs to be.
I don’t know how much time passes when Rave returns or where he went to cool off, but when he returns, he’s covered in blood and heads into the bathroom to wash up. I find him braced over the sink, naked, his eyes closed. His muscles tense and relax as he takes a deep breath, and his eyes open when I run my hand down his strong back, admiring the pure masculine perfection that is my mate.
“Are you okay?” I ask him, pressing a kiss against his spine.
He turns around, holds me tightly against him, and kisses the top of my head. “I just needed to clear my head.”
“By killing?”
He stays silent for a few moments. “Thank you for telling me your secret. I hope it goes without saying I would never use you or take advantage of your magic. My father would have wanted to. I wouldn’t have let him, but I see why you chose to keep it a secret. From now on, I want nothing else between us. It fucking kills me you shared that with August and not me. That you didn’t trust me. And after what happened with Vera and Vale, I understand why. It hurts, but I fucking understand. You are my queen, and there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you. Nothing. You hold my shadowed heart in your hands, Astrid. You thought I was going to take your power, but the truth is, you took mine. I’ll give you all that I fucking have.”
“All I want is you,” I whisper.
“No more secrets.”
I nod. “No more.”
He lifts me, and I wrap my legs around him. I feel him harden against me, but he simply holds me and carries me back to bed, tucking me against him.
He doesn’t need to tell me all the things he’d do and give up for me because I already know. Rave isn’t perfect, and neither am I, but we love each other. The fates deemed us perfect for one another, and I can see why.
He’d never give up on me.
And in our world, having someone like King Rave at my side is worth its weight in gold.
***
My throne sits next to Rave’s, and while his is dark and ominous, mine is made of gold with soft black velvet. It’s both comfortable and regal, and as I sit in it, I realize that things are already changing with his reign, and I’m being considered a leader in my own right, unlike Rave’s mother, who had to sit on Tane’s throne like an accessory. Rave looks at me from his Shadow Throne, winking in my direction. He’s not wearing his crown, and I told him I’m only going to wear mine for special events as well, but the black silk tunic he’s wearing is open at the chest and is giving me ideas of riding him right on that throne. He must feel my arousal through the bond because he shifts in his seat and sends me a heated look. Clenching my thighs, I clear my throat and try to think of something other than his delicious tongue he woke me up with this morning and his thick, hard cock that fucked me from behind right after. He had my arms pinned behind my back with his shadows, and the flashbacks that roam my mind make me want a repeat.
We then had breakfast with Vale and my first council meeting shortly after, where we discussed the war with the vampires and the position changes in the castle. Soren is now the king’s right-hand man and advisor, and Sinda has stepped up as the head of the royal guard. His three brothers are now council members, and I know he’s building a crew of people we can trust. Some of his father’s older men have been sent into retirement, and the younger generation of fae is taking over.
“You look beautiful sitting there, my queen,” Rave says, giving my black gown a slow perusal. He lowers his tone. “I can’t wait to take it off you when this is over.”
I send exactly how I feel through the bond, and he mutters, “Fuck” and looks over at Soren. “How many more fae are waiting to speak to us?”
“There’s still a long line,” Soren replies, smirking. His twin swords peek out from behind his back. “I think you have several hours to go.”
We’re seeing and meeting with the kingdom’s people, hearing complaints and settling disputes. Some people have just come to meet us and introduce themselves. It’s been nice, even though it’s been a long day already. I noticed some of the common faes lack pointed ears, and I think it pleases them to see someone like me on the throne for the first time in history. But, on the other side of the coin, I saw some higher fae stick their noses up at me. I just ignored them because I truly don’t care what they think. They are no better than me just because my ears are round like a human’s.
“Good things come to those who wait,” I reply, my lips twitching.
Rave groans, then sits up straight as the door opens and more fae enter. I feel lighter after our chat last night. Rave now knows everything about me, and I know I can trust him. It’s a beautiful feeling.
After hearing about an issue on a local farm, Sinda approaches me.
“My queen, the Witch Queen is here to see you,” he says, and I look over at Rave, who nods. Standing, Sinda escorts me out of the throne room and into the hallway where Pandora is leaning against the wall, absently running her finger over the scar on her lip.
“Is everything okay?” I ask as I approach, pulling her in for a quick embrace.
She rests her hands on my shoulders. “Yes, I just wanted to check in on you. It’s been a very stressful week.” She grins and adds, “Hasn’t it, Queen?”
“You could say that,” I sigh, tucking my hair behind my ear. “There’s so much going on I don’t even know where to begin.”
Pandora twines her arm in mine and leads me to the dining hall. “Your father is worried about you. I think he wants you to be in Chaos with him. Although every time you go there, it seems like someone tries to kidnap you.”
“There is that, not to mention we’re at war with the vampires, and nobody even knows where the queen is. The only person who did know, they killed,” I start, frowning. “And then, on top of that, we need to figure out who exactly is behind my kidnappings.”
“Bane is working over Rion, trying to figure out that one for you,” she admits, giving me a side-eye. “He is not a male I would want to mess with.”
Soren appears and says something to Sinda, who heads back toward the throne room.
“Don’t you have your own kingdom to run, Pandora?” he says, his eyes narrowing. I don’t know what history the two have, but the tension around them is always heated. Pandora told me that Soren doesn’t like witches, but surely, he couldn’t be so discriminatory against a whole species of magical beings, even if a witch is the one who cut him across his neck, leaving him with the thick scar as a souvenir.
“I do, but I wanted to see my friend,” she replies, staying calm. In fact, she always seems to be nothing but patient with Soren, and he normally stays as far away from her as much as he can but is usually still polite. It feels like something has changed. But what?
“What’s going on with you two?” I ask, putting them on the spot. Pandora mentioned that she knows what kinky stuff Soren is into in the bedroom, and I never once questioned how she knew that. “I feel like I’m missing something.”
Soren crosses his arms over his wide chest and licks his lips. “You’re not missing anything.”
“Have you both hooked up in the past?” I blurt out.
Pandora shakes her head. She suddenly looks like she would rather be elsewhere, and I regret saying something.
“No, she hasn’t gotten around the entire group just yet, just August, as far as I know,” he replies, his jaw tensing.
And then it all suddenly makes sense.
Soren doesn’t want Pandora, but he also doesn’t seem to like the idea that she fucked August either.
Meanwhile, he’s fucking all his blondes and calling them his pets.
Males.
"Pandora is allowed to have fun with who she wants, just like you do,” I fire back, scowling. “She is a beautiful, single woman. She owes nothing to anyone.”
No one is going to slut-shame my friend. He can take his double standards and shove them up his ass.
“Astrid—” he trails off, his eyes flickering with rage as he looks closely at Pandora’s neck, his nostrils suddenly flaring. “Who the fuck did that to you?”
My brow furrows, and I step closer to see what he’s talking about, frowning when I notice the bruise marks on her. It looks like someone has tried to choke her.
Pandora’s eyes widen as she steps back, her fingers stroking the purple marks. “As if you care.”
“Who?” Soren grits out, his dark temper giving his voice a sharp, dominant edge. I remember he once told me he has some persuasion, and I hope he wasn’t trying to use his magic to get answers out of her. “Who dared to touch you like that?”
My easy-going friend is angrier than I’ve ever seen him.
And he apparently hates witches.
Defiance flashes in Pandora’s violet gaze, and she steps forward with her hands on her hips, looking him dead in the eye. “Someone with my permission. You’re not the only one who likes it a little rough in the bedroom.”
I let out a low whistle.
Soren’s jaw tightens, his fists clenched by his sides, but he says nothing. His stormy gaze drops to her neck once more before he turns and walks away.
I don’t know what the hell that was, but I think they have some explaining to do.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
Astrid
“When did Elios get so hot?” Pandora asks, arching a brow. “Little prince is all grown up.”
“I don’t know, I haven’t been able to take my eyes off Rave,” I admit, wondering if I was drooling.
After Pandora didn’t answer any of my questions about Soren, we spent the day together, debriefing everything going on in our lives right now.
There was a lot to unpack.
Now we’re both watching them circling each other in the fight ring, our mouths slightly open. Rave is shirtless, showing off his lithe, hard muscles and warrior build, and my eyes keep going to the eight hard ridges of his abdomen and then further down to his Adonis belt, the sexy V pointing down underneath his fighting leathers. The ring is a new addition to the gardens, and I feel like this might be my new favorite place to relax. Glancing around, I see many other women working around the castle have the same idea.
“Where else could you see a muscular,  half-naked king fighting,” I mutter to myself, a dash of jealousy hitting me.
The king needs to put on some damn clothes.
Turning to Pandora, I eye the bruises around her neck. “Is that true what you told him?”
She gives her head a slight shake. “No. I was attacked.”
“By who?”
“Doesn’t matter,” she replies, shrugging like it’s nothing. “I have it under control. I don’t need Soren in my business. He’s been ignoring me for years, and he can continue to do so.”
“I’m here if you need me,” I say, my brow furrowing. “You know that, right?”
She nods and reaches over to touch my arm. “I know, Astrid.”
I spot Vale, and he runs over with a grin when he sees me. “Hello, my queens,” he says with a little bow.
I smile at him while Pandora takes him in. “Hello, Prince. You look just like a miniature version of your father, do you know that?”
“I’ve been told,” he replies, sitting beside me. “Dad said I can do my training with him today.”
“You’re going to get up there and spar?” I ask, and he nods, grinning.
“I have to be a warrior like him and protect the kingdom.”
Pandora and I share a look, my hand going to my chest. This boy could not be any sweeter. “You will be a strong leader one day, Vale.”
He gives me a cheeky grin. “And I’ll get to mate with a hot female like you.”
Pandora makes a choking noise, trying to hide her laugh and failing. “Like father like son.”
Rave takes Elios down, a smirk on his lips as he wins, offering his hand to pull his brother back up. Vale cheers hard for his dad, and I can’t keep the smile off my face. Soren and a royal guard I’ve never seen before are up next. The guard is handsome, with dark skin, short black hair, and bright blue eyes.
“Who is that?” I question.
“That’s Tor,” Vale replies, apparently knowing all the castle gossip. “Soren is training him to take his old position leading the army since he’s Dad’s advisor now. He’s a seasoned warrior.”
“He’s very good-looking, and he’s loyal to Rave,” Pandora comments, but when I look over at her, her eyes are on Soren, her fingers playing with the black diamond chain she always wears.
“Soren or Tor?” I tease.
Something too quick for me to catch crosses her features before she smirks. “Tor, of course.”
Either she’s heavily in denial or thinks I’m an idiot.
Soren rips off his tunic, showing off his muscular build. He rakes his hand through his blond hair, stretching his neck from side to side before taking his stance.
“Tor doesn’t stand a chance,” Vale murmurs, crossing his little arms over his chest.
“Who are you sparring with?” I ask him, not seeing any other kids around.
“Dad,” he replies, smirking. “Iron sharpens iron. To be the best, I have to go against the best.”
My mouth opens and then closes.
You know what, Vale deserves to be Rave’s heir.
Vera has been suspiciously absent, and I wonder what she’s up to next because there is no way she’s given up after the last stunt she pulled. Unless she’s found a new man, and maybe he’s keeping her busy?
One can only hope.
After Tor gets a few good hits, Soren stops playing with him and draws first blood with a hard knock to his jaw.
“Holy shit,” I mutter in surprise as I see not only August but Bane, Kai, and Axe approaching me. My first thought is that something must be wrong. Standing up, I run over to them, and August smiles widely, quickly wrapping his arm around me. “Is everything okay?”
“Rave invited us,” Bane explains, crossing his tattooed arms over his muscular chest. His black tunic is rolled up at the sleeves, showing off his corded forearms and veins. His dark eyes roam to the fighting ring where Sinda is now sparring with Cove.
I’m not going to lie, it’s kind of weird having them here, but it also settles my soul. And the fact that Rave invited them means so much to me because I know, for a fact, he can’t stand most, if not all of them. Or maybe they are growing on him.
Axe cracks his knuckles. “And now I see why… time to kick some fae ass.”
Or yes, perhaps he invited them here so he has an excuse to fight them.
Kai smirks, kissing my temple. “Why aren’t you up there?”
“Oh, I want to be.” I sigh, my eyes going back to Rave now standing opposite his son, making a big show of circling him. “But now that I’m queen, no one will volunteer to spar with me. It’s not like I suddenly became breakable just because they put a crown on my head.”
“What about Pandora?” August asks as he walks over to say hello to everyone. His gaze drops to her throat. “Looks like she’s already been in a fight.”
“Or had a wild night in the bedroom,” I tease, trying to lighten the mood. But then I realize she and August slept together, so now it’s kind of awkward. “I mean. Shit. Bane? How are you?”
Bane’s lip twitches. “Good. It’s nice to get out of the dungeons.”
Right.
Because he’s been down there torturing Rion for information on why he tried to kidnap me.
I chance a look at Pandora, only to find her violet eyes dancing with amusement. Obviously she and August aren’t exclusive because he doesn’t appear bothered by mentioning her being with someone else. I shrug at her, trying to tell her without words that I have no idea what’s going on anymore. She simply laughs, her delicate shoulders shaking. “It’s okay, Astrid. August and I had a little fun, but we know we are better off as friends.”
“You don’t need to explain anything—”
“Yes, we do, Star. You’re nosey,” August adds, his lips twitching as he slides his brown curls off his forehead.
We all turn back to the ring as Rave pretends to be defeated by his son, making the crowd cheer and clap. Vale beams, bowing for everyone, and I laugh as the little show-off enjoys his time in the spotlight. Rave approaches me when he leaves the ring, his eyes narrowing slightly at how close I’m standing to August and Bane. He’s still shirtless, a sheen of sweat on his smooth, tanned chest. As soon as I’m in reaching distance, he pulls me against his side and leans down to possessively kiss my neck.
“You didn’t tell me you invited my family here,” I say, a warm smile on my lips.
“I wanted to surprise you,” he murmurs, nodding in greeting to everyone. “And I didn’t know if they’d come.”
“We wouldn’t miss spending time with our sister,” Axe says, his green eyes softening as they land on me. “We all need to get along for Astrid. We all love her and want to keep her safe.”
“Agreed. Now, let’s beat the shit out of each other, hey?” Kai adds, grinning. He pulls off his tunic, flexing his muscles at Pandora with a wink before heading toward the ring, the rest of the men and Pandora following him, leaving Rave and me alone.
“Should have known you’d all bond over violence.”
Rave gently rakes his hands through my long hair, gently detangling it with his fingers. “We’re forcibly bonding over you, Astrid. I can’t deal with you going to Chaos alone anymore. This way, they can come here and see you too. But if Bane keeps looking at you like he wants to eat you, I’m going to have to teach him a lesson.”
“Leave Bane alone. He’s done nothing but be a gentleman to me,” I say, my jaw tightening.
Even when I was being kind of flirty and inappropriate. Shit! Maybe I should have a chat with him. I should tell him he will find his mate, and he and I will always be good friends.
“Defending him won’t help him,” he growls out in my ear, his teeth biting down on my lobe. “This is what I get for bonding with the most beautiful, strong, sexy fae in all eight kingdoms.”
Rolling my eyes, I pull his mouth toward me and kiss him. “I’m your queen. And I’m not going anywhere.”
He’s about to reply when Sinda walks toward us, his sword pointed at the neck of a vampire standing next to him. I recognize him as Drake, one of the Vampire Princes. It seems like a lifetime ago that I healed Drake’s mate, Pearl, when she was stabbed.
Rave puts me behind him, his shadows curling around his open hands.
“He was standing outside the castle ward lines… says he just wants to talk with you both,” Sinda explains, not lowering his sword. “He’s unarmed.”
I move out next to Rave so I can see Drake. I don’t think he’d hurt me. Last time in the forest, he left the battle because I was there and feels like he owes me a debt for saving his mate.
“Speak,” Rave commands, and I notice everyone around us has stilled and is watching.
“I wanted to tell you both that I had nothing to do with the death of your king,” he says, his throat working as he swallows. “I’m sorry for your loss. The vampires are divided, and we knew nothing of this plot to murder him. My mother was in love with your father, and he was trying to protect her. She would never have seen harm come to him.”
Rave and I share a look, and because of my vision, we knew they had been sleeping together and that King Tane was hiding her from her husband, the Vampire King.
“What are you saying, Prince?” I ask, my brow furrowing. “That your king was behind it, but you are no longer aligned with him?”
“We are in a civil war with the queen, my mother, returning to stand against her husband. I have chosen my side, and others have done the same.” He pauses, hesitating for a moment. “We want to align with you to take down the king. And in return, I will tell you how the vampires got into your castle in the first place.”
Rave’s darkness gathers, his eyes bleeding black. “Are you saying we have a traitor?”
Drake nods slowly, his red eyes momentarily flickering with sympathy.
Looks like someone betrayed us.
And going by the thundering expression on Rave’s face, I feel sorry for whoever it is.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
Astrid
A meeting is called, and not one with the whole council. This meeting has the people Rave trusts with his life. Joining us in a circle in the throne room is Soren, Sinda, Cove, Nico, Elios, and Drake.
“If we agree to align with him, we’re putting a lot of trust in his words,” Nico comments, frowning at the Vampire Prince. His brown tunic is open in the front, exposing more chest than usual. He crosses his arms over his chest and turns to his king. “And how do we know the information he gives us is correct?”
“We could bring Vera in,” Rave comments, eyes narrowing slightly. “She can tell us if his words are true.”
Drake stands up straighter, squaring his shoulders. “Yeah, there might be a problem with that, considering she’s the one who let them in. But if you know another truth-sayer, I will happily prove myself.”
The room goes so still and quiet you could hear a pin drop, but the atmosphere gets so thick I feel like I will suffocate. It’s like the power seeping off Rave consumes all the air in the room.
“What did you just say?” The words are calm and controlled, but the surge of shadows that begin to fill the room lets us all know just how angry he truly is. No, this is more than anger. I can’t imagine how hurt, angry, and betrayed he must feel.
Vera, the mother of his child, let the vampires in.
She is the reason Rave lost his father.
Drake turns to me. “I will tell you the truth, even if you don’t take my deal, because I owe you a debt for saving my mate. After this, consider us even, Queen Astrid.”
“You never owed me anything, but I appreciate that,” I reply, gesturing for him to continue.
“It was her,” Drake nods, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m sorry, but I saw her meeting with my father with my own eyes. She broke the wards and opened the gate for the vampires to enter.”
The room darkens around us. Through the bond, I feel snippets of what Rave is experiencing, and it hurts.
It fucking hurts.
The betrayal cuts him like a knife to the gut.
I’m going to kill that bitch.
“How could she break the wards?” I ask in a soft voice, swallowing hard.
“She was there when we set them… she knows…” Rave trails off. “Fuck! I knew I couldn’t trust her, but I didn’t think she’d do anything like this! Not with Vale…”
His magic seethes from him, and everyone takes a few steps back while I touch his shoulder. There’s nothing I can say that will help, but I let him know I’m here for him. I send my love through the bond, and he takes a long, deep breath.
“Soren, go! Bring her to me. Make sure Vale doesn’t see,” Rave commands, and Soren nods once and zips into thin air. He turns to Drake. “We accept your deal. But if you and your mother betray us, we will hunt you all down and kill you both.”
Shadows peek out and stroke Drake’s face in such a way it makes him flinch.
“Do you understand?” Rave questions, his irises bleeding pitch black. His fingers twitch like he wants to beat the shit out of something.
Drake swallows hard and nods. “I do.”
“And what do you know of this Rion? Is he working with your father?” I ask, wondering where Rion and his band of mercenaries fit in.
Drake’s eyes widen in surprise. “As far as I know, he is doing my father’s dirty work for now, but not out of loyalty. The Vampire King has something he desperately wants.”
I see. “So he asked him to kidnap me?”
“A queen for a queen,” he murmurs, running his hand through his hair. “He thinks King Tane was keeping my mother hostage.”
A queen for a queen.
He wanted to kidnap me and then trade me for the Vampire Queen.
The one who doesn’t want to return to him.
“We will be in touch.”
Drake zips out, and Rave pulls me into his arms. With a bow, the rest of the men disappear.
Before Sinda leaves, Rave calls out, “Sinda, please ask Celeste to prepare Vale’s bedroom for him. He will be living here as of tonight.”
Sinda nods, bows again, and closes the wide brass doors behind him.
“What are you going to d-do?” I ask him, clearing my throat when my voice cracks a little. At the end of the day, Vera is Vale’s mother, and he does love her. I’m sure a part of Rave will always love her too.
He strokes his big hand down my back. “I don’t know, but I will put her in the dungeons until I figure it out. What do you think I should do?”
I can’t answer this for him.
This is his family and history, and he will have to live with his choices.
He’s the one who will have to look his son in the eyes every day.
If it were up to me, Vera would have been gone after the last stunt she pulled.
I’m saved from answering when Soren appears before us, his gray eyes dark like storm clouds. “She’s gone and taken Vale with her. We must have just missed them.”
Well, if that doesn’t prove her guilt, I don’t know what does.
“I can’t track her when she’s next to Vale because he blocks her magical trace,” he explains, a muscle working in his jaw. “The second she moves farther enough away from him that his void magic doesn’t block her, I’ll be able to find her location.”
The temperature in the room drops.
I didn’t even consider the fact that as a void, Vale would block her signature magic trace.
That sneaky little bitch.
Rave squeezes the back of my neck. “Stay here,” he orders and then vanishes into black smoke.
“Fuck,” I whisper, sharing a look with Soren. He rakes a hand through his blond hair. “What a mess.”
At least she won’t harm Vale, so we know he is safe.
Soren soon wraps his arm around me, his warmth comforting. “We’ll find them, don’t worry. She can’t have Vale glued by her side forever. You know, I never fucking liked the bitch. I told him not to dip his dick in crazy—”
“You told him that? That doesn’t sound like anything that would come out of your mouth, pet,” I tease, calling him what I’ve heard him call his casual dalliances.
“Okay, maybe it was something about boning and bailing without leaving any trace of evidence,” he adds, smirking.
My lip twitches. “Now that sounds more like you.”
“And don’t let Rave hear you call me that, even as a joke. He will snap my neck without a thought,” he groans out.
“What? Pe—”
I don’t get the complete word out before his palm covers my mouth. “You want me to die, don’t you? Come on, let’s go outside. Your entire crew is still out there, wondering what the hell is going on.”
He’s right. Bane, Axe, Kai, August, and Pandora are all standing in a circle, looking stressed. Bane’s arms are crossed over his chest, and his dark eyes scan me from head to toe when he sees me.
“Is everything okay?” Axe asks, stepping toward me. They are all bare-chested, and my eyes can’t help but do a little wandering.
“What happened?” Pandora asks, touching my shoulder and giving it a gentle squeeze.
Sighing, I give them the short version. “Vera let the vampires in and now she’s run off with Vale.”
Bane’s eyes flicker to amber. He straightens his broad shoulders as if bolstering for battle, and he shares a dark look with Kai and Axe. “Anyone want to go hunting?”
They all disappear, and Pandora, Soren, and I are left standing.
And that’s when the vision hits.
Vera is crying, pleading with Rave to spare her. Soren is standing next to him, watching Vera with cold gray eyes.
“I love you, Rave. I am the mother of your son! You can’t harm me… please. I won’t try to take him away again.  I won’t betray you ever again.”
Rave hesitates, his sword trembling in his fingers. But he doesn’t lower it. He’s about to attack when Bane zips behind Vera, sword at her neck. He slices in one smooth motion, Vera instantly falling to the ground.
Bane looks at Rave. “Now, when your son asks you who killed his mother, you won’t have to say that it’s you.”
Fuck.
I’ve always been told how ruthless Bane can be, but this is my first time witnessing it.
Bane is going to murder Vera.
In front of Rave.
And I’m going to let it happen.
Maybe I’m more of a monster than Bane is.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
Rave
It’s hours and hours later when Soren tracks Vera to the Shifter Kingdom. I don’t know why the fuck she chose to go there. Maybe because she knew I wouldn’t want to start a war with another kingdom, or maybe she has connections there. She’s drained from zipping when I find her sitting in her room at an inn, her head in her hands. Although she is a truth-sayer, Vera isn’t otherwise magically powerful, and she only zips in emergencies—like trying to escape me after I found out she is a traitor. Vale isn’t in the room, and it’s obviously why Soren was able to trace her.
“Where is Vale?” I ask, and she jumps, taking in Soren and me. Our arms are crossed, and our feet are spread apart.
“He got upset,” she replies, leaning back in her chair. “He wanted to go home and tried to run.”
“Where is he, Vera?” I seethe, slamming my hands down on the table. “Where is my son?”
“I’ll tell you once I know that you’re not going to do anything to me,” she replies, lifting her chin. Her red hair is disheveled and purple circles are under her eyes. Her emerald gown is ripped and has something spilled on the front. She’s usually always so put together, but now she’s a fucking mess on the outside, as much as she’s always been on the inside. I just don’t know why she has done this. I’ve given her everything, not for her, but for Vale. And yet she has no loyalty to the crown her son will one day wear.
“You betrayed our kingdom. You got my father killed. Why did you do it?” I ask, my brow furrowing.
Her gaze turns speculative. “You were meant to be mine, Rave. I did everything I could to have you. I got pregnant and gave you a son! And what did you do? You found your fated mate and tried to brush me aside. You didn’t even let me in the castle anymore. Did you think I was just going to take that?”
“So you did purposely get pregnant.”
I’ve always known she did it to trap me, but I want to hear her say it. Although I could never regret Vale, no matter how he came about. It’s time for the truth-sayer to finally speak her own truth.
“Of course I did!” She smirks, her green eyes flickering with satisfaction and spite. Her red, chipped nail taps along her mouth. “I wanted you tied to me. I wanted to be queen. And I would have been if it wasn’t for that fucking common peasant you decided to bond with.”
“Say one more word about my mate, and I will make this ten times worse for you,” I growl the words out in a deceptively calm tone. “Where is my son?”
Bane, Kai, and Axe arrive, stepping into the room and taking in the situation. Kai steps forward unthreateningly and approaches Vera, tilting his head to the side as he studies her. “Vale is with a friend of hers not far from here. He’s safe. She planned on hiding him and raising him to hate you and then come back to kill you and claim the crown one day.”
Vera’s jaw drops, and then she stands abruptly, the chair falling to the floor behind her. “Get the fuck out of my head.”
Kai can mind read?
I’ve only ever met a few people who can do it, and I see the quieter of the brothers in a different light now. He’s probably so fucking quiet because he’s always listening in. Although, with my strong mental shields, there’s no hope of him hopping around in my head.
My shadows reach out and restrain her, one covering her mouth so I don’t have to listen to any of the evil sprouting from the lips I once kissed. “We’ll bring her with us until we find him.”
Kai keeps searching her mind for clues until we stumble across the house. Being a void, Vale has never been more inconvenient, and knowing Soren will never be able to track him in an emergency like this is a fucking worry in itself.
“Keep her back until we get Vale out of here,” I say quietly to Soren, who nods and steps away with her while the rest of us enter the premises.
We find Vale outside, practicing with his sword, slicing the small blade through the air. No one else is home. All I feel is pure relief that he is okay and will soon be back where he belongs. I never once thought Vera would try to take him from me, from his legacy, but I’ve now learned the hard way that she is more spiteful and vindictive than I ever gave her credit for. She thinks no harm will come to her because she is the mother of my firstborn child.
Looks like we both underestimated each other.
“Vale?” I call out, and he turns with a grin and runs straight to me, jumping in my arms. I kiss the top of his dark, silky hair.
“I knew you’d come,” he says, hugging me. I hold him for a few warm moments, thanking my lucky stars I found him. His icy-blue eyes, so like my own, look up at me with apprehension.
“I didn’t want to leave, Dad. I don’t understand why we had to.”
“I know,” I say, taking a deep breath. “It’s going to be okay. Are you here alone?”
He nods. “Mom’s friend, Milana, was here with me, but she went to the markets to get us something to eat. She’s really nice.”
I don’t give a fuck how nice she is. She helped Vera, so she is now my enemy.
Axe, Kai, and Bane walk out of the house in unison, like a team of professional assassins who have been working together for years. And they probably have.
“It’s all clear. No one is around,” Axe says, grinning when his intelligent green eyes land on Vale. “Well, hello there, little prince.”
“These are Astrid’s brothers,” I say, hoping the comment makes Bane uncomfortable because I know the bastard wants to fuck her. “They are going to take you home, okay? And I’ll be there soon.”
“Okay,” Vale murmurs, letting me go. He turns and faces them all. “Want to spar when we get back? I’ve been practicing.”
Axe and Kai chuckle, and Kai rests his arm on Vale’s shoulder. Looks like my son might have picked up a few more uncles.
Bane doesn’t follow them. Instead, he lingers with me, his dark eyes not giving away anything.
Together, in silence, we go and find Vera and Soren. The closer I get to her, the tighter the knot in my stomach becomes. I know people think I’m a heartless monster and I can kill with no conscience, and in some cases, they would be right.
But this is different.
What happens next is going to affect Vale. And that’s what hurts the most.
I’m not going to enjoy it, but it’s something that has to be done.
Vera is a threat to Astrid, to the kingdom, and now to her son.
And no one fucking threatens what’s mine.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
Astrid
When Rave steps into our bedroom, sword still strapped to his belt, I already know what happened.
“Are you okay?” I ask him as he removes his weapons one by one, placing them on the table. His hand then reaches behind him as he pulls off his tunic. I saw Vale return earlier with my brothers, and I gave him some dinner and tucked him into bed. He didn’t ask where his mother was. And I didn’t bring her up either. Unable to help myself, my eyes roam over his bare, muscular body as he lowers himself onto the mattress.
“She won’t be coming back.” The words sound like they are torn out of him.
I sit up on my knees and run my hand down his back. “I know, I saw a vision… I saw what happened,” I admit, swallowing hard. I don’t know why Bane did what he did, but I’m thankful for it. Killing her would have eaten Rave alive every time Vale asked about what happened to his mother.
He goes silent, taking a deep breath. “Do you think I did the right thing?” He turns his head, and his beautiful blue eyes fall on me, watching closely, intimately, wanting reassurance.
“I do. And I think what Bane did… he did the right thing too.”
His eyes close and then open, his vulnerability washed away with my assurance. “I owe him. I fucking hate that, but I do.” He tilts his head to the side. “The one thing he wants he’s not fucking getting, though. You’re mine.”
Resting against the headboard with the sheets rumpled around my waist, Rave turns and gazes at my breasts before bringing his now-black eyes back up to mine. The air in the room thickens with desire.
“If I’m yours, why don’t you come here and prove it?” I rasp out, smirking at him. I’m going to take his mind off things, and there’s no better way than a good, hard fuck. His eyes narrowing, he slides off his leathers and crawls onto the bed, pulling away the sheet with a hard tug and exposing me fully.
His hand spans my throat, fingers gripping as he pulls me to his lips, kissing me deeply. “You sure you want to test me right now, Princess?”
Biting down on his lower lip, he groans and lets go of my throat, grabbing my hips and flipping me over so I’m on my hands and knees.
“Hands on the headboard,” he growls out, and I do as I’m told, spreading my thighs like an offering. He slides a finger over my pussy, moaning when he finds me drenched. “So fucking wet for me.”
He kisses down the side of my neck, fingers playing with my nipples. I feel his hard cock press up against my ass, and I grind back against him. He slaps my ass, and I can’t help the moan that escapes my lips.
He lowers his head and eats me out from behind, catching me off guard.
“Fuck.” I know I’m not going to last long, especially with the way his tongue is expertly stroking over my clit in a circular motion that he knows drives me fucking crazy. My hands drop, and he lifts his face to command, “Hands back up.”
Gripping the wood once more, I move back against him, so fucking turned on and needing more. “Please.”
“You make me so hard when you beg.” He slides a finger inside my pussy while the other strokes over my ass, gently applying pressure. We’ve never done any butt stuff before, but when he slides a wet finger inside, it’s all it takes to push me over the edge, and I violently come, my body trembling as I cry out. Rave drags my pleasure out, his fingers now stroking my clit as he slides his big cock inside me from behind in one deep thrust. I’m so wet I feel the dampness on my thighs, and when Rave wraps my hair around his hand, pulls my head back, and starts fucking me hard, I’m moaning so loud that the whole fucking castle can probably hear. I sit up so my back is against his chest, pushing back against his dick.
“Such a good…fucking… girl,” he growls out, punctuating each word with a hard thrust before pulling out of me and flipping me onto my back, lifting my legs over his shoulders and sliding back in. I grab the side of his neck, my nails gripping his flesh as his gaze is stuck on where we are connected. His shadows stroke over my nipples, and he keeps staring at his cock going in and out of my pussy with an intensity that sets my body on fire. I make a whimpering sound as he marks that response, always taking note of what I respond to. He stares down at me in awe. It’s an indescribable feeling to be looked at like that and feel this love and amazement at me just through his eyes.
“You take me so well. You were made for me, Astrid. All. Fucking. Mine.”
“Yes, I’m yours,” I whisper. He lowers his head with a growl and kisses me. We come together, and then he gets a warm cloth to clean me. I raise my hand to cup his face, and he smiles, flashing me his dimple.
This male, this king, is fucking mine.
It was Foretold.
***
“Do you think you could hold a shield while I eat your pussy?” Rave asks me the next morning as I step out of the bathroom. He’s dressed for the day, his black tunic showing off his smooth chest and folded up to his forearms, showing off his strong, veined arms. He’s wearing a hungry look that I know all too well.
“Want me to skip training with Bob today and try that instead?” I ask, letting my towel drop to the floor.
He’s meant to go to training himself, but apparently, he didn’t get enough of me last night. Coming to stand before me, he picks me up and sits me on the edge of the bed, kissing me gently. He then kneels in front of me, spreading my thighs as he trails sinful kisses everywhere except the place I want him to be. My breath catches in my throat as he finally brings his face to my sex, his warm breath tingling my skin. He peers up at me, and I hold his intense stare for a long moment.
“Shield,” he then commands at the same time his lips and tongue start to devour me.
Fuck.
Lifting my hands, I push out a shield over us, holding it firm, while he starts to eat me like a starving man, licking me up and down and over my clit. My thighs start to tremble, but I try to keep my mind focused, holding the protection over us.
I’m not going to lie, it’s fucking hard.
Especially with Rave on his fucking knees in front of me, worshiping me.
It doesn’t take long for him to bring me to climax, and I’m about to return the favor and choke on his cock when there’s a knock on the door. We share a look, then turn our heads toward the door.
“Dad! Did Mom come back?” Vale shouts through the door.
Fuck.
At least I was still holding my shield.



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
Rave
“Your mother isn’t coming back. She’s decided to stay there with her friend,” I flat out lie to my son. How the fuck am I meant to tell him she’s dead? He’s too young, and I don’t want to be the first to break his heart.
“Oh, okay,” he replies, nodding like he almost expected it. “So, I’ll be living here now all the time?”
“Yes, no more back and forth,” I say, offering him a gentle smile. “You are our prince and heir, so right here is where you belong.”
“Okay, I’ll see Mom whenever she comes back to visit,” he says, more to himself than me. “I have to go to training. And then I’m going fishing. I’ll see you at dinner.”
He runs off, my lip twitching as I watch him go.
I know the truth will come out one day, but for now, I’ve bought myself some time.
Heading to my own training, I’m stopped by Soren standing with Bane, who apparently lives in my fucking kingdom these days. But I’m grateful for what he did last night, so as long as he keeps his hands off Astrid, I don’t have a problem with him. In fact, I respect him. It’s well known that he’s feared and revered, especially by the demons waiting for him to return to their kingdom and take back the throne. His fighting skills and weather and blood-tracing magic make him a strong ally. But I don’t like that he’s a good-looking bastard, especially when my spy in Chaos told me that Bane and Astrid sometimes seemed a little too close. That was when I fucked up, and I know she was heartbroken. I’ll never make the same mistake and hurt her again because I don’t know what I’d do if I lost her. And if she ever ran into the arms of another male, I’d have to kill him.
In fact, Bane is lucky to still be breathing.
And the only reason is the male standing next to him right now. Although looking at the two of them, you’d think they were fucking friends.
And after everything, maybe they are.
“Bane came to give us an update on Rion,” Soren explains, turning to Bane to let him explain.
He crosses his arms over his chest, his legs apart. “What Drake said checks out. Rion admitted he’s working for the Vampire King, but only because he has Rion’s mate held hostage. He’s basically blackmailing Rion to do all of his dirty work. However, there are apparently many incubi who want to get their hands on Astrid to breed her as well. They want succubi daughters and think she is the answer to end the curse once and for all.”
“Anyone who tries to breed her, or even looks in her direction with any malicious intent, will end up without their fucking head,” I seethe, shadows swirling around my hands. Just the thought of someone harming her sends me into a blackout rage.
Technically, Astrid’s birth broke the curse, but everyone wants to know why. And how. And they want to make more succubi, but there will never be another like her. My mate is one in a fucking million.
“No one will harm her,” Bane decrees, like it’s law. And in my kingdom, it most definitely is. “We’ve convinced Rion to give us information as long as we promise to save his mate.”
I don’t remember seeing any mating bands around his wrists, so they mustn’t be bonded. “Okay, that’s a good plan to have him as our spy. You let him go then?”
Bane nods, cocking his head to the side. “He was hard to break, but once he realized we knew who he was working for, he decided to trust us.”
“So what now?” Soren asks, stretching his neck from side to side, drawing attention to the scar across his neck. I’ll never forget the day I found him barely alive, blood dripping down his body.
“Now we get ready for war.”
We must be ready for anything, so I’m covering all bases.
And Astrid—I want to talk to her about her seer magic and learning to control and develop it. I know she’s had to hide it all this time, but now she should embrace it. She should be proud of being so powerful, but I know why she is scared, and it’s a valid reason.
I’m king now.
And no one would dare touch her.
I’d send all eight kingdoms to darkness for her.
“King Zython has asked Astrid to visit Chaos tomorrow night for his birthday dinner,” Bane adds, smirking. “And you are both invited too.”
I try to hide my wince. “We will be there.”
Soren chuckles, slapping me on my shoulder. “Dinner with the father-in-law? There better be some hot women in Chaos because I need to get laid, and whoever I fuck there, I won’t have to see again. It’s perfect.”
Soren has always been charming as fuck and popular with the females. We used to share women in the past, pleasuring and dominating them together. Soren has a thing about control. And he even likes a dash of pain mixed in with his pleasure. But that all changed when I met Astrid because no one, not even my best friend, gets a taste of her sweet pussy.
“We’ll take you to Lust.” Bane grins, staring up at the sunny sky. “Plenty of women to choose from.”
“All right, I’m in,” Soren replies, rubbing his hands together with glee. “But if it’s a fucking incubi sausage fest, I’m going to be pissed.”
Bane smirks. “The females from all kingdoms come to Lust to feed the incubi with their debauchery. Don’t worry, you won’t be short on pussy.”
“You got in with the right family, my king,” he mutters, then nods toward the fighting ring. “All right. Let’s get in there and kick some ass. We have a Vampire King to kill.”
We train hand-to-hand magic and then with weapons only. Soren pulls his twin swords from his back as he faces off with Bane, an amused smirk on his lips. He lives for this shit. He always has. Bane pulls out his sword, and the two of them go head-to-head. I feel Astrid through the bond before I see her, smiling as she wraps her small hand around my waist and tucks herself under my arm.
“How did it go with Vale?” she asks, and I frown as her eyes go to Soren and Bane instead of staying on mine.
Ahh, yes, the little cockblock prince himself.
“I told him Vera wanted to stay with her friend and wasn’t coming back. He didn’t seem surprised, maybe because she was so adamant to leave here,” I explain, kissing the top of her head. “I couldn’t tell him she was dead. I know I should have, but I couldn’t.”
She stays silent for a few moments and then sighs. “It might have been better to tell him the truth, Rave. He’s going to get older and ask more questions, and it might bite you in the ass.”
She’s right. I know she is.
“I’ll tell him.”
“Good,” she murmurs, and I kiss the top of her head. “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine, just worried about Vale,” I assure her, and it’s the truth. I feel guilty about Vera because Vale has lost his mother, but I don’t feel sad that Vera is gone. I can’t forgive her betrayal, and I have no sympathy for her because she brought it all on herself.
Soren and Bane keep battling, and both are pretty evenly matched.
“He will be okay. We will make sure of it,” she says quietly, glancing back at me with those hazel eyes I fucking love so much. “I had another vision before. I keep seeing everyone’s fated mates. I don’t know why. I’m a fucking matchmaker… that’s all I’m good for.”
My eyebrows raise. “Do you know how many people would give anything to know who their mate is? Or just to know that they do have one out there? You are incredible, Princess. I wanted to talk to you about that. We can work on your seer magic more, but only if you want to. If you learn how to master it, you will be unstoppable.”
“I do want to.” She nods, biting her lower lip in thought. “I think Laurel can help me, but I don’t know how to get that time with her without the Shifter King finding out. He can’t know what I am.”
My fingers move up her back to her nape, squeezing gently. “He won’t touch you. I’ll kill him first.”
“Rave—”
“I could invite him here under the guise of more chats about the vampire situation,” I suggest, already making a plan. “He doesn’t go anywhere without Laurel.”
“That could work,” she replies, and I run my finger down the cheek of her pretty brown skin before tracing her lips, my finger tugging on the lower one as I lower my head and kiss her. “Whatever you want, I will always make it happen for you.”
She smiles, the sunlight hitting her eyes, showing off their green.
Fuck.
I’m gone for this woman and can’t even be mad about it.



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
Astrid
Dinner at Zython’s was a way more chilled event than I thought it would be. It was mostly just us, the usual crew, and a few of my dad’s incubi friends he’d grown up with. We’re all sitting outside for once, enjoying the warm breeze. The long, white table is candlelit, and the food tonight is divine. With a glass of red wine in my hand, I turn to Rave and smirk as I watch him eat his perfectly separated food in order. He’s currently eating his vegetables while I’m digging right into my steak. It still amuses me that this big, scary shadow daddy can’t deal with the idea of his food touching each other or being eaten all at once.
“It’s nice having you here,” I say quietly, for his ears only.
His big hand reaches under the table, splayed out possessively on my thigh. “I’m happy to be anywhere you are, Princess. And I’ll be even happier to take you home alone after this and fuck you until you come all over my cock.”
My cheeks heat, hoping no one, especially my dad or brothers, heard his words.
Or Bane.
I don’t want him to hear it either.
Even though we are just friends, I know he likes me, and hell, I did like him back, just not in the same way I feel about Rave.
Still, I never want to hurt or make him uncomfortable.
It’s a nice feeling knowing his mate is out there, though, and maybe I could help him find her.
Soren, sitting opposite us with Axe, leans back in his chair, amusement etched over his expression. “So, am I the last to know about Nico and Sinda fucking? Because I accidentally walked in on them today, and I’m still in shock.”
We all go silent, and Soren barks out a laugh. “Never mind, I guess I’m the first to know then.”
He’s right because I had no idea at all. Of course, I’ve seen them hanging out together, but I never suspected it was anything romantic.
“If they wanted us to know, then we would know,” I mutter, giving Soren a look that clearly tells him to shut his mouth.
“Well, everyone knows now,” August mutters from next to Soren, picking up his ale and taking a sip.
“Hey I’m just trying to work out if they’d let me watch on purpose next time. What I saw was fucking hot,” Soren adds, grinning.
Rave drops his fork on his plate and sits back with an amused smirk. “My brother can fuck who he wants, but if you ask him about it, we’ll likely have to deal with an earthquake. So, everyone shut the fuck up.”
Nico is a little bit of an asshole, and Sinda is so nice, so maybe they’ll balance each other out. I know Nico’s fated mate died, but I haven’t seen any visions about who Sinda’s is. And now I’m feeling a little fucking nosey.
But Soren can’t help himself and adds, “Hopefully, Sinda doesn’t bend Nico’s sword.”
My lip twitches at his reference to Sinda’s metal manipulation magic, and the men chuckle.
Even Rave laughs, and when I turn to watch him, his blue eyes bright and his dimple in full show, I want nothing more than to drag him somewhere and get down on my knees for him.
“Look at me like that, Astrid, and we’re leaving right fucking now,” Rave whispers in my ear, sending shivers down my spine.
I’m considering accepting his offer when my dad comes over and invites Rave and Soren to see his weaponry. They both follow him, Rave leaving me with a lingering look that leaves my panties wet.
“You’ve got him wrapped around your little finger,” Axe comments, moving into the seat Rave vacated. His arm touches mine, and then he stills, his brow furrowing in confusion. He drops his head into his hands.
“What’s wrong?” I ask him, sitting up and touching his back. “Axe?”
Bane and Kai come over from their seats to see what’s going on, but Axe just sits up and forces a smile, looking at me as if he’s never seen me before. “It’s nothing, just a little head spin.”
He stretches his neck from side to side, and I feel his agitation. His fingers strum on his wine glass, and I stand up, grabbing his bicep. “Come with me,” I demand, and he allows me to drag him to a large tree, far enough away from the others that they won’t be able to hear our conversation. “What the fuck was that?”
Axe crosses his arms over his chest. “Astrid, you know that I’m a mirror.”
“Yes,” I reply with a slight shrug. “What about it?”
His lips tighten. “I’m. A. Mirror.”
And then it hits me.
His arm touched mine.
He must have mirrored my magic.
He touched me and had a vision.
He knows what I am.
Fuck.
“Why didn’t you tell us?” he whisper-yells, his hands gripping my shoulders. “You’re a fucking seer?”
“What did you see?” I ask him, gripping his forearms.
Fear flickers in his green eyes, his throat working as he swallows, “I saw—”
“What’s wrong?” Bane demands, rushing up to us. “Axe, get your fucking hands off her.”
My brother lets me go, and Bane pulls me against him.
Axe scowls. He wasn’t hurting me, but I see the way he was looming over me could appear aggressive. “Nothing is wrong. I’m having a private conversation with my sister, who is apparently a fucking seer and didn’t tell any of us.”
So much for a private conversation.
I’m about to yell at Axe for having a big fucking mouth when out of nowhere, five vampires appear.
And then all I see is darkness.
***
My eyes flutter open, focusing on the dark stone ceiling, my head feeling heavy. What happened? Sitting up, I realize I’m all but lying on top of Bane, and we’re alone in a cell. Our legs are shackled in thick silver, and I start to panic, and it all comes back to me.
The vampires took us.
Bane is bleeding from his head, the blood dripping down his face. His lip is swollen, his eyes are purple, and likely will be black tomorrow. Ripping off a strip from my tunic, I gently press down on the wound, trying to stop the bleeding while I heal him.
How did they get to us?
How did I get knocked out?
I don’t remember fighting, just passing out.
“Bane?” I whisper, checking his pulse. Placing my warm hands on him, I let my healing magic do its job, watching in satisfaction as all the damage on him disappears, only a slight discomfort hitting me. My magic is getting stronger and stronger because before, I would have been drained and have had to sleep it off.
He’s alive, and when his dark eyes open, they flicker amber. “Are you okay?”
Bane takes me in silently, then forces himself to sit up. “Motherfucker. You healed me?”
“Of course I did. What happened?” I ask, still confused.
“The vampires came and used a witch spell on you. It knocked you unconscious. It happened so fucking fast. When they tried to zip you away, I quickly held onto you and came with you. I fought them off when they tried to separate us, so they gave up and threw me in here with you. There were a lot of them.”
“You could have zipped away.”
“I’m not leaving you. What kind of male do you think I am?” He scowls, leaning his head back against the stone wall. “And these shackles are magic. We can’t zip now, even if I had the energy.” I don’t miss the way his half-mast eyes zoom in on my neck.
Of course, he lost a lot of blood. He must be hungry.
“Bane, do you need—”
“No,” he growls out, closing his eyes. “I’m fine. Don’t worry about me.”
I scoot over to sit next to him, resting my head on his shoulder. “How long until they find us?”
“I don’t know,” he admits, swallowing hard. “But we just need to stay alive until they do.”
No one comes for us that night, and we fall asleep together.
Cold.
Hungry.
And fucking angry.



CHAPTER THIRTY
Astrid
I’m not going to lie.
By the second day, I’m starving.
The old me was used to not eating a lot, and August and I were happy with a chunk of bread, some cheese, and dried meat most days, but after being spoiled in the palace, not having any food is a struggle. Also, I really need to pee, but I don’t want to pee in a bucket in front of Bane. Soon, I know I won’t have a choice, but until then, my bladder is being tested to its limits. Bane keeps me warm with his body, wrapping his arms around me. It’s intimate, but I feel comfortable with him.
“So, you’re a seer,” he says into my ear. I was wondering when he was going to bring it up.
“Yes, I never told anyone. I only told August before I came to the castle, and I only just told Rave recently.”
He nods, absently stroking my hair. “I think that was smart. They’d be fighting over you even more if they knew.”
“I had a vision of you,” I admit, my voice a low whisper. “I was sitting with you… you and your fated mate. She was beautiful, and you looked so happy, Bane. And you were wearing a crown. We were all friends.”
He stills, holding his breath. “I have a fated mate out there waiting for me?”
“Yes. The future is fluid, always changing, but I saw her,” I say, smiling as he squeezes me tighter. “I don’t know when you will meet her, but you will. And it will be perfect.”
I note that the hair stroking stops, and he almost puts up a bit of an emotional wall between us. I don’t like it, but I know it’s for the best for both of us.
“Thank you for telling me,” he finally says, clearing his throat. He lifts me off him and stands in front of me as a light-haired vampire opens the cell, placing some bread and water on the floor before quickly locking it shut once more.
“You will be set free when the king trades you both for his queen,” the vampire says, and I want to knock the smug look off his face. He tilts his head to look at me around Bane’s big build, his red eyes scanning over me, and he licks his lips. “Although maybe once the king sees you for himself, he might want to keep you.”
Hard pass.
“She’s a Fae Queen.” Bane scowls, his hands clenching to fists. “You will show her respect.”
The vampire smirks and walks away, and Bane mutters something about wanting to kill him with a lightning bolt the second he can use his magic again. He grabs the bread and water, and we both sit back down. He rips the bread in half, giving me the bigger piece.
“Bane—”
“Eat it,” he orders me, taking a bite of the smaller one. And I do, but only because I’m going to offer him my blood to give him his own strength.
We sip on the water, while I decide the best way to get him to stop fighting his hunger and take what he needs. In the end, I just go with being honest.
“Bane, I want you to bite me,” I blurt out, putting up my hands. “And before you argue, you need to be at your full strength for us to get out of here. It’s nothing personal. You need to eat, and I have what you need to feed you. Don’t fucking overthink it, and just bite me. Stop being stubborn and—”
He cuts off my rant by sliding my hair off my neck and shoving his canines into my neck without any warning. It hurts a little at first, but after that, pleasure hits me, and an almost orgasmic feeling takes over me.
Fuck.
Each pull on my neck sends tingles straight to my clit, but I ignore that and think of other things.
The fact that I still really need to pee.
Oh yeah, Vera is dead. I wonder what other exes of Rave’s need to be taken out.
That steak I ate last night.
I think of anything other than how fucking good his bite feels.
But then he lifts his head, licking his bloody lips, confusion etched onto his face. “You taste… different.”
Well, that’s not something any female wants to hear.
“What do you mean?” I ask, frowning. He angles my head, lowers his face back to my neck, and licks it to close the wound before replying, “You taste incredible and so powerful. It’s like nothing I’ve ever tasted before. I don’t think you are just fae, Princess. Maybe it’s the succubus blood.” But he still sounds confused.
“Well,” I mutter, crossing my arms over my chest. “Did you get enough of my weird-tasting blood?”
“I didn’t say it was weird—”
“You’re not hungry anymore?” I ask, still slightly offended at his comments.
“No, I’m—” he stops and says, “Thank you,” before licking his lips again. “I feel strong, even if Rave is going to fucking murder me with his bare hands.”
Now that he’s got my blood in him, he tries to break the shackles, but nothing happens. “It needs magic.”
Magic that neither of us currently possesses.
“Okay, I have to pee, so I need you to turn around and sing a song or something,” I tell him, standing up and walking to the bucket, the chains clanging behind me.
“Bane,” I snap when he’s still sitting there with an amused eyebrow raised at me. I twirl my finger, telling him to turn around.
He does, and I pull down my trousers and squat over the bucket, the loud noise making my cheeks heat. “Why aren’t you singing?” I growl.
He laughs but starts to sing some tune I’ve never heard before. But what surprises me the most is that he is actually a good singer. His voice is deep, raspy, and honest, and I could listen to it all day. “You have a beautiful voice,” I tell him once it’s safe and I’m finished.
“Thank you,” he replies, dropping his head. Is he shy about it? “I used to sing with my mother as a child.”
Before she died and his dad remarried.
Before they exiled him from his own kingdom.
I open my mouth to reply when we hear a commotion, some yelling, and then some familiar black shadows.
“Rave is here,” I say, standing up and holding onto the bars. I feel his anger and fear through the bond. Fear that I’m hurt or dead. But then the dungeon door opens, and Rave steps inside. Dressed in all black, darkness steaming from him, he looks like a god from the underworld. His eyes are pitch black, and he’s in full shadow-daddy mode.
“Astrid!” he calls out when he sees us, running over and opening the cell. He rushes inside and pulls me into his arms, his eyes frantically checking over me. “You’re okay, you’re okay.”
“I am,” I promise him.
Pandora, Kai, and August step inside.
“Come on, we need to get out of here. The others won’t be able to hold them back for long,” August says.
Rave tries to break the shackles, scowling when they won’t budge. “These are spelled. We need you, Pandora.”
She rushes over, her gown dragging on the dirty stone floor as she touches them. “Shit, a strong witch did these.”
“Does that mean you can’t break them?” Bane asks from behind me.
Pandora smirks, focusing on the silver in her hands. “Rave, get your shadows to help me.”
Tendrils of darkness attack the shackles, and Pandora mutters an incantation. They break free. I jump into Rave’s arms while they break Bane free, and then we all get the hell out of there.
We run up a large set of stairs that leads outside to lush green land. Axe, Soren, Sinda, Cove, Elios, and Nico are fighting the vampires, and we rush to their side to help them. I make a shield that covers us all, protecting us while we make a plan.
“What do we do?” I ask them, hands out in front of me. “Do we fight, zip home, or kill the fucking King and let Drake and his mother have the throne?”
“I’m going to kill the king,” Rave announces, his eyes flickering to me. “He took you, and now he needs to pay. No one touches what’s mine, especially not the love of my fucking life.”
Fuck.
My mate is sweet when he wants to be.
“Is your coward king going to show his face?” Nico calls out as the horde of vampires tries to fight through my magic.
Soren turns to Rave. “I think we should go find the king. His vampires are just doing what they are told.”
And so we head inside the vampire castle.
To kill their king.



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
Astrid
Believe it or not, we find the Vampire King sitting on his throne, not a care in the world. He’s kept his best guards at the door, ones who weren’t good enough to stop us all, and as we step inside, his red eyes flash as fear takes over his face. The light-haired vampire who brought us the bread and water stands next to him. Is he another prince?
“You took my mate,” Rave says to him, his voice is layered with warning. He holds my hand, not willing to let me go, even as his shadows gather around him, ready for violence. “And now you need to pay for that.”
“I want my queen back,” the king snarls, magic building at his fingertips.
“Let me,” I murmur, using my healing magic to destroy him from the inside out, sucking the life out of him before he makes his attack. Everyone around me stares in shock and horror.
But I don’t care.
Let them see who I truly am.
“Holy fates,” I hear Pandora whisper, but I block everyone out and focus on the task at hand.
Revenge.
The Vampire King all but explodes, his blood and insides splattering his obnoxious throne. The vampire next to him screams and throws a knife at me. Rave catches it midflight and throws it to the floor.
“A king for a king,” Rave declares.
And for a moment, I wonder if he wanted that kill as revenge for his father’s death.
But then he looks over at me, proud and triumphant. I also don’t miss the heat in his eyes. Apparently, me being bloodthirsty turns him on. Good to know.
His shadows go after the other vampire, snapping his neck, all while his eyes are still locked on me. Heat pools in my lower belly. A knowing glint lights his eyes until they narrow on my neck.
He frowns, suspicion lacing his tone. “What the fuck is that?”
My fingers touch the bite wound left behind from Bane’s feeding, and he removes my hand to touch it with his own.
His eyes then flash to Bane, the room suffocating in darkness. “I’m going to fucking kill you.”
“No, you aren’t,” I snap, standing in front of him. “Stop it, Rave.” The darkness clears. “It was my choice. And now is not the time. We need to get out of here.”
“I’ll find Drake and tell him what’s happened,” Soren announces, breaking up the tension. “Bane, you go and find Rion’s mate. There was no one else in those dungeons with you two, but they must have more nearby.”
“Let’s get out of here, everyone,” I call out, and Nico grabs onto Sinda to zip out first, followed by Axe, who takes August with him.
The rest of us vanish on our own.
We end up in our bedroom, and Rave is seething, pacing up and down, magic surging around him.
“He drank from you,” he snarls like an animal. Sighing, I head into the bathroom and fill up the tub. Rave follows me inside and watches me with angry, narrowed eyes. “And you just let him?”
“He was hungry, Rave. And weak. How was that going to help us? I didn’t want to see him starve—”
“You were only gone one fucking night! He couldn’t wait that long?” he growls, but even fuming, he gently helps me remove my dirty clothes from my body.
“We didn’t know it would only be one night,” I say gently, stepping into the tub and laying back. “And he had lost a lot of blood, so he was drained.”
“The thought of him with his lips on your neck, drinking your blood, makes me want to fucking bury him. The only thing stopping me is because I fucking owe him,” he rages, kneeling in front of the tub and pushing my hair off my neck to stare at the bite marks, just to torture himself.
It shouldn’t be so satisfying to watch him try to control his temper, but somehow, I’m a little amused.
“Did you like it when he did it? I know how fucking good it feels…”
My amusement instantly vanishes. “And how do you know that?”
“I’ve fucked vampires before, and…” he trails off, finally reading the room. “It was a long time ago, okay? And don’t turn this around on me. You’re the one letting Bane basically give you a fucking orgasm.”
“I didn’t come,” I promise him, reaching out and touching his face. He calms, taking a deep breath.
To have such a lethal, powerful fae melt at the touch of my hands is a privilege I’ll never take for granted.
“Anyone else makes you come, I will fucking lose it,” he promises me in return. “I don’t care who they are. They will be six feet under.”
I know that shouldn’t be so hot, but it is.
“I would have done it for anyone I care about, Rave. It didn’t mean anything,” I say, sighing when he kisses over the mark. He runs his teeth over it as if wiping it away and marking it with his own. Finally, he sucks on my neck, leaving a mark over it—territorial bastard.
“Bane said that my blood tasted different,” I also add, frowning. “Something he’s never tasted before. He said maybe it’s the succubus blood.”
He kisses down my throat. “Your blood is fucking perfect, and I don’t want to hear his name coming out of your mouth while I fuck you.”
His fingers trail down my body until they slide over my clit. “Do you know how scared I was when I came back and you were gone?”
“You found me.”
“I did. I will always find you.” He slides a finger inside me. “Always so wet for me.”
Stripping off his clothes, he joins me in the bath, pulling me to straddle him. I ride him deliciously slow and deep until we both come together.
And then he takes care of me. He washes my hair and massages my shoulders while I close my eyes and enjoy every second of it. And then he takes me to bed and fucks me again.
Why did I ever run away from this?
It feels like a lifetime ago now, but right here, with this male, is where I want to be.
Sometimes, fate knows best.



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
Astrid
The Vampire Queen, Larissa, takes the crown, returns to her kingdom, and calls for peace between us. I know that others out there still want me, but even so, the realm feels a little bit safer now. Prince Drake is someone I think we can trust and consider an ally.
A few nights after I return, I invite everyone to Aravelle for dinner. We all sit inside the dimly lit dining hall, music playing in the background, and a large feast of chicken, pork, fresh bread, and vegetables is in front of us. Tomorrow, the Shifter King is arriving with Laurel and a few other members of his court under the guise of discussing the war. But before I put that plan into action, there’s something I want to tell all my loved ones.
Standing and tapping on a wine glass with a spoon, I clear my throat. “Thank you for coming to eat with us on such short notice. There’s something I want to tell you all, something I’ve been hiding. I’m a seer. I see the future. I promised my mother before she died that I would keep this secret, and I’ve been hiding it ever since. I didn’t want anyone to try to use or take advantage of me, but I want everyone to know the truth. I’m not scared anymore.”
Why should I be living in fear of this secret? This is who I am, and I’m proud of myself. I’m powerful, and with Rave at my side, we are unstoppable.
Laurel said change was coming.
But it’s me.
I’m the change.
Whoever wants to come for me can come.
I will protect any other seers who need to be freed from prisons.
Smirking at all the surprised expressions, Pandora is the one who speaks first, “You’re a seer and a healer? That’s unheard of.”
“You’re incredibly powerful, Astrid,” Zython says, his eyes widening in shock. He throws back the rest of his ale. “You will be an asset to us all.”
“She will not be doing anything she doesn’t want to do,” Rave growls out, pulling my chair closer to him so our thighs are touching. “Anyone who tries to take advantage of her in any way will find themselves blinded, screaming, or dead.”
His palm rests on my thigh, squeezing gently—my protector.
“Fuck, I knew you should have been my mate.” Cove sighs, and Elios slaps the back of his head. “What? Imagine how powerful our kids would have been?”
“You wouldn’t be able to handle a female like Astrid.” Rave smirks at his brother.
“Pretty sure you would have been her last choice.” Nico chuckles, turning to Sinda and winking at him. “I think everything turned out the way it was meant to.”
“Cuties,” I whisper to myself.
Now that we know they have been hooking up, it’s hard to ignore how they look at each other. It’s fucking adorable, not that I’d ever tell them that.
“You better not make her your heir, Dad. She already has a kingdom.” Axe smirks while Kai looks at me in a whole new light.
“No wonder I couldn’t get into your mind,” he murmurs. “And believe me, when I first met you, I fucking tried. Your mind is strong, and your shields are insane.”
“Better stay out of my head, brother.” I grin, putting my fork down and sitting back in my chair.
“Have you seen anything about me?” Soren asks, chewing thoughtfully. He’s been watching me closely, and I’d love to know what’s going on in his mind.
He’s probably picturing a naked blonde on her knees, calling her Pet, and not something deep and meaningful at all.
“She’s seen my mate,” Bane admits, his dark eyes scanning my face. “And thank you for telling me about it, Princess.”
“Have you seen my mate?” Soren asks, smiling widely, showing off his straight white teeth. He rubs his hands together with glee. “I bet she’s fucking hot. You know, I thought I sensed her once, but I never felt anything again after that. Have you ever heard of that happening?”
“You were probably just drunk,” Pandora cuts in, something flashing in her violet eyes that I can’t read. Worry? Is she concerned about something?
“And this is why she didn’t want to tell anyone.” August sighs, pushing back from the table.
“Let Astrid eat in peace,” Rave demands in a flat voice, looking at everyone at the table. “If she wants to tell you something, she will. Otherwise, shut the fuck up.”
Silence.
The king has spoken.
And then. “I just know she’s going to be fucking hot.”
Fates.
***
King Bax, the Shifter King, arrives the next night with Laurel, Raiden, his son, the prince, and three other shifters I’ve never seen before. They are all strikingly handsome, massive, muscular males and share the same light green eyes. Siblings, perhaps. They tower over Laurel, and I wonder who they are to the king. All I know is that the room seems much smaller with them all in it.
“Welcome to Aravelle,” Rave says, and everyone other than King Bax bows. “This is my queen, Astrid.”
“Lovely to see you again, Astrid. Much has changed since the last time I saw you,” King Bax murmurs, lowering his head to kiss my hand.
A growl from Rave stops him before his lips make contact. “Sorry, he’s a little possessive.”
“I would be, too,” he replies, tilting his head to his son. “My heir, Raiden. And these three are my nephews I’ve taken in. Silver, Salem, and Sage.
Well, that was a mouthful.
Silver is clearly given his name because of his hair—long, silky, silver strands falling over his shoulders. He has throwing stars on his belt and a hint of cruel arrogance in his eyes. The magic tattooed runes that come up his neck look like they are moving.
Sage has black hair down his back in a long braid, strong cheekbones, and a warm smile that makes me instantly feel comfortable around him. He plays with the ring on his lip as he winks at me.  “Queen Astrid.”
But Salem? Salem has short, black hair, dead, glaring eyes, and is wearing a scowl that feels permanent. He has an air of dominance around him that reminds me of Rave but feels much colder. He has scars all over his arms and one down his cheek.
He is the one to look out for.
Salem looks like the type of male who would fuck you roughly from behind, refuse to kiss you, then kill you afterward if you asked to cuddle.
I smile at them all in welcome, and Rave takes over their attention while I turn mine to Laurel, who Bax didn’t even bother to introduce. I smile at her and ask her how she is. She doesn’t reply, of course, but at least I’m treating her like an actual person.
I don’t know how the hell I’m going to get her alone, but I’m hoping she finds me when she’s able to. I give her a look that says, I need to speak with you, and hope she’s fluent in silent conversation with our eyes.
Her stare remains blank, but I know that’s how she’s trained herself to react.
What do I want from this meeting?
I want Laurel to train me, and I want to ask her if she wants to escape from King Bax.
And if she does?
I might have jumped from one war into another.



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
Astrid
Rave distracts the guests by taking them into the dining hall and plying them with alcohol. I sneakily ask Kai to join us to see what he reads and picks up from them all, along with Soren to make it less obvious. The three brothers make me nervous, though. I physically feel their power and dominance, and if they pick up on Kai trying to filter through their minds, we might have a problem on our hands.
Three large, six-foot-six problems.
Maybe stay away from those three, I loudly project into his mind. I’m not sure if he can hear me, but his slight nod lets me know he does.
“So Rave, not going to ask how Saylor is?” Salem asks, that cruel smirk appearing as he loudly cracks his knuckles. Okay, so there is some kind of history there. Rave didn’t give anything away when he saw them with King Bax, so I assumed they didn’t know each other. As usual, I’ve assumed wrong.
Rave sits back in his chair, his arm resting behind the back of mine. He’s full of casual arrogance as his hand cups my nape. “And why would I want to do that?”
“Because you two had… history.” Salem smirks, his eyes running over me. “Or doesn’t your mate know about her?”
If he is trying to cause problems, he knows right where to start.
Of course, I want to demand who the hell Saylor is and why he would bring it up, but I keep an emotionless mask on, not giving anything away.
I’m not going to give this asshole the satisfaction.
Rave’s fingers tighten. “If I listed every single female I’ve fucked to my queen, we’d be here all fucking night.”
Raiden laughs at that, a deep sound that has us all turning to look at him. “I think many of us at this table would be guilty of that.”
Soren raises his hand with a devilish grin. “Guilty.”
I roll my eyes, unable to relate since Rave is the only person I’ve ever slept with.
Silver smirks, his striking green eyes pinning me in my spot while he addresses his brother. “I don’t know why you want to bring up our sister at a time like this, Salem, but show her a little more respect.”
Rave fucked their sister?
Just how many of them are there?
“Have you spoken to Queen Pandora?” Rave says, tilting his head to the side. “You two were betrothed, were you not?”
What? Pandora was betrothed to this psychopath?
“Were, being the key word,” Salem replies with a dark scowl. “Don’t try and change the subject from the fact that you have fucked my sister—”
I force my lips to kick up at the corners. “I don’t care who Rave has fucked before me, but thanks for bringing them up amongst strangers, Salem. Perhaps we should discuss your love life instead?”
Laurel is sitting on the other side of me in silence and puts her hand on my leg in warning.
To not push him?
Does she think he will hurt me?
“Now, now… we are here for more important reasons than to catch up on who is fucking who,” King Bax interrupts, sending a scowl in his Salem’s direction. “We need to discuss how the Vampire King’s death will affect us all. I heard you have aligned with the queen. Is this true?”
“Yes, it is,” Rave replies, and while the two of them talk politics, I slide the note I’d written her under the table and into Laurel’s hand. She accepts it and tucks it into her boot.
***
Later that night, she meets me in the spot I had suggested, deep in the gardens hidden by hedges.
“You came,” I whisper, touching her shoulder. “How are you?”
“I’m okay. I know you want me to help train you,” she murmurs, biting her lower lip. “I’ll help you tonight and show you some exercises to do. You will be unstoppable, Astrid. I’ve seen it. You will learn not only to see the future, but the past too.”
The past? I didn’t even know that was possible.
We sit together for the next two hours, and she shows me how to try and control my visions, to expand and explore them, and to see things I want to see. Instead of random visions, I focus on what I’m trying to see. That is how she is known as a battle seer, simply because that is what she chooses to train her mind to focus on.
“What if you left Bax and came and hid here,” I tell her, knowing that after I said those words, there was no going back. “We could protect you.”
She shakes her head. “I don’t want people dying for me, Astrid. Bax will never let me go, and it’s okay. I’ve accepted that this is my life. But you will save others.”
“I can save you, too,” I whisper, my eyebrows furrowing.
“You can’t,” she replies sadly, tucking her brown hair behind her ear. “But it means a lot to me that you want to. It means everything, actually.”
She leaves all too soon, and I sit and wonder if I should let this go. I can’t save someone who doesn’t want to be saved. But I can let her know I’m here and the offer always stands.
When I turn around to walk back inside, the last person I ever thought I’d run into here is standing a few yards away, staring right at me. My magic surges, and I show out a shield in protection.
“I’m not here to hurt you,” Rion says, crossing his arms over his chest. His curly brown hair has been cut shorter since the last time I saw him when he was trying to kill me, and his red eyes all but glow in the dark.
“Then why are you here?” I ask, taking a slow step forward.
“You returned my mate to me,” he says, tilting his head to the side and watching me. I notice that his wrists are still bare, so although he knows who his mate is, they haven’t yet bonded, which is interesting, considering he was willing to do anything to get her back. “And now I’m going to do something for you.”
“What?” I ask, frowning.
“I was contacted about kidnapping you again,” he murmurs, running his finger along the scar on his cheek. “There’s an incubus warlord who wants you to bear him children. There’s nothing he wouldn’t give to have you, to have some succubus daughters.”
“Well, too bad for him,” I growl out, pissed off that anyone thinks they are entitled to me. “Who is it?”
“I think the more important question is, who worked with the Vampire King to get you locked up in his dungeons? He didn’t work alone,” he says, red eyes flickering with something that looks like pity. “Who was willing to serve you up on a platter to this incubus?”
I don’t like that.
My stomach twists, and I know that whatever he says next, I’m not going to like.
“Who also told him that you are a fucking seer, which makes him want you ten million fucking times more,” Rion now growls out, looking pissed off.
What?
“Any reason you’re alone with my mate in the dark?” Rave growls as he appears in a whirl of dark smoke. I feel how angry he is through the bond and how badly he wants to murder the male in front of us.
I put my hand out to stop him as he steps closer to Rion. “Someone betrayed me.”
Only a few people know I’m a seer—people I trust. Unless Laurel told someone, but I don’t see what she would get out of me being taken as some brooding mare. That doesn’t sound like the change she was talking about. That is the opposite of freedom.
My mind roams to the night I was kidnapped. Zython had pulled Rave and Soren away, wanting to show them his weaponry.
And then I was taken.
My father has betrayed me.
Are my brothers in on this too?
My hand absently rubs my chest, right above my heart. “My father.”
“What?” Rave growls, pulling me against his chest. “What are you talking about?”
“Zython was working with the Vampire King,” is all Rion has to say for Rave to understand.
“Why are you telling us this?” I ask. I don’t trust Rion as far as I can throw him. From what I’ve seen and heard, he only does things that benefit himself.
His eyes flash with anger before they become gentle. “My mate…”
“She wanted you to tell me the truth?”
He nods once, sharply. “She appreciates you all, as do I, for saving her from the Vampire King. Consider us even now.”
So, it’s the truth.
Tears pool in my eyes, but I will them away. I guess the whole lost father thing was a story too good to be true.
Maybe he knew about me all along and didn’t care.
Or maybe he’s just a snake who was happy to get whatever he could by using me.
“I’m going to kill him,” Rave snarls, looking over to Rion. “This information better be the truth, or you and your mate will not live another day.”
Electricity sparks off Rion’s hands at the threat, but he nods. “It’s the truth. Zython tried to hire me to take her to Declan. He’s an incubus warlord who wants her. Zython owes him a debt, and he called it in when he heard about Astrid. Zython has also asked for Declan’s daughter’s hand in marriage for Axe.”
“Add him to the list,” Rave growls, kissing the top of my head. “I will kill every one of them.”
“One more thing,” Rion calls out. “I overheard something Zython said. Your mother wasn’t just fae, Astrid. She was half angel.”
I cannot fucking process that right now.
An angel? I know they exist, but I’ve never seen one in real life.
I don’t know anyone who has.
Is that why I’m so powerful?
Why my blood tastes different?
Why everyone wants to use me for their own gain.
Rave carries me back to our room and tucks me in bed. “Why are all our enemies confessing their secrets to you? No one can help themselves around you.”
“I’ve been kidnapped enough times to know that’s not true,” I grumble as he pulls me against his warm chest.
“I love you, Princess. No matter what, it’s going to be okay. I’ll make sure of it.”
Only then do I let my tears fall.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
Rave
It was no joke when I said I have a list. It’s a mental list of all the people I’m going to enjoy killing for hurting my mate, who is supposedly part angel. No wonder she doesn’t have our pointed ears. She probably doesn’t have much fae blood in her at all.
Angels are rare, and none have ever been seen in this realm.
Or so I thought.
My shadows start choking Bane before he even knows I’m in his bedroom.
“What the fuck, Rave?” he manages to get out as I lift him in the air. He was in the dungeon with Astrid, and he’s pretty loyal to her, so I don’t think he knew what Zython had planned, but I need to be sure.
“Did you know that Zython was working with the Vampire King? And plans on giving her to some warlord named Declan?” I ask, watching his reaction very closely.
His irises bleed from black to amber. “Zython wouldn’t do that. He loves Astrid!”
“Rion says otherwise. And he’s the one hired to do everyone’s dirty work,” I seethe, loosening the grip on his throat and letting him drop back to his bed. There’s intricate red rope next to his bed, and I heard he’s into tying up his females. As long as he keeps that rope away from Astrid, I don’t give a fuck.
Thunder cracks outside, and I know that Bane is pissed. “If anything is going on, I’m not involved in it. And neither are Axe and Kai, we all fucking love Astrid.”
“Then you get to live another day,” I snarl, starting to pace. Bane killed Vera, and we shared a moment, so I wouldn’t enjoy killing him. But I would if I had to.
“Declan is powerful,” he says, moving to the edge of his bed. “And Zython does have meetings with him. He wants Axe to marry his daughter, Milana, so they will inherit his mercenary army. He’s picked up all the stray warriors and made a name for himself.”
Milana. Now where have I heard that name before?
The fact that Bane knows who this Declan man is makes me think that Rion was right.
Zython has betrayed his own daughter.
And there’s nothing I hate more than someone hurting my mate and disloyalty. In that fucking order.
Maybe it’s time Axe stood up and became king.
Maybe he soon won’t have a choice.
“If it comes out that all of this is true, are you with us, or are you with Zython?” I ask, looking him dead in the eye.
I know that Zython took him in and raised him.
Zython was best friends with Bane’s dad before he died, and then he raised Bane like his own son.
I know this isn’t an easy decision for him.
Zython is his family.
His father in all but blood.
And sometimes blood doesn’t mean shit.
He closes his eyes, shutting out his emotions, and when he opens them, his expression is a mask once more. “If Zython has betrayed Astrid, then he has betrayed me.”
“And you are sure Axe and Kai don’t know?” I press.
“Leave it with me. I’ll find out,” he declares, more thunder booming from outside, followed by substantial rain.
I know exactly how he feels.
“You have until tomorrow night before heads start rolling,” I warn him before zipping back to my bedroom, where my princess is still fast asleep, hugging the pillow beside her. I strip off my clothes and slide in next to her, pulling her warm body against my cold one. She rests her head on my chest and sighs, all of her worries forgotten in her deep sleep.
She didn’t even get to yell at me about Saylor, the triplets’ younger sister I once slept with. She’s a powerful illusionist and wolf shifter like the rest of them. It was only one time, and I know that Salem only brought it up to start shit. Salem is an assassin, and I don’t trust him and his brothers one bit. I know that Bax brought them here to try to intimidate me, but it didn’t work.
That prick is going to have to try harder.
He didn’t want us to align with the queen and have peace. He wants war and to drag the Vampire Kingdom down while they are weak.
***
I wake up to her mouth on my dick.
How did I not know she was an angel when she wakes me up like this? Although when she starts to suck the life out of me, I have to wonder if she’s actually part demon.
“I’m going to come,” I growl out, and she sucks harder, drinking down every drop, as I empty myself into her. She pulls back and looks up at me, licking her lips lavishly. Her eyes are still a little red from crying, and I know she wants to forget right now. I’m more than happy to provide her with a distraction.
She will never have to worry about my loyalty to her because there’s nothing I wouldn’t sacrifice to make her happy.
“Sit on my face like a good girl,” I command, lying back and waiting patiently as she climbs up my body and lowers her pussy right on my face. I grip her thighs and grind her against me, and my tongue works its magic. She moans loudly, and I look up to see her play with her nipples.
Fuck.
I can’t breathe, but I don’t fucking care. She can suffocate me any time she wants.
I lick, suck, and stroke until she comes all over my face, and then I keep going, wanting another orgasm out of her.
When she gives it to me, I push her onto her back and thrust inside her in one smooth movement, my dick so hard from eating her out that I’m giving it to her roughly. She loves it, though, lifting her hips and scoring her nails down my back. Bringing my lips to her ear, I say, “I’ve got you. Everything is going to be fine, Princess. Anyone who hurts you will regret it. No one fucks with my baby.”
She comes for the third time, and I join her, all while looking into her eyes.
I’ve been called a monster, but little does she know, this monster now has a leash.
And she’s the one holding it.
I will destroy the realm if she wills it, and I will do so with a smile.
The darkness is coming, and the Fae Queen is the only one with the power to restrain it.
Long live the queen.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
Astrid
A hundred men surround our wards, with one man leading them. He’s tall, lean, muscular, and has a brown beard with a smattering of gray. He’s decent-looking enough, even though he’s old enough to be my father, but there’s a look in his blue eyes I don’t like. Declan must have a pair of balls on him to march right up to our fucking gates, trying to intimidate us in our own kingdom.
Bane storms into my bedroom, catching me looking out the window at the army of misfits Declan has brought with him. “We didn’t know,” he promises, bending at his knee. “I swear to you, Princess. I would never betray you. I didn’t know… Zython—”
“Stand up, Bane. I know,” I assure him, allowing him to wrap me in his arms. “Why would he do this to me? He loved you, and you aren’t even his. But me? He just wanted to use me.”
“I’m sorry,” he whispers, kissing the top of my head. “He knew how special you are and chose to utilize that instead of appreciating it. Your brothers had no idea either. They are working out how to play this. He’s still their father and their king.”
“I know,” I reply, taking a deep breath.
It’s not as simple as Rave thinks it is, although I suppose to him it is.
He quite simply wants to kill everyone.
“Why would Declan come here? Rave is going to destroy his whole army,” I say, letting go of Bane to peer back outside. “We’re missing something. He has something up his sleeve.”
“Why are you here alone and not planning for war with everyone else?” he asks, standing next to me at the window. He holds his hand out, hitting Declan with a sudden pour of heavy rain, hail, and booming lightning strikes.
Storm-fucking-daddy.
“I forget you can do that,” I murmur, my lip twitching.
And then I see something that has my stomach twisting in horror. Vale, walking through the wards, running into the arms of a woman. She hugs him warmly, and they both smile at each other.
“They have Vale,” I yell, zipping outside and running to the wards to get him. “Vale!” I scream, and he turns his little head to look at me. He can’t see the army on the other side of the grounds. For him, it’s just him and this beautiful woman.
A beautiful woman I’ve seen before.
She’s holding him, and although she can’t zip with him because of his void magic, Vale is strong enough to zip himself, which is how he got away with Vera.
“It’s okay, Astrid!” he calls back with a smile. “This is my mom’s friend.”
Oh fuck! This keeps getting worse.
“Your mother is dead, Vale,” she tells him, her long, blonde hair blowing around her face in the wind. She pushes her hair back, revealing a striking pair of blue eyes.
Rave and Bane appear behind me, on either side, Rave holding his hands out to his son.
“Vale, come here now,” Rave calls out.
“Mom’s not dead. She just didn’t want to live here anymore,” Vale says, looking at his father and back at the woman. “Why would you say that?”
“She’s dead, Vale. Your father killed her. Now come with me, and we can go away just like Vera wanted,” she says, holding him tighter.
Darkness surges, and soon, the woman is choking on her own words. She lets go of Vale, who steps away, looking at Rave with tears in his eyes. “That’s not true, is it, Dad?”
Fuck.
“You don’t understand—” Rave starts, but Vale cuts him off.
“Did you kill Mom?” Vale screams, his hands clasping into fists. I can only imagine the emotions he is feeling. He is just a child, and hearing this must be heartbreaking. He loves his mother, and nothing will change that or break the bond they shared. I selfishly never wanted to be around him when he learned the truth—the truth I had hoped would have come from his father’s lips.
“No, he didn’t,” Bane says, stepping forward, his hands out like he’s trying to calm an angry animal. “I killed your mother. Rave didn’t do anything to her.”
Vale screams, charging forward as if to avenge his mother. Rave grabs him with one hand, throwing him to Bane so he can use his shadows to catch Vera’s friend, who is now running away through the forest.
Their plan was simple.
Declan was the distraction, and the woman was meant to kidnap Vale.
If I didn’t see Vale, they likely would have succeeded, the woman filling Vale’s head with hate for Rave.
“Milana!” Vale calls out to the woman.
“Declan’s daughter,” Rave growls, disappearing into black smoke, going after her.
It all comes together.
Declan’s daughter, the one Zython wants Axe to marry, is Vera’s friend. The one who helped her hide Vale when they escaped. But not only that, she’s the woman I once saw in a vision that now feels like a lifetime ago.
August’s fated mate.
Bane takes a kicking and screaming Vale back inside, and I follow him.
Rave returns without Milana, saying that she must have zipped away, and Declan and his army also disappear, not getting what they wanted this time.
They will probably be back.
But for now, we are all safe.
Rave spends the night with Vale, trying to calm and help him through his grief.
Grief we caused.
Soren comes into my room and lays down on the bed with me. He doesn’t touch me or even make his usual jokes. He simply lays there so I’m not alone, and I appreciate it.
It’s been a long fucking week.
In the morning, Soren is gone, but in his place is Vale, his beautiful blue eyes red from crying.
“I’m sorry,” I whisper, my voice a sleepy rasp.
He scoots closer, and I wrap my arms around him. “Your Dad loves you more than anything, you know that, right?”
“I know,” he replies, sniffling. “I wish he told me the truth that Mom was dead.”
“He didn’t want to hurt you.”
He sighs, snuggling his face into my neck. “I know. I didn’t want to cry in front of him, but I couldn’t stop. I don’t think the future fae king should be crying like a baby.”
“Crying is good, Vale. It’s worse to hold it all inside. You can cry as much as you want. Trust me, even kings cry.”
He then lets go, sobbing against me.
I hold him through it all, telling him that it’s going to be okay, he is loved, and his mom loved him so much too.
Eventually, Rave crawls into the bed and joins us, holding us both.
I guess, in a fucked-up way, my vision about Vale was right.
He is my son now.
***
“Zython was seen meeting with Declan again,” Bane announces, glancing around the table. We’re having a council meeting about the whole situation. Axe and Kai visited me and promised they had no idea about Zython’s plans. Even so, I know they are now put in the middle between their father and me, whom they haven’t known for long. My heart hurts to be given a family only for them to be taken away, but I need to let them all go for now. Bane, however, has chosen a side and gone against Zython. “They are going to announce that Axe will be marrying Declan’s daughter.”
Milana.
As soon as the meeting is over, I pull August aside and ask him to walk with me to the stables to see Willow and Bear, making sure no one is around to overhear our conversation. “I need to tell you something.”
Running my hands over Willow’s mane and then Bear’s, I wonder what’s the best way to tell him.
“What?” he asks, pulling me away from the horses, cupping my chin, and lifting my face so I have to look at him.
“We can’t allow Axe to marry Milana,” I say, looking into August’s chocolate-brown eyes. The eyes that were once my safe place, and still are, just in a different way now.
“Why?” he asks, looking confused as to why I would be telling him this.
“Milana is your fated mate.”
He stills, his brow furrowing as he processes this. He lets go of my face, his jaw tensing. “The woman who tried to kidnap Vale?”
Wincing, I nod, reaching out my hand to comfort him.
He takes a step back, ignoring me, his face etched with confusion and pain.
And disappointment.
He walks away, and I let him.
Because my heart hurts with his.



EPILOGUE
Rave
Astrid places her small hand over my heart, feeling my racing pulse. We’re both naked in bed, clinging to each other like we’re all that we have. And we are—all that matters anyway.
“I’m glad Vale is talking to you now,” she murmurs, running her hands over my pecs.
It took a little time, but he’s getting back to the old Vale, slowly forgiving me for lying to him, but he’s turned a lot of his anger toward Bane, which isn’t fair on him at all. If Vale knew the truth, he would hate me. I know it. Astrid knows it.
But Bane has taken this heat for me, and we will all take it to the grave.
He saved my relationship with my son and made himself the enemy.
I owe him more than I care to admit.
We still need to kill Declan, and I don’t know what Astrid wants me to do about Zython. I don’t want to murder her father only for her to resent me for it.
But I will do anything to keep her safe.
The realm might be going to hell, but everything with us is perfect.
We fought to get here, and I will fight like crazy to keep it that way.
Astrid
Pandora comes around, and we carry a bottle of wine outside and sit in the gardens, staring at the stars. She pours me an almost overflowing glass and hands it to me. Our hands touch in the process, and a quick vision hits me.
Frowning, I look at her with furrowed brows, trying to figure out what I just saw. Lowering my voice, I lean my head closer to her. “How the fuck is Soren your fated mate?”
Her violet eyes fill with shock, a dash of fear flickering over them. She grabs my hand and pulls me closer so our faces are almost touching. “You cannot tell him, Astrid. Promise me.”
“How?” I whisper-yell, wanting to shake her. “How does he not know?”
Is he so blinded by his hate for witches that he can’t tell?
If she knows, why didn’t she tell him?
“It’s a long story.” She sighs, tucking her black hair behind her ear. “And most of it isn’t mine to tell. But, when I knew he was my mate, I made a spell.” She touches the black diamond necklace she’s always worn and lifts it. “This blocks the mating bond. He can’t tell that I’m his mate because I’ve been masking it.”
“Why?”
“I’m a witch, and he hates me,” she whispers, shoulders slumping. “My mother is the one who tortured him, who tried to kill him.”
“Your mother gave him the scar on his neck?”
She nods.
Fates. What a mess.
“What are you going to do?” I ask, taking a gulp of the red wine. I suddenly need it more than I did five minutes ago.
“Is your mother still alive?”
She shakes her head. “No, but my sister is, and she helped my mother…” She takes a sip from her glass. “I’m going to make sure he never finds out. He will meet someone else, someone more his type, and move on.”
That’s a terrible idea, but I don’t tell her that.
“Probably someone blonde who answers to the word pet,” she grumbles.
“Pandora—”
“He’s never going to find out the truth.”
Famous fucking last words.
To Be Continued…
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