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Chapter One 

“That’s my bloody dragon!” The Fae stalked across the cliff top, his emerald shirt 

billowing beneath his black leather waistcoat. “And I will be having him back.” 

Meena’s curls tumbled over her shoulders, an ebony waterfall streaked with 

rainbow colors. She’d come up to the abbey ruins for solitude and peace, and as usual, 

she’d found it. Unless you counted the little lost dragonet at her feet. A large dog would 

have dwarfed him, but he was definitely the cutest otherworld creature she’d ever seen. 

And now his owner wanted him back. 

She glanced back toward the main entrance to see who’d provoked the Fae’s fury. 

There wasn’t another soul to be seen, which meant… 

Sweet Hekate. He’s yelling at me. 

Okay, her life was… Well, it wasn’t good, but no one snarled at her like that. 

Meena clenched her fists and squared her shoulders while the dragonet rested his head 

on his paws and took another bite of her sandwich. 

The Fae’s arrogance chafed, but she refused to take her anger out on the dragonet. 

The way he mewled and flopped down at feet made her smile. 

Meena removed her gloves and fondled his pointy ears. “Cheer up, Lipstick. 

Daddy’s finally come to take you home. What a pity he didn’t take better care of you in 

the first place.” 

“Lipstick?” Leonidas thundered. "You named a powerful war dragon Lipstick. He 

should bear a noble name like Dreadnought or Valiant.” 

With his uptight expression, corded muscle, and stiff spine, he had to be Fae 

royalty. That didn’t bode well for an outcast like her. 
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Meena smiled her professional customer-service smile—the one that had let her 

down earlier. “But he's the same color as my new lipstick. Scarlet Kisses, see?” 

She brandished it like a talisman. She expected smoke to come out of this 

overbearing Fae’s ears. How satisfying was that? Whenever Fae passed through 

Whitby, they dissed her completely—but that wasn’t always a bad thing. Eight years 

ago when her powers didn’t manifest at puberty, the Witch Council put a price on her 

head. Her mother moved them to the mundane world, but it had taken Meena forever 

to adjust to life in Whitby. A life without magic. 

Despite his bad temper, the Fae’s sculptured cheekbones and kissable lips made a 

dangerous combination—one she struggled to resist. His voice flowed over her like 

melted chocolate. She loved how he’d braided his hair back in a neat queue at the nape 

of his neck, and now he stood like a Spanish hidalgo—all uptilted chin, disdainful 

pride, and gleaming white fangs. Only how dare he look down his nose at her? Carved 

of granite and steel, he radiated menace. Definitely not as cute as his dragon. More 

mouthwateringly masculine, but otherworld creatures usually dissed a reject like her. 

She stared at the bullwhip coiled Indiana Jones-style at his narrow waist, then at 

the black-handled dagger sheathed on his right hip. An obsidian rapier—Fae-forged 

and unbreakable—almost merged with one of the taped seams that ran down the sides 

of his pants. He even wore a dagger gunslinger-style at his hip. Dear Goddess, the man 

was a walking arsenal, but he was sexy as hell. 

This Fae warrior was battle honed and ready. When the wind whipped his 

shirtsleeves against his biceps, Meena barely stopped herself from licking her lips or, 

better yet, his. When she imagined his arm curled around her waist—dominant, 

possessive yet protective—her pussy clenched with desire. 

Otherworld species—the Witches, Vampires, Lykae, and Fae—used Whitby the 

way aircraft passengers do a transport hub. Sometimes she wanted to scream, “I’m 

here. Talk to me.” Deep down, she knew better than to draw attention to an outcast like 

herself. Humans never noticed their comings and goings, but she saw every one of 
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them, silent reminders of everything she’d lost. Life without her Witch friends or her 

magic was hard. Living in Whitby was difficult enough, then just a couple of hours ago, 

life kicked her in the pants again. 

The abbey ruins dominated the picturesque harbor town, and ever since she’d 

arrived in the mundane world, she’d found peace among its ancient stones. Until today. 

Damn it, she wouldn’t let some high and mighty Fae spoil her refuge, no matter how 

loud he shouted. 

His lips narrowed into a stern, kissable line, and his voice dripped deadly menace. 

“Woman, you will give me back my dragon.” 

“Okay, jackass, enough. I’m having a really bad day here,” Meena snapped. “And 

to top it off, your dragonet just polished off my lunch.” 

“You bloody fed him? Elves’ blood, don’t you know they bond with whoever first 

feeds them? You’ve poached my damn dragon.” He seethed with fury and frustration 

along with the sort of take-charge sexiness that could make a girl weak. Make her crave 

all the things her exile denied her—and that definitely included sex. 

Fangs bared, he marched toward her. His don’t-fuck-with-me confidence made 

her mouth water, but provoking him might prove…fatal. 

Meena’s courage almost deserted her, but she stood her ground. “Someone had to 

take care of him, especially since you didn’t. And don’t you dare glower at me like that. 

Hello? Already stressed out here, so why don’t you flash off back to Fairyland?” 

He went quiet and still, so mean and moody he made her heart race. “No one”—

he took the arrogant bad-boy vibe up a gear—“speaks to me with such disrespect. I am 

Leonidas, and that is my dragon.” 

“Get over yourself, and go annoy someone else.” She smirked in his face. 

His expression frozen in haughty grandeur, he rested his hand on his rapier’s hilt. 

His curled lip and narrow-eyed glower said he’d happily run her through with his 

blade. Then when he truly looked at her, his eyes glinted like emerald stars, and magic 
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swirled around him in waves. Tiny lightning flashes zigzagged around him in a full-

body halo that even a witchy reject like her could see. 

His voice turned deep and sensual—an earthy rumble that made her pussy pulse 

with need. “A man would die for speaking to me like that, but it would be a shame to 

rob the world of a beauty like yours.” 

What do you know? The warrior’s a poet. That was the prettiest compliment she’d 

ever received. Come to think of it, it was the only compliment she’d received since 

she’d fled the otherworld. That’s it, rub it in that I’m lonely. He oozed Latino charm just 

like Antonio Banderas when he played Zorro. Indiana Jones? Zorro? What is this? 

Hollywood’s Sexiest Men? 

Thunderbolts rumbled around him, and the lightning flashes turned electric blue. 

He was danger and fury, a mountain of sensual hunger—as proven by the tempting 

bulge in his tight leather pants. Then he closed his eyes, shuddered, and extinguished 

the storm cloud of desire he’d just invoked. Tight leather trousers weren’t designed to 

hide a hard-on, especially not one that size. Only what’s with the light show? Come on, 

Fairy king, give me a clue. 

Without sparing her another glance, he reached into his belt pouch and tossed the 

dragonet a slice of raw meat. “Eat up, boy; then I’ll take you home.” 

Full from Meena’s cheese sandwich, the dragonet growled softly and turned 

away. Leonidas’s clenched jaw and raised eyebrow made Meena smirk again. His face 

was too harsh to be handsome—all angular planes and aquiline nose—but despite his 

atrocious manners, she didn’t want him to leave. Her cheeks heated when his green-

eyed gaze swept over her, and again his lip curled. “You’re not human. You’re too 

slender in places and too curvy in others. What species are you?” 

Too thin? Too curvy? Come on, jackass, make up your mind. 

So much for the compliments—and did he just call her overweight? She wasn’t 

skinny, just sort of middling and normal, unless she gorged herself on chocolate. Okay, 
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she watched her figure, but then what woman didn’t? Maybe she packed a few extra 

pounds, not that she’d admit it to this aren’t-I-just-perfect Fae. 

Determined to give as good as she got, she smirked again. “Perhaps I’d be fatter if 

Lipstick here hadn’t scoffed my lunch. And for your information, I’m Goth.” 

He raised a questioning eyebrow. 

How insular could one Fae be? Meena rolled her eyes and smiled just wide 

enough to show her tiny fangs. “You’re standing in the Mecca of British Gothdom. 

Whitby Abbey? The place that inspired Bram Stoker? Spiritual home of Dracula? I’m a 

Vampire wannabe, supposedly. The New Age shop that just fired me wanted me to 

dress the part, so here I am, all swirling woolen cape, bloodred lips, and dark brows.” 

“Vampires thrive on war and bloodshed, and with every year their king is 

missing, their bloodlust gets worse. They are the deadliest, most despised of species, 

and you are soft and curvy in all the right places, but you look like you’d break in 

battle. And who is this Bram Stoker? Is he the one who spoiled your day?” 

Wow! Was that another compliment buried beneath all that disdain? I could definitely get 

used to this. 

She shot him a quick, puzzled glance, then grinned and shook her head. “Stoker’s 

the man who invented Dracula. And I messed up when I told some idiot teenager she 

didn’t need to be sky-clad to work her spells. She told me her so-called coven, mostly 

her gullible school friends, meets up on the North Yorkshire Moors. I mean, it’s bleak 

up there even on midsummer’s eve, and spell-craft doesn’t need gale-force winds and 

goose bumps to work. How was I supposed to know she’d take the hump? Or that her 

uncle was the head of the town council? Anyway, my boss’s planning application 

comes up next week, and she needs him on her side. She kind of lost it when little Miss I 

Know More About Witchcraft Than You kicked up a fuss. In fact, my boss called me 

stupid and fired me on the spot.” 

Leonidas frowned. “We do not speak the same language, even though the words 

are the same. No wonder the Fae hate this world. Return my dragonet, and I’ll leave.” 
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Lipstick mewled, coiled his tail around Meena’s leg, and rummaged in her bag 

with his snout. 

“Greedy guts.” She laughed. “Sorry, sweetie, I’m all out of cheese sandwiches. 

Time you went home. Besides, if any tourists spotted the pair of you, they’d freak.” 

Fae usually looked as if they were sucking ice cubes, but she’d have sworn Sexy 

and Gorgeous over there just rolled his eyes at her. 

“Human eyes can perceive neither me nor my dragon, but you do. Again, what 

are you?” His tone was long-suffering, so cold she shivered beneath her thick woolen 

cloak. 

“Peeved, fed up, and angry,” Meena answered. She turned her back and wrapped 

her arms around the dragon’s neck. “So long, Lipstick. Be good for Daddy. And you. 

Feed your beast when you get home.” 

She gave the dragon’s ears a final scratch, and when he uncoiled his tail, it 

dropped so low it brushed the ground. With a rueful smile, she stepped back—straight 

into the Fae warrior’s arms. 

“You dare attack me?” he teased, more sexual predator than lethal warrior. 

There he went with the lightning-storm thing again. Up close, she could feel his 

magic tingle over her skin, and she basked in a taste of everything her life lacked. 

Everything the Witch Council had stripped from her. Her heart fluttered, and her lips 

parted. Her breasts perked up, and her cunt ached with need. Truthfully, if she only 

knew whether she was immortal, she’d have taken a lover or two by now, but she 

didn’t dare risk falling for a man she’d outlive by centuries. 

“Love me,” he demanded. “Open your legs for me, and let me make recompense 

for my previous angry words.” 

Where the hell had that come from? One minute he stared at her with murder in 

his eyes, and the next he wanted to screw her senseless. She should shove him off and 

tell him to get stuffed, but the beauty running though his voice enthralled her. Her 
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nipples pearled, and she’d have given anything to feel his mouth on her breasts or his 

fingers on her clit. 

His arm locked like a steel band around her waist. Was that his cock pressing 

against her back? He must be one well-endowed male if she could feel it through her 

cloak. When he ran a trail of kisses down her neck, spikes of pleasure tingled through 

her spine. She moaned and moved in closer, and even that small surrender made her 

pussy clench and demand more. What in the name of the Goddess was she doing? 

Getting close to a Fae was madness—even one who made her ache with wicked, 

wanton desires. 

Pushing him away was the hardest thing she’d ever done, but she refused to be 

some passing Fae’s easy lay. “Get your hands off me, jackass. I’d never willingly touch 

you, especially not after you’ve just handled fresh meat. Besides, you’re the one who 

crowded against me.” 

“Aggressive argumentative female.” He stepped closer and nibbled at her earlobe. 

“You definitely attacked me, and I demand a forfeit.” 

She stiffened again, but another touch of his sensual lips on her neck, and her need 

to fight him melted—right along with her resolve. As she leaned into him, he spun her 

round and locked his lips against hers. He tasted of magic, mystery, and home—the 

home she’d abandoned when the Witch Council condemned her. Despite everything, 

she still missed the otherworld. 

Nostalgia welled up inside her, but she refused to show him her pain. Then his 

tongue slipped between her lips. Resistance? She didn’t have any. She craved more of 

his touch, wanted him inside her—pounding his cock into her pussy until her back 

ached and she came over and over. Every stroke of his tongue against hers made her 

sizzle with sinful desires. 

A slow burn started in her groin, then shot like an arrow of liquid fire between her 

legs. He slid one hand inside her cloak and homed in on her breasts. She should stop 

him; she knew that…really. Only nothing had ever felt as right as his hands on her 
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breasts. When he fingered her cunt through her flowing black skirt, her breath came in 

short, passionate gasps that left her weak-kneed. 

Magic stormed around them—tiny thunderbolts of power that warmed her blood 

and made her yearn for all the sensual pleasures only he could give. She wanted him 

naked, stretched out on her bed, filling her so completely his cock brushed against her 

womb. Her arms slid around his neck as her breasts pressed up against his chest, and 

her foot rubbed up and down his leg—Argentine tango-style. 

She forgot they were alfresco on the windy cliff top, and her troubles seemed 

insignificant compared to her needs. He overwhelmed her, enthralled her, and just 

being near him pushed her to the edge of a precipice. And if he asked, she’d jump. Her 

mind fogged with passion, and she was willing to surrender her soul to this sweet-

talking Fae. One kiss, and he’d already stolen her heart. 

Then the dragonet’s head snaked between them. Lipstick’s mewl brought her back 

to her senses. She jerked out of the Fae’s arms and pulled her cloak tight around her 

chest. “Okay, I get that you’re some otherworld sex toy, but you’re sure as hell not 

playing with me.” 
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Chapter Two 

The escaped dragonet was the cutest thing ever, and Meena didn’t want Leonidas 

taking out his anger on Lipstick. When the Fae’s you-can’t-resist-me smile turned into a 

frown, she hid her laughter with a cough—but her grin gave her away. Then she 

shivered at the lack of body contact. This attraction between them felt special and 

precious—not something she should discard on a whim. Only she wanted a 

relationship with a future, not a quickie on the cliff top with an oversexed…drop-dead 

sexy…Fae. 

He lifted his chin and looked down his nose at the baby dragon but still tossed 

him another chunk of raw meat. Lipstick pounced like a puppy and cradled it between 

his front paws. Even Leonidas laughed; then he turned to Meena. “I’d have thought my 

intentions were obvious.” 

Obvious? Necessary, more like. She’d never lusted after anyone before. Her pussy 

craved the passion he promised, but she needed time to think. Backing off, she tucked a 

stray curl back behind her ear. “Well, thank Hekate your dragon’s got more sense than 

me. Don’t you dare touch me. Do I have to remind you that you’ve got blood from raw 

meat on your hands? Try to keep up, Fairy boy.” 

She pulled the black evening gloves that completed her Vampire outfit back on 

and hurried toward the Church Stairs—one hundred and ninety nine steps cut into the 

cliff side to connect the abbey ruins to the river estuary below. When she cast one last 

look over her shoulder, the sweet-talking Fae warrior and his scarlet dragonet had 

vanished. 
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“Stuck-up Fae,” she muttered. “He’s too sexy for his own good, what with all that 

corded muscle and his stunning emerald-hued stare. He better look out for Lipstick 

once he gets him home. Not that there’s much I can do if he doesn’t.” 

Right now her life sucked—no job, no real friends, and no prospect of a romance. 

And how many twenty-two-year-olds still lived with their mother? Okay, her mother 

was cool and funny, a minor scion of the House of Hekate. She’d packed up and left 

when the Witch Council banished her daughter, and she’d never once blamed Meena 

for their exile. 

Now that she’d gotten used to it, Meena loved the small Yorkshire town where 

they’d made a new life, and she always found peace in the abbey’s grounds. The ruins 

dominated the cliff top in a show of enduring strength in a short-lived mortal world. 

Not that she even knew if she was immortal. She never got ill, but that didn’t mean 

she’d live forever. Sweet Goddess! Stranded in this mundane world with neither 

companions nor magic, Meena wasn’t even sure she wanted immortality. 

No wonder that stiff-backed Fae drew her in the way a lightning rod attracts 

electricity. They shared a common background, but he’d flashed back to the otherworld 

and left her. Just bloody walked away, and left me when I’m burning for more. Damn it, how 

much rejection could one girl take? The Witch Council had put a price on her head; then 

her drop-dead gorgeous warrior—with his haughty manner and kissable lips—

abandoned her on the cliff top. 

Better to live in the human world, even if she didn’t quite fit, than return home to 

fickle Fae and Witches who wanted to execute her. Earlier she’d wandered through the 

abbey’s Gothic arches and roofless walls, trying to work out what she wanted from life. 

Then a cute baby dragon distracted her. A dragon, for goodness’ sake. 

Shame about his bad-tempered owner. He’d bawled her out and mocked her, but 

even at his angriest, he’d offered to have sex with her. Demanded to screw her, more 

like, but his voice had warmed the coldest corners of her soul. 
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She hadn’t expected that kiss, but her body still thrummed with the need of him. 

At least the sweetie-pie dragonet had interfered before she did something she’d always 

regret. Although right now, she wished she’d surrendered rather than stopped. She 

wanted to forget the pair of them and plan out her future, but the way that let-me-fuck-

you Fae had moved with such dangerous, deadly grace fascinated her. 

Just thinking about his smooth-as-honey voice made her pussy tingle with damp 

heat. Move over, Bruno Mars; there’s a new guy in town. She could almost hear him tell her 

to open her legs, and her nipples hardened at the thought. She’d missed her chance to 

fondle and pet him the way she’d stroked his dragon, but his furious glower had 

pinned her hands to her side. She could still hear him demand a forfeit in that toe-

tingling, deeper-than-ocean voice. 

His voice! The jackass Fairy enthralled me with his voice. 

He’d stood there and dripped magic, and she’d drunk it in—drunk him in—like a 

drug. If he was here right now, he’d sure as hell be sporting a black eye. She’d make 

certain of that. Bespelled or not, she knew that when she stroked herself to sleep 

tonight, it would be his face that filled her dreams. Or did she mean her nightmares? 

Okay, momentary madness over, she needed to sort out her head before she returned 

home. 

She knew spells and magic the way a university professor knows facts and 

figures—but nothing worked for her. One word, one gesture from her mother, and 

herbs grew at a phenomenal rate. One minute with Meena, and they curled up and 

died. Time to move on and study something worthwhile—law or accountancy perhaps. 

Boring—but at least they’ll pay my rent. 

* * * * 

Elizabeth Sybil’s Herb Farm stood close to the road, but tonight the walk home 

seemed endless. When the rain started, Meena pulled up her hood and let it fall over 

her face, but briefly, she rested her fingers on the back of her neck. Right where the Fae 

warrior had kissed her. 
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At least her sanity had returned before she did something stupid. Like let him 

between her legs. For the first time she hated her sensible streak. She wanted to run 

wild and free—her insatiable Fae at her side. Okay, that’s not happening. And, her witchy 

side demanded, whose fault is that? 

Rather than sulk over all the good things her stupid, underdeveloped powers cost 

her, she hurried home to change her clothes. Mr. Open Your Legs and Let Me Love You 

had stroked her pussy through her skirt—right after he’d tossed that cute baby dragon 

raw meat. 

Ugh! Blood on my skirt! Thanks for nothing. 

At least she’d stood up for herself and sent him away with a flea in his ear, but she 

treasured his smooth compliments. He’d even called her beautiful, and just for an 

instant, she’d believed him. Finally the farmhouse came into sight. Unlike Yorkshire’s 

other herb farms, Elizabeth Sybil’s didn’t encourage visitors. Meena’s mother had been 

a renowned seer in the otherworld, but she hadn’t made a single prediction since they 

fled to Whitby. Instead she used her green-fingered magic to grow the best herbs in the 

county. 

For once Meena’s skin didn’t tingle as she passed her mother’s protective 

barriers—the ones that kept otherworld creatures at bay. Instead she did an abrupt 

double take. Yes, that really is Lipstick grazing his way through our profit margins. 

She ran toward him, flapping her arms to attract his attention. “Get out of there, 

you dumb dragon.” 

He roared out a welcome and galloped to her side, but now he stood as tall as a 

fully grown pony. How fast can one dragon grow? His tail wrapped around her waist, and 

his forked tongue flicked over her face. 

“Down, boy. Stop it. Yecch. You’re worse than an oversize puppy. Did you ditch 

the jackass Fairy again? Yes, I get that you’re pleased to see me, but have you seen my 

mum? Come on, let’s get you something to eat; then we’ll see what you’ve done to our 

herbs.” 
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The drizzle lightened, but thunder rolled across the moors. Lightning zigzagged 

through the clouds. Her muscular Fae flashed into the garden, but he was more 

dominant warrior than passionate lover. 

Meena fondled the dragonet’s ear. “Hey, here’s Daddy, come to take you home 

again. What’s up? Did your dragon ditch you?” 

“No, he did not. It’s more like he popped in and out of Whitby like a needle 

through cloth until he sensed your trail. Apparently my dragon wanted to spend some 

time with the fascinating, slender creature that fed him cheese sandwiches rather than 

stay with his rightful owner—the one that feeds him fresh meat.” 

Fascinating? Her? More points to the Fairy boy for his silver tongue, only he was a 

fully grown man, and judging by the bulge in his trousers, a sexually frustrated one. 

After the way he’d used his voice to enthrall her, she was on to his tricks. 

Wasn’t she? 

The Fae stood straight and tall—a Spanish grandee dripping masculine pride—

and he completely ignored the miserable weather. She watched as a raindrop landed on 

his cheek and flowed toward his wide, sensual lips—lips she needed to lick and taste. 

His voice pushed her into a world where all she wanted was sex, sin, and the fulfillment 

of the sizzling desires he woke inside her, even when he bellowed like a bull on the 

rampage. Was she weak-kneed and gasping? Yeah, but she refused to be the pathetic I-

just-can’t-help-myself little woman if he tried to seduce her again. 

Meena tapped her foot and pointed at Lipstick. “Hello? Dragon? Herbs? A little 

control here, please. That’s my family’s income he’s gobbling.” 

He stood there—all dignity and disdain. “I shall, of course, recompense you.” 

Could his spine get any stiffer? Stuck-up, sexy Fae. 

“With Fairy gold?” she snapped. “The sort that turns to dross when you’re not 

looking?” 

He raised an eyebrow, stared down his nose. “Not mine.” 
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Lipstick snatched another mouthful of rosemary bush and let her shove him a 

couple of steps toward the house. 

Frustrated, she snapped, “Keep your gold, and keep Lipstick out of our herb beds. 

My mother will fix everything in an instant.” 

Lipstick crunched the top off another rosemary bush. He chewed with obvious 

satisfaction; then his tail shot out, wrapped around Meena’s waist, and lifted her off to 

the side. He eyed the remaining bushes hungrily, squatted on his haunches, and heaved 

a smoke-filled sigh. He clearly didn’t plan on leaving anytime soon. 

“My dragon”—and yes, the haughty Fae did emphasize that my—“needs meat to 

grow. Since he refuses to stay in my stables, you must feed him.” 

“Hello? Vegetarian here. Cheese and eggs only, topped off with lashings of veg 

and herbs.” 

“Hello?” He mimicked her tone and pointed at his chest. “Carnivore here. And 

you accused me of starving my dragon.” 

Even when he was sarcastic, his deep, testosterone-filled voice sent tingles 

running down her spine, but this time she’d stay strong and resist him. Maybe. When 

she breathed in his melted-chocolate essence, she wanted to strip off his leather 

waistcoat, unfasten his shirt, and taste his bare chest. Damn it, she was on to his tricksy 

voice and his enthralling presence. At least her brain was, but her body… 

Her mouth dried as she imagined him in her bed, his fingers dancing across her 

clit. Not going there, remember? Finally she croaked, “Then flash back to Fairyland, and 

fetch him a dead animal or something. Remember, Mum’s militant in her refusal to 

touch meat.” 

She looked around. Where was her mum anyway? The 4x4 was parked out front, 

and her mother was too well-mannered to ignore guests, even carnivorous ones. 

Lipstick growled softly and wound his sinuous tail back around her waist. 

Possessive dragon. Furious, lickable Fae. Mine. 
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Lipstick’s open devotion thrilled her, but she needed to take the Fae’s words with 

a pinch of salt. Glib compliments rolled off his tongue, all overlaid with the compulsion 

for her to open her legs and let him fuck her—but she wouldn’t let him fool her again. 

The sooner he flashed out of her life the better, only maybe she should kiss him first—

just to check it wasn’t animal attraction that made her heart race. Her cunt ached at the 

thought. She lusted after this otherworld warrior like a bitch coming into heat. “I’ll say 

this slowly. Go fetch Lipstick a meat treat. Just don’t expect anyone else here to touch 

it.” 

Furrows ridged Leonidas’s forehead, and his eyes glazed in concentration. Finally 

he admitted, “I cannot.” 

Aware she’d missed something important, she stopped worrying about her herbs 

and asked, “Sorry. You can’t what?” 

“Enough! No more games. What are you? And what have you done to me?” He 

roared so loudly the dragonet dropped its ears and backed away. Lipstick growled 

softly when Leonidas stepped closer to Meena and gripped her arm so hard she winced. 

I can almost feel him crushing my bones. 

Surprise turned her voice into a squeak. “Me? Let go, jackass. You’re hurting me. 

Seriously, have you considered anger management classes?” 

His touch was rough—nothing like the sexual delight they’d shared on the cliffs—

designed to crumble her sarcastic defenses. Instead it filled her with sexual need. She 

wanted to unfasten that tightly bound queue and run her fingers through his hair. In 

her dreams she’d rock her hips against his cock and feel the hard length of him press 

into her body. He thrilled her, fascinated her, and newly awakened desires 

overwhelmed her. She couldn’t breathe around him. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t move. If 

she were braver, she’d wipe the raindrops from his cheeks—with her tongue. 

She should mock him for using magic to seduce his way between her legs. Meena 

knew that…really. Only she couldn’t keep her gaze from those lips. Full, sensual, and 

stern—they enchanted her as much as his voice. 
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“Goth creature,” he roared again, “you will release me, or I’ll make you suffer in 

ways you didn’t believe possible.” 

So much for my need to nibble on his sexy pointed ears or taste his lips. 
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Chapter Three 

Meena surprised Leonidas with a swift kick to his shins and a twist of her 

shoulders. He dropped her arm and narrowed his eyes, but she quickly backed off. 

Lipstick growled and bared his teeth at the Fae. His scales lifted like hackles, and he 

tried for a deadly dragon’s roar. 

Meena expected him to belch flames, but she giggled when only a smoke ring 

slipped out of his throat. The Fae’s eyes turned as black as Whitby jet. She could feel the 

fury coming off him in waves. His voice was menacing and low. “You enchant me, 

laugh at me, and corrupt my war dragon.” 

“I guess Lipstick’s a lover, not a fighter,” Meena taunted. “And in case it escaped 

your attention, I don’t do magic, enchantments, or spells.” 

The Fae’s frown deepened, and his intense glare singed her soul “You may not, 

but someone has drained my powers and trapped me here. Maybe this elusive mother 

of yours knows your sharp tongue keeps suitors at bay. Does she plan to make me mate 

you before she releases me?” 

“Mate me?” Humiliation scalded Meena’s cheeks. No way would she spread her 

legs for this emerald-eyed Fae—not when he used magic to lower her resistance. He 

stood tall and arrogant—all lordly Fae and come-swoon-at-my-feet swagger. Beg him to 

fuck them, more like. But Meena was determined to stay strong and resist. Wasn’t she? 

Her aggravating warrior moved behind her and whispered in her ear. “Despite 

the way you assaulted my shins, insulted me, and practically stole my dragon, it would 

not be a hardship.” 
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“Not a hardship?” she squealed. “Don’t you mean not happening? When I take a 

lover, it will be a man who cares about me, not some otherworld bully who enthralls me 

with his toe-tingling voice and stunning green eyes.” 

“Let me love you.” Leonidas slipped from warrior to sexual virtuoso in an instant. 

Again, lightning flashed dark zigzags through his aura. His voice—a rich, sexy 

rumble—made her want to screw him until his eyes rolled back in his head. 

No way. This time, she refused to fall victim to his spell. “Back off, jackass, and 

listen. So not happening. Capisce?” 

He turned her to face him, and after a brief, puzzled look, his mesmerizing gaze 

held hers. “Let me stroke and squeeze your beautiful breasts until you purr louder than 

my dragon. You seethe with desires no human male can fulfill. Let me satisfy your most 

basic instincts, right here among the sweet-scented herbs. I’ll make you come over and 

over, maybe even impregnate you, then you will let me go.” 

He held his breath as she swayed closer to his chest—then Lipstick growled and 

broke the sensual connection between them. Almost, almost, she could feel her defenses 

crumble. Thank you, Hekate. I’m so glad you sent the dragon, honest— 

Furious that he’d slipped past her barriers again, Meena landed a resounding slap 

on his cheek. Her glove softened the impact, but there was still a satisfying red mark on 

his skin. “If I wanted a man, I’d find one, but it wouldn’t be a loudmouthed, oversexed 

jackass who uses his magic to seduce me.” 

 

LEONIDAS LOOKED HER over, his gaze condescending and slow. As King of the 

Fae, he should despise her for her insolence. Instead he found her…charming. This 

impudent woman wrapped in a crimson-lined cloak dazzled him. Her hood still 

protected her hair, but he remembered each rainbow-streaked curl from their first 

meeting on the cliff top. 

He’d thought her hair shone like a dark raven’s wing painted with streaks of 

emerald. There’d been purple, blue, and red in the mix too. Back in the abbey 
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graveyard, he’d wanted to sort and straighten each strand before tasted her tempting 

red lips. Like every immortal, she had fangs—not the savage, throat-tearing sort. More 

the tiny, sexy sort that he wanted her to scrape across his skin as she licked and nibbled 

at his body. 

Scarlet kisses, she’d called her newly bought lipstick, and that was what he 

wanted from her. Scarlet kisses that set his toes tingling, then spread like wildfire into 

his balls. No matter how this Goth creature disparaged him, he was still the king of the 

Fairies—especially the oversexed ones. Soon he’d show her what a bonus that could be. 

Elves’ blood, he loved this verbal sparring with this— What did she call herself? 

Wannabe Vampire? Fae courtiers flattered and kowtowed to him, but this woman used 

her sarcasm the way his warriors used swords and arrows. Her quick wits recognized 

the magic in his voice, and she felt the darkness that whirled around him like a tornado. 

Her buxom curves and handspan waist enthralled him, but much as he wanted to stay 

at her side, he couldn’t. Not without becoming the very thing he despised. 

If she really was the innocent she seemed, he’d deserved that slap and more. 

Elves’ blood, what had happened to his magic? He needed to function at full strength, 

flash back to the otherworld, and fuck somebody before his balls exploded. And as for 

his dick… 

His rainbow-haired vixen might lack magical prowess, but she enchanted him just 

the same. He wanted to peel back her abrasive edges and reveal the flower he felt 

certain she hid within. She hated that, thanks to his curse, he’d add her to his long list of 

conquests and move on. Another blasted notch on my bedpost. I’d sell my soul for one woman 

to love and keep. A woman with curvaceous hips that sway when she walks. A woman who 

exudes sexuality and almost begs to be fucked. A woman like her. 

He couldn’t remember when a woman last saw through the shell of dark magic 

that surrounded him. Usually Fae were icy-cold creatures that kept themselves aloof 

from the world. Twenty-seven days out of twenty-eight, he did the same. The twenty-

eighth day, he’d fuck any stranger in a skirt. This female with her ridiculous desire to 
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turn Vampire and her total lack of magic had hidden depths he wanted to explore—and 

not just because of his curse. 

She’d hate him when he left her and screwed someone else. How could she not, 

when he despised himself? His curse forced him to fuck a new woman every month. He 

could spend four weeks with his would-be Goth—a blink of an immortal’s eye—then 

he’d have to bed the next willing female who caught his eye. That, or turn feral. One 

day he’d find the Witch who’d cursed his bloodline, but it was as if the damn woman 

had vanished into a black hole. Even the Witch Council couldn’t find her. 

For years, Leonidas had tried to persuade his father to stay faithful to his mother. 

The one time King Herodotus tried, the beast the curse planted inside him finally 

overwhelmed him. More beast than man, he’d screwed a stranger. After, he’d returned 

to his usual urbane self, but the woman hadn’t fared so well. Utterly drained and totally 

exhausted, she’d died in his arms—and her death had curdled every kind instinct inside 

him. 

The Fae usually hid their animalistic natures beneath a layer of cool civility. The 

wild-eyed, befanged creature King Herodotus had become horrified the Fae court, but 

they’d hushed it up—his dirty secret. Of course. No one could know how far their king 

had fallen. The chamberlain became the king’s procurer and found him a fresh woman 

each month. Now Leonidas was stuck in the same predicament. 

This tasty immortal mortal—maybe a druidess or a nymph—intrigued him with 

her intoxicating curves and sarcastic defenses. In his dreams, he’d slowly strip away her 

fears—along with her clothes—and discover the secrets she held inside. Preferably with 

his tongue and his cock. Time was running out for him, and soon he’d be desperate to 

find a willing woman. One who wasn’t all sparky nature and prickly retorts. One who 

didn’t have hazel eyes flecked with gold fire. One who appealed purely to his out-of-

control cock. 

He actually liked his sparky-natured Goth. Even her irreverence fascinated him. 

But because of his curse, he’d use her body to soothe the throbbing in his dick. He’d 
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have to. Then once his magic returned, he’d vanish back to the otherworld—without 

her. 

“Querida”—he used his deep, honeyed voice like a sensual weapon—“I can show 

you more pleasure in five minutes than you’ve known in your entire life.” 

She threw back her head and laughed. “So can chocolate ice cream. Get real, or 

better yet, get lost. And take your damn dragon with you.” 

“I already told you, I cannot.” Thanks to his curse, an uncontrolled beast—

hedonistic, sexual, and savage—seethed within him. He’d do anything to keep it 

contained even if it meant fucking a million different women to stay sane. Then why 

was this one with her snarky tongue and mundane world mannerisms special? “My 

magic is blocked, and if neither you nor your missing mother trapped me, who did?” 

Meena glanced around, her eyes wide and wild. “Missing? She’s probably in one 

of our polytunnels, persuading the autumn crocus to flower out of season and give up 

double their usual amount of saffron.” 

His raised eyebrow told her to get real. “So busy she missed a hungry dragonet 

munching his way through her crops? And wouldn’t she come running when a whole 

border of herbs started dying?” 

Meena stared at the purple-leaved sage in the border behind her. Even a non-

gardener like Leonidas could see that where once-healthy new shoots had tipped the 

stems, now they’d wilted. “Mum would never let that happen. Come on, my rampant 

warrior”—she eyed his crotch like a beggar denied a feast—“wield that wicked sword 

of yours, and watch my back while I check out the house.” 

Rapier in hand, Leonidas shoved Meena behind him and strode toward the house. 

“You should stay here, querida, and guard my dragon.” 

Lipstick growled softly as if asking who would guard whom. Meena glowered 

and tried to duck around Leonidas, but his broad frame filled the doorway. Leonidas’s 

protective instincts roused. Warrior to the core, he prepared to defend this tiny woman 

who obviously lacked any fighting skills. Beyond him, the kitchen looked like a war 
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zone. Someone had shoved the kitchen table on its side, and the ladder-back chairs were 

scattered—feet up like fallen soldiers—around the room. A bag of groceries spilled 

butter, flour, and lard across the kitchen units and onto the quarry-tiled floor. Broken 

eggs pooled like a lake around the pine dresser’s feet. 

Leonidas casually curled one arm around her waist and carried her outside. 

She punched his shoulder and kicked her feet. “Don’t you dare drag me out of my 

own home.” 

When he held her, the strangest tingle—like a low-voltage lightning strike—shot 

through his chest, then streaked into his balls. As if he wasn’t hard enough already. The 

sensation shot through his pulsing dick, and now he needed her naked in his bed. Only 

judging by the furious glint in her eyes, that wouldn’t happen anytime soon. 

Elves’ blood, even if he couldn’t offer her his heart, he could keep her safe. 

Lipstick rested his head back on his paws and wrapped his tail around Meena like a 

scarlet chain. 

Eyes screwed up with fury, she thumped the dragon’s scales. “Get off me, you 

bloody great lummox.” 

The battle of wills between girl and dragon brought a smile to Leonidas’s lips. 

Then, bullwhip in hand and deadly serious, he stepped back inside the building. 

Though he moved with a cat’s grace, danger in every muscular movement, he found 

nothing. No clue, no note, nothing to suggest Elizabeth Sybil’s whereabouts, but 

wherever she was, she hadn’t gone willingly. 

Finally Meena sat on the bottom stair, her cell phone in her hand. “Great. Mum’s 

missing, and I’m stuck with a useless Fairy and a hungry dragon. And why won’t the 

police look for her before she’s been gone three days? Sweet Hekate, she could be dead 

by then.” 

Lipstick mewled and nuzzled her thigh, but she pushed him aside. Leonidas 

reached for her hand, but she jerked it away. He’d rather she’d stuck a dagger in his 



24  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

palm than pulled back like that. Lightning streaked though his aura, black and zinging 

with elemental electricity. 

Undeterred, Meena rested both hands on his chest as she shoved him away—hard. 

“Stay here.” 

He stared at her curvy hips as she climbed the stairs. He’d give anything to have 

her legs wrapped round his waist while he cupped her spectacular ass in his hands. 

Instead he stayed rooted to the spot and drooled. 

A few moments later, and she was back. Her eyes still flashed with fury, and her 

movements were tense and jerky. “Don’t think I’ve forgiven either of you for that stunt 

you just pulled. Keeping me out of my own kitchen, for goodness’ sake. Listen up, 

jackass. My house, my mother, and my right to look for her.” 

Her words barely registered—not when he was busy admiring her change of 

clothes. She’d looked amazing in the mock Vampire outfit, but Elves’ blood, when she 

wore jeans… Tight ones that skimmed her rounded ass and made him want to run his 

hands over her lush curves. And could that corset top shove her breasts any higher? 

Maybe, if he stood closer, he could peer down that low-cut neckline and feast his eyes 

on her nipples. 

Damn it, without his magic he was almost out of options. If he didn’t fuck her 

soon, his beast would take over his body. He’d become the creature he despised—all 

sharp fangs, claws, and raging emotions. His beast didn’t listen to reason, and it didn’t 

care for its partner’s needs. It fucked women senseless and absorbed their life force. 

Better to feed it monthly and keep it under some sort of control, but his twenty-eight 

days were almost up. 

Bloody witch, cursing my bloodline like this. Unless… “Lipstick, can you flash back to 

the Fae homeland and fetch help?” 

A gamut of emotions crossed the dragonet’s face—determination and confusion 

followed by a howl of pure despair. No help there, then. Whatever blocked his magic 

blocked Lipstick’s too. Confused, the young dragon gave another piteous howl so 
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despairing it tugged at even Leonidas’s heartstrings. He plopped down on the floor, put 

his head on his paws, and yowled again. 

In an instant, Meena was kneeling at the dragonet’s side and stroking his ears. 

Suddenly Leonidas wanted her caressing his ears—the sensitive pointy ones every Fae 

possessed. Or stroking his cock. That worked just fine too, but whatever happened 

between them, it would only be a temporary pleasure at best. 
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Chapter Four 

Meena stared at the Fae warrior. What was with this guy? For a moment, he met 

her gaze, seemed fascinated by her even, and then he spoke. “Querida, I am the fiercest 

warrior of my kind, with or without my powers. You lack both magic and battle skills.” 

She shoved two-handed at his broad chest. “Rub it in, why don’t you? I lost my 

job, my mother’s missing, and then some jackass Fae pops up out of nowhere and 

thinks he’s got a God-given right to insult me. Then on top of everything, you stand 

there and stare at my breasts.” 

He crowded her against the wall, mantled his massive body around hers, and 

brushed his lips briefly over her. “They are beautiful breasts that I still ache to stroke 

and squeeze. In fact, everything about you is beautiful. Maybe I should just call you 

Desire—because one look at you, and that is what I feel. Or maybe you should tell me 

your name.” 

There he went with the compliments again. Dear Goddess, he was all her best 

fantasies rolled into one. A silver-tongued charmer, he overflowed with sensuality that 

left her hot and hungry for more. Her legs wobbled like gelatin when he stood so close. 

His sweet, sensual essence flooded her senses, and warmth pooled in her womb. Damn 

it, she wasn’t some easy mortal ripe for the plucking. At least, she wasn’t human, 

wasn’t experienced, but the plucking thing sounded…good. 

Beautiful warrior Fae—but I can’t trust him an inch. 

Determined to ignore the nervous tremors pulsing through her pussy, she bit her 

lower lip and dropped her gaze. Could that bulge in his pants be any bigger? Was it for 

her? No wonder she needed to undress him so she could touch and taste. 
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She wanted to bury her head in his shoulder and breathe in his wonderful 

essence—all melting chocolate with a hint of chili—but that was down to his wicked 

Fae magic. Usually men took one look at her dramatic clothes and multicolored hair; 

then they dismissed her as a weird Goth chick. Even knowing her Fae used his powers 

to tempt her, desire dried her throat. 

Finally she managed a hoarse, “Wilhelmina. My name is Wilhelmina, but 

everyone calls me Meena.” 

“And I”—he leaned so close his mouth practically brushed against hers—“am 

Leonidas.” 

His eyes pulled her in like an emerald sea, but if she set foot in the water, she’d 

drown. I’m so out of my depth already. All she could do was squirm against him in a 

sensual wriggle that shoved her breasts into his chest. “Leo. I like that.” 

He feathered his lips over hers, a brief, intimate caress that shattered her resolve. 

“And do you like this?” 

How could such a fleeting kiss make her groan? More, she almost demanded. 

Gimme more, but her throat constricted, and she couldn’t speak. Her instincts screamed 

for her to shove him away or just turn and run, but when he cupped her cheek in his 

hand, she knew she belonged at his side. 

The twinkle in his eyes touched her soul. And was that her who moaned? Really? 

Again? Oh Goddess, yes! And when had she wrapped her arms around his neck and 

pulled him so close? This wasn’t the time for sensual games, she knew that…honest. 

She definitely shouldn’t do this, but need crawled up her spine and flowed like lava 

through her veins. 

A smile crinkled around his eyes, and his haughty manner dropped away. How 

could she have thought him too stern to be handsome? He’s dev-a-stating, and just for a 

moment, he’s mine. 
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“I think my rainbow-haired Goth approves. Perhaps we should try this.” Leonidas 

swept his tongue across her lips—all possessive dominance and a promise of wicked 

delight. 

She moaned into his mouth, her body drawing comfort from his touch. He was 

warmth and protection, his tender passion the highlight of her miserable day. Actually, 

make that her week, or better still—her life. She felt safe and secure in his arms, 

protected even. Usually strong and independent minded, she wanted to let him love her 

forever. Sweet Goddess, talk about an impossible dream. He belonged in the 

otherworld. She belonged nowhere, and even after eight years, that hurt. 

When he ran his fingers through her hair, she rolled her neck and leaned her head 

into his hand. It was huge, calloused from archery practice and sword drills, but his 

fingers were gentle as he stroked and caressed her breasts. With him, life was touch, 

sensation, and so much pleasure she felt as if she’d drunk the sweetest wine. 

Intoxicating, smooth-talking Fae. 

Back arched, breasts overflowing his hands, she ground her hips against his—her 

desires exploding inside her like a nuclear storm. She opened for him, then ran her 

tongue across his lower lip. He tasted of melting chocolate tinged with the fire of chili, 

exotic spice, and all things nice. 

Curling his tail around her, Lipstick grumbled. Reality intruded as firmly as if one 

of the local fishermen had thrown a bucket of seawater in her face. Slowly, sadly, she 

ended the kiss that turned her world upside down, and the lack of physical contact left 

her empty inside. 

She slipped out of Leonidas’s arms and forced her customer-service training to the 

fore. Though brisk and efficient, she still couldn’t muster a smile. She swallowed hard 

and wrapped her arms around her chest. Finally she found a man she could love. Then, 

when her Fae tempted her with hot kisses, she wasted time kissing him back. Well, not 

wasted exactly…but she should be out there looking for her mother. “Leo, do you really 
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think someone’s kidnapped my mother? The police said there was probably a more 

obvious explanation.” 

“If there is, I cannot think of it.” He kissed her fingers, then pressed her hand on 

his erection. “We will find her, but meanwhile you should feel how much I need you. I 

ache for you. Let me love you, hard and fast; then we will discuss our next move.” 

Beneath her hand, his cock pulsed a sensual rhythm that made her womb contract 

in response. Unthinking, she palmed it, and even encased in his leather pants, it 

throbbed at her touch. Damn, did it just grow again? He’s enormous! And he wants to put 

that thing inside me. Her heart demanded she give herself to him completely—but she 

refused to fall prey to his enchantments again. She’d pull her hand away if it killed her. 

Sweet Goddess, it just might. 

His eyes dulled with disappointment, making her resistance doubly hard. Moving 

away from all that Fae temptation hurt; only, she had things to do, and her missing 

mother to find. Okay, her life was a mess, and she needed his arms around her the way 

Whitby harbor needed its strong stone walls. Stupid Witch, always wanting things you 

can’t have. 

He lifted her chin and stared into her eyes for what seemed like hours. The world 

stopped turning when she was caught in his gaze. Talk about fascinating—but this was 

neither the time nor the place. Finally she smiled and looked away, but she felt like he’d 

examined her soul. Suppose he found it lacking? Everyone else seemed to. 

Unexpectedly, he released her and stepped away. She almost threw herself back 

into his arms. Stay strong. Don’t beg for his touch, no matter how much you crave it. Stay 

strong, and think of Mum. Life had taught her to depend on no one but herself. No way 

could she place her heart in an oversexed Fae’s hands—but the deepest, most feminine 

part of her whispered, Too late. 

Without his lips pressed against hers, she felt bereft. In a perfect world, she’d 

nestle in his arms while he whispered sweet words in her ear. Yeah, like a stuck-up, 
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superior Fae would want an otherworldly failure like me. Time to toughen up and move on, 

but damn it, with him, she wanted to put down solid foundations. 

How could she feel like this—overwhelmed, love struck, and desperate—about 

someone she’d only just met? Letting herself feel anything for him was madness, but his 

kisses had proven addictive. In her dreams, he slid his cock into her pussy, sank his 

fangs in her neck, and claimed her as his true mate. But why would a full-blood Fae 

bond with a misfit like her? 

Goddess help me, I need to push him away before he rejects me like everyone else. “A 

couple of hours ago, I didn’t even know you. Since then, you’ve done nothing but 

bellow at me and denigrate my lack of magical prowess ever since. That or try to bed 

me. Then, when my mother’s vanished, you still think it’s okay to seduce me. Well, you 

can just curb the pheromones. I’m not that desperate or that easy.” 

Okay, with him she could be. But the instant his powers returned, he’d disappear 

back into the otherworld. Like an idiot, she’d let him into her heart. When he left—and 

he would—he’d rip it from her chest and take it with him as a trophy. That was all she 

was to him—a trophy fuck to prove his superiority. She’d rather he’d plunged his 

rapier into her heart than love her and leave her. When he flashed back to the 

otherworld, she’d shatter into a million pieces. 

Leonidas paced the kitchen, all flowing emerald shirt and black leather. He moved 

with a panther’s easy grace, but anger darkened his eyes. 

Meena almost apologized and told him she really hadn’t meant to be a prick tease, 

especially when his cock swelled up like that—for her. Truthfully, she hadn’t meant to 

raise his hopes. Not to mention hers. Even as she sighed with disappointment, she 

wondered how a failed Witch could stand against Fae enchantments. 

Finally he lifted his chin in that sexy, arrogant way of his and spun on his heel. His 

face fell into the impassive mask the Fae used to cover their feelings—so cold she swore 

the temperature dropped a couple of degrees. Her apology died on her lips, and she 

expected him to take his dragon and leave. Instead he picked up the spilled groceries 
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and dumped them by the sink. She straightened the chairs and cleaned up the spills. 

While the room soon appeared back to normal, her life was still messed up and strange. 

Lonely even. 

Lipstick stood in the doorway and eyed the broken eggs. His tongue shot out like 

a snake’s, but he mewled and backed off. He edged closer to Meena and rubbed his 

cheek against her hip, and mewled again. 

Absently, she fondled his ear. “Go for it, greedy guts.” 

Her smile was brittle, ready to splinter into an ocean of tears, but the dragonet 

wailed again. She turned toward him, a flash of temper in her eyes. “Do you ever stop 

eating? And is it my imagination, or have you put on a ton of weight?” 

“Dragonets grow exponentially.” Leonidas patted Lipstick’s neck. “The more you 

feed them, the quicker they grow. And you, my beautiful scarlet dragon, will be the 

biggest and the best. Tell me where I can obtain fresh meat for him.” 

Leonidas stood, his spine as stiff as his king-size hard-on, his controlled manner a 

cool contrast to her stormy emotions. 

Ashamed of her outburst, she took a deep breath. “Sorry, I’ve no right to take my 

anger out on either of you. I guess I’m a bit strung out here. I suppose I could do a 

supermarket run, but I’m a strict vegetarian. Are you sure eggs and cheese won’t do?” 

Leonidas’s soft laugh sent her sex drive up a gear. “Sorry, querida, but he needs a 

couple of bullocks or maybe three or four sheep.” 

“Fine.” She grabbed the 4x4’s keys. “I’ll max out my credit card to buy your 

dragon the very things I detest. Just promise that when I get back, you’ll help me find 

my mum.” 

“In the otherworld I have both power and position. I will pay your debts. And 

yes.” He rolled his eyes. “My gold will remain good in either realm. Perhaps, I will pay 

you in fire opals instead. They flash with the same golden sparks I see so often in your 

eyes.” 
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There he went with that silver tongue again. Fire opals indeed! He’d compared her 

nondescript hazel eyes to the rarest of otherworld jewels. So much for cold and 

uncaring. Confusing, seductive Fae. 

She fed Lipstick the rest of the eggs, then pushed and prodded him into the back 

of the 4x4. Thanks to his high-protein diet, he barely fit. Leonidas slid into the passenger 

seat. He slammed the door, opened it, then closed it again. “My half sister, Sylvie, 

drives a beat-up sedan, but this is sturdier. I approve of your vehicle.” 

His approval shouldn’t matter, but it did. She hummed under her breath as they 

hit the road. She knew from her childhood that machinery didn’t work in the 

otherworld. When she’d first arrived in the human world, the cars and electronic 

gadgets the humans loved had confused her for years. How come he couldn’t follow 

her idiomatic speech, but he took twenty-first-century technologies in his stride? 
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Chapter Five 

Leonidas’s presence filled the car’s confined space. She wanted to reach out and 

pat his knee or stroke his thigh. Hold it right there. Don’t move my hand higher. Keep my 

eyes on the road. 

A mile and a half later, the tractor and trailer blindsided them. The 4x4’s side 

panel crumpled, and the rear window shattered. Splinters of glass covered the backseat. 

Meena screamed and twisted in her seat. Lipstick growled his anger. Leonidas grabbed 

the handle of his bullwhip, ready to teach the other driver the rules of the road. 

The tractor’s gears whined as it plowed forward and shoved them off the road. 

The 4x4 crashed through the carpet of heather toward the Hole of Horcum—a natural 

amphitheater, six hundred yards deep and half a mile across. Meena fought the steering 

wheel. No use. She pumped the brake. Not working. They hurtled down the hillside at 

breakneck speed. 

Rocks crumpled the fender. She made another lunge at the foot brake. Another 

desperate attempt to change gear. Still they gained speed. They ricocheted off massive 

boulders. Trees whizzed past the windows. The fall tossed them around like cocktails in 

a shaker. Then the world dropped away, and they were airborne. Meena screamed. 

Lipstick bellowed. Leonidas flung his arm in front of Meena to stop her from jerking 

forward and head butting the windscreen. They landed with a thump that stalled the 

engine and shattered the front axle. It sank into the earth like an anchor and plowed 

them to a standstill. 

Meena’s hands shook. A desperate glance in the mirror, and she saw her cheeks 

were as white as her mother’s magic. Somehow she forced a shaky smile. “Hekate and 
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her hounds, I thought we’d had it. Are you okay? Hey, Lipstick, give me a growl or 

something. Please?” 

Lipstick mewled his displeasure, but Leonidas flexed his powerful muscles—as if 

checking everything was in working order. She wanted to nestle against his chest, run 

her fingers down his biceps, and stroke his chest. Okay, given half a chance, she’d 

stroke her hand over his navel. In her dreams, she headed farther south and explored 

his groin. My mum’s life might be in danger, and still I want to run my fingers up the seam of 

his cock. Taste it maybe. 

The rat-fink Fae must be using his magic again. “Rein it in, jackass. If you’ve the 

strength to make me want you so badly, you’re fine.” 

His lips twitched, and although he didn’t smile, his eyes danced with mischief. “I 

am. Now I understand your need for a sturdy vehicle. I believe my half sister drives 

better than you.” 

If looks could kill, Meena’s would have withered him on the spot. “Give a girl a 

break here. That tractor didn’t even try to swerve away. We’re lucky we weren’t killed 

outright, and you know it.” 

“Very well.” He gave an autocratic nod—all Spanish grandee and stern face—but 

she sensed the laughter he held inside. “I will concede that this was the tractor driver’s 

fault, but—” 

He stopped abruptly and stared into the cracked side mirror. Meena followed his 

gaze, then checked the rearview. She saw a flash of sunlight on steel. 

Leonidas frowned, kicked the car door open. “Someone’s coming, and if the 

tractor was a deliberate attack, you should take Lipstick and stay out of sight. I will deal 

with them.” 

She didn’t argue with his barked orders, just scrambled out the car and forced the 

rear hatch open. “How big can one cute little dragonet get? For goodness’ sake, 

Lipstick, flatten your ears and slide your head out. If you uncurl slowly, it shouldn’t be 

too hard. If you’d eaten anymore, I’d have needed a shoehorn.” 
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Two men broke cover, handguns at the ready. They half ran, half slid down the 

steep hillside. Meena’s eyes widened. None of this made sense. She wasn’t Daphne 

Drayton or Angelina Jolie. And this was real life, not some Hollywood action movie. 

As a witchy reject, she’d always avoided anything otherworldly. And this was 

why. Maybe the Witch Council had finally found her, but wouldn’t they come after her 

with magic, not guns? 

Dagger in one hand, bullwhip in the other, Leonidas started up the hillside. His 

every movement was a symphony of strength and steel, his primal masculinity as 

enthralling as his voice. 

A gunman fired wildly, sending bullets ricocheting off the car. Leonidas dodged 

and ducked like the hero of a TV cop show. Another round of bullets, and splinters flew 

off the nearest granite boulder. Meena whimpered and cowered behind the car. More 

bullets, and then silence while their attackers reloaded. Leonidas strode up the 

hillside—a natural-born hunter stalking his prey. 

Lipstick keened quietly and used his massive bulk to shove Meena behind a 

boulder. She slumped against it, glad of a moment to catch her breath. “Come on, boy. 

Curl up back here, out of sight.” 

The young dragon spread his wings and roared. Fire shot from his throat. He 

soared over boulders and into battle. Bullets bounced off his scarlet scales with a flashes 

of light and quiet pops. His wings beat an uncertain rhythm, and then he soared up the 

hillside and wrapped his claws around the foremost gunman. Three wingbeats later, 

and he dropped his captive at Meena’s feet. 

The gunman landed with a force that made Meena wince. He groaned at the 

impact, tried to pick himself up, then slumped back down. Unsure if he was faking, she 

kicked his ribs, hard. When he didn’t react, she used the strap of her bag to fasten his 

hands behind his back. Lipstick glided gracefully to the earth and sat beside him like a 

self-satisfied cat. 
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“Clever boy.” She scratched his ears. “And truly magnificent when you spread 

your wings like that.” 

A growl rumbled through him—almost a didn’t-I-do-good purr—then he curled 

up to lay at her feet. And he’d grown again. 

Farther up the hillside, Leonidas waited…and waited. Bullets sprayed wide to the 

left, churning the ground and chipping stone splinters from boulders. Meena sensed the 

danger swirling around Leonidas, but he stayed still and silent—brimming with deadly 

menace. Then the waiting was over. Leonidas’s dagger glinted in the sunshine. One deft 

flick of his wrist, and he sent the second gunman’s weapon spinning from his hand. 

Leonidas raced up the hillside and arrowed in on his prey. A crack of a whip and an all-

too-human scream. The gunman froze, rabbit-in-the-headlights-style. Leonidas reeled 

him in. 

A bird screeched a warning to the local wildlife. The remaining gunman tensed his 

muscles and dived for the gun and the knife. 

Too late. 

Leonidas slammed into him, fist-first. They rolled back down the hillside in a 

tangle of arms, legs, and punches. Meena squinted into the March sunshine, but she 

couldn't see who had the upper hand. She scanned the hillside, checking that no more 

gunmen stalked them. Thank Hekate and her hounds, there was no one. Her gaze 

settled on Leonidas’s knife and the tractor driver’s gun where they lay on the ground. 

If she had magic, she’d draw them to her side or bend the local plants to her will. 

Instead she peered all around to find something nearer. Nothing. Okay, time to test the 

immortality thing—maybe. She needed her hands on that gun, so she ran, doubled in a 

crouch like one of those action heroines she’d though of earlier. She swept the weapons 

up in her hands and raced back to the shelter the boulder provided. 

Breathless, she took a moment to calm her nerves, but her hands kept right on 

shaking. 
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When she peeped around the rock, she watched Leonidas slam his fist into the 

gunman’s face. “You dare attack my Meena? I should kill you for that.” 

Talk about a protective streak. And when did I become his? Not that I’m complaining, even 

if it’s only a temporary assignment. 

Deep down she knew things between them would end badly. That hadn’t stopped 

her from falling hard. Eventually, he’d flash off back to the otherworld, and leave her 

alone…again. 

Maybe it was time to live in the moment. If she kissed her way down his neck or 

nibbled at his square chin, would he groan and demand more? Sweet Goddess, she 

hoped so. Even in battle, he enthralled her until she ached to swap places with the 

gunman Leonidas pinned between his thighs. She’d probably wriggle and writhe just as 

desperately, but escape would be the last thing on her mind. Heat flooded her pussy, 

but her bone-deep need to fuck him wasn’t real. It couldn’t be, not when she barely 

knew him. 

Stupid girl, falling for a stuck-up, overbearing Fae. 

With him, she wanted to lie back, open her legs, and play the slut. Instead she 

strode toward them, Leonidas’s knife in her hand. “Let me have a turn.” 

He shook his head as if to deny her. “I’m the warrior here. It’s my right to kill him. 

Although there is something incredibly sexy about a woman who knows how to use a 

knife.” 

“My mother,” Meena insisted, “my kill. You know what a carnivore I am. You 

hold him down while I slice him up for Lipstick’s lunch.” 

Leonidas nodded slightly, his cheeks dimpling at her bluff. 

Dimples too? How sexy could one Fae warrior be? 

“That’s my dragon,” he snapped. “I’ll be the one to feed him. Hand me back my 

knife, and I’ll hack off this scumbag’s leg.” 
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Their captive paled and tried to scrabble free. “If you feed me to your dragon, 

you’ll never know where we took the woman.” 

Meena held the blade high, angled to glint in the sun, but she kept her attention 

solely on Leonidas. “Possession’s nine-tenths of the law. I’ll keep the knife. You can 

have it back once I’ve cleaned his blood from the blade.” 

“No need for that,” the gunman whined. 

“He tried to kill me”—Leonidas narrowed his eyes at her—“and I’m a warrior 

with a fearsome reputation to protect. I should be the one to make the kill.” 

“Sexist,” she shot back. “Besides, I bet I could make him scream louder than you. 

Men are such babies about hurting another man’s balls.” 

“She’s at Lythe Farm near Sandsend!” the captive yelled. 

Leonidas’s grin was cold, calculating, and cruel, designed to show his fangs. “A 

knife in the eye works just as well, but we should make it a contest. You may make the 

first cut, but I will make him scream so loud your eardrums blister. When I win, I get to 

lick and taste you from head to toe.” 

She ignored the way her nipples pearled and her body thrummed with newly 

discovered need. “Dream on. I’ll win, and when I do, you will kneel at my feet.” 

All sexy, sinful, and arrogant, Leonidas smirked. “Done. Just the right position to 

lap at your cu—” 

“Don’t go there.” Meena’s cheeks turned as scarlet as Lipstick’s scales. “We’ll 

work out the details when we’ve finished our foreplay. Hold him down while I cut off 

his cock.” 

As hard as their prisoner thrashed and squirmed, he couldn’t break free. Finally, 

he stared at Leonidas and begged. “Don’t let that madwoman near me. I’ll take you to 

the prisoner. I swear it, but please don’t let her castrate me.” 
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Madwoman? Meena liked that, especially since her mother’s life might be on the 

line. Only, as a dyed-in-the-wool vegetarian, she hated blood. No way could she have 

cut into a living creature’s flesh. But their captive didn’t need to know that. 

“She’s locked in the cellars at Lythe Farm,” their captive squealed, “out near 

Sandsend, but the League gave us some dust that would rob her of her powers. We’re 

only supposed to hold her until the director arrives; then he’ll deal with her personally. 

Something about her being a hostage to make her husband behave.” 

“Liar!” Meena yelled. Her dad had rejected her before she was born—at least that 

was what the Witch Council told her. Before her exile, the senior Witches spoke of her 

parentage in hushed whispers, or turned away if they thought she’d overhear. Maybe 

there was a secret to uncover, but it wasn’t like she could just turn up and ask. Not if 

she wanted to keep breathing. 

Meena knew her mother mourned her father and wept whenever she heard his 

name. Her distress crucified Meena, and she’d never asked any of the questions that 

rattled around in her brain. The main one being, what if her mother had been forced to 

decide between her true-mate or her daughter? Talk about Hobson’s choice, but her 

mother had abandoned everything to raise her. Goddess, that was a guilt trip in the 

making. 

Confused and full of doubts, Meena couldn’t deal with the emotions the prisoner’s 

words sparked inside her. At least, not yet. There were too many unanswered 

questions, and she needed time to think. Either her father was dead, and their prisoner 

was a liar, or her father lived—but he’d rejected her and put her mother in an untenable 

position. No wonder Elizabeth Sybil wept whenever Meena mentioned her father. 

There’d be questions later, once she’d rescued her mother. The most important 

being Is my father still alive? Damn it, she didn’t even know his name. Her mother 

always wore a signet ring stamped with letter V. The initial of my dad’s first name? 

Sometimes, her mother’s eyes misted with tears as she closed her hand around it. When 

she thought no one was listening, she sighed and whispered, “V, V, Vla…” 
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Her distress had swamped her daughter. Meena brimmed with hundreds of 

questions, but she’d never understood such utter sadness. The emotions Leonidas woke 

in her were a revelation. She wanted him, needed him, ached for him, and there wasn’t 

a moment she didn’t think about him. She hated that, just like her absentee father, he’d 

walk away. Her heart stuttered, and she knew that once he left, she’d never be whole 

again. 

Sorrow settled on her shoulders as thick and heavy as the cloak she’d worn earlier. 

She didn’t really matter to Leonidas, but that hadn’t stopped her from giving him her 

heart. Rather than crumble, she quivered with anger. 

Eyes blazing, she raised the knife and eyed the prisoner’s crotch. “Don’t lie. My 

father abandoned us before I was born, and he died soon after.” 

But did he, really? Meena would move heaven and earth to rescue her mother. 

Then she’d insist on answers to the questions she’d never dared to ask. 
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Chapter Six 

Meena angled the knife so the sun reflected on the blade. The prisoner’s eyes 

widened. His arms twitched and his thighs trembled. Despite the cool March wind, he 

started to sweat and shake. He gulped and stared at Leonidas. “Please, you look like a 

reasonable man. Don’t let your crazy girlfriend cut off my balls. I swear that’s what they 

said. Then we got orders to bring in the rest of her family.” 

“Tell me about this director,” Leonidas demanded. “Convince me you’re telling 

the truth, and maybe I’ll find a way to control her. Although that challenge my woman 

issued has distinct possibilities—whether I win or lose.” 

The prisoner shuddered, crossed his ankles, and slammed his knees together. 

Tears flowed down his cheeks, and his voice cracked. “Mordred Arthington doesn’t 

want druids or sprites interbreeding with purebred humans like us. He’s plowed 

billions into the People’s Defense League to protect our superior bloodlines. He’ll 

banish the lot of you back to your otherworld—permanently. Just you wait and see.” 

Leonidas inhaled so sharply his breath whistled in his throat. “I have heard of him 

and of this League.” 

“Well, I haven’t,” Meena snapped. “Who are they? And what do they want with 

my mother?” 

The prisoner’s backbone stiffened slightly. He kept his legs crossed and hips rolled 

inward, but his voice reverberated with misplaced pride. “Me and Fred are their eyes 

and ears in Whitby—spies for a secret organization and all that. Everyone knows this 

town attracts all things paranormal and strange.” 

Meena hated his superior tone. Scared or not, he condemned her—just like the 

Witches she’d once thought were her friends. They hated her lack of magic, but this 
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People’s Defense League hated her for her family connections. Leonidas—a haughty 

warrior Fae—would despise her for not working magic. Even the Goth shop owner had 

fired her. All she ever wanted was to please. Rejected again. Sweet Hekate, why don’t I 

belong anywhere? 

The prisoner kept a wary eye on Meena’s knife. “We spotted the woman in Pannet 

Park. When she sat by the pond, the water lilies went crazy. It was like they were 

competing to see which one could put out the best flower. Thing is, Fred’s a bit of a 

gardener, and he knows they don’t bloom until June. They simmered down when she 

left, but we followed her to the herb farm, then reported back to Mordred. See, I said I’d 

tell you everything.” 

Lipstick grew restless guarding their other prisoner and ambled up the hillside. 

When he spread his wings and sniffed at their voluble captive, their prisoner fainted. 

“You’re a bloodthirsty woman. Quick-witted too.” Leonidas gave her a full-on 

grin that warmed her soul and melted her bones. His desire for her showed in his touch, 

the way he looked her up and down, but he still reached out and reclaimed his knife. 

When the Witches had turned on her for her lack of magical prowess, she’d felt 

the weight of her failure. Now the sexiest man she’d ever met wanted her. The approval 

in his voice filled a void inside her. She straightened her shoulders and grinned. “It’s a 

good job he caved when he did since we wouldn’t really have hurt him.” 

Leonidas raised an eyebrow. “Wouldn’t we? I already told you that you weren’t 

designed for battle, but at least I know your species now.” 

“You do?” she spluttered, surprised it was even an issue. She saw his aura darken, 

but no thunder or lightning ripped through it. She didn’t understand why she could see 

it without witchy powers, especially since she’d never seen one around anyone else. 

He curled his lip at the prisoner, then flashed her a smug smile that only added an 

extra sting to his words. “He named you a sprite or druid, both lesser species with a 

little green magic, but nothing of importance. Don’t frown. You are a beautiful woman, 

and my balls ache to possess you, whatever your origins. Once we free your mother, let 
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me bed you until you scream my name. I’ll fuck you so hard you’ll dig your fingernails 

into my back and squeeze your pussy tight around my cock. Then I must return to my 

own life and leave you to enjoy yours.” 

Meena didn’t know what hurt most—the way he called her a lesser creature, or 

the way he promised to abandon her after a bout of mind-blowing sex. “A word to the 

wise, my brave Fae warrior. You don’t seduce your way between a woman’s legs by 

telling her you’ll use her for sex, then disappear back where you came from—especially 

when her father did just that to her mother.” 

“I didn’t… I can’t—” He stopped, took a deep breath, and some of his haughtiness 

faded from his face. “No promises, Meena, but I want you in my bed and in my arms. 

Our lives are too different for us to have a future, but we should enjoy each and every 

moment we share.” 

Stay calm, she told herself. Don’t tell him he’s as prejudiced as this People’s 

Defense League. Not when you need his help. Sweet Goddess, she offered a silent prayer, 

don’t let my hurt show in my voice. But it did. “Glib, I’ll give you that, but a million miles 

from convincing. Sorry, Leo, you’re sexy as sin, but no way are you getting into my 

pants.” 

He swaggered, shoulders back and proud his woman called him sexy—only she 

wasn’t his to keep. Rather than argue, he purred, “We shall see. However, even my 

inherent magic has vanished. These humans could see both me and my dragon. How 

do we visit your meat market with Lipstick in tow? If this coward’s reaction’s anything 

to go by, we will cause panic. Besides, they have wrecked your family car.” 

“Let’s worry about that after we’ve found my mum.” She patted down the 

unconscious prisoner, then pulled some keys from his pocket. “These jokers had a 

tractor and trailer, so maybe while we ride up front, Lipstick could curl up in the trailer. 

How urgently do we need to feed greedy guts here? Can we head up to their farm first? 

It’s out near Sandsend, just a couple of miles from the abbey ruins where we first met.” 
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LEONIDAS’S BALLS ACHED. His dick stood at attention and demanded he fuck 

his rainbow-haired beauty until she shrieked with delight. Elves’ blood, he was the Fae 

king. No woman had ever rejected him—until Meena. For once he’d have to work to get 

between a woman’s legs, but if he didn’t bed someone soon, he’d turn feral. The last 

thing he wanted was to scare Meena like that. 

He’d die before he hurt her, but the beast inside him wanted out in the worst way. 

It threw itself against his psyche, desperate to shatter the cage of cold emotion he’d built 

around it. This month, it wanted out early. Screaming in soundless agony, it beat its 

ham-hock fists against his chest. 

Leonidas’s aura darkened. A storm cloud of mixed desires swirled through it, but 

since he was deprived of his innate magic, no thunderbolts or lightning assaulted his 

inner barriers. 

He hated the wildness inside him, but his control was already wearing thin. He 

wanted to love Meena slowly and savor her sweet herbal taste. Just once he wanted to 

sate his own needs, not those of his mindless beast. Damn it, if he didn’t fuck her soon, 

he’d become the creature he despised—all fangs, claws, and uncontrollable cock. 

His father had tried to pen the beast that the curse created inside him—and 

Leonidas had hated the results. Herodotus had become a sexual predator that fed on 

writhing bodies, multiple orgasms, and a woman’s lifeblood. Unlike his father, 

Leonidas had never killed a lover…yet. 

Meena deserved romance and gentle passion, but he wanted to claw the clothes 

from her body and plunge his dick into her. Two more days, and his month was up—

and so was Meena’s chance of a considerate lover. His beast was already rising. It 

demanded he take her, naked, kneeling on all fours. It wanted to sink its fangs into her 

neck as it claimed her from behind. Elves’ blood, he wanted it too. That bonding would 

make them inseparable, forever joined as one. Only true-mates bonded like that. 

His desires should disgust him, but he needed her blood as well as her body—just 

the way he would if she was the one woman he could claim as his true-mate. But she 
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couldn’t be his, ever. Not when she lacked any otherworld status or magical prowess. 

His frustration and sexual hunger drove him—didn’t they? He needed to bed her to 

stay in control of his beast. This yearning inside him wasn’t anything to do with the 

genuine affection and warmth she sparked inside him. It couldn’t be, not when he’d 

have to move on next month. 

Part of him cared so deeply he couldn’t imagine his life without her. She’d already 

made her position clear on that. Better to lull her into a false sense of security, and once 

her resistance faded, he’d pounce. 

“Our dragon,” he announced, “can forage in the kitchen at this farm once we have 

cleared out the Elves and released their prisoners. You will stay back and stay safe. You 

would not like to meet Mordred of Arthington.” 

Elves’ blood, what’s Mordred up to now? He should tell Meena everything, especially 

since her mother was bound up in this mess. Some secrets weren’t meant to be shared, 

but his protective instincts screamed, Tell her as much of the truth as she needs. 

Meena’s scowl said she wanted an explanation, but he didn’t want to go into 

detail. Then he realized her mother’s life might be in danger and admitted, “He’s an 

immortal masquerading as a human. Your People’s Defense League is full of fools.” 

Meena tossed her curls over her shoulder and glanced between Leonidas and 

Lipstick. He saw a flash of suspicion in her eyes. After a moment’s thought, she asked, 

“Elves? Everyone knows they died out ages past. And what’s this about someone 

masquerading as human? I don’t understand.” 

His superior smile made her bristle, but when he realized he could bargain for 

what he needed, he considered his words more carefully. “I will explain, but it will cost 

you a lover’s kiss.” 

She thought about it longer than he liked, then planted a chaste kiss on his cheek. 

He rolled his eyes and pulled her so close her nipples brushed up against his chest—a 

delicious pressure that made him crave more. “I said a lover’s kiss, not the kiss of my 

maiden aunt.” 
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He needed to fuck someone soon—that or go insane. He hated mindless, 

impersonal sex. With Meena, everything they shared would be for their mutual 

pleasure and delight. Her wild herb and heather perfume tempted him as much as her 

body. She pursed her lips, pressed them briefly against his, then withdrew so quickly he 

winced. 

That brief kiss was branded into his flesh. And his cheek wasn’t the only part of 

him that burned. His dick throbbed with the need to screw her until she forgot 

everyone but him. With her, he couldn’t tell where his curse ended and his own needs 

began. 

He leaned toward her. Then when his lips should have touched hers, he paused 

and gazed into her eyes. His smile was flirty—a blatant sexual demand he hoped would 

win her heart and mind. Screw that. What he really wanted was her body. Wasn’t it? 

He touched his lips to hers—a butterfly caress that fired up his cock, right along 

with his heartbeat. He pulled back and gave her another slow, seductive smile. 

Everything about her—from the way gold flecks sparkled in her hazel-hued eyes, to the 

way she used her snarky tongue for defense—enthralled him. Damn it, he could think 

of a million other uses for her tongue, and every one of them involved it swirling 

intricate patterns on his flesh. Whipped cream? Honey? Even flavored body oil? He’d 

take any one of them as long as he licked it off her soft, sweet-smelling skin. 

His kiss started out playful—a light pressure that made Meena moan for more. 

When his tongue swept inside her mouth, he clamped one arm around her waist and 

buried his other hand in her hair. She sighed and wrapped her arms around his neck. 

Her resistance melted into an ocean of boiling fire and need. Her nipples pearled 

and her back arched, pushing her breasts up against him. She went on tiptoe and pulled 

his lips to hers. Meena licked his lips in invitation. He kissed her back, gentle, almost 

tentative. No way would he scare her with his beast’s intensity. If he didn’t screw her 

soon, his beast would break free and tear into her flesh. It’d be a bloodbath, but he’d slit 

his own throat before he hurt her like that. 
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Urgent needs pounded in his balls, and only Meena would satisfy them, but if he 

cared about her at all, he’d do the right thing and push her away. 
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Chapter Seven 

Leonidas reveled in the way she relaxed into his embrace and sucked the tip of his 

tongue. He groaned when she moved still closer, straddled his thigh. Her hips rubbed 

hard against him and gave him an instant hard-on. Now he craved her bare flesh 

rubbing against his, skin-on-skin contact that would drive them both wild. 

He forgot everything—his curse, the People’s Defense League, and the quest to 

save her mother—as she submitted completely. He wouldn’t do it. No way would he 

take her out here like an animal in heat—but Elves’ blood, he wanted to. He couldn’t 

offer her a future, and that hurt. All he could do was make their first time together so 

special she’d treasure the memory for as long as she lived. He certainly would. One 

woman out of thousands, she’d slipped through his defenses and crept into his heart. 

Elves’ blood, he didn’t know how he could ever let her go, but the beast inside him was 

an unfaithful, feckless creature he despised. 

Slowly, gently, he withdrew his tongue and broke off their kiss. She moaned 

again, her hips still grinding against his thigh. Ecstasy that even his beast enjoyed. It 

reared up and demanded more. His balls pounded with need. His cock pulsed. Elves’ 

blood, he’d never wanted a woman more. 

He nibbled her neck, then whispered in her ear. “You’ve paid the price, so I will 

explain about the Elves.” 

Her disappointed pout made him smirk. He pulled her to a boulder and sat. When 

he tugged her onto his lap, a sudden flash of anger shone in her eyes. “You jackass. I 

can’t believe you made me kiss you when my mother’s in danger. Rein in the magical 

seduction, or just take your dragon and leave.” 
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Made her? Whatever simmered between them was genuine and real—an 

emotional storm that roared through him and supercharged his emotions. He’d kept his 

sexual predator locked in a cage of cold fury, but that drained his strongest emotions. 

His subjects called him unfeeling and aloof, but Meena warmed him, completed him. 

His Fae side wanted an impossible forever, but his beast wanted to bend her over the 

nearest boulder and fuck her until she couldn’t take any more. 

Her eyes narrowed in stubborn refusal, but with her, he was up for any challenge. 

He loved her quick wits and caustic tongue. Elves’ blood, he loved everything about 

her. 

When she’d moaned with desire, he’d almost spilled his seed. He knew he could 

fuck her right here, right now even if their prisoners were to recover and watch. She 

deserved silk sheets strewn with rose petals, not some windswept hillside on the North 

Yorkshire moors. He’d never wanted a woman so much, but he wanted her to have and 

to hold. Reluctant to add her to his beast’s mindless conquests, he rested his forehead 

against hers and inhaled her wild herb and heather perfume. With her buxom curves 

and handspan waist, she fulfilled his every sexual fantasy, but he wanted to sink his 

fangs in her neck and claim her hard. He felt as though a spring coiled around his heart, 

squeezing him until he thought he’d explode with longing and lust. Love even. 

Anytime soon, his animal side would burst free, and he’d forget gentle passion. 

He’d pounce on her like a panther—uncontrollable and vicious—but he fought to 

contain the madness that drove his inner beast. 

He held her so close his breath warmed her ear. “The Elves and the Fae are 

related, and we sometimes interbreed. It’s rare since our cultures have skirmished on 

and off since the civil war a couple of centuries back. Then a border dispute with the 

Lykae nation decimated their numbers, but believe me, they do still exist.” 

“Thanks for the history lesson,” Meena snapped. “Okay, Elves are for real, 

whatever the Witches taught me. Now tell me about this Mordred Arthington. And 

why do you think he’s only masquerading as human?” 
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Leonidas’s voice dropped so low she had to move in closer so she could hear. 

“Don’t trust a word the Witches tell you. They’re despicable creatures who use their 

magic to ruin people’s lives. There’s a reason they’re reviled in human fairy tales.” 

Intent on his lecture, Leonidas ignored the hot flush that stained Meena’s cheeks. 

Instead he shifted her off his lap and rose to his feet. His fists clenched with fury and 

frustration. “A bloody Witch ruined my father’s life. Now she’s doing the same to mine. 

Gods, I daren’t even sire children after the way she cursed our bloodline.” 

When Meena answered, a glimmer of hope ran through her voice. “Curses can be 

broken. Can’t the Witch Council help? Even someone like my mo—” 

“No one can bloody help,” he snapped. “Do you think I haven’t tried? The most 

powerful Witch in existence cursed my father when he proposed. Elves’ blood, couldn’t 

she just have said no? Then she upped sticks and vanished, and no other Witch is 

strong enough to break her spell. I’ll bloody kill her if I can ever get my hands on her.” 

“Leo, I’m so, so sorry. Whatever your wicked Witch did, no one should live under 

a curse.” She laid her hand on his arm, unshed tears lending a soft shimmer to her eyes. 

Her quick sympathy helped shove his sexual predator back into its cage, but his time 

was running out all too fast. 

Pacing, unable to look her in the eyes, he snarled, “Too damn right. Enough 

distractions. Back to the Elves. They have an overlord, Mordred, not a king, but they 

probably have exactly what they deserve. They’re a cruel race, and the way they treat 

their women is a bloody disgrace. One of their overlord’s titles is Lord of Arthington—

and the director of the People’s Defense League is Mordred Arthington. It’s too much of 

a coincidence for them not to be one and the same. Some say he’s mad to be so open 

about his actions, and while he won his title by being the most brutal Elf out there, he 

wields so much dark power that no one dare contest him.” 

“And this Elf overlord” she asked, “the one who mistreats women, has my 

mother? Goddess, what I wouldn’t give for a magic arsenal right now.” 
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He shrugged as he tucked his knife into the scabbard he wore gunslinger-style at 

his hip. Once he’d carefully recoiled his bullwhip, he told her, “Sorry, no magic 

weapons, so you’ll have to make do with me. I suspect Mordred gave the People’s 

Defense League Fairy dust to help them take your mother. It’s the rarest commodity, 

which means she holds considerable value in their eyes. They must have peppered your 

herb farm with it. That explains why I can’t use my powers, and our dragon can’t flash 

back home and fetch help.” 

“So the overlord has dark magic, and I’ve got…” Meena looked at him, then at 

Lipstick. Fear spread across her face. 

Aware she was scared and hurting, he went to put his arms around her. Fool that 

he was, he’d forgotten how worried she was about her mother. He should have chosen 

his words with more care. 

Rather than rest against him, she shoved him off and shook her head. “This gets 

weirder by the minute. Isn’t Fairy dust what Peter Pan used to make humans fly?” 

“No,” Leonidas snapped. He hated that her smile was brittle and forced, the sort 

that didn’t crinkle around her eyes. He could only give her his honesty, but not his 

heart. Truthfully, she’d stolen it already. 

“Yeah, it is,” she persisted. “Peter Pan shook Tinker Bell over Wendy’s head or 

something. Haven’t you ever watched Disney? Okay, cultural differences apart, the 

Elves have taken my mother prisoner. Tell me what they’ve done that could sap her 

powers.” 

He reverted to grandee mode, all quiet dignity and control. “The Fae are almost 

immortal, but sometimes accidents happen. We bury our dead, but if someone disturbs 

their grave and grinds their bones, then you’ve got Fairy dust. Otherworld species 

absorb it through the skin, and it nullifies their magic. It takes effect instantly and takes 

two or three days to work its way out of our systems. Just for the record, that means this 

attraction you feel for me is real, not the result of my magic.” 

“Real? Not magic?” she repeated, stunned. 
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Before he answered, her hand crept into his. Her shy smile and downcast eyes 

promised mischief—and if he wasn’t mistaken, sex. She pouted at him over her 

shoulder like a 1960s sex kitten, and led him toward a copse of nearby trees. “Well, in 

that case…” 

Leonidas grinned like a surprised schoolboy. He hadn’t expected this. Meena 

desired him even though he’d lost his magic, and by the Elves’ blood, he desired her. 

He hated that he’d have to fuck her to keep his curse at bay, and for once his beast 

demanded something more than casual sex. Warrior and king, he usually kept his 

emotions in check, but with Meena he could be himself—except his curse drove him as 

much as his heart. 

He’d make their four weeks together the best month of both of their lives, but 

when the time came for him to move on, her loss would leave him dead inside. 

Afterward he’d hunt down the Witch who’d cursed his family, and then he’d do 

whatever it took to make her break her spell. Elves’ blood, he’d even hurt a woman if it 

kept his true-mate safe. True-mate? Even the word rocked him to the core. She couldn’t 

be, could she? No way. She can’t be the woman who completes my soul. My one and only love. 

My true-mate. Now he’d found her, living without her was impossible. Not that he 

wanted to, but his curse left him no choice. He tried to imagine her as his queen. Three 

hours ago, he’d have sworn the Fae court would overwhelm a sprite or druid with as 

little magic as her. Now he wondered if her smart mouth and quick wits might be 

exactly what his hidebound courtiers needed. Then his impatient woman gave his hand 

a small tug. 

I’m definitely overthinking it here. She wants me between her legs, and no way am I going 

to argue. I’m sure as hell not going to argue. With a smile full of wicked intent, he swept 

Meena into his arms, then growled over his shoulder, “Lipstick, stay.” 

He swore he heard a snicker in the dragon’s answering roar. 

 



TO BREAK A WARRIOR KING’S CURSE|  53 

MEENA HATED that she hadn’t told Leonidas that her mother was a powerful 

Witch and renowned seer, not just some green-fingered sprite. Cowardice sucked. He 

hated Witches, and even though honestly, she wasn’t much of a Witch—more of a 

hanger-on—she owed him the truth. Another attempt to explain her origins. Another 

stolen kiss. Hekate, she couldn’t move, couldn’t think, let alone speak when he kissed 

her like that. Without trying, he’d scrambled her brain. Made her crave things like hot 

sex. No, not when my mum’s missing, but… 

Now that she knew how much he despised Witches, maybe she should let him 

think she was a lesser creature after all. Proud as she was of her birthright, she couldn’t 

risk telling him how her magic had never materialized. Suppose he sided with the 

covens—the ones who’d banished her on pain of death. Maybe her lack of magic was 

worse than her origins. Better if she said nothing, but staying silent hurt. 

Until this point, she’d fought the enchantment in his deep melted-chocolate voice. 

If this need that boiled through her blood was real, then it was time she put all that sexy 

stuff she read in magazines to the test. She wanted him inside her, and apparently not 

just because of his seductive magic. Only her mother… 

Maybe it was his enthralling smile. Maybe it was the tenderness that shone in his 

emerald-hued eyes. Or maybe he made her feel like the person she was born to be. 

Treasured even. For now she’d concentrate on loving him and forget theirs was a 

temporary liaison at best. She needed him to screw her until she scratched her 

fingernails down his back and screamed with delight. 

Earlier, she’d decided to live in the moment, and it was time she did just that. She 

wanted to experience every good thing she could with him. Whatever simmered 

between them was momentous and breathtaking. Overwhelming even. So yeah, she 

wouldn’t tell him she was a failed Witch—yet. Damn it, if he kept smiling at her like 

that, she wouldn’t tell him at all. 

An insatiable hunger—urgent and overwhelming—consumed her from within. 

Her breasts ached for his touch. A fire started deep in her womb, then sizzled through 
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her blood. She burned for a Fae warrior whose only promise was that he’d love her and 

leave her, but she’d never needed a man so completely. Hell, she’d never needed a man 

at all. Otherworld creatures condemned her or scorned her, but not Leonidas. No 

wonder she wanted to get down and dirty with him out here on the wild North 

Yorkshire moors. 

She’d slid her hand into his and offered her body. Be brave, Meena. She needed to 

stay strong even though she deceived him—and she didn’t want her inexperience to 

show. Rejection would rip her soul to shreds. 

Then Goddess be praised, Leo swept her into his arms and carried her into the 

privacy of a copse of trees. 
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Chapter Eight 

Meena ached inside, and the only way to soothe her pain was for Leo to plunge 

his cock into her. She was finally going to have sex—the soul-stealing, heart-stirring 

kind—and she couldn’t have a more perfect partner. Leo was all about sensuality and 

desire, but his absolute honesty tore her apart. No promises, he’d said. Goddess, she 

wanted forever. She’d not think about how he intended to move on and discard her, but 

it was probably for the best. She could never join him in the otherworld—always 

supposing he asked—not when the Witch Council had put a price on her head. 

Leonidas’s prowess in battle thrilled her, but his quick brain and corded muscles 

delighted her. Sweet, protective Fae. Just looking down at the way his cock bulged 

beneath his leather pants made her slick and wet. The new feelings he roused inside 

her—love, hunger, and hot, hot desire—felt different from anything she’d ever 

experienced before. More real. More everything. Hekate, she was so desperate and 

needy, she almost came in her panties. 

He’d already told her they had no chance of a future—and as an otherworld reject, 

she accepted that. For now she’d take everything he offered and live in the moment. 

Fuck in the moment, more like. He made her feel everything on a primal level—filled 

her with savage desires that fed the passion that sparked between. Damn, just being 

near him was like being bathed in a fire so primeval she burned with new longings, 

lust, and love. 

She should press on and rescue her mother. She knew that, really. Only, in a world 

full of kidnappers, gunmen, and power-hungry Elves, she needed this time-out in 

Leonidas’s arms. She couldn’t think, couldn’t function for the sensual hunger he created 

inside her. 
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Snuggling closer, she buried her head against his chest as he carried her into the 

trees. His every step sent little jolts of desire shuddering through her cunt, and she 

loved that possessive look in his eyes. 

Ahead, the spring sunshine illuminated a grass-covered bank. A wall of shrubs 

surrounded it, but he pushed through them and laid her on a bed of soft moss dotted 

with white wood anemones. When he lay beside her, blatant hunger flooded his gaze. 

Lazy like a cat waiting to be stroked, she lifted her arms overhead and arched her back. 

He grasped one purple-streaked curl and stroked his fingers down it, letting it 

guide him to her breasts. “I can’t decide if you’re a delicious wanton, a dragon thief, a 

temptress, or a warrior. All I know for sure, querida, is that for today you’re mine.” 

For today? Damn. In the words of William Shakespeare, she wanted “tomorrow 

and tomorrow and tomorrow.” But when he looked at her like that, she’d take whatever 

he was willing to give. 

He unlaced the top of her corset so slowly her desires pooled like a hot spring in 

her cunt, and tasted every inch of her sweet flesh as he revealed it. When he took one 

pearled pink nipple into his mouth, she moaned and thanked the Goddess she wasn’t 

wearing a bra. His breath was warm on her skin, and when he swirled his tongue 

around her nipples—a sweet raspy sensation that made her smile—she hummed under 

her breath. Finally, when he drew one hard peak between his lips and scraped his teeth 

over it, she purred. He treated the other nipple to a lingering kiss and moved on down 

to her jeans. 

He stripped them off, and then she lay beneath him bare but for her lacy black 

panties. Except he was still fully clothed. She should be embarrassed or self-conscious—

especially since he’d already told her she was too curvy. Instead the hunger in his eyes 

empowered her. 

She tugged at his leather jerkin. “Off, please. Let me see your chest.” 

“Bossy as well as delicious.” He laughed, but he shucked off his top before she 

could blink. 
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Could his chest be any broader? He looked like a legendary warrior straight from the 

myths and legends the covens recited on the equinox eve. But he still wore too many 

clothes. 

“Hair next. Reach up and loose that queue,” she ordered. 

He grinned as he obeyed her, then shook his hair over his shoulders. It was longer 

than she’d expected—jet-black with no hint of a curl. Rather than run her fingers 

through it, she lay back and drank in his sun-kissed masculine beauty. “Pants next. And 

hurry.” 

His muscles rippled as he rose to his feet with a cat’s fluid grace. Slowly—so damn 

slowly—he eased his black pants down his thighs. 

Meena swallowed hard and rasped in a ragged breath. 

No underwear. Just the biggest erection she’d ever seen. Hell, the only erection 

she’d ever seen. His penis stood as proud and tall as the rest of him—tempting her 

more than his slow striptease. Hekate and her hounds, I need to touch and taste. She ran her 

fingers up and down his solid length before she fisted both hands around its girth. And 

this monster’s supposed to fit inside me? Her tongue flicked over her lips, but her 

movements were tentative and nervous. His closed eyes and pleasured groans boosted 

her confidence—thrilled her, really—and eventually her nerves receded. “Pretty, pretty 

penis. And right now, it’s mine.” 

Hair loose about his shoulders, muscles bulging, he looked more all-conquering 

barbarian than cold-blooded Fae. Another stroke of her fingers, another groan dredged 

from his soul. He gritted his teeth and moved her hands. “Elves’ blood, woman, stop. 

Another stroke, and I’ll come. I want to feel your pussy clench tight and hot around me 

around me before I climax.” 

Letting go was hard, and she mourned the contact with his cock. Then he reversed 

his position and lay beside her so his hair flowed over her thighs. When he settled his 

mouth on her pussy, his tongue flicked out and teased her clit until she writhed with an 
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ecstasy she hadn’t known existed. Pleasure spiked though her, warming her toes and 

scrambling her brain. When he sucked instead of licked, she came with a moan. 

She blushed, embarrassed, excited, and slightly ashamed. “Leo, I’m so sorry. I 

should’ve warned you or something. I couldn’t speak for… Sweet Goddess, that was so 

good I can’t describe it, and I sure as hell didn’t want you to stop.” 

He chuckled, his lips still pressed against her pussy. Delicious vibrations flowed 

through her, making her long for more. Then he lifted his head and looked up at her 

though his thick dark hair. “I like that I’ve finally stilled your snarky tongue by using 

mine. Don’t apologize. I’m proud to have shown you such delight that you couldn’t 

help but come.” 

When he rested his head on her navel and eased one finger inside her, Meena 

thought she’d shatter with need. Her head thrashed, spreading her rainbow curls across 

the ground. She crooned with sweet satisfaction, lifted her knees, and opened her legs 

wider. 

“So tight. So ready, and so mine.” He inserted a second finger in her pussy, 

stroking and stretching her until he could slip in a third. She pouted when he withdrew 

his hand, but as he moved to kiss her, he brushed the head of his cock against her clit. 

She whimpered, and hips undulating beneath him, she spread her legs still wider. Her 

basic instincts demanded action, not words. 

Slowly, gently, he pushed his dick into her warm, wet vagina. Damn it, Leo, stop 

with the slow motion. She’d expected pain at her first penetration, but her world 

exploded as though a million fireworks went off inside her and another orgasm rocked 

her body. 

He paused, the tip of his penis just inside her pussy, and let her adjust to his girth. 

When she groaned and rocked her hips, he thrust deeper, filling her feminine core 

completely. Another thrust, and she felt his pubic bone press against her groin. Her 

pussy clenched around him—a silken cocoon that welcomed him with slick honey and 

heat. A final thrust, and she thought he touched her womb. 
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A third orgasm rocked though her. Totally sated, totally satisfied, she didn’t think 

she could have moved if she tried. Then he pumped again. Insatiable. My Leo’s insatiable. 

More sexual athlete than stuck-up Fae. Not that I’m complaining. Every roll of his hips sent 

her senses spinning until she spiraled out of control. He showed her more pleasure than 

she could handle. Pressure inside her, making her womb clench hard. Then she came 

again—a silver starburst of delight that left her dizzy and shaken. Hot cream flowed 

like a sweet river over his dick and spilled onto his balls as they slapped against her 

cunt. 

Once she was fully sated, he threw back his head and roared as he came. He didn’t 

withdraw, just pulled her closer and held her tight. She lay in his arms—shattered by 

the depths of ecstasy he’d shown her. 

Then their dragon growled nearby. A warning? Maybe their prisoners were 

waking. Meena wanted to stay in her fantasy world—the one where no one had 

kidnapped her mother, and her best dreams came true—but she crashed back to earth 

in an instant. Then she realized she’d just fucked her sexy Fae, even after he’d already 

told her their lives were too different for them to have a future. And Hekate, her 

mother! 

An otherworld creature—her first and probably only lover—had rejected her 

again. She rolled free and tugged on her clothes without a word. Rather than dwell on 

her one-sided romance, she concentrated on the practicalities. 

Chin up in a show of bravado, she marched back to their prisoners and dug her 

toe in one of the kidnappers’ side. “What do we do with the eyes and ears of Whitby 

here? If anyone finds them, it’ll raise too many awkward questions.” 

Deep inside, she prayed her fearsome warrior didn’t slit their throats then and 

there. 

 

LEONIDAS HAD SEEN his fiercest warriors run wild when they returned from 

battle. They drank every drop of alcohol they could get, and chased anything in a skirt. 



60  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

The Fae court had reeked of sex and hormones as his warriors tried to forget the horrors 

they’d seen. Horrors they’d taken part in. Part primeval need, part nature’s way of 

upping the birth rate, the Fae warriors temporarily abandoned their cool, calm personas 

and went at it like rabbits. 

At least his half sister stopped an all-out war with the Lykae when she married 

their king. The pair of them had tried to pretend it wasn’t a love match, but Leonidas 

had seen the way she lit up whenever King Caleb came in the room. Just the way he 

knew he lit up around Meena. 

His woman—and thinking of her like that pleased him—had just survived these 

inept idiots’ kidnap attempt. They could have killed her when they crashed into her car. 

A sick feeling settled in his stomach. Naturally, having survived a brush with death, her 

first instinct was to procreate. 

He fell into king mode, all regal and protective, but there was a guilty flush to his 

cheeks as he hurried after Meena. They’d shared sex so hot it sizzled, but a better man 

would have given her time to recover her equilibrium. He loved her so much, wanted 

her so badly he hadn’t even tried to keep his hands off her. Besides, he’d needed to 

push back his curse so he didn’t hurt her. As an added bonus, he got to enjoy the next 

four weeks at her side. 

Elves’ blood, four weeks out of an immortal lifetime stank when he could spend 

eternity worshipping her lush curves. After a glimpse of paradise, he’d be back to 

faceless women all waiting, legs open, in his bed. His lifestyle seriously sucked, but 

until he rid himself of the beast inside him, he couldn’t change a damn thing. 

He stared back toward the wreckage of the 4x4 and into the copse of trees, 

determined to remember every detail of the one time he fucked a woman he truly cared 

for. Loved. Needed. Burned for. Elves’ blood, there weren’t words intense enough to 

describe the way she made him feel. He had nothing but endless infidelity to offer his 

true-mate, and he wouldn’t shame her like that. 
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From up here the carpet of moss where they’d just screwed looked far less 

inviting—all brown splotches and wilted stems. He’d wanted their first time to be 

somewhere romantic and beautiful, and as he looked at the dying foliage, he realized 

how badly he’d messed up. Couldn’t he do any damn thing right around her? 

Cursing himself for a fool, he checked the first prisoner’s bonds and used his belt 

to secure the other’s hands behind him. Lipstick caged the first gunman in his claws 

and bounded up the steep hillside. His wings extended in scarlet majesty as he dropped 

his burden alongside the tractor—from about six feet above the ground. 

Leonidas helped Meena back to the road. “Now you see why we Fae so love our 

war dragons. Once he’s fully grown, I’ll ride Lipstick when I lead our people into battle, 

although our greatest enemy is the local plant life.” 

“Plants?” She laughed. “Haven’t you developed weed killers? Can’t you use hoes? 

Why can’t you magic them away or something?” 

He stood tall and proud—an absolute ruler who knew every inch of his terrain. 

“We are warriors, not farmers, although we have tried everything to combat the plants. 

My half sister bought the strongest Earth pesticides, but our plant life thrived on the 

toxic mix of chemicals. Nothing makes any impact on their invasive ways.” 

He felt as though his inbuilt arrogance pushed Meena away. Her stark Oh-my-

God-what-have-I-done expression cut though his aloof Fae nature like a knife. To him, 

she was beauty, sex, and sunshine, and every cell in his body cried out to possess her. 

Something miraculous sparked between them, and he knew she wanted him as badly as 

he wanted her. He’d never claim her fully. He couldn’t when he had the curse hanging 

over his head. 

If Meena learned the truth, she’d try to make do with a part-time mate, but she’d 

despise him in the end. He’d watched bitterness eat up his mother, and he wouldn’t put 

Meena through that. His mating instinct reared up and demanded he bind her to him 

for all eternity, but he refused to humiliate her the way his father had shamed his 

mother. 
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Once they reached the tractor, he dumped both prisoners in the trailer. Weary, 

Lipstick coiled his body around them and slept. 

Now that the prisoners were taken care of, Leonidas forced his savage, sensual 

beast back into the cage he’d created inside him. He still wanted Meena—legs open and 

willing—but in a month’s time, his curse would force him to move on and bed another. 

Bed someone who wasn’t her. Elves’ blood, he wasn’t even sure he could get a hard-on 

for another woman now that he’d fucked Meena—but the sexual predator inside him 

only retreated after he fucked a stranger. 

His heart swelled with pride at her independent, sparky ways. He’d been born to 

love and protect this woman. Until his curse forced his to screw another, he’d forget his 

kingly duties and devote himself to the woman who’d stolen his heart. For four weeks 

he could pleasure Meena in any way she wanted—love her senseless, shower her with 

jewels, or travel the world. But whatever brief pleasures they shared, he’d always 

dream of the future his curse denied him. 
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Chapter Nine 

The evening rush hour, such as it was in this quiet corner of Yorkshire, was over, 

and the balmy spring evening stretched ahead. As the tractor chugged past dormant 

fields, Meena at the wheel, Leonidas bombarded her with a constant stream of 

questions she couldn’t answer. How the hell did she know what crops grew where? 

And let’s face it, fertilizer was hardly a romantic topic. All she could tell him was their 

herb farm thrived on magic, not chemicals or manure. 

“And no,” she said, seeing the hopeful look on his face, “nothing we grow 

commercially is carnivorous.” 

Clearly, English agriculture fascinated him. But when she turned the discussion to 

Sandsend’s beach, he seemed utterly enthralled. “No quicksand? And you let children 

play in your ocean when your summer comes? What about the sandworms and water 

snakes? Does your seaweed drown its victims before it digests them?” 

Meena laughed. “Suddenly I prefer this world to yours. We get the odd jellyfish, 

but no way would we let children play here if they were going to get eaten. The waves 

are less wild in summer, and lovers will often seek out secluded spots, sheltered and 

hidden by the folds in the cliffs at the far end of the bay. That’s where they go to steal a 

kiss…or more.” 

His dimples peeped out again, and his smile made his eyes crinkle. “Then, once 

we have your mother, I will return in summer, and we will kiss on your golden sand.” 

“You will?” she asked. “I mean, dream on.” 

He’s still planning to leave, then. That’s it, my luscious Leo, ditch me now that I’ve given 

my all. 
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The list of people who’d rejected her just kept getting bigger, what with her father 

leaving—dying?—the Witch Council putting a bounty on her head, and all. Now she 

could add her Fae warrior to the list of people who found her…lacking. 

He’d already wormed his way into her life, and he filled her thoughts completely. 

Nothing mattered but being with him. Remember, he’s leaving soon. Sweet Hekate, did 

her lip just wobble? Rather than let him see her tears, she pinned on the bright practiced 

smile she used with awkward customers, and swallowed hard. So much for strong and 

independent. Her heart might as well stop beating when he left. He’d offered to come 

back in summer—come back, for the Goddess’s sake—and kiss her on the sand. 

She wanted something permanent between them—but he thought he could flash 

in and out of her life whenever he wanted a bit on the side. Maybe with him, she could 

be tempted, and to hell with her self-respect. 

He stroked his hand up her thigh—a soft caress that made her melt inside. As they 

trundled along the seashore, she felt as if each wave broke inside her. He moved his 

hand higher, and before she could brush him off, he distracted her with soft-spoken 

words. “Carnivorous plants and savage predators threaten to overrun Prodia, the Fae 

kingdom. We clear our lands with dragon fire and magic, but it’s a constant battle since 

the plants grow almost as fast as we kill them.” 

“You need a green-fingered Witch to encourage the good stuff. Someone like…” 

Curse it, she’d almost admitted her species, and she already knew how much he hated 

the covens. 

“No Witches,” he answered curtly. “Ever.” 

Back to her forced customer-service smile. “Come on. They can’t be that bad.” 

“You do not know them the way I do,” he snapped, all haughty male—the kind 

that brooked no argument or questions. 

She should tell him her origins, but every moment with him was precious. What if 

he turned that sneering lip and contemptuous gaze on her? Okay, her mother knew a 

few spells, but white Witches never did any harm. If they did, it rebounded on them. 
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Meena hated how, thanks to her lack of magic, she straddled two realities but 

belonged in neither. She craved roots and acceptance, but she should face facts and 

forget the Fae who’d stolen her heart. “Okay. I get you don’t like Witches. Tell me about 

the Fae kingdom instead.” 

When he answered, he spoke with passion, commitment, and concern. 

“Carnivorous plants choke our crops. They provide cover for the tree snakes and rats, 

but I’ve heard the rodents in your world are small creatures that creep about in silence. 

Our rats roar as loud as our dragons, and they’re as big as the car our prisoners 

wrecked. The tree snakes are thicker than a man’s thighs, and they slip though the 

plants unseen. They swallow their prey whole, and what crops survive, the wild 

creatures plunder. Feeding my people is always a priority. If we could clear the 

carnivorous plant life, we could manage the flesh-eating animals, but the damned 

weeds have overrun everything, and they defy our attempts to obliterate them.” 

“Let me at them.” Meena grinned and turned the tractor back inland. “My mother 

says I can kill anything she can grow. Usually by neglect. I mean there has to be more to 

life than remembering to water a plant. I’m better at the tax returns and financial 

planning than I am at growing herbs.” 

The sun hung over the horizon, one orange balloon almost ready to set. They 

pulled up near a rambling stone farmhouse that had seen better days. Parts of the roof 

had fallen in, and broken rafters pointed at the sky like fingers. The lower floor looked 

surprisingly solid, but why was there a patch of dug-over earth alongside the path? 

Meena turned to look at the prisoner. “What were you digging for?” 

Her thoughts lingered on dead bodies and ground-up corpses. She stared at the 

freshly turned earth. No way. That couldn’t be her mum’s grave. Could it? 

“Potatoes. I’m about ready to plant my first earlies.” Fred, the prisoner who liked 

to garden, answered absently, his gaze fixed on Lipstick. 

Leonidas smiled like a crocodile—all teeth and deathly menace. “If you survive 

that long.” 
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“Look, mate,” Fred whimpered, “I’m helping all I can.” 

Lipstick puffed out smoke rings as he chuffed awake. The prisoners exchanged a 

terrified glance, and Fred paled. 

Leonidas handed Meena down from the tractor. “We either march up to the front 

door and fight our way in, or climb in through a window. My warrior nature demands 

we assault the front door, but my sensible side says we break in like thieves. We lost the 

element of surprise when we chugged up in a tractor, but since I have you to protect, 

let’s go in through the window.” 

Fred eased as far away as he could from Lipstick. “The place should be deserted 

since there’s just me and Bill. We live out back in the barn. Another shipment’s not due 

for a couple of weeks, and nobody’ll come around until then. See, I’m cooperating. 

Please, don’t let the dragon eat me.” 

The second prisoner still glowered at Meena. “And for God’s sake, don’t let your 

crazy girlfriend cut off our balls. We chained the woman in the cellar, but honest, we 

didn’t hurt her. There’s some steps down from the back scullery.” 

She pulled Leonidas’s knife from its sheaf and fixed her gaze on Fred’s groin. 

“Make a fuss, and I’ll slice you up for Lipstick.” 

Eyes wide, the prisoners nodded. 

“Stay here and guard them while I reconnoiter.” Leonidas stayed low, in the cover 

of the trees. 

Arms across her chest, Meena blocked his way. “Always the chauvinist. Listen up, 

Leo; my mum’s going to want me. Sometimes—especially if an Elf, man, or monster has 

hurt her—a woman needs another woman.” 

He appeared to think a moment. “For a fragile female without magic, you are 

amazingly brave. However, you will stay behind me, and if it comes to a fight, you find 

your mother and you run.” 
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Yeah that’d be her. A fragile female without magic—when she dreamed of being 

all witchy and strong. She gave him a look that would curdle milk but followed close 

behind. So did Lipstick. 

No one challenged them as they slipped inside. A quick fridge raid, and she tossed 

the prisoners’ steak dinner to the ever-hungry dragon. “There you go, boy. Yuck, now 

I’ve got blood on my hands. No wonder I’m vegetarian.” 

Leonidas stood behind her, his lips close to ear as he murmured, “Feeding my 

damn dragon again?” 

A shudder rippled down her spine, electrifying her body into supercharged 

desires and making her pussy flood with need. She leaned back into his embrace, 

delighted by his solid, masculine strength. When he mantled his body around her and 

laved his tongue over her earlobe, she trembled—weak-kneed and desperate to be 

fucked. 

“I thought he was our dragon,” she whispered back. 

He chuckled and kissed his way down the side of her neck. “But he should have 

been solely mine. Then a mysterious lady swathed in an all-concealing black cloak and 

long black gloves stole his heart. And if I’m not careful, I think she might steal mine.” 

How could a few soft-spoken worlds make her go soft and mushy inside? How 

could a real honest-to-the-Goddess Fae be the one man for a misfit like her? He boasted 

of his power and position in the otherworld, while she couldn’t even hold down a job. 

One day he’d find his mystical true-mate, and where would that leave her? She felt 

nauseated when she thought of him with another woman. Her brain told her to toughen 

up and move on, but her heart… 

No promises, he’d said. Lifestyles too different—remember? 

They listened for the sounds of habitation, but the place was eerily silent. Leonidas 

barricaded the door that led deeper into the house, then cautiously crept down into the 

cellar. 
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This house had stood for centuries, and during the Second World War’s air raids, 

someone had blocked off one corner of the cellar and tried to bombproof it. Whitewash 

peeled off the walls, and mildew splattered the brickwork. A stone bench no more than 

five feet long ran along the inside wall of the shelter. A metal ring had been hammered 

into the wall, and a short chain dangled from it, an open cuff on the end. A small piece 

of fabric, ripped from her mum’s favorite blouse, was the only sign Elizabeth Sybil had 

been here. 

Meena’s shoulders shook, and tears filled her eyes. “Mum would have hated it 

down here. And just look at those chains.” 

“We will find her.” Leonidas held her close and kissed her tears away. They were 

salty on his tongue. He stroked her hair and tried to find the right words to comfort her. 

“I promise that once my magic returns, I will summon the Fae legions, and we will flash 

over every inch of your planet.” 

“Three days, Leo. You said it could take up to three days. God knows what they’ll 

have done to her by then.” She shivered, buried her head in his shoulder, and let his 

body heat warm her. 

The air was musty. The place stank of damp and disuse. Leonidas wrinkled his 

nose and pulled her against him, her only solace in a dank, dark cell. He held her as if 

she mattered more than a casual fling. Okay, maybe that was wishful thinking, but the 

strength and steel of his warrior’s physique comforted her when she needed him most. 

Finally they separated and searched their surroundings. There was no sign of her 

mother, and no clue as to where her captors had taken her. Leonidas’s frustration 

showed in his voice. “What is this stone room? Is it usual to have something like this in 

a cellar?” 

Meena sniffed back her tears. “My turn to give the history lesson. The Germans 

shelled Whitby in World War One, then bombed it in World War Two, and people built 

shelters like these. Don’t look so stunned. Whitby used to be a pretty important port 
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back then. Even John Paul Jones, father of the American navy, once fought a sea battle 

at Flamborough Head—just down the coast from here.” 

If she wasn’t so worried over her mother, she’d have grinned at the quizzical look 

he gave her, but she had nothing to laugh about. 

He stroked her cheek, and when he spoke, his voice was tender. Amused even. 

“Again, you speak in words I do not understand. What matters is that they have moved 

your mother, but we will find her. I promise.” 

“Alive or dead?” Meena snapped. 

Being in this airless place depressed her, and she was glad when Leonidas ushered 

her back to the kitchen. Lipstick crooned his pleasure at their return, then sat and stared 

at the fridge like a hungry dog. 

Meena gazed absently out the window, her gaze drawn to the path of dug-over 

earth. She didn’t want to think it could be— She wouldn’t think it, but what if… What if 

it was her mother’s grave? 

Leonidas turned her around and brushed his lips against her cheek. “Our 

prisoners called her a hostage, so she has value in their eyes. They need her alive. We 

just need to find out where they’ve taken her and why. Let’s finish up in here. Then we 

will question our prisoners further.” 
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Chapter Ten 

Leonidas would rather his enemies stuck a knife in his heart than see tears pour 

down Meena’s cheeks. He’d never felt so helpless or so damn frustrated. Just being near 

her gave him a hard-on. This wasn’t the time or the place, but he already needed to 

screw her again. Repeatedly. Usually he was a once-a-month love-’em-and-leave-’em 

guy. With Meena, his sexual appetite was insatiable. 

He knew many ways to pleasure a woman, but none of the women he used to 

keep his curse at bay warmed his heart like Meena. The need to claim her as his true-

mate boiled inside him like lava in a volcano, and his dick demanded action soon. 

When he remembered how her tight little pussy had pulsed around him, he needed to 

fuck her again. He wanted her whenever and wherever he could—maybe mewling like 

a kitten as she knelt on all fours, or with her breasts pushed up against the shower wall 

while he took her from behind. Perhaps he’d drive her crazy with his tongue until she 

thrashed beneath him and begged him to let her come. 

Whatever his future held—and it wasn’t anything good—he was a slave for her 

smile. Besides, they still hadn’t found her mother. “It makes no sense for them to kill 

her, but the Elves will suffer for every tear they’ve made you cry.” 

He wanted to caress her body until she purred, or better yet hummed under her 

breath. He really liked how she did that. Everything about her was unique and 

wonderful, but all he could do was hold her and let her sob out her fears. His hard-on 

tormented him with the need for something—someone—he couldn’t keep. Elves’ blood, 

even if he fucked her a million times, it wouldn’t be enough. 

He needed to explore every curve and cranny of her body—maybe with his 

tongue—but most of all, he wanted her fingernails clawing at his back and her legs 
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wrapped around his waist. Determined to protect and please her, he stroked her curls 

from her cheek. “We will find your mother. You stay here and see what you can salvage 

for Lipstick’s dinner while I do a sweep through the house.” 

Again with the orders? She pulled away, ready to declare her independence, but 

Lipstick nudged his cheek against her thigh and stared at the freezer. With an everyone-

neglects-me sigh, he flopped on the floor at her feet. Meena shook her head and gave in. 

“Okay, since the pair of you are ganging up on me, I’ll stay. But, Leo, it’s strictly a one-

off.” 

While she rummaged in the cupboards, he checked out the half-ruined building, 

ready to rescue or kill as needed. He found nothing and no one, but he didn’t know 

how to tell his assertive, charming Goth. 

When he returned to the kitchen, the young dragon was trying to devour a pile of 

frozen meat Meena had pulled from the chest freezer. “No, Lipstick, you can’t eat it 

until it’s thawed.” 

The dragon tried to crunch his way through it, then roared his disgust. A blast of 

fire shot from Lipstick’s mouth. The iced-up pile of pork chops and steak melted 

instantly. Blood pooled on the floor. Another blast of dragon fire, and the meat 

blackened into charred bones and burned flesh. Not that Lipstick cared. His tail wagged 

like an excited dog’s as he gulped down the protein-rich feast. 

“Looks like he found a way. I’m just glad the floor’s slate.” Leonidas laughed, but 

Meena’s brittle smile—along with the defeated slump of her shoulders—showed how 

much she hurt inside. He’d sell his soul to see her smile in genuine delight, but any 

chance of a relationship was way out of his reach. Fists clenched, he yearned for the 

future he couldn’t offer her. He’d trade his wealth and jewels for a future with Meena. 

She was the only treasure he needed to possess. 

His Fae side wanted to shower her with fire opals or woo her with soft words. His 

beast wanted her naked on the floor while he fucked her over and over. She deserved 
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every good thing he could give her. Even if it could never be more than a temporary 

arrangement. 

His beast was an unfaithful creature that lived for sexual conquests. While it 

forced him to hunt down and fuck new prey every month, he never gave his heart, only 

his body. Years of meaningless screwing left him cold and empty inside, but he always 

attended to his bedmates’ pleasure—even tried to make them feel special. 

Unlike his father, he took care never to spill his seed inside his sexual partners. 

Although Leonidas had grown up alongside his oldest half brother—a crossbred Elf—

his father had scattered his bastards across the otherworld kingdoms. Leonidas was still 

tracking them down. His favorite half sister had to be Sylvie, queen to the ferocious 

Lykae king, but she’d found the Fae aloof and cold. Lykae wildness had proved much 

more to her liking. 

Maybe when his four weeks with Meena ended, he could flash back to his palace 

and fuck some random woman. He’d be everything his half sister accused him of 

being—cynical and uncaring—then he could hurry back to Meena’s side. With her, he 

was hot passion and smiles, not icy control and stiff spine. Brave, outspoken, and 

headstrong, she’d be a breath of fresh air in the stuffy Fae court. No matter how weak 

her powers, she’d make him a perfect queen. 

He hated himself for the way he’d betray Meena every time his four-week cycle 

ended. Eventually she’d despise him for it—just as his mother had hated his father for 

his womanizing ways. 

It had never been a love match, but his mother had known that from the start. His 

father had obsessed over a woman who rejected him, cursed him, and left him to suffer 

years of mindless sex. Then when his father died, the curse passed to his heir—to 

Leonidas. 

Leonidas’s mother had tried to be understanding. Not that it had helped. By the 

time he turned ten, she couldn’t stand being in the same room as his father. As a child, 
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he’d hated the disgust in his mother’s gaze. It’d kill him if Meena ever looked at him 

like that. 

“Leo, look.” Meena pulled open the larder door. Inside it was a fifteen-feet-square 

walk-in freezer crammed with meat. 

He’d never noticed how musical her voice when was she dropped the sarcastic 

facade. It flowed over him like a concerto of airy notes and breathy vibrato. For her, 

he’d fight his curse-forced desires, but his hard-on throbbed. Why was it every time he 

looked at her, he felt like a randy schoolboy viewing a porn movie? 

He dreamed of a better future—one where he fucked her daily and never bedded 

anyone but her. 

Then she shook his arm. “Come on, Fairy boy, wake up and see what I’ve found.” 

There she went again, tormenting him with that caustic edge to her tongue, but 

with her he found it…charming. Back home, courtiers vied to please him, and high-

bred Fae women queued to get into his bed. Meena was freethinking and 

independent—braver than his most fearsome warriors. Even her ridiculous idea of how 

a Vampire dressed, from her flowing cloak to her scarlet lips and long evening gloves, 

amused him. His woman couldn’t stand to touch raw meat, so how would she cope if 

she had to drink blood? 

Meena came in layers like a delicious trifle he’d never reach the bottom of—but he 

sure as hell wanted to try. He hadn’t the heart to tell her Vampires never painted their 

neatly filed fingernails black. He just enjoyed that she did. It should have repelled him, 

but every detail he discovered about her just pulled him closer. 

Elves’ Blood, he’d kill anyone who touched her, even though they weren’t fully 

mated yet. There was no other woman for him, not when she was his true-mate. To 

claim her, he needed to bite her while she orgasmed around his cock, and she needed to 

bite him back. Great. Now he was thinking of all the different ways he wanted to fuck 

her instead of the job at hand. 
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When he left her to bed another, both their hearts would shatter. Irrevocably 

maybe. Meena awoke his most primitive needs—for family, hearth, and home—and 

damn it, his future couldn’t include her. His true-mate. Given his curse, he’d never 

wanted to find the one woman who could complete his soul, and then Meena 

confronted him on the cliff top. She was made for him, and him for her, but their future 

was still a blank. Unless he finally tracked down the black-hearted Witch who’d cursed 

his bloodline. By now, he accepted that Meena was supposed to be his. There wasn’t a 

blasted thing he could do about it, not if he didn’t want to condemn her to the same 

misery his mother had endured for decades. 

He wanted to choke Elizbetta for the way her curse ruined his life. But the damned 

Witch had vanished, and even the Witch council didn’t know where she’d fled. Now 

Leonidas was the paying his father’s dues. 

 

MEENA LOVED WHITBY, with its history, harbor, and picturesque swing bridge 

over the river. Then there was the Dracula connection. Tourists flocked there to lap up 

Gothic horror, and she enjoyed dressing as part of the legend. Not that she needed to 

now that she’d lost her job. Her mother had hidden them in a town full of tourists, and 

best of all, the place catered to pagan beliefs. Magic shops, with plastic skulls and 

mystic herbs, sat alongside stores full of chocolate fountains and outdoor bubble 

machines. Twice a year, the town held a Goth festival. If she couldn’t live in the 

otherworld, then Whitby suited her down to the ground. Until she fell ass-over-tit for a 

fabulous green-eyed Fae. 

Now she missed the otherworld terribly. 

She still couldn’t fathom why their prisoners had lied about using her mum to 

make her father behave. What if they’d told the truth? Her stomach pitched as though 

she rode a hyperspeed roller coaster, and nausea churned through her gut. When she 

thought Leonidas wasn’t watching, she reached up and felt her ears. Yeah, definitely 
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not rounded, not pointed like a Fae’s…or an Elf’s. Okay, that ruled out Mordred 

Arthington being her absentee dad—probably. 

Like my father ever gave a damn about me or my mother—even if he still lived. He’d 

vanished before she was born, and her mother refused to tell anyone his name. The 

elder Witches told Meena point-blank he was dead—but they’d said the same about the 

Elves. 

Her mother just wept and turned away—neither denying nor confirming 

anything. What if her father had done something terrible? Some of Meena’s earliest 

memories were of her mother twisting her father’s solid signet ring around her finger 

and blinking back tears. 

When she was younger, Meena fantasized that he was a master criminal or a 

superhero. Now she realized he was a scumbag who cared nothing for his wife or the 

daughter he’d sired. Sometimes when she lay in her bed, she’d hear her mother 

weeping on the other side of the wall. Love was heartbreak and pain, no matter what 

the romantics said. Much as she already cared about Leonidas, that was one road she 

wasn’t going to travel. Maybe. Then her heart whispered, “It’s already too late.” 

None of this made sense. She wanted to ask a thousand questions, but Leonidas’s 

eyebrows drew together, and his forehead creased into a frown. Everything about him 

screamed Back off. 

She reached out and rested her hands on his arm. “It’s no good going all stiff and 

proud on me. Thanks to Lipstick, we’re in this together. Please, don’t shut me out.” 

His face set in cold haughty lines, and he stepped out of reach. “Better we return 

to your herb farm and wait until my magic returns. Then I will summon the Fae 

warriors, and we will scour the otherworld for your mother.” 

He wants me to forget my mother and leave? Treacherous, cowardly Fae. Or maybe he just 

doesn’t care enough to fight for me and mine. 
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She lifted her chin and tossed him the tractor’s keys. “Here. Take Lipstick and go. 

Don’t expect me to cower at home when my mother’s in danger. Watch out for Fairy 

dust, or maybe it suits you to have your powers so depleted you can’t get involved.” 

Torn between tears and anger, she stormed outside and slammed the door—hard. 

Sweet Hekate, she’d believed in Leonidas, trusted him even. Given her history, she 

should have known he’d turn out as two-faced as the Witches she’d thought were her 

friends. 

She had grown up basking in the open affection of the coven, but they proved as 

false as her Fae. She’d seen affection turn to embarrassment, then rejection in the 

Witches’ eyes. What if Leo ever looked at her like that? For the first time she understood 

the sadness that shrouded her mother. 

Back in the otherworld, she’d celebrated every time one of her friends grew into 

their powers. One night with blaring rock music and illicit sips of fermented apple juice 

was branded in her brain. Even the coven’s senior Witches had laughed at her younger 

self’s antics, despite their barbed comments about her generation coming into their 

powers late. Her friends had all gained them eventually—but not her. How can that still 

hurt so badly? Failed Witch. Failed daughter. Failed lover? Wasn’t there anything she 

was good at? 

Her early childhood, surrounded by spell casters and quick-witted Witches who 

went out of their way to make her smile, had being idyllic. 

“You’ll grow into your powers soon, dear.” 

“Don’t worry, the longer the wait, the stronger the powers.” 

Only there’d been no powers—ever. Gradually the hugs grew less frequent, and 

her friends started to make sly digs about her lack of prowess. She’d emerged from 

puberty with double D breasts, a peach-shaped butt, and a handspan waist—but no 

discernible magic. 

The Witch council convened a special meeting to discuss her little problem. Her 

mother took matters into her own hands and moved the pair of them to Whitby while 
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the meeting was still in session. Later, she learned they’d put a price on her head. 

Maybe things would have worked out better if her father had stuck around, but he’d 

tossed her on the reject pile before she was even born. 

Meena blinked back tears and kicked at a stone. Sweet Hekate, she’d probably 

have let her father down too. Gods, can I be any more of a failure? No magic. No job. No 

friends. No family. And damn it, no Leo—at least not to keep. 

Despite her pity party, she still needed to find her mother—and she’d start by 

exploring in the patched-up barn. She heard Leonidas behind her but blinked back tears 

and refused to turn around. She couldn’t. Otherwise he’d see how his betrayal broke 

her. 

The barn had the freshly tiled roof the farmhouse lacked, and new plaster marked 

the recent repairs in the walls. Rutted cart tracks and a maze of footprints littered the 

ground by the entrance. She marched around the walls like Joshua at Jericho. The only 

entrance was the heavy oak door, so she edged it open just the tiniest crack. Well-oiled 

hinges swung it wide. 

Meena jumped backward—straight into Leo’s arms. He gathered her into his chest 

and leaped into the cover of the trees. He rolled midair, taking her weight on his chest, 

then rolled again and pinned her on the grassy floor. Still angry, she writhed and kicked 

beneath him. Every buck of her hips, every wriggle of her breasts made his cock hard—

again—but she loved the way his erection rubbed against her groin. 

Eyes as dark as Whitby jet, he hissed in her ear. “Be quiet and stay still.” 

He was strength and protection, willing to sacrifice flesh and blood to keep her 

safe. How could she not love him for that? Her anger faded, and as for her hips—they 

just kept right on grinding against his cock. 

“I do not cower, but unlike you I know how to be circumspect.” Leonidas kept his 

eyes on the barn and his body wrapped around Meena. She wanted to argue, but the 

emerald shimmer of his eyes and the solid length of his cock pressing against her groin 

sent her into sensual overdrive. When she breathed in his melting chocolate and chili 



78  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

essence, she almost came in her panties. And all the while, her hips begged him to take 

her on the woodland floor. 
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Chapter Eleven 

Lying beneath Leonidas, Meena moved against him, urging him on. He groaned 

softly—his cock as stiff as the broadsword he sometimes wielded. Meena wanted him 

so badly, but he still kept his gaze glued to the barn door. Time for drastic action. She 

grinned and nibbled on his chin, then arched her back and thrust her breasts upward in 

invitation. Ha! Now she had his full attention. 

She didn’t blink in case she broke the connection between them, but she needed 

him pumping inside her—filling her, stretching her until she came over and over. Then 

he lowered his head and crushed his lips to hers. 

Savage, primitive Fae. Even without promises or a future, he’s just too hard to resist. 

Sweet Hekate, how could this man drive her so crazy? She veered between angry 

and desperate, but beneath all that, she hungered for him. She needed to get naked 

right out here in the open. Eyes closed, she nibbled on his lower lip. That was all it took. 

His lips teased hers, then withdrew. 

Meena moaned against his lips and sent her tongue delving after his. With a soft, 

sensual groan, she undulated beneath him. She didn’t resist when he gathered her 

wrists in one hand and gently held her arms over her head. Another moan, another kiss, 

and she surrendered to his delicious dominance. 

His erection pressed harder against her pussy and she wanted to stroke and caress 

his dick until he didn’t know which way was up. Only, pinned at the wrists and hips, 

all she could do was enjoy. 

She needed him more than she needed air to breathe or food to eat. She couldn’t 

think for the urgent desires he created inside her. Fire flowed through her veins, 
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fanning her smoldering desire into full-on flames. Helpless beneath him, Meena 

groaned, ready to beg for more. 

His lips locked against hers, and his kiss sizzled with heat. When they broke off, 

he whispered, “Shush, sweetheart. We still don’t know if there’s anyone in that barn.” 

Lost in her desire to touch and taste, Meena was beyond understanding. He 

silenced her every protest with a kiss. And still the rat fink straddled her hips and held 

her hands over her head—his glorious cock teasing her pussy through their clothes. 

Time lost its meaning as she lay beneath him, needy and eager—and still no one came 

out of the barn. She’d denied him, fought him, challenged him, and now she wanted 

him in the most animalistic way. Another buck of her hips, and he obviously decided 

they were in the clear. 

With him, she tingled deep inside her cunt. And could his dimples be any sexier? 

His free hand kneaded her breasts while his hips rotated against hers, and all the while, 

he kept her helpless, her wrists over her head. “My turn to tease you now.” 

He unfastened her jeans one-handed. He rubbed one finger over her clit, then slid 

it inside her. Meena groaned, opened her legs wider, and tried to ride his hand. 

She bucked her hips and almost wept with need, but he withdrew his hand and 

frowned. “Earlier, I only wanted you safe, but I swear I never once thought of giving up 

on our quest. Now, are we a team again?” 

She nodded and ground her hips against his cock, willing to do or say anything as 

long as he fucked her. Her words came out in a throaty whimper. “I was wrong. Damn 

it, Leo, take me now.” 

He had the most sensual chuckle. He released her wrists and unlaced her top to 

bare her breasts. His fingers were gentle, nimble even, and she wanted them caressing 

her clit. He lowered his head and laved lazy circles around each nipple in turn. When 

he licked his way down her body, he teased her clit with tiny kisses and nibbles. Their 

sexual tension exploded into torn-off buttons and ripped laces. They shed their clothes 
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quick and urgent—bodies writhing. Naked, she rubbed against his bare chest and 

parted her legs. 

“You want it like an animal in the woods?” There he went with that spine-tingling 

chuckle again. “Then turn over, and I’ll do this right.” 

Obedient, excited, her body burning for him, she went to her hands and knees. 

Totally vulnerable, she spread her legs wide and wiggled her ass as an unspoken 

invitation. Was that her humming when he stroked his hand over her bared butt? Yeah, 

definitely me. I didn’t know I did that during foreplay. Eight inches of hard cock slammed 

into her—hard and fast. The invasion of her vagina made her cry out in delight. She 

loved the way he took charge, pumping in and out of her vagina while he teased her clit 

with his fingers. When he laved her ear and thrust again, she panted, “More.” 

She could feel every urgent movement inside her, filling her completely. He 

mantled his body around her and kissed and nibbled at her neck. Bite me. Claim me. 

Make me yours forever. When she glanced up at him over her shoulder, he flashed her his 

heart-stopping smile and supported himself on one arm while his other hand fondled 

her aching breasts. Then he thrust harder and deeper. 

Goddess, how much of him can my body take? I’m definitely willing to find out. 

Breasts heavy, buttocks bared against his groin, she responded with animal 

thrusts and small savage growls. One buck of her hips, one perfect moment of bliss. He 

drove inside her like a piston in a speeding sports car. She swore his cock brushed 

against her womb. She responded with a rush of liquid heat that flooded her pussy. Her 

hot honey coated his dick as her arms gave way, and she rested her elbows on the 

ground. 

As she came over and over, she screamed, “Leonidas. Sweet Hekate. Don’t stop!” 

With a shudder of satisfaction, he climaxed inside her. Finally, bodies sated, they 

collapsed, panting, on the ground—his cock still inside her as he held her against his 

chest and ran his fingers through her multihued hair. 

* * * * 
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The most seductive woman Leonidas had ever met lay beneath him—hot, wet, 

and willing. So eager, she hummed. A good man would have gritted his teeth and keep 

his cock in his pants, but Leonidas had never hungered for a woman the way he did 

her. This lesser creature—whether a druidess or a sprite—drove him bat-shit crazy. 

And showed him the best sex of his life. 

There was nothing lesser about his Meena. Truly, he didn’t care about her origins 

or species. She was sexy, seductive, and loyal to a fault—everything he could want in 

his queen. 

His curse made him a serial seducer, but Meena—with her sharp edges and soft 

curves—made him want a forever they couldn’t share. With her, he needed the future 

the Witch Elizbetta had denied him. He wrapped his arms around Meena and clutched 

her to his chest. Elves’ blood, I’ll remember her wild heather and sweet herb perfume until the 

end of time. He felt the sort of bone-deep contentment he’d only ever dreamed of. If he 

could, he’d offer her his heart. Truthfully, it was already hers, but she didn’t need to 

know that. Bad enough that he pined for a true-mate he could never claim. No way 

would he let her do the same. 

A decade of bedding woman after woman had left him numb inside—until he met 

Meena. His pride made him a competent lover, one who gave but never really got back. 

Meena challenged him, stood up to him, and loved him like he was her world. He’d 

prayed he’d never find his true-mate, not with the curse hanging over his head. Now he 

wanted her beside him forever, but their future was bleak. 

His father had bequeathed him the throne, some staid advisors, and a copy of the 

Kama Sutra he’d collected on one of his infrequent visits to the mundane world. He’d 

told his son it helped him deal with the boredom of fucking countless strangers. Now 

Leonidas used it to vary the monotony of mindless sex. With Meena, he needed to work 

his way from cover to cover, and then they’d start at the beginning again. Yeah, that was 

one target I’ll happily meet. 
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“Foolish woman,” he chided softly. “Your mother’s kidnappers could have booby-

trapped the barn, either with magic or human devices.” 

She sighed and snuggled closer, her back resting against his chest. “Better to break 

them than run like a coward—then you used your body to shield me, even when you 

couldn’t access your magic. Dumb but brave, luscious Leo, and I definitely could get 

used to having you around. I guess that makes me the brains of the outfit. Don’t worry, 

you’re one brilliant piece of eye candy, and muscular enough to be the outfit’s brawn.” 

At least “luscious Leo” was a step up from the “Fairy boy” she’d called him 

earlier. What he really wanted was for her to call him “Mine.” Because he was. And she 

should be his, forever and always. Clearly once she was well fucked and sated, she lost 

her sharp edges. He’d never expected her to feel the same. How could she, when he 

needed to sleep with strangers to stay sane? 

Pushing his dreams and desires aside—just like always—he helped Meena to her 

feet. He hated how he’d taken her on a bed of dying plants, again. His woman deserved 

silk sheets or a sweet-smelling meadow, not wilted daises and brown grass. They 

dressed in silence, but if he spoke, he’d utter the words hidden in his heart. He wanted 

to see her in gossamer silks and decked in jewels. Instead she wore jeans that could 

have been painted on her ass and cute red pumps with skulls on them—a strange 

choice but something that was uniquely her. 

“No one has left the barn to hunt us. We can check it out now, but I will lead the 

way.” 

 

ANTICLIMACTIC OR WHAT? Not that she’d expected heartfelt declarations, but 

a girl could hope. And why did he always get to lead? Yeah, he was the warrior, yada, 

yada, yada. Superior, conceited Fae. Meena was surprised he didn’t beat his chest and 

fling her over his shoulder. Then again, caveman and possessive beat cool and uncaring 

any day. 
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He stalked toward the barn—all sleek muscles and taut buttocks—and since she 

could ogle his behind, she suddenly didn’t mind him going first. As he’d suspected, the 

barn was as deserted as the farmhouse. Once they’d checked out the living quarters, 

they stepped into a vast high-roofed space. 

A mountain of cogs, gears, and connected machine parts almost reached the 

rafters. An elongated nuzzle was fixed to the front, and it pointed at a low, wide door 

set in a slab of rock. That stone was like nothing Meena had seen before, all red and 

purple flecks sparkling in a slice of darkest obsidian stone. 

“What is this?” Leo demanded as he strode around the machine. 

Meena stared the Heath Robinson machinery in wonder. Finally she tossed her 

rainbow curls over her shoulder and grinned. “Do I look like a physicist or an engineer? 

Honestly, I don’t have a clue, but I’d guess it opens that door.” 

“One day, I’ll teach you to respect me.” He chuckled, clearly amused by her 

sparky tongue; then he ran his finger over the solid obsidian slice. “These markings feel 

like pencil marks etched into the stone, but it looks like a door.” When he shoulder 

charged it, it stood firm. “As a highly qualified non-engineer, can you tell me how we 

see what’s on the other side?” 

“Maybe if you were brawny enough to smash your way through that stone 

doorway, we’d find out.” She smirked and blew him a kiss, then clambered up the side 

of the machine. “See? I knew you’d need my brains. I bet the big green button on the 

board by the seat is the On switch. Maybe this thing’s the key to your rock door. What 

sort of stone shines like black glass anyway? And how are those marks set in it?” 

“The rarest kind, hewn from the heart of the Elves’ domain. Its beauty makes it 

almost as valuable as fire opals, and the Elves have the only workable fire opal mine. 

The colors in the stone sparkle like the colors in your hair.” 

There he went with the compliments again. Goddess, a girl could get used to this. 

“At least it proves you were right about the Elves. Shall I try to turn it on, then?” 
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He appeared to think a moment, then answered carefully, “We should question 

the prisoners first. I suspect the red-and-purple-streaked door provides a portal 

between here and the Elven Lands. Even without my powers, I could pass for an Elf, 

but I won’t expose you to their ways.” 

“Boring, Leo. This argument’s boring. My mother, my right to search for her. 

Okay?” Meena nonchalantly studied her nails, but her eyes flashed fury. No way would 

she let him leave her behind. “And is it me? Or is it awfully quiet outside? You don’t 

think Lipstick’s eaten the prisoners, do you?” 
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Chapter Twelve 

The prisoners knew nothing, not even when Meena brandished Leo’s knife—

although they admitted the door led to a land of limitless resources that helped fund 

their People’s Defense League. 

“Limitless, my ass,” Leonidas murmured in Meena’s ear. 

Determined to punish their prisoners for her mother’s suffering, she grinned up at 

him and raised her voice. “Can I kill them now? Pretty please with sugar on top?” 

“Woman, behave.” Leonidas almost laughed. “I struck a deal with them. Safety in 

exchange for information, remember? Since Lipstick will not fit through that stone door, 

he will stay here and guard them. One step out of line, one attempt to run, and he will 

roast them—slowly. Dragons, like cats, play with their prey before they eat it.” 

Lipstick’s disappointed growl terrified the prisoners into obedience. The dragon 

coiled his tail around Meena’s waist as he followed them into the barn. He went to his 

belly to fit inside, and his sinuous curves flowed around the machine. 

“Just how big is he going to get?” Meena demanded as she stroked beneath his 

chin. 

“He’s just about three-quarters size now.” Leonidas patted the dragon’s haunch. 

“But he’s already too big to fit through that portal.” 

Lipstick rubbed his cheek against Meena the way a cat marks its owner, ran his 

rough tongue down her cheek, and yowled. Meena wiped her face on her sleeve and 

climbed back up the monster machine in the barn. Her fingers hovered over the green 

button. “Here we go.” 

The door didn’t swing open. It didn’t rise like a portcullis. It simply vanished. 

Sword in hand, Leonidas moved toward the opening, but Lipstick growled and shoved 
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him aside. The dragon belched a stream of fire into the otherworld, then rammed his 

bulk against the barn wall to let Leonidas pass. Like a clumsy, oversize puppy, he 

ricocheted into the top-heavy machine where Meena still sat. It swayed precariously. 

She jumped down and ran clear. The machine toppled outward and crashed through 

the outer wall. 

Brickwork bulged outward. Cracks appeared near the top, then zigzagged down 

the plasterwork. An exposed beam shattered, and the roof gave an ominous creak. 

Leonidas stepped through the doorway like a silent assassin. He scanned the 

scorched undergrowth, then hurried back and almost dragged Meena toward it. 

“Come. We need to hurry in case the barn collapses around us, or the portal closes.” 

“Dumb dragon.” Meena stopped to give Lipstick’s ears a final stroke. “Be good, 

and don’t eat the prisoners. At least not unless you have to.” 

Leonidas raised his eyebrow, but all he said was, “Vegetarian?” 

Meena bent and whispered in Lipstick’s ear, “Okay, don’t eat them. Try to subsist 

on grass or something. Better yet, growl and look hungry; then they’ll be happy to feed 

you the contents of their freezers. Maybe you could even chomp through their bonds, 

but don’t let them leave. Now, go on, get out of here.” 

Meena grinned, happy their dragon would be well fed while they explored the 

otherworld. And if their prisoners worried a little too much, they deserved everything 

they got. 

Lipstick growled and ran his tongue down her face. Leonidas laughed as she 

screwed up her face and wiped her sloppy cheek on her arm. He gave the dragon’s ear 

a farewell scratch and pulled Meena into the otherworld. “Now you see why the Fae 

bond with their war dragons. We feed and shelter them. In return, they protect us.” 

“Then why did he breathe fire through the portal? What if my mother had been on 

the other side?” Meena snapped. 

“You worry about nothing. Lipstick’s reactions are a million times quicker than 

ours. If he’d seen your mother, he’d have grasped her in his tail and dragged her to 
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your side. Hurry now. We don’t know how long that door will stay open, and I’d hate it 

to rematerialize when we’re halfway through.” 

* * * * 

The clear green sky of the otherworld was the most welcome sight Meena had 

seen in years. Her flesh tingled where Lipstick had licked her, and her legs trembled as 

she stepped back into the world she’d once called home. The tangled jungle—all 

mysterious blues, off-whites, and brilliant golds—seethed with life. Stems shot out, 

trying to reclaim the land Lipstick had cleared, but as she stepped toward them, the 

plants fell back or died. Maybe some side effect of the dragon’s flame lingered, but no 

wonder the Fae and the Elves had trouble growing food. 

Nothing so wild or invasive grew in the covens’ territory. Witches came in 

castes—green, red, blue, purple, and yellow. The green Witches had green streaks in 

their hair. They controlled and loved nature. By and large, they were vegetarian. The 

yellow caste—the meat eaters with the natural blond-streaked hair—dealt with animal 

husbandry and health. They grazed their meat cattle on weed-free meadows, but her 

mother insisted she and Meena ate only vegetables, never meat. 

Instinctively Meena reached up and stroked her rainbow curls. No other Witch 

had multicolored hair like hers. The red made her a warrior, the blue signified healing, 

and the purple was a supposed to be a badge of leadership. Yeah, right. Just like the 

green made her good with plants. She couldn’t even grow weeds! 

Sweet Hekate, despite the out-of-control vegetation, it felt good to be home. Even 

the air smelled sweeter—untainted by man or machines. Tempting floral scents 

beckoned her into the jungle, and but for Leonidas’s grip on her arm, she might have 

succumbed to their lure. She and her Fae warrior stood on a rutted track that stretched 

arrow straight toward the horizon—a bare brown swath through a rustling sea of 

plants. Up ahead the vegetation had thrust exploratory tendrils over the well-trodden 

mud road, but they’d turned brown and died. 
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Leonidas surveyed the terrain, checking for animal life. “Remember what I said 

about the plants being carnivorous? Don’t leave the clearing, or they’ll home in on 

you.” 

“What stops the plants encroaching on the pathway?” Meena looked down the 

trackway, then back at Leonidas. “I don’t understand.” 

He took her hand in one of his and coiled the other around the handle of his 

bullwhip. “An ancient enchantment protects both the tracks and the wayfarers’ huts 

spaced along their way, but its strength and power are beyond us now. All the magic 

users, the Elves, Fae, sorcerers, and Witches came together and created a network of 

highways to connect the otherworld kingdoms. Then the Witches turned renegade, and 

now no other magic users will work with them. See, another reason to despise Witches. 

Oddly, this lethal jungle seems more rampant than last time I was here.” 

“You’ve been on this road before? Why are we wasting time discussing plants 

when you know which way they took my mother?” She jerked his arm and set off down 

the trackway, but he didn’t follow. 

“Meena, stop and think. The Fae Lands lie west, and the Elven Territories lie to the 

east. Mordred maintains a stronghold about two days’ march inside the border. You can 

see from the animal droppings and tire tracks that an ox cart passed this way recently. I 

suspect they used it to transport your mother.” 

For once, Meena did as he suggested. “Okay, Leo, none of this makes sense. Why 

wouldn’t they just flash her to this stronghold? And why a machine to open the 

portal?” 

“Everything smacks of humans, or beings without magic. Elves can’t cast strong 

spells, so perhaps they were conserving their strength, or maybe they’re up to 

something I don’t yet understand.” 

Behind her, a cream-flowered anaconda vine filled the air with sweet perfume. She 

stopped and breathed in the scent of home, but the anaconda vine rustled, shot out a 

thick stem, and coiled around her waist. Normally the vines hoisted their prey high 
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overhead and crushed the life out of them one slow inch at a time. Rotted corpses 

crumbled and fertilized their roots. Leo stepped toward her, ready to hack the stem to 

pieces with his sword. Before he reached her, the vine blackened where it touched her 

skin. A network of dark veins marbled its leaves. It wilted and died. 

“Meena the plant killer, that’s me,” she scowled. 

“Meena the survivor, more like,” he corrected. 

She stared at the already decayed vine, horrified that her touch made it wither, but 

what did he mean “survivor”? Okay, she wasn’t a horticulturalist, but that vine’s 

reaction had been extreme. Whatever just happened was more to do with Lipstick’s fire 

and his spit on her cheek. It was nothing to do with her. “It was so pretty, and it 

smelled of marshmallow melting over an open fire. Why didn’t it kill me?” 

He unwound the last tendrils of rotting plant from her waist. “Even a curvy sprite 

can make good fertilizer.” 

There he went with the overweight thing again. She really wasn’t a porker, just a 

classic hourglass with the same vital statistics as Marilyn Monroe. By modern standards 

that meant she carried a few extra pounds. Did Fae women only come in tiny sizes? 

And why did he insist she was a sprite? Part of her wanted to pat her chest and 

proclaim, “Witch. I’m a Witch.” Well, she wasn’t, really. Witches performed spells and 

magic. Apparently she killed otherworld plants—with a little help from Lipstick. Not 

exactly a life skill going on here. Who wants dead leaves and withered flowers? Certainly not 

the customers at Elizabeth Sybil’s Herb Farm. 

Once she found her mother and Leonidas left her—leaves me? Sweet Hekate, no!—

she’d stick to facts and figures, and leave the green-fingered stuff to her mum. Of 

course, she’d have to get home safe first. With a bounty on her head, she needed to stay 

clear of the Witches. “Okay, since I’m clearly not cut out to be otherworld fertilizer, 

which way did they go? For once, I’ll willingly let you take the lead, but if we could 

stay away from the Witch homelands, I’d be really grateful.” 
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“I SWEAR TO the Fae Gods”—Leonidas briefly rested his palm over his heart—

“that I’ll protect you from all things wicked and witchy. Those women and their dark 

magic corrupt everything good in our world. However, they live in the northern 

mountains on an almost unreachable plateau, and they've woven a shield of black spells 

around it to mask the roads and send travelers down routes that avoid the castle.” 

The urge to love and protect his woman filled him. He wanted to hold her close 

and kiss away her fears, but a small guilty part of him admitted that when it came to 

Witches and curses, he couldn’t even look out for himself. For now he’d keep her away 

from the Witches’ homeland and guard her from the Elves. “Our journey takes us east, 

toward the sun, not north toward—what do those damn women call it? The Hallowed 

Land?” 

“That or Athame Hollows.” Mena told him, then realized she’d said too much. As 

usual she took refuge behind her tongue. “Come on. We’ve got a long walk, and me 

without my sun cream.” 

Behind them, the portal closed as abruptly as it opened. Leonidas studied the 

remnants of dead plant then stared at his true-mate. Damn it, he couldn’t let himself 

think of her like that. 

Until now he’d thought her magic was…lacking. New possibilities opened before 

him, and just maybe she was a treasure beyond price. The anaconda vine’s delicate 

cream flowers had wilted, and their petals covered the ground like confetti. Every leaf 

blackened and drooped as the stems withered and died. Even the visible roots at the 

plant base crumbled, and the vine crashed down to earth. Nearby plants rustled and 

put forth new stems and roots as they claimed the ground the anaconda vine had 

fertilized with its victims’ bones. 

He remembered the withered sage back at the herb farm—and both times he’d 

fucked her, he thought he’d picked a spot with lush vegetation. Afterward he’d blamed 

his lust for blinding him to the dying plants and drooping bushes. He’d wanted to take 
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her on mossy banks covered with flowers. Meena’s self-deprecating wit made her claim 

she killed the plants her mother nurtured. Suppose she really did? 

He grabbed her hand and turned her toward him. “Wait. This track carefully 

avoids the plant life, but maybe the plant life would do as well to avoid us—well, you, 

at least.” 

Meena shrugged. “They eat us, not the other way round. And rats as big as cars? 

Would you rather be eaten or crushed? Now there’s a decision I don’t need to make. We 

should get away from this tropical nightmare and hurry on after my mum. I don’t 

suppose there’s a horse somewhere that we can beg, steal, or borrow?” 

He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her close. Laughter shone in 

his eyes as he gazed down at her face. “No horse, querida. Besides, I do not approve of 

the way you would appropriate it even if there was one available.” 

She gasped, but he caught her, lips parted, and slipped his tongue into her mouth. 

He kissed her with everything he had—his heart, his soul, and his sorrow. In response, 

she wrapped one leg around his thigh and rubbed her cunt against his leg. Their kiss 

stretched into minutes, an endless delight that gave him another damn cock stand. 

When they finally came up for air, she asked, “So what happened to that wealth 

and position you boasted you had in the otherworld? Surely you could have paid for 

my horse in genuine Fairy gold. You know, the stuff you swear stays solid even when 

you turn your back.” 

Perhaps this was the moment to admit he was the Fae king, but he loved how she 

teased him with sharp words. Even the sexual predator inside him craved more than 

just her body. It constantly tried to claw its way free so it could take her over and over. 

His Fae side loved her cheerful informality and dreaded her turning all correct and cold 

on him, so he stayed changed the subject instead. “I want to try something. Will you 

trust me?” 

She never hesitated. “Always. I don’t suppose that means you want to try some 

sort of kinky alfresco sex?” 
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“Later.” he laughed. Sword in hand, he held her tighter and stepped closer to the 

tangled wall of plants. 

She stiffened, unwilling to go anywhere near the seething mass of greenery; then 

she took a deep breath and moved toward them. A dozen plants—blue-trumpeted 

daffodils, anaconda vines, and sticky-leaved sundews among them—sent stems 

shooting toward her. One touch, one stroke of Meena’s skin, and they died. A 

mangrove plant pulled one root from the ground. It stretched into a long red finger, 

veered around Meena, and homed in on Leonidas. He spun her in front of him, and the 

instant it touched her flesh, it blackened and drooped. A moment later, the whole plant 

toppled into the jungle, and anaconda vines swamped it. 

As King of the Fae, he valued her plant-killing power above rubies and gold. As 

her lover, he was lost. She’d save his people, and once he sorted out this mess with her 

mother, she might aid Mordred and the Elves. Always assuming Elizabeth Sybil 

forgave them. 

He hated that he’d have to take her to the Fae court first. It meant he’d have to 

spill family secrets the court had guarded for years. Confessing his origins and his curse 

to Meena would be bad enough. Worse, it might make the queen dowager relive all the 

humiliations King Herodotus had piled on her. 

Meena would hate their strict etiquette and endless formality. Besides, it would 

crush the life her out—just as surely as she’d have suffocated in an anaconda vine’s 

grip—if she watched him flit from one woman’s bed to another. After finding her, it 

would definitely destroy him. For now he’d think only of the present and concentrate 

on finding her mother. 
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Chapter Thirteen 

“Querida, you have more power than you think. Or perhaps you are too modest to 

show your strength,” he teased. 

“Me?” Meena faltered. “Power? No way. My mother abandoned everything when 

we fled to the human world—but if I’d possessed even a spark of magic, then we could 

have stayed.” 

He thought a moment. “Is that why you fear the Witches? Did they threaten you 

in some way? Is that why you and your mother live in Whitby rather than the 

otherworld? Whatever they said, you should always remember that you are the greatest 

prize either the Fae or the Elves could possess. You have it in you to stop the incipient 

famine threatening our races. I swear we’d combine forces, and war with the Witches to 

keep you safe. Elves’ blood, if the Witches ever discover how weak Mordred’s bloodline 

is, they’ll turn on him too. It’ll be genocide.” 

She tried to turn away, but his firm hold on her hips kept her close. Rather than 

get into an undignified tussle, she blushed and settled for a half truth. “You’re right 

about the Witches wanting me dead, but genocide?” 

“We Fae bond with war dragons,” he told her, “and it boosts our strength, but the 

Elves come way down the bottom of the magic stakes. Once they were strong enough to 

appease the Witch council, but they’re getting weaker, and no one knows why. See? 

There’s no such thing as good Witch. The fact they want you dead proves that. Are you 

up for a lesson in otherworld politics?” 

His curse forced him to fuck a different woman every four weeks, but he was in 

no way a chauvinist. Everyone, male or female, young or old, added something to the 

Fae culture—but they needed to relax their stifling grip on the old ways. As king, his 
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duty was to care for them above all else. Then he’d met Meena, and his worldview 

changed. Nothing, neither his duty nor his people, was more important than protecting 

her. 

He watched her eyes glaze with concentration, so he told her more about 

otherworld species than the Witches ever had. Obviously he was filling her head with 

new ideas. “The Lykae, Vampire, and ogres are magic, which means they can’t wield it. 

They can flash from place to place, but that’s about it. The Witches tolerate them 

because of their magical origins and savage fighting skills. They judge everyone and 

everything by the strength of their spells and enchantments. If they could, they’d 

obliterate anyone who fails to meet their high standards.” 

He kept rubbing her back, anything to keep his hands on the woman he loved. 

The woman he’d lose when the month was up. Just looking at her turned his dick as 

stiff as a poker, and they had a cross-country hike coming up. 

 

APART FROM THE fact that they wanted her dead, some of Meena’s best friends 

had been Witches. They were kind to small children and never hurt cute, furry animals, 

but they’d turned on her like rabid dogs. Not that she blamed them. The Witch Council 

was strict, and consorting with someone who lacked magic was courting trouble. The 

council had judged and condemned her without even giving her a hearing. Not that she 

could have mustered much of a defense. Goddess, maybe her friends weren’t as 

heartless as she’d thought, and even wondering about that made her feel better. 

Leonidas dropped a tender kiss on her neck. “Mordred blames the Elves’ failing 

powers on the last battle with the Lykae—the one he never wanted to fight. He hadn’t 

stamped his authority on the Elves back then, and some idiot killed the Lykae king. His 

Son, Caleb the Cold, took a terrible revenge and almost wiped the Elves off the face of 

our world. Now the Witches want to do the same.” 
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“Are the Witches truly that evil?” Meena asked, unwilling to think so badly of the 

people who’d raised her. It hurt that, much as they’d filled her childhood with hugs and 

laughter, they’d turned on her like jackals the instant her weakness showed. 

His lip curled into a sneer. “Apparently they’ve appointed themselves the magic 

police. They’re blackhearted and evil. According to my father, they hide beneath 

beautiful glamours, but underneath they’re hideous creatures covered in pockmarks 

and warts.” 

She thought about Hansel and Gretel or Snow White’s wicked queen. They were 

stories to terrify children, but he spoke as though their every word was true. The truth 

crushed her, but she still held her head high, ready to take on the world—Witches and 

all—to save her mother. 

With a full-on, dimpled grin, he turner her to face him and as he held her, he 

stroked a gentle rhythm on the small of her back. “I love your sharp tongue and sparky 

ways. You know that, don’t you? However, the Elves will have a different opinion.” 

Meena leaned into Leonidas’s hand as he massaged her spine, but she didn’t 

speak. She couldn’t, not when he told her the Elves would reject her—even though her 

magic could help solve their hunger crisis. Add in that he loathed the entire Witch 

nation—her included—and she felt sick. She longed to tell him everything, but how 

could she when he’d hate her for it? 

He ruffled her curls with one hand and maintained his comforting massage with 

the other. She wanted him to steal a kiss, but he turned her toward him and rested his 

forehead against hers. “The thing is, the Elves won’t react well if you stand up for 

yours. I told you they treated women badly; I just didn’t say how badly. If we encounter 

any of Mordred’s warriors, you should act as though you’re my well-trained pet. You 

must appear submissive and servile, or they will punish you. I will fight anything and 

everyone to protect you, but without my powers, even I cannot take on an Elf legion 

alone.” 
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“Your pet,” she repeated. “Submissive and servile? Damn it, Leo, I’m a twenty-

first-century woman, not some macho idiot’s sex slave.” 

He grinned again, laugh lines crinkling around his emerald eyes. “However, since 

our lives might depend on it, could you pretend? For my sake? Please. If it helps, I’d 

only ever want a sex slave as beautiful as you.” 

A beautiful sex slave? Her? To hell with that. Much as she loved the way 

compliments dripped from his tongue, she was the equal of any man, Elf, or whatever. 

Leonidas not only expected her to act like his obedient little doggie, but he condemned 

her entire race, her sex, and her intelligence all in one breath. 

She never doubted he’d fight to protect her, especially now that she could kill his 

rampant man-eating weeds, but he wanted a 1950s Stepford wife to hang on his every 

word. No wonder he was always pushing her behind him when she wanted to stand at 

his side. She’d bite her tongue until they rescued her mother, but if he wanted her to 

clear his country of carnivorous plants, then she’d be making some changes in his time-

warped Fae world. 

She wanted to grab his shoulders, stare into his eyes, and shout, “Hello, Witch here! 

No glamour, no warts, and damn it, no magic. Except, apparently, the highly desirable ability to 

kill plants.” 

Who’d have thought her reverse green fingers would ever count for anything? But 

it didn’t change the facts. She was born a Witch—one who’d longed to come into her 

powers—but if he discovered her origins, he’d despise her too. The truth stretched 

between them like a chasm she was too scared to cross, but she hated misleading—lying 

to—her prejudiced Fae warrior. 

Even though they’d turned against her, the way he condemned Witches killed 

something inside her. Hekate and her hounds, he hated everything she was meant to 

be. If she hadn’t been such a monumental failure, she’d have already taken her seat on 

the Witch Council. The purple streaks in her hair would have ensured it. 
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Yet the things he said about the Witch Council made a sick sort of sense. Maybe 

the Witches really did want to rid the otherworld of creatures without magic. They’d 

certainly wanted rid of her. Everything seemed topsy-turvy, but this was a mess of her 

own making. She should have been honest with him from the start. Okay, that wouldn’t 

have helped rescue her mother, but it would be one less problem to deal with. 

She’d grown up around Witches, played hide-and-seek with them, even sneaked 

off to an illicit moonlit party and gotten drunk with some of them. They couldn’t all be 

evil, could they? Almost, almost, she could feel sorry for this Mordred Arthington and 

the Elf nation—then he went and kidnapped her mother. They could starve for all she 

cared. At least Lipstick would keep them away from all that food their human stodges 

had collected. Give him half a chance, and their dragon would eat it. Then it hit her. 

Maybe the Elves were trying to supply their army and take over the mundane world. 

Starting with Whitby—her adopted home. No way. Too many people, even that empty-

headed teenager who cost her the job in the Goth store, would get hurt. For the first 

time, Meena realized the mundane world mattered as much to her as the otherworld. 

She took the coward’s option and stayed silent, but deceiving Leonidas sat like a 

lead weight on her shoulders. When she wrapped her arms around his waist, his 

chocolate-and-chili essence was intoxicating. “I don’t understand. Even if the plants die 

when they touch me, how can I stop a famine? Don’t you need green-fingered farmers 

to do that?” 

“Because, querida”—his aloof persona evaporated as he swung her around—“you 

can push back the plants. Our dragons will scorch them, but you can hold them back 

long enough that we can reclaim the land.” 

See? Now that he knows I’m Agent Orange personified, he’s willing to keep me a while. 

He pointed at the damp ground. “Look at the tracks. I’d guess about twenty men 

waited here to escort your mother, but they only have one single ox cart to transport 

her. The foot soldiers will make slow progress, and with any luck we’ll catch them 

before they reach Mordred’s stronghold.” 
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Still shocked that she possessed any magic—even the plant-killing sort—Meena 

took his hand and took a tentative step down the road. On either side of her, mandrake 

plants toppled, and vines withered. She’d wanted to move mountains or have the 

power to cure sickness, but draining the life out of the touchy-feely greenery didn’t 

impress her much, whatever Leonidas thought. 

She loved how he stayed close by her, sword in hand. Then she realized he must 

be worried in case her newly discovered magic failed. She’d wanted to do something 

witchy and wonderful with her life. Instead, wow, she’d become Meena the jungle 

killer. 

The past half hour had been…anticlimactic. Not the big revelation she’d dreamed 

of. What if Leonidas liked her plant-killing abilities more than he liked her? Now that 

she was a weed deterrent par excellence, he called her a prize. At least he hadn’t 

rejected for it, but she wished he’d valued her for herself, not for the way she desiccated 

a few overambitious weeds. 

Deep down, nothing had changed. He was still the oversexed Fae who’d promised 

to give her more pleasure than chocolate ice cream. And he had—but that didn’t mean 

she could keep him. He’d already told her she was too different to share his life. No 

promises, remember? She’d known that from the start, even accepted his definition of 

their future, but she’d wanted to be more than a transient lover who’d popped in and 

out of his life. 

Meena had no idea how long they trekked after the Elves, but her face felt taut and 

sunburned. Her arms matched the red of her short-sleeved corset top. And still she kept 

walking. 

Because they’d hastened through the portal, they hadn’t had a chance to collect 

supplies. Right now she’d give her right arm for some bottled water and a plaster to 

cover the blister her pump had rubbed on her heel. More to distract herself than 

because she craved conversation, she asked, “Why can I do magic? That pair back in 
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Whitby, the eyes-and-ears guys, covered our farm in Fairy dust. I get that it blocked 

your powers, but why didn’t it affect me?” 

Leonidas never broke stride, just continued steadily on after the soldiers. “Your 

cloak and gloves covered every inch of your flesh, even your hair and hands. The dust 

couldn’t settle on you to nullify the power you hold inside.” 

“See?” She gloated. “Being a Vampire wannabe was a good thing.” 

He grabbed her hand and dragged her to a standstill—not that she was 

complaining about a moment’s rest, but his next words made her wince. 

“The only thing worse than a Vampire is a Witch. Both would kill you as soon as 

look as you. Never forget that they are both the scum of the earth.” 

That’s it, Leo. Rub salt into my wounds. 
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Chapter Fourteen 

Meena wanted to tell him there were good Witches as well as bad—her mother, 

for example—but silence seemed the best option. Then Leonidas was off again, walking 

with a metronome rhythm she found hard to match. 

Her body protested his pace, the sun blistered her arms, and her heel bled. Her 

mouth felt like a desert after a sandstorm. She tried not to think of cold, clear water 

dampening her dry lips and trickling down her throat. Sparkling or still? Iced or aired? 

Any way would be good. She pictured herself opening the cap and taking a tiny 

sip…savoring. Maybe she’d pour it over her sunburn and let it cool her skin, or maybe 

she’d tip it down like a waterfall. Best of all, she could pour it on Leo’s broad chest and 

lap it up like a cat. Who’d have thought a simple bottle of water had such possibilities? 

She needed to toughen up and keep moving, but she’d give anything to sit down 

for a couple of minutes and enjoy some shade. Leonidas alternately cajoled and 

encouraged. She dropped her head, stared at her feet, and kept walking despite the pain 

in her heel. Life became one agonizing step after another, but she’d keep going. She had 

to. 

Finally he gathered her in his arms and held her against his chest. He carried her 

as though she weighed less than nothing, and she silently thanked this month’s issue of 

her favorite magazine for her latest short-lived diet. 

She closed her eyes and rested a moment, but she refused to be a millstone around 

her warrior’s neck. So much for independent and freethinking. She crumbled at the first 

obstacle. “Put me down. I can manage.” 

“I know you can,” he encouraged. “Relax, querida, it’s no effort for me to help. 

Your foot is bleeding, and darkness will fall soon. There’s a wayfarer’s hut about a mile 
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ahead where we can snatch a few hours’ sleep. Of course, my woman might have to 

clear it of invading flora first. I will deal with any fauna that ventures too close.” 

Rats as big as cars? Tree snakes? Too weary to think about them right now, she 

replayed the way he’d called her his woman. Yeah, she really liked that. As she nestled 

against Leonidas’s chest, she ran a gentle finger over the ridges of his ears. He inhaled 

sharply and upped the pace. 

Meena must have dozed as she curled into his chest, and then she jerked awake. 

When Leonidas stood her on her feet, she staggered slightly and kept a tight grip 

around his neck. Part of her wondered who’d sandpapered her throat. 

He chuckled as she leaned against him. “Time to wake up, sleepyhead. Once 

you’ve worked your magic, I’ll let you stroke my ears.” 

“Why would I do that?” she croaked. Then she remembered his pleasured moan 

when she’d brushed her fingers over their tips before she’d closed her eyes for an 

instant. “Hekate, I fell asleep. I’m so sorry. How far did you carry me? And have we 

much farther to go?” 

He was strong and powerful, a warrior who’d face anything to keep his world 

safe. Apart from her plant-killing mojo, she was…a liability. No wonder he’d wanted to 

leave her behind. 

Leonidas was her safe harbor in a carnivorous world, but he looked worried. 

Before she could ask him what was wrong, he told her, “Even the track’s inherent magic 

is fading. However, if you use your anti-green fingers to clear that bank of vines and 

scarlet flowers, we can soon rest and eat.” 

Eat what exactly? Her tummy rumbled as she passed too close to a tiny red orchid. 

The damn thing sent a flurry of barbs in her direction, but they wilted before they made 

skin contact. Killing them didn’t feel too bad after all. And if that was a hut beneath 

those vines? If it was, it had better come with plumbing. The flesh-eating blooms 

swayed with hypnotic beauty, but what the hell was that dissolving in a giant pitcher 

plant? It might have been a rat once, maybe—but even its stinking remains were huge. 
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She screamed when a nearby mandrake shot out a red root and looped around a red-

patterned tree snake that had ventured too close. As it pulled it in, a maw opened in its 

stem. 

Leonidas grinned and tossed his dagger into the snake’s eye. “Go do our thing 

with the plants now I’ve skewered our supper.” 

Supper? A snake? Not for a vegetarian like her, thank you very much. A drink of 

water, now that she’d kill for. Slowly, pausing after each step to let the surrounding 

jungle wither and die, Meena approached the flower-festooned hut. Leonidas followed 

in her footsteps, but he snatched up the dead snake from the dead mandrake’s tendrils 

as he passed. 

More vines overflowed from the hut’s interior, but they couldn’t stand against 

Meena’s inbuilt weed-killing voodoo. She stumbled through the door, exhausted, 

drained, and so thirsty she could weep. Her heart somersaulted when he rubbed the 

back of his hand down her cheek. 

“You did well today,” he told her. 

His approval mattered, and when he spoke in that slow, rumbly voice, she melted 

inside. Then she looked past him at a small brick-lined hollow set in the floor. A spring 

bubbled up inside it, then ran away down a long open-topped pipe. Too thirsty to 

salivate, she croaked, “Is that drinking water?” 

He searched the cupboards for a goblet or mug. “These huts have magical 

protection as well as spring water piped inside. The clay ground around here acts like a 

filter and supplies us with pure drinking water.” 

She dropped to her knees, cupped her hands in the hollowed-out stone that made 

a natural basin in the floor. When she raised them to her lips, the water trickled down 

her throat, refreshing every part of her. Then she realized she knelt at his feet, and her 

hazel eyes fixed on his cock. 

Moments earlier she’d dozed in his arms. Now she wanted to thank him for 

carrying her down that endless road. And she knew exactly how to do it. Only… 
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He stood back and skinned the snake. Its blood dripped on the ground, and this 

time Meena salivated. The slight coppery tang radiated the most delicate fragrance 

she’d ever smelled—ambrosia she needed to take into her mouth and savor. She craved 

it, thirsted for it, but she wasn’t a real vampire, just a dress-up-for-work fake. 

Leonidas’s deft movements enthralled her as much as his voice. He built a small 

fire in the hearth and skewered chunks of snake on metal spikes he found in a small 

cupboard. For once raw meat didn’t disgust her. Horrified by carnivorous desires she 

didn’t understand, she rummaged through cupboards until she found blankets and 

pillows. 

As the meat blackened over the fire, her strange appetites faded. When he offered 

a kebab of cooked meat, she wrinkled her nose and turned away. 

He tried to shove it into her hand. “Forget your principles and eat. We march 

again tomorrow, but have you considered how you’re going to rescue your mother 

when your stomach’s rumbling and you’re weak with hunger?” 

Meena contemplated the meat like a novice sword swallower confronted with a 

broadsword. “It smells rank.” 

“It’s fresh meat, straight from the flames.” He waved it under her nose. “Don’t 

think about it; just bite and swallow. If you’re a good girl and clear your plate, I will 

permit you to fondle my ears again.” 

What? Permit her? Then she remembered the way he’d groaned when her fingers 

brushed his pointy Fae ears. Later she intended to make him groan like that again. 

Empowering or what? Her aloof Fae turned to putty in her hands. She sensed his 

eagerness, but he brandished the snake kebab toward her. Earlier, she’d longed to sink 

her teeth into the raw flesh and suck out the blood. Now her stomach churned at the 

thought. But he was right about her needing to keep up her strength, so she’d eat the 

damn snake meat even if she choked on it. 

She reached for it, screwed her eyes tight shut, and nibbled the white flesh. Yuck. 

Warm animal with the texture of car tires—but still she chewed. And chewed. And 
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chewed. And finally, with the help of another few cups of water, she swallowed. Her 

stomach cramped, and her eyes watered. Sour bile burned her larynx. Man-eating 

plants forgotten, she ran outside and emptied her stomach on the newly cleared 

ground. 

Leonidas followed and handed her a mug of water. “Here. Wash out your mouth 

and get back inside.” 

She did as he bid, glad to be back behind the solid wood door. Too embarrassed to 

speak, she warmed herself by his fire and sipped more water. 

He wrapped a blanket around her shoulders. “I had not realized that you were 

allergic to meat.” 

She snuggled into the blanket, surprised as much by its fresh smell as by her 

freshly discovered meat allergy. “Neither did I, but maybe mum did. It would certainly 

explain her passionate refusal to touch dead animal flesh. The list of things she’s given 

up for me just gets longer and longer.” 

Voice gruff, Leonidas commanded, “Sleep, querida. Give your stomach a chance 

to settle and recoup your strength.” 

“Your ears…” Meena’s frown dissolved. “I plan to make your toes curl with 

pleasure tonight. I think I’ll start by licking your ears.” 

He froze, not breathing as he struggled for a Fae’s icy calm, but his cock bulged 

against the supple leather of his pants. “Sleep. There’s always tomorrow.” 

Tomorrow? No way. She wanted to pleasure him—right here, right now. A step 

closer, and she snuggled alongside. Sleep or sex? Well, she’d had a catnap earlier. 

She ran her fingers around the pointed tip of his ear. What do you know? Instant 

cock stand. Another stroke of her fingers, and he groaned deep in his throat. 

She touched her lips to the points of his ears. His whole body tensed, and a shiver 

ran down his spine. Her breath warmed his ear as she explored every fold and cranny 

with her tongue. His needy growl melted her inner core, and she gave his ear her 
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undivided attention. One ear thoroughly kissed, licked, and loved, she moved to the 

other. He didn’t speak, didn’t move, just stayed stiff and hard beside her. Expectant 

even. 

Again his voice crackled with longing and need. “Sleep now. We’ve another long 

march tomorrow.” 

Stop? No way? Not when she felt deliciously in control. She ran a trail of kisses 

down his neck—so close to his jugular vein. She’d intended to nibble her way across his 

shoulders, but she needed to sink her teeth into his flesh. Vegetarian, remember? No way. 

She hesitated, her lips hovering over the pulse beating in his neck. Her teeth—her 

fangs—scraped his gold-toned skin, and her tongue flicked over his vein. His chocolate 

spiced with chili essence hit her hard, and he smelled so delicious her tongue flicked 

out again. 

Do it. Pierce his flesh. Drink long and deep. What the hell? 

His blood called to her, tempted her so badly her mouth watered, and she craved 

the intimate bonding that true-mates shared. Blood exchange never sounded better, and 

her tongue swirled around that steady pulse that beckoned so sweetly. Hello, meat-

allergic vegetarian here…really. Goddess, I can’t bite my delicious, intoxicating Fae. 

Drunk on his scent and the taste of his skin, she finally pulled her lips from that 

mesmerizing vein and kissed her way across his shoulder blades. Sweet Hekate, how 

many arteries could one man have? And why were all of them in his neck? She planted 

a gentle kiss on his neck, then forced her lips toward his ear. It was warm and curvy, 

flexible beneath her exploring tongue, but the tip was pointed and rigid—almost as 

erect as his cock. As she licked and teased his earlobe, her mind fixated on his dick. 

Finally when he groaned again, she whispered, “Anywhere else you want me to 

lick?” 

He swallowed and pushed her away. “You need to rest and regain your strength.” 

She hadn’t known a fully grown Fae could whimper. His crotch told her how 

much he wanted this. Honestly, so did she. Just the thought of taking his penis between 
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her lips and sucking him into the damp heat of her mouth made her pussy tingle and 

ache. She fell to her knees, lips parted into a let-me-suck-you pout. When she rubbed 

her cheek against it, his muscles tensed, and his cock jerked. He reached down and 

buried his fingers in her hair—a sensual connection that gave her the permission she 

needed. 

She unlaced the leather thong that fastened his breeches. His cock sprang free, so 

pretty, so pink, and so perfect. It grew from a forest of dark curls, and then the end 

flared into a beautiful rounded head. A few drops of precum shone on the tip, and she 

craved one small taste. 

Meena nuzzled his legs farther apart, then stretched up on her knees. Her lips 

brushed the tip of his penis, and her tongue swirled though the clear juice. 

Leonidas groaned and clenched his jaw. “You’re exhausted. Are you sure you’re 

up to this?” 

“Actually, you’re the one up for this.” She giggled and spiraled her tongue over 

the head of his dick. She’d never felt so strong, so powerful as she did when she pleased 

her stern-faced Fae. Tonight, it was her turn to move in slow motion. Another sweep of 

her tongue teased across his swollen tip. Her Fae had the sexiest growl, and if she did 

this right, he’d soon be growling again—for her. 

Her lips parted, and she surrounded him briefly, then withdrew. She repeated her 

actions thrice over, and she felt him tremble with need. Finally, she laved down the 

length of him. He tensed, fisted his hand in her hair, and tugged her closer. 

This time when her lips brushed his erection, she drew him deeper into her 

mouth. Her fangs scraped gently down his length. Then she sucked hard on his spicy 

flesh. His hips bucked, and she parted her lips so he could mouth fuck her deeper. 

He came with a bellow that echoed around the single-roomed hut, and sperm shot 

from his shaft like water from a high-pressure hose, spraying the back of her throat. She 

swallowed eagerly, taking everything he gave her and wanting more. She felt like 

Cleopatra or Helen of Troy at their seductive best. Considering her inexperience, 
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tonight was a definite success—one she planned to repeat real soon. She wished the 

day’s trek hadn’t drained her so much, especially when she needed to march again 

tomorrow. 
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Chapter Fifteen 

With Meena, sex was magnificent and moving—earth-shattering even. After 

screwing so many faceless women, Leonidas had felt jaded and cold. Then she opened 

his eyes to a world of love, sensation, and intimate pleasures. He’d rather cut out his 

heart than give her up—then he realized she was his heart, his soul, and his life. 

He lifted her in his arms and laid her in the nest of blankets and pillows. With a 

tender smile, he brushed a stray curl from her face. After the ecstasy she’d shown him 

earlier, he owed her an orgasm or five—only her eyes stayed shut, and her low-pitched 

humming slowed into rhythmic breathing. 

He’d do anything to make her happy, but she deserved a permanent lover, not a 

transient like him. He hated that, when his month was up, his curse would force him to 

leave her. He’d give anything to stay with her and let his curse run its course, but his 

beast might do her physical harm when it tried to move on and take another lover. Then 

again, suppose he broke her with his steaming passion? His father had killed a woman 

with endless pounding sex. Better if Leonidas moved on and ignored his feelings—just 

like a good unemotional Fae. 

He clutched her against his chest and swaddled the blanked around them. Too 

many secrets whirled through his brain for him to sleep—every one of them a reason 

for him to leave—and he desperately wanted to stay. 

In the morning, he’d tell her how his and Mordred’s lives intertwined, but he 

wouldn’t tell her he was King of the Fae…yet. She might turn as still and formal as his 

courtiers—all chill manners and touch-me-not barriers. He loved her soft, sexy moves 

and the way she stroked and caressed his skin—not to mention the oral sex. He’d 

definitely liked that. His cock strained at his trousers as he planned all the ways he’d 
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pleasure her, but his curse reared up between them. If their roles were reversed—if the 

Witch Council had cursed her instead of him—he’d splinter inside each time she had 

sex with a stranger. Mine, his heart shrieked, forever and always—but he could never be 

solely hers. 

For now, all he could do was hold her and dream of a better future. Weary, he 

forced his mind to still and his body to rest. Tomorrow they’d catch up with the Elves, 

so he needed to keep his wits as sharp as his sword. 

* * * * 

Meena woke tucked into a warm masculine body. She’d never slept in a man’s 

arms before, but this felt so right. So good. Even after yesterday’s hike, Leonidas 

exuded chocolate and chili essence. Contentment crept into her heart. This morning was 

special, something to lock in her memories and pore over when she returned to her 

lonely life in Whitby. What had he said? No promises and no future. That still 

rankled—dug a hole in her heart more like—and she’d give anything to stay here in his 

arms forever. Her stomach rumbled and reminded her she hadn’t eaten since she 

shared her lunch with Lipstick, but that seemed like ages ago. 

She expected her body to ache and her feet to be sore. Instead, she overflowed 

with new energy and strength. Apparently being back in the otherworld suited her—as 

long as she avoided the Witches. 

Leonidas smiled—slow and sexy—and then he stretched like a cat. She wanted to 

fall onto his chest and lick his neck, taste it even. When she thought of closing her teeth 

around his nipple and sinking her fangs into his flesh, she almost orgasmed. Or puked. 

Veg-e-tar-i-an, remember? 

His lips shaped a soft mewl of protest. “I wanted to wake with my woman in my 

arms. Come back to bed, and I will repay the pleasure you gave me last night.” 

Hekate, that was tempting, but they had a convoy to catch and her mother to save. 

She bit her lip, torn between her need to love him and her need to press on. 
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Leonidas stood up with liquid grace and pulled her into his arms. “I’ll take a kiss 

as down payment, but tonight—come what may—you’re mine.” 

She expected him to taste of morning breath and last night’s rubbery snake. When 

his mouth pressed against hers, he tasted all Leonidasy and wonderful—of chocolate, 

chili, and sex. She put her soul into her kiss, rubbing her pussy against his thigh. Her 

hips undulated in time with her lips, and she forgot everything except her need to love 

and possess. 

Their tongues dueled and danced, and the connection between them deepened. 

She needed him more than fresh air or food. She’d rather lose a limb than live without 

her supercilious, sexy Fae. He completed her, filled her with excitement and yearning, 

but she was a temporary amusement at best. Once he discovered her witchy origins, she 

was history. One look at her mother’s green-streaked hair, and he’d see the truth for 

himself. Maybe she should tell him now and get it over with. Or maybe she should stay 

silent; then she could enjoy what little time they had left. 

He’d told her up front she was nothing more than a one-night stand. Still, a girl 

could dream. No promises. No commitment. Remember? All he offered was hot sex, 

enough tears to fill an ocean, and a sheet of ice that would slowly encase her heart. 

Leonidas stretched—all beautiful, decadent male—and demanded, “Let me see 

your heel. You weigh next to nothing, and if it’s still sore, I’ll gladly carry you.” 

Compliments again? She might have Monroesque curves, but she constantly 

watched her weight. After all, who wanted to turn immortal with a bum as big as an 

outhouse? Even if she’d missed a meal, she was more curvy than svelte. Definitely not 

the “light as thistledown” type. There wasn’t a diet she hadn’t tried, or failed to stick to. 

With a sigh, she turned on her stomach and flicked up her legs. “My blister’s 

completely healed. See?” 

“Amazingly so,” he agreed before he searched the hut. He scavenged a canteen 

and even a rucksack. Meena drank until she thought she’d burst. “Will we catch them 

soon?” 
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“Hard to say,” he answered slowly, “but they have a camp to set up, meals to 

cook, and men to muster. We will cover the ground faster than them.” 

She shuddered when he stuffed the remnants of last night’s snake kebabs into the 

rucksack. He filled the canteen, and that went in too. When they left the hut, Meena 

glanced around, but the ring of dead plants stretched wider than she remembered. Not 

that it mattered. It was time she got walking. Despite expecting her calves to cramp and 

her pumps to rub her sore heels, her step stayed fast and easy. Warrior-trained and 

experienced, Leonidas matched his pace to hers, but she set a relentless speed. 

By early evening, they spotted a column of weary Elves up ahead. Leonidas pulled 

Meena into the jungle. Meena figured it was because he knew the meat-eating flora 

wouldn’t mess with a plant killer like her. 

Leonidas grinned as petals fell like confetti and greenery blackened around them. 

“We’ll use your newly developed powers to cut a second route. That way we can stay 

close and stay out of sight.” 

Meena hated that her best skill was destroying plants. Despite the crappy turn her 

magic had taken, she smiled, “So what’s the plan?” 

He fell back into Spanish grandee mode—stern, arrogant, and commanding. 

“Once they’ve bedded down for the night, I’ll sneak in and snatch your mother. Your 

plant-clearing prowess makes you too valuable to risk. You will stay safely in the 

camp.” 

Furious that he thrust her into the poor-weak-woman role, she started to tell him, 

My mother, my way. He leaned toward her and caught her with her lips puckered and 

parted. His tongue swept into her mouth and gently caressed hers. When he pulled her 

hips up against his thighs, she moaned. Her resistance crumbled. Back where I belong, she 

thought, but how will I cope when he moves on? Her anger evaporated into passion and 

sensual desire, but so close to the Elves’ camp, they needed stealth more than sex. 
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When they broke apart, Leonidas rested a hand on each of her shoulders. “I’d 

never willingly leave you behind, but if the Elves discover your powers, they’ll never 

rest until they control you.” 

The distant sound of the Elves setting up their camp drifted toward them. Meena 

winced when a woman’s scream cut through the air. 

Leonidas shoved her behind him. “Was that your mother?” 

The sound made her nerves jangle like when someone scraped their fingernails 

down a blackboard. Mouth dry, she rasped, “I don’t think so, but honestly, I’m not sure. 

Will they have other female prisoners?” 

“The usual pets, drudges, and sex slaves,” he told her, “never partners or true-

mates. They’re chattels, beaten or punished if they step out of line. I would not like to 

think of an independent woman like you in their hands.” 

Another feminine scream, and Meena’s heart raced. The woman screamed again. 

An enraged masculine bellow followed. The plants stopped their constant rustling. 

Shoots of green and gold covered the ground at phenomenal speed, all heading toward 

fresh prey. Another high-pitched scream. Another angry roar. 

Meena took off running. “No way am I letting the plants get her.” 

Behind her, she heard Leonidas groan, the scrape of a rapier leaving its scabbard, 

and the soft sound of footsteps as he raced after her. A crack of a bullwhip. A flash of 

black leather thong. A tree snake cleaved in two by Leonidas’s lash. Even when she 

raced toward danger, he looked out for her. 

Ahead, a woman—naked but for a few strategically placed strips of leather—

struggled against the coils of an anaconda vine. The creeper tightened inexorably 

around her. Her face paled, and her lips tinged blue. Her arms, emaciated sticks, 

scrabbled at the plant fronds. Eyes wide, white, and vacant, she was dying—one slow 

breath at time. 

A pitcher plant twined a thick stem around her ankles, ready to steal the anaconda 

vine’s prey. Before Meena’s deadly magic mojo reached her, a six-foot Elven warrior, all 
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bulging muscles and bull-like neck, hacked his way from the jungle. He loomed over 

the semiconscious woman. “Careless bitch. Dropping my brother’s dinner like that.” 

“I’m sorry,” she gasped, and the vine tightened again. The Elf lifted his blade 

high, letting it reflect the last rays of the setting sun, ready to make a killing stroke. His 

eyes—cold as ice cubes—studied the runaway’s situation. Then with a grin that chilled 

Meena’s blood, he brought his blade down on the anaconda vine. The woman tussled 

her way free of its coils, but sensing victory, the pitcher plant dragged her closer. 

The Elf gloated as the greenery inched her toward its giant acid-filled trumpet. 

“The last woman I tossed in one of those took a day to stop screaming. The acid 

dissolves the flesh, then starts on the muscle and sinew. It’s a long, painful death since 

pitcher plants prefer to digest their prey while it’s still alive.” 

“You scumbag.” Meena exploded from the undergrowth. Behind her cream 

anaconda vines dropped their petals. Mandrakes toppled like trees, crushing the barb-

throwing orchids below them. The Elf warrior grinned when he realized he was under 

attack—from a woman. The Elf warrior sheathed his sword and reached for her. His 

hands landed like lead weights on her shoulders, and he shook her until she thought 

her head would leave her neck. 

Furious, she jammed her fingers in his eyes and rammed her knee into his balls. 

The warrior bellowed like a freshly castrated bullock and dropped to the ground. 

Leonidas stood over him, his rapier point at the Elf’s exposed throat. 

Meena helped the fallen woman to her feet. “Are you all right?” 

Bruises covered the runaway’s torso, and she was so thin Meena could count her 

ribs. 

“Run, or they’ll kill us both,” she panted as she grabbed Meena’s hand. 

“Stay,” Leonidas growled. He switched his attention back to his prisoner and 

increased the pressure on his blade. “And you, what sort of warrior lets a woman defeat 

him?” 
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A trickle of blood already ran down the Elf’s neck, but Meena didn’t have the urge 

to lick or taste. Maybe if it had been Leonidas’s blood… No! Only true-mates bonded 

with blood and sex—not casual lovers without a future. 

The Elf pressed his shoulders into the mud, anything to stop the rapier from 

skewering his artery. Apart from his barked command, Leonidas ignored both women 

and concentrated on the prisoner. “No one touches my woman. I should slit your 

throat, but I’ll give you one chance. Come on. Convince me to let you live.” 

The Elf glowered at Meena. “That bitch attacked me when I wasn’t expecting it.” 

Leonidas stared down his nose, all haughty arrogance and lethal intent. “Hardly 

convincing. This woman is my gift to Lord Mordred, and I promised to deliver her 

intact. I fucked her into submission, then made sure she could handle herself. And 

really? A tiny thing like her took an Elven warrior down? Your commander’s just going 

to love that.” 

The Elf tried to bluster his way out of trouble. “I’m my brother’s chief spell caster. 

My magic enhances him in battle, and he’ll destroy anyone who touches me.” 

“So this brother of yours hides behind your magic?” Leonidas grinned like a cat 

toying with a mouse. “Then it’s time someone destroyed a piece of shit like you.” 

Wary of the sword point piercing his neck, the Elf stayed motionless in the mud. 

“Take my woman. She’s nigh on useless anyway, and I’ll swear by the Elf overlord’s 

sacred blood to be your most steadfast and loyal supporter. Just don’t kill me.” 

Meena felt sick to her stomach. What did Leonidas mean, “a gift for Lord Mordred”? 

Her throat dried, and her knees almost gave way. He’d called her a treasure beyond 

price, but he’d never said her loved her. Maybe he meant to exchange her like an old car 

and get his hands on some of that gold he claimed she was worth. It certainly explained 

why he’d needed to bed her so urgently. Then her common sense kicked in. He’d 

wanted her to warm his bed long before she took up killing carnivorous plants—hadn’t 

he? But a small seed of doubt took root in her heart 
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Chapter Sixteen 

Leonidas eased his blade off the Elf warrior’s neck. “I’ll take that vow, but only if 

you back it up with magic. I don’t fancy a knife in my back while I sleep.” 

“By the overlord’s sacred blood,” the Elf swore, “I’m your man until you release 

me.” 

The air shimmered briefly as the oath took hold; then Leonidas wiped his rapier 

on some dead vegetation. Once it was back in the scabbard, the Elf scrambled to his 

feet. “I’m Bryn, my liege.” 

Leonidas ignored him. He turned to Meena and the runaway, his expression 

dripping disdain. “You, girl, lead my woman back to the camp. Bryn will follow, and I 

will bring up the rear.” 

Meena sucked in a breath. He hardened his heart to her you-have-got-to-be joking 

glare and waited until she took the runaway’s hand. He couldn’t imagine her acting 

submissive, but he hoped she remembered his warnings. 

When Meena tossed her curls back from her face, Leonidas wanted to bury his fist 

in them and drag her lips to his. She’d fought like a true warrior when she took down 

that Elf. Her bravery and determination delighted him, but her unplanned rescue might 

be the death of them. He’d have to tread carefully to get them out of this alive. Despite 

his stern face, his lips twitched as he landed the flat of his blade on her butt. “Go, 

woman, or I won’t fuck you tonight.” 

He saw her head lift and wondered if she’d forgotten their earlier conversation. 

She needed to look downtrodden, not feisty and up for a fight. Then he realized that 

walking behind her like this gave him chance to ogle her curvaceous ass. Once she’d 

rushed off to rescue the runaway, he’d hastily reworked their plans. The Elf she 
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defeated and the runaway gripping Meena’s hand had both seen her plant-killing 

prowess. He’d hoped to hide her powers, but her secret was out. His only hope of 

saving her and her mother was to walk straight into the eye of the hurricane. He just 

hadn’t told Meena yet. 

The unemotional mask the Fae used to hide their feelings slipped back into place. 

His spine stiffened, and he schooled his features into harsh, disparaging lines. At least 

this way, they could search for Meena’s mother; then they’d grab her and make their 

escape. 

The runaway was too scared to see through his ruse. The Elf was too stupid. Once 

they found Elizabeth Sybil, Meena’s skills would keep them alive until Leonidas’s 

magic returned. Alert for the smallest threat, he watched the two women move through 

the jungle. One shuffled along, shoulders slumped, gaze on the ground. The other stood 

tall and proud. Elves’ blood, woman, can’t you at least pretend to be cowed? 

The Elves’ camp spread out around another wayfarer’s hut, and a ring of fire 

blazed around it—a simple protection against the encroaching vegetation. Meena 

cleared a path through some sticky leaved sundew plants. Some had living prey—tree 

snakes and young rats—superglued to their leaves. Others had rotting corpses attached. 

A bullock cart stood close by, a small sack of supplies leaning against the back of 

the driver’s seat. A gaunt bullock—brown mottled with dull purple, and twice earth 

size—lolled nearby, its hindquarters a mass of whip scars. 

Elf warriors sat in quiet groups, some gaming, some tending their weapons. A 

knot of women—more haggard drudges than nubile sex slaves—huddled by the 

campfire. Their hair hung in limp hanks, and even from the distance, Leonidas could 

see their bones poke at their flesh. An air of defeat and despair hung over the camp. 

Dead center, three Elves stood back to back, arms linked to form a circle. Sweat 

beaded on their foreheads, and their bodies slumped against one another as they fueled 

the protective campfires with magic rather than wood. Behind them, another group of 



118  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

Elves had stripped vines from another wayfarer’s hut. It dwarfed the one Leonidas and 

Meena had shared last night—two generous rooms, maybe three. 

Heads turned as the seething jungle withered and parted. 

Except for the pulse beating wildly in her neck, the runaway moved like an 

automaton as she led them to the fire’s edge. Leonidas constantly scanned for Meena’s 

mother. Finally, he decided the Elves had imprisoned her inside that wayfarer’s hut. 

The spell casters briefly opened a pathway through their fire. The soldiers stared 

at the track Meena’s presence had made and broke into a frenzy of voluble, arm-waving 

excitement. 

The noise drew their commander from the hut, but he had to stoop to pass 

beneath the door lintel. He straightened up slowly, and seven feet of battle-scarred 

muscle loomed toward them. “Why does that bitch still live?” 

Bryn hung his head. “Forgive me, brother. These two defeated me in battle, then 

protected her. They took my pride, my fealty, and my woman.” 

The commander moved faster than someone with his bulk should and slammed 

his fist into the defeated warrior’s face, staggering him to the ground. “I sent you to 

deal with one runaway slave. Rather than kill her, you end up as the sworn man of 

some unknown warrior. Brother or not, if I didn’t need your magic, I’d kill you myself.” 

 

HEKATE, THE ELF commander was a man-mountain of muscle and scars—

Goliath to Leonidas’s David—and Leonidas wasn’t in any way small. Meena wanted to 

run off home, but she couldn’t leave anyone, least of all her mother, at these Elves’ 

mercy. Not after the way Bryn had intended to give the runaway an acid bath in a 

pitcher plant. 

Leonidas stayed slightly aside, his face a mask of unconcern, his body clearly at 

ease. 

Time to turn all protective and bossy. Come on, Leo, do something. Please. 



TO BREAK A WARRIOR KING’S CURSE|  119 

But still he stayed in aloof Fae mode—disdainful, disinterested, and proud. “I 

didn’t defeat him. My woman did. What sort of warriors do you train? When she was 

mine alone, I fucked her into submission; then I discovered she kills plants just by going 

near them. I’ve promised her to the overlord, but he wants her unbroken and 

unbruised. I think he’ll enjoy training her himself. Until then she’s mine to bed at will.” 

Leonidas looked so cold and scathing—arrogant to the core. His crude words and 

promise to pass her on to her mother’s enemies rang with conviction. Maybe his soft 

touches and sweet seduction had flattened her defenses, but she wouldn’t change an 

instant of their time together. Until now. Her head pounded. Hunger rolled around her 

stomach, and she couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten. She just wished she was 

home tucked up in bed with a bowl of chocolate ice cream and Leonidas at her side. 

The Elf commander’s gaze fixed on her curves. “Give me the woman. You can 

keep my brother and the runaway bitch.” 

He stalked toward Meena, cock stiff, gaze never leaving her breasts. The runaway 

released her hand and sidled behind Leonidas. The defeated Elf stayed on the ground 

and groaned, his split lip oozing blood from his brother’s assault. Even the most 

hardened troopers paused their dice games. 

The drudges kept their heads down, but their eyes missed nothing. Meena lifted 

her chin and pretended to be brave, but this gargantuan Elf—with his rough demeanor 

and battle scars—terrified her. 

“Stay back,” Leonidas snarled, bullwhip in hand. 

Sweet Hekate, he hasn’t rejected me then. Meena wanted to mimic the runaway and 

hide behind him, but the commander came closer and grinned—all broken teeth and 

stinking dog breath. “Mordred has plenty of women. He won’t miss another. Give her 

to me. Otherwise, we fight, and you die.” 

Meena tried not to inhale again, not when Dog Breath and Scars stood so close. 

“She’s special”—Leonidas said, his voice as stern as his face—“and I’ll pass her on 

to Lord Mordred as he demanded.” 
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There you go. Right back to the Elf who kidnapped my mother. The one who likes to make 

women scream. Damn, why couldn’t Leonidas wink at her or something? Anything to 

reassure her and show his indifference was only an act. Okay, it was a damn good one, 

but it was all pretend. Wasn’t it? 

She scanned around the camp, still looking for any sign of her mother. Desperate, 

she gave the commander her iciest stare and demanded, “What’s in the hut?” 

“My quarters,” he answered and breathed more knockout fumes in her face. 

Meena choked and spluttered, but she stared defiantly into his eyes. Her voice 

didn’t shake—much. “As Mordred’s greatest treasure and soon-to-be concubine, I claim 

them for myself.” 

The Elf soldiers guffawed, but the commander grabbed her wrist with one ham-

hock hand and ripped her corset top with the other. The lacing tore open, baring her 

breasts to the camp. “You claim nothing.” 

Her face contorted in fury, and her jaw clenched. Furious, embarrassed, and 

humiliated, she curled her fist and slammed it into his arm. And ouch, that hurt me more 

than him. Before Leonidas could intervene, he slashed her jeans from waist to crotch—

right along with her panties. Meena screamed in protest. 

His long arms reminded her of a gorilla as he held her too far from his body for 

her to make contact, and his dog breath was a lethal weapon that leeched the fight out 

of her. 

Leonidas’s whip cracked, and the camp fell silent. Blood flowed like a red bracelet 

from around the commander’s wrist. Unconcerned, Leonidas carefully re-coiled his 

bullwhip. “Mine. Release her or die.” 

The commander howled and shoved Meena to the ground. He cradled his 

bleeding wrist in his good hand and kicked out at Meena’s ribs. She lay, rainbow curls 

cascading over her shoulders, her hands covering her bare breasts. She only just dodged 

his boot. 

“Get inside,” Leonidas growled and nodded at the doorway. 
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The commander blocked her way. He grabbed Meena’s arm, pulled her to her feet, 

and shoved her up against the flimsy hut wall. “Not yet, woman. I’ll cut your warrior’s 

flesh into ribbons and bleed him dry. Afterwards, I’ll have you—wet and willing—in 

my bed.” 

Meena kept one arm across her chest. The other hand covered her cunt. “A 

woman would have to be desperate to bed an animal like you.” 

“Enough!” the commander yelled and beckoned one of the drudges forward. 

The woman scrambled in the supply wagon, then scurried to his side, her eyes 

downcast and guilty. She handed the commander a tiny stoppered vial. “That’s all we 

have left.” 

Before she could dart back to her companions, the commander locked his arm 

around her neck and slowly choked her. The woman gasped and writhed in his grip, 

but her lips turned blue, and her already dull eyes faded. 

“Stop it,” Meena demanded. 

“Drink this, or she dies.” The commander maneuvered the vial between his 

fingers, rounded end pointing toward Meena. 

“Kill her and fight,” Leonidas drawled. His Fae training kept his face 

expressionless, but inside he seethed. His voice was so cold Meena gasped. 

That woman was hurting, dying, and he seemed so detached. Determined to save 

the drudge, Meena struggled upright. 

When the commander saw her muscles tense for an attack, he shook his head and 

snarled, “Don’t even think about it.” 

Leonidas tapped his foot, feigning an indifference he didn’t feel. For once he was 

in accord with his beast, and they both wanted blood. “In your own time. I can’t decide 

if you’re too cowardly to fight or you’d rather hide behind a woman than face me.” 

“Drink,” the commander repeated. 
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Meena took a cautious step toward him, grabbed the vial, then quickly stepped 

out of reach. “What is it? Mordred wants me alive, remember.” 

The commander leered, the blackened stumps of his teeth showing as he tightened 

his grip on the drudge’s throat. “And you will be. The potion makes even the most 

uptight virgins burn for sex. Drink it, and you will beg the victor to bed you. My men 

still talk of the night we forced it down the throats of those highbred Fae beauties in the 

village we overran. It was a great victory celebrated by a night with willing Fae 

whores.” 

Meena glanced at Leonidas. He frowned but gave the slightest nod of his head. 

With a show of bravado, she uncorked the vial and tipped it down her throat in one 

swallow. She smacked her lips and taunted the commander. “Bring it on.” 

The commander tossed the semiconscious drudge aside. The other women crept 

forward and dragged her away. 

“You”—the commander pointed at the runaway, then smirked at Meena—“take 

my woman inside and tie her to the bed. Go with her, or she’s the next one dead. Right 

after your puny warrior here.” 

Puny? Leonidas? Didn’t the incredible hulk of commander have eyes? And 

drugged up or not, she’d die before she opened her legs to that sour-breathed Elf. With 

a confident smile, Meena blew Leonidas a kiss. “I’d wish you luck, but you don’t need it 

against a mindless brute like him.” 
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Chapter Seventeen 

A fearsome warrior, Leonidas fought to avenge the Fae women this regiment of 

scum had coerced. Mordred would gut them if he learned what they’d done. Fae and 

Elves came from the same stock, but after the civil war two centuries ago, the kingdom 

had split. Although Mordred had been raised in the Fae court, his Elven nature had 

won out, and he’d fought long and brutally to become the overlord. Even he wouldn’t 

raise his hand to a woman; besides, he wanted to ally with the Fae, not alienate them. 

Now Leonidas fought for his true-mate’s future—a win-at-all-costs battle. As 

Meena reluctantly followed the runaway inside, he considered the commander’s 

strengths. “You, Bryn, remember your oath, and keep your magic to yourself.” 

Oathbound and obedient, Bryn retreated behind the spell casters. Leonidas 

usually towered over his opponents, but the commander dwarfed him the way an 

elephant did a sleek panther. To command a squad, the man must be skilled, ruthless, 

and cruel—plus he outreached most of his opponents. He could thrust and kill before 

they reached him. But his belly was flabby and his bulk untoned. Maybe he relied too 

much on his brother’s magic and neglected the practice field. 

The commander drew his sword, bellowed, and charged. Leonidas spun out of 

reach. He ducked low and slashed at the backs of the Elf’s thighs—narrowly missing his 

hamstrings. Then he was back on his feet, keeping his distance and backing away from 

the hut. Another roar. Another rush. The battle moved farther from the center of the 

camp. The commander’s face glowed like a beetroot as the blood oozed from his wrist. 

Anger? Lack of stamina? Either suited Leonidas. A parry. A feint to the left. A slash to 

the right, and more blood flowed down the commander’s arm. Then Leonidas fell back 

again. 
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The troopers formed a loose ring around the duel and encouraged their 

commander to maim and kill. Eager for victory, the giant commander rushed forward 

again. 

Leonidas stood his ground, arm extended. A flash of dark steel, a surprised cry, 

and a foot-long gash dripped blood down the commander’s thigh. Then Leonidas 

turned and ran. 

“Coward!” a trooper yelled. 

“Useless git,” another spat. 

“Stick it to him!” someone yelled. 

“Peel him like a bloody orange,” a fourth catcalled. 

The Elves took up the chant. “Peel him. Peel him. Peel him.” 

Leonidas stepped back again. 

Eager to claim Meena as his prize, the commander charged after him. 

A change of tactics. A crack of a bullwhip. A thin leather lash snaked its way 

around the commander’s legs. 

He toppled like a redwood and crashed into the ring of magic-fed flames. 

Hungry for real fuel, the fire devoured his flesh. As he blistered and burned, the 

spell casters stopped their chanting. The ring of fire around the camp died back. 

As Leonidas sheathed his rapier and re-coiled his bullwhip, he saw the drudges’ 

lips move, and the fire burned brighter. These women had more magic than the 

warriors knew, and they truly despised the sadistic commander. 

Fueled by the drudges’ magic, the flames rose up like an inferno. The 

commander’s shrieks rose higher. He clawed the ground. He tried to kick his way free, 

but his legs, bloody, blistered stumps, failed him. There was no escape. The smell of 

burning flesh—pungent, acrid, yet sickly sweet—hung over the camp. As the fire 

consumed him, his armor melted into silver pools that branded skin. His breastplate 
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melted into his chest, and still he screamed. His flesh went next, revealing bone and 

sinew. And still his screams continued. 

Leonidas knew this was a time for punishment, not mercy—but his innards 

heaved at the stench. Finally the commander fell silent as the flames blackened and 

charred his bones. In life, he’d been a sadistic bully—but he’d died hard. Leonidas 

turned to the troopers. “Who’s next?” 

Bryn, the dead commander’s brother, ran to his side. He dropped to one knee 

before him. “They know better than to mess with you, my lord. You scored a great 

victory today, and they’d be fools not to swear their allegiance to you.” 

A murmur of assent ran around the camp, and the Elves prostrated themselves 

before him. “By the Elf overlord’s sacred blood,” they pledged as one, “we swear fealty 

to our new commander.” 

Leonidas knew their oaths were short-lived, but he placed one hand over his 

heart. “Accepted. My first command that is you feed your women and let them rest. 

Where is the prisoner you carried from the mundane world?” 

The troopers stared at the ground and shuffled their feet. Some edged away. 

Finally Bryn told him, “Lord Mordred himself rode out on a white stallion and 

carried her off to his stronghold. We’re to make our way there and rest up before we 

rejoin our brethren in the fire opal mines.” 

What made Elizabeth Sybil special enough for Mordred to collect her in person? 

And why were warrior Elves working the fire opal mines? Leonidas tried to make sense 

of that as he strode toward the wayfarer’s hut. Tonight wouldn’t be pleasant, but the 

Elves would expect to hear Meena’s punishment as well as her pleasure. And if he 

wanted to keep his command—and keep their disgusting hands off Meena—he had to 

make it so. Most of all, though, he worried about how Meena reacted to the sex potion 

she’d downed. 

* * * * 
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The hut smelled of pine needles, but with no windows or lights, the utter darkness 

filled Meena with dread. A knot of fear twisted in her guts. Leonidas had warned her to 

act submissive, but she’d charged in without thinking. Her moment’s bravado might 

cost more than she was willing to pay. Her lover? Her body? Her life? 

The runaway fumbled with a flint, then lit a solitary candle. “Lord Mordred uses 

this place when he rides out to hunt. You’re lucky there’s a bedroom and a comfortable 

four-poster bed. Sometimes they bind us facedown over a table or fallen log. They 

gather around and mock us as the drug makes us writhe and beg.” 

Meena almost retched. Everything she learned about the Elves made her hate 

them more. “That potion. What was it?” 

“Distilled musk taken from a female rat as she comes into season,” her companion 

whispered. 

“Randy rat juice?” Meena spluttered. “And I drank it.” 

A second woman entered, carrying short lengths of rope. “And soon, just like an 

animal in heat, you will burn for the touch of a man.” 

Everything was happening so fast. Meena’s skin felt hot…so hot. She needed to be 

stroked, caressed, and loved. Fucked, more like. Sensation overwhelmed her. 

Everything felt more intense—especially the heat pulsing in her womb. The room spun 

around her. Her breasts felt heavy and pendulous—throbbing even. Her nipples 

puckered into pink beads that needed to be licked or sucked. 

Still she told the women, “Leonidas. I only burn for Leonidas.” 

Both women shook their heads, and the runaway took hold of Meena’s hand. “The 

potion makes you need to be fucked like never before. Everything feels more, bigger, 

and if the commander’s in a bad mood, you’ll pray for the night to end. The potion 

make makes your sexual hunger insatiable, but it lowers your pain threshold. Every 

nonsexual touch hurts like you wouldn’t believe.” 

The other woman spoke so low, Meena strained to hear. “Better if we bind your 

wrists to the bed.” The runaway nodded her agreement. “Otherwise you will roam the 
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camp and perform any sexual act the warriors demand.” Her voice dropped to a 

whisper. “And they are not kind.” 

Meena swallowed hard. That softly spoken “not kind” reverberated with pain, 

sorrow, and bitter experience. She wanted to run and never look back, but her pussy 

demanded Leonidas’s tender touch. Warmth spread out from her belly, and a hunger 

that had nothing to do with food burned within her. When she dropped the remnant of 

her top to the floor, the cool evening air teased her nipples. She wanted out of the rough 

denim and into her lover’s arms, but she still worried about her mother. “The other 

prisoner, did they do this to her?” 

“Lie on the bed and spread your arms,” the second woman told her. 

Meena wasn’t ready to submit yet. “That woman, she’s my mother. What did they 

do to her?” 

“Nothing…yet,” the runaway answered, then bit her lip and fell silent. 

The second woman took up the tale. “Lord Mordred came for her in person. He’d 

sworn to kill any man who touched her, but the commander wanted to. We could see it 

in his eyes. I think that’s why he demanded your man give you up to him.” 

Thank Hekate and her hounds her mother was safe—so far. Right now, other 

concerns filled Meena’s thoughts, driving her libido into top gear. Strange sexual 

appetites swamped her body, and she wanted Leonidas’s mouth on her clit or his cock 

in her pussy. Maybe she’d offer her breasts to his lips and let him suck on her nipples. 

Maybe she’d suck on his. Desire fogged her brain, and she stopped thinking only of 

Leonidas. Suddenly any man would do, as long as he sated the sensual fire burning in 

her cunt. 

“Lie down and stop fighting the potion,” the second woman instructed. 

Meena so didn’t want to do this, but better to let them bind her ready for Leo than 

flaunt her body at random Elves. Lots of Elves. Lots of lovers. Maybe even enough to 

satisfy the ache in her pussy. If she could just rub her cunt against them or suck on their 

cocks, she’d— 
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Sweet Hekate, no! What was she thinking? She slid her ruined jeans down her legs, 

then tossed them across the room. Her panties followed. Glad to be rid of her clothes, 

she moaned softly as the women tied her arms to the bedposts. These feelings were 

wrong on every level, but the slow simmer deep in her womb still made her pant and 

writhe. 

She lay naked and vulnerable, spread-eagled like a sensual feast. Her breasts 

throbbed. Her nipples ached. Her pussy pulsated with unfulfilled need. Her body 

demanded fucking. Right now. 

She was a sexual temptress, a predator ready to pounce on the first man who came 

her way. Lost in drug-induced desire, she thrashed her head over the pillow. She 

moaned, low and loud, as she spasmed and squirmed—desperate for the victor to fuck 

her. 

Outside, the screaming started. 

The women blew out the candle and left her alone in the dark. Hekate, that 

couldn’t be Leonidas—could it? Someone was in a whole heap of pain. And what the 

hell was keeping the victor when she needed to get laid? Finally she heard the outer 

door open and close. She didn’t care that she was naked and defenseless. She just 

wanted the victor to screw her hard and fast. Or maybe slow and easy. Perhaps both. In 

her best dreams, he brought a friend. 

Her raging hormones didn’t care as long as someone relieved the burning need 

between her legs. Another wave of desire hit her, shooting fresh longings to her 

sensitized nerve endings. Her need blossomed into pain—intense, clear, and sharp. She 

trembled. She needed. She wanted. Goddess, if she didn’t come soon, she’d explode. 

She heard a flint strike, and a candle cast eerie shadows across the entry room. 

In the name of the collective covens, I’m in here. Get a move on. Please. 

The scent of chocolate and chili assailed her, and then Leonidas strode to her side. 

Face stern, he spun on his heel and shoved a chair against the door handle. He moved 

to the bed, towering over her as he stared at her face through the flickering candlelight. 
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He frowned as, back arched, hips rolling, she demanded, “Don’t just stand there. Fuck 

me.” 

She inhaled when he bent and sucked one rounded nipple, then sighed, moaned, 

and puffed up her chest. His tongue swept ever decreasing circles around her breast. 

All the while, he rolled her other nipple between his finger and thumb. 

Meena’s head writhed, and her hips thrashed. Her curls spread in multicolored 

spirals over the bed. “You’re wearing too many clothes. You can’t fuck me if you’re 

covered in black leather.” 

He pulled back and grasped her chin in one hand, stilling her head and staring 

into her eyes. “Querida, I want you willing—not drugged into a sensual frenzy.” 

“And I want you inside me. Now.” She was demanding, desperate, and burning 

with so many desires. And all of them ended with someone screwing her. Anyhow, 

anyway—as long as he plunged his dick inside her. 

Leonidas heaved a mock sigh. “The things I do for love.” 

She groaned when he released her chin, but he claimed her lips with a kiss that 

made her drugged-up libido spin out of control. She wanted. She needed. She burned. 

She shouted, “Damn it. Fuck me now.” 
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Chapter Eighteen 

Leonidas loomed over her and caught his breath. She looked beautiful, naked with 

her hair curled like a raven’s wing over the pillow—so black it seemed iridescent as it 

gleamed with rainbow highlights. Her breasts bounced as she rolled and thrashed. With 

her legs tied wide open, he could see the hot cream pooling in her pussy. Elves’ blood, 

he was proud of her, besotted by her even. Even her earlier bravado had sparked 

nothing but respect in his heart. She lay before him like a feast he couldn’t wait to taste, 

only later… Well, he wouldn’t think about later. Impatient to bed her, he drew his 

dagger and slashed the ropes around her ankles. 

Tears filled her eyes, and when she spoke, her voice was a throaty rasp that sent 

sensual shivers down his spine. “No time. Need you inside me now.” 

He dropped the dagger at the side of the bed and knelt between her legs. 

“Querida, I live to please.” 

“Hard and deep,” she begged as she squirmed and lifted her hips—her arms still 

spread wide. 

Her heather and wild herb scent washed over him, and he hardened instantly. 

One breath, one look, and his balls ached. Sweat beaded on his brow. He’d fuck her, 

satisfy her, then fuck her again after he’d—No, not thinking about that yet. He 

remembered the Kama Sutra his father had bequeathed him, and raised her legs. 

“Ankles together, knees against your chest.” 

“Just fuck me,” she pleaded. 

He lifted her legs higher and landed a playful slap on her butt. She grimaced and 

clenched her jaw as the sound echoed around the wayfarer’s hut and mingled with her 
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breathless moans. Then he held her ankles and pressed her knees into her chest. 

Helpless beneath him, she panted and begged. “Leo, please.” 

Her body lay open and inviting, her liquid honey gleaming in her cunt. The need 

to lick and taste assailed him, but his Meena burned for sex—and he definitely wasn’t 

going to deny her any comfort he could give. 

With a wicked grin, he felt his Fae coolness evaporate into steaming heat and 

molten desires. Like her, he needed…forever, but all they had was the here and now. 

He’d fuck her all night if that was what it took to ease her pain. And would he enjoy it? 

You bet your ass he would. He leaned forward, gently curling her beneath him as he 

fingered her clit. Then he edged his hips beneath her raised thighs. 

Helpless, she moaned for more. He teased the tip of his cock inside her, and she 

held her breath. He meant to take her slowly, to stoke the pleasure the drug sparked 

inside her, but her hungry groan robbed him of his self-control. 

He thrust his dick inside her, hard—penetrating her cream-filled folds. 

Meena almost wept with frustration. “All of you. Inside me. Please.” 

As hot for her as she was for him, he slammed his cock inside her, pumping 

deeper than he ever had before. 

Tied down and unable to move, she trembled beneath him. Her breath came in 

She panted in quick, eager gasps. “More. I need more.” 

Fresh desire hit him. Drugged up or not, his woman craved him in every way. His 

delight was to please her. Her vagina tightened and pulsed around his penis—milking 

him over and over. Sperm shot from his cock as she moaned again. Finally, he pulled 

her hips closer and thrust with every ounce of strength he possessed. 

Leonidas hadn’t known he cared about one tiny woman so much. Shoulders back, 

he reveled in the way he’d loved her until she screamed his name as she came. But 

damn it, the Elves listened outside. 
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Her pleasured moans would have sparked a million ribald comments—but they 

expected him to punish as well as pleasure her. Oathbound to him or not, they’d revolt 

if they didn’t hear her scream with pain. He should explain or ask her to shriek, but that 

potion stole her wits and filled her with another wave of yearning. For sex—and not 

necessarily with him. Whatever he said or did, she wouldn’t listen until he’d fucked her 

into exhaustion. 

“How do you feel now?” he asked as he withdrew and massaged her feet. 

She sighed as he let her straighten her legs. “Sated and weary, but I’m starting to 

need you inside me again.” 

“First, querida”—his eyes narrowed, and his aloof Fae mask slipped back into 

place—“you disobeyed me. I asked you to stay subservient should we meet any Elves. 

Thanks to your impulsive nature, I’ve defeated one warrior and killed another, but 

what if things had turned out different? Would you have fucked that scarred 

commander as eagerly?” 

Meena’s eyes widened in disbelief. “And you say this now. Goddess, Leo, my cunt 

feels like it’s on fire. Look, if it’s too soon for you to get a hard-on again, cut me loose, 

and I’ll find an Elf to satisfy me.” 

“Mine.” He fumed, but rather than fuck her, he turned his back and straddled her 

waist. He pulled her legs up to his shoulders and spanked her ass. Her scream rang out 

long and loud, but no matter how she squirmed and twisted, she couldn’t free her arms. 

Another slap, a longer shriek, so high and distressed that it curdled his soul. Her butt 

turned as fiery, as hot as her drug-induced passion. A third, and she gave a full-on 

scream that echoed through the night. 

“Louder,” he commanded and spanked her again. She couldn’t see his gritted 

teeth or the tears as they welled up in his eyes. He hated treating her like this. Elves’ 

blood, he lived to cosset and protect her, but this was the only way to keep her safe. 

Meena wept. “It hurts, Leo, really hurts. The drug…the pain… Oh Goddess, I’m 

sorry. Enough. Please!” 
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That break in her voice shattered his heart, but he couldn’t stop. Not with Elves 

listening outside. A fifth slap on her ass, and she yelled again. A sixth made her scream 

and curse. Helpless, arms spread-eagled, legs on his shoulders, she swore and screamed 

as he beat a tattoo on her butt. 

Finally she fell silent, her defiance a tangible force that stilled his hand. His 

woman had backbone, and now that the nightmare interlude was over, he knew just 

how to soothe her pain. When he moved aside, she scorched him with an I’ll-kill-you-

later look. He kissed each cheek, tasting her tears as his guilt balled like a hand grenade 

in his belly. Okay, he’d made her scream, but not in a good, sexy way. The only upside 

was how her screams spread though the camp and won him a place in their Elf legends. 

His command, and more importantly his woman, was safe. There’d be no more killing 

or duels, but Meena’s unforgiving gaze shattered something inside him. He raised his 

voice so loud Elves outside could hear. “You will learn, and you will obey me; 

otherwise, I’ll have you whipped and passed around like a whore.” 

 

PASSED AROUND LIKE a whore? The uptight, arrogant prick! And what the hell 

made him so special? Any man would do right now as long as he fucked her long and 

hard. Her breasts still ached, and her pussy already creamed with renewed need. 

Maybe if Leonidas was spent, she should wander around outside and find someone 

who could soothe the demands the drug made—someone who’d fuck her until she 

screamed with pleasure, not pain. If only she could get her arms loose… 

Nerves on fire, Meena had winced as his every slap sent tortured shock waves 

pumping though her body. Searing agony almost scrambled her brain. Thanks to the rat 

juice, her every sensation was multiplied a hundred times over. Sex, she needed more 

sex, not a mountain of punishment and pain. Her bruised and beaten butt felt like he’d 

taken his bullwhip to it. Nothing and no one had ever hurt her more. Then this endless 

torment changed. Her mouth watered, and liquid heat filled her cunt. Somewhere 

inside, she felt humiliated and angry, but she still begged, “Fuck me. Please.” 
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Frustration made her twist and turn. Insanity beckoned. Wildness stampeded 

though her. If she didn’t come soon, she might spontaneously combust. 

Leonidas gentled his slaps, and she felt his hand soothe and stroke her sore ass. 

He released her legs and crawled up her body, his unbound hair trailing over her flesh. 

He said something, but adrift in a sea of sensation, his words were jumbled and 

meaningless in her ears. Thankfully he gave up on his explanation, and he fucked her 

again. Missionary-style this time. 

Eyes closed, she shrieked as Leonidas thrust inside her. Orgasm after orgasm 

flowed through her, setting her adrift on a sea of sensation. Thank Hekate, Leonidas 

claimed her. If he hadn’t, she’d have fucked anyone with a cock. 

She groaned long and low—ecstasy and agony combined as she came again. Then 

she sighed again and came in a rush. Hot honey coated his dick and spilled onto his 

balls. Leonidas waited until she stopped shaking, then thrust again. This time, he came 

inside her. 

Her cunt throbbed, but her ass radiated pain like light from a high-wattage bulb. 

That potion multiplied her passion and her pain. Everything felt so intense, searing, and 

desperate. She trembled with desire—or was it fury at the way Leonidas manhandled 

her? She didn’t care, didn’t think, just opened her legs for him to fuck her again. How 

can my libido be coming back to the boil already? Anywhere. Anyhow—and apparently with 

anybody. Maybe it would take a whole troop of Elves to satisfy her sexual needs. Only, 

hard as she tugged at her bonds, she couldn’t get her arms loose. 

She eyed his dick and licked her lips. Red, upright, and pretty, it could cure her 

burning desires—temporarily at least. If she’d any pride left, she’d reject him—but her 

sexual hunger burned brighter than her self-respect. The way his penis jutted out from a 

sea of short black curls made her want to run her tongue over its smooth head and take 

him deep into her throat. Then her pussy heated again. She wanted him inside her—

and if it didn’t happen soon, she’d scream again. 
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He offered a tentative smile, retrieved his dagger, and cut through her remaining 

bonds. As he rubbed life back into her arms, he bent close and whispered, “I’m sorry.” 

Meena gave him a sullen look—a mix of embarrassment, humiliation, and all-

consuming lust—that showed him how little his apology helped. When he’d slapped 

her ass, pain had crescendoed through her like an electric shock treatment. Her screams 

had been instinctive and primal, drawn from the bottom of her soul. If she didn’t love 

him so much, she’d march out the door and screw the first Elf she saw. 

Eyes narrowed, she rested her hands on his chest and shoved him to the floor. 

Leonidas had boasted how he’d fucked her into submission. What if he’d spoken the 

truth? What if he tricked and deceived her? She’d taken one look at those sexy pointed 

ears of his and decided he was a Fae, but what if he was an Elf? An abuser of women? 

He’d certainly abused her. Did he really think she was one of those women who 

“walked into doors,” or “fell down the stairs?” No way, jackass. I’m not making excuses for 

a man who hurts me just because he can. 

Her life might be lonely, and her powers kind of twisted, but she refused to be 

some scumbag’s punching bag. Only, the pulsating need in her cunt shut out 

everything but her drug-induced compulsion for sex. 

Leonidas stared up at her with those startling emerald-hued eyes—eyes she once 

thought shone with tenderness for her. Now she knew better, but at least his dick had 

hardened again. This time she straddled him, teasing the tip of his penis with her pussy. 

He closed his eyes and groaned. That was all it took for her to ease his cock inside her. 

She squeezed her inner muscles long and hard. Hekate, that felt good. Ecstatic even. She 

lifted her hips, her vagina tightening around him. Insatiable, she rose and fell as she 

rode his dick. Another internal squeeze, another masculine groan. He thrust inside her, 

and she came again. It still wasn’t enough. 

She eyed the door and waited, wondering if she needed to invite one of the Elves 

to join their sexual games. 
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As if he read her mind, Leonidas rolled her beneath him. “No way, querida. 

You’re mine alone.” 

Her Fae had stamina, she’d give him that—even if he was the biggest jackass she 

knew. He took her with her legs wrapped around his waist and her arms around his 

neck—and she demanded more. He took her from behind while she quivered on all 

fours. He took her missionary-style and then laid her on the bed. 

Meena turned on her side as he mantled her against him and tangled his legs with 

hers. Exhaustion overcame her sexual desires, and she slept in his arms. 
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Chapter Nineteen 

Meena woke alone. She brimmed with anger, outrage, and…disappointment. Why 

did she never measure up? Even Leonidas had beaten her for daring to save the 

runaway’s life. At least she knew where she stood now. Yeah, over in the shadows, 

weeping over a man who thought it okay to abuse her. 

Before she could worry over her ripped top—which kind of matched her ripped 

heart—the runaway slipped inside and squatted beside the bed. “Our master’s still 

angry at you. He said you could have bread, but he refused to waste good meat on a 

troublemaker like you. I’m sorry. At least we fashioned this for you while you slept.” 

Hesitantly Meena wriggled into the bundle of leather straps the girl offered. While 

the bands supported her breasts, they barely covered her nipples. And as for the 

bottoms… Well, they made a thong bikini look big. Since the Elf commander had ruined 

every stitch of clothing she possessed, they’d have to do. Despite the way “our master” 

grated on her twenty-first-century values, she smiled at the runaway. 

“I’m grateful for the clothes, and bread’s fine, thank you.” 

“There’s some salve.” The other girl whispered so low Meena barely heard. “It 

will help soothe the soreness. Just don’t let the menfolk know you have it.” 

“Honestly, I’m fine.” Meena sank her teeth into the stale hunk of bread. If 

Leonidas thought he could get around her by covertly supporting her vegetarian 

beliefs, he had another think coming. She’d expected to be sore in the most personal 

places, but she felt ready to take on the world—starting with Leonidas, her sexy, 

abusive, bullying Fae. The man she loved. The man she’d come close to hating last 

night. 
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She’d recovered from her drugged-up nymphomania now—but her butt still 

stung. Okay, time to put that humiliating interlude behind her and face a new day. 

Damn it, she’d trusted Leonidas, believed in him, and last night he’d shown her his true 

nature. She’d smile and pretend he’d broken her spirit, but once they found her mother, 

she’d be out of here so fast her footsteps would scorch the ground. 

When she stepped into the dawn light, the Elf warriors grinned—their appraising 

looks another thing she blamed Leonidas for. He’d made her shriek with both passion 

and pain, and now she ran a gauntlet of oversexed Elves—all eager to hear her scream 

again. That or fuck her. She spotted Leonidas talking with the drudges, but he looked 

heavy eyed and weary. Ha, he can’t keep up with a live wire like me. I hope he’s too sore to 

move. 

She smiled her perkiest smile, the one that the Goth shop’s customers had loved—

until she’d upset that young exhibitionist who thought it cool to strip off and play the 

Witch. She yawned, stretched her arms high over her head, then spread them wide. Elf 

warriors froze as their collective gaze fastened on her rounded double D breasts. 

Although she ignored the leering Elves, she added a feminine sway to her walk. 

“Isn’t it just the most glorious morning? I know I’m going to enjoy the walk.” 

Leonidas shot to her side and rested his hands on her shoulders. “Don’t push me, 

woman.” 

She looked away, still angry and hurting, refusing to meet his gaze. 

“You want to walk? Very well.” His voice rang out, harsh and cold, calculated to 

warn off overeager Elves. “Then you will stay at my side as I lead the column.” 

After the way he’d abused her, she’d rather step into a cage of cobras. His eyes 

narrowed and darkened into angry pits. Nothing of the sensual lover who had seduced 

his way between her legs remained. Last night, he’d taught her more about pain than 

pleasure. She smiled and pretended to accept his subtle plea for forgiveness. He’d hurt 

and humiliated her, then threatened to pass her around like a whore. Worse—thanks to 
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the randy rat potion, she’d have let him. Despite her misgivings, she took her place by 

his side as they began the day’s march. Goddess, this would be a long trip. 

By noon, Mordred’s stronghold loomed on the horizon like a Norman motte-and-

bailey castle. The stronghold dominated the skyline, its black stones dark blots on the 

green landscape. As they drew nearer, she could make out crenellations atop the walls 

and arrow slits in the sides. Finally, she could see how strong stone walls held back the 

jungle of anaconda vines, sundew plants, and oversize mandrakes. 

An hour’s march later, and Leonidas led the column over the moat, Meena at his 

side. The spiral-leaved waterweeds choked the moat, tendrils seething as they searched 

for their next victim. 

Hekate, I hope this Mordred doesn’t feed his prisoners to them. 

* * * * 

Leonidas kept his face stern and unyielding as the column trudged through the 

barbican gate. He felt a fluttering of magic rekindle inside him and knew his power was 

returning. Elves’ blood, he’d relinquish it forever if Meena only gave him a genuine 

smile. His heart had almost stopped beating when that drudge had told him how the 

drug made Meena’s pain worse. She’d suffered more than he expected or wanted, and 

he’d never forgive himself for that. 

She barely spoke, her usual snarky tongue stilled into soft-spoken answers, but 

only if he asked direct questions. Otherwise she stayed silent—eyes downcast, lips 

pursed into a narrow line. He just wished he’d had a chance to explain his actions—and 

he still needed to tell her about Mordred. 

He dragged his feet as he crossed the courtyard. He dismissed his men, grabbed 

Meena’s hand, and pulled her inside the tower. Two guards with steel helmets and 

halberds barred the door. 

“You camp outside with your troop,” one snarled. 
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The second growled. “No one enters Lord Mordred’s chambers without a direct 

invitation.” 

The first one grinned. “But if you think getting in’s hard, try making it out alive.” 

Leonidas’s icy stare knocked the starch from their spines, but they still blocked his 

way. He drew himself up to his full six-feet-six height. “Tell Lord Mordred that keeping 

Leonidas, King of the Fae, waiting is an insult to the entire Fae race.” 

“King of the Fae? Really?” Meena gaped. “That’s one hell of a secret you kept 

there. So, jackass, do you have any other surprises in store?” 

So much for his woman turning stiff and formal. Her snarky-tongued comment 

delighted him after their long silent march—but the guards had different ideas. 

“Silence!” the first bellowed. 

The second glowered and fingered his knife. “Speak when you are spoken to, or 

lose your tongue.” 

Meena edged closer to Leonidas, but the confrontation ended when the Great 

Hall’s doors swung open. A slender warrior stood before them. He could have passed 

for Leonidas’s double but for the deep scar that ran from his left eye to his lips. “Leo, 

you’ve finally come to swear allegiance.” 

Leonidas shook his head. “I’ll form an alliance, Mordred, but you know the 

conditions.” 

“And you, my brother”—the overlord shook his head—“know I can’t meet them 

yet. Still it’s good to see you, and you’ve brought the Witch’s spawn. We can use her to 

make her mother break the curse.” 

 

MEENA STARED FROM one to the other and realized they shared the same face. 

Except for the scar, they looked more twins than brothers. This connection with her 

mother’s kidnapper was another secret Leonidas hadn’t shared, along with his lineage 

and his penchant for beating on helpless women. 



TO BREAK A WARRIOR KING’S CURSE|  141 

Her voice reverberated with betrayal. “King of the Fae’s bad enough. Your entire 

race has their heads shoved up their butts. Then, guess what, Mordred’s your brother. 

What did you think? That I was too stupid or too loved up to notice?” 

That earned her a dark look from the overlord, but Meena felt detached as though 

she watched through the wrong end of a telescope. The two men—leaders of their 

respective nations—embraced, their obvious affection sidelining her. 

Then Leonidas broke free and wrapped his arms round her waist. “Mordred, meet 

Meena. She’s one hell of a woman, and she kills carnivorous plants.” 

That’s it then. She’d wanted to mean something special to her Fae—their bloody 

king for goodness’ sake—but he couldn’t see beyond her plant-killing mojo. Okay, she 

was finally back in the otherworld—but the best her lover could say about her was she 

killed a few weeds. 

That’s some life skill I’ve got going on there, really. 

And did that overlord just out her as a Witch? At least Leonidas didn’t seem to 

have noticed. No wonder he’d told her, “No promises. No future.” Not when he was King 

of the Fae. Even if he’d wanted her, he was so far above her that if she reached out to 

him, she’d overbalance and fall into a deep pit of despair. Damn, did nothing ever go 

right for her? 

What if his apologies had been for real? Suppose he’d truly needed to make her 

scream to secure his position. To keep her safe. Better he spanked her than kill someone 

else, but couldn’t he have whispered an explanation? Then came the real question. 

Would she have shrieked like that if he’d asked? Probably not. She’d been so lost in her 

need for sensual pleasure she’d have ignored him—just as she had all day. 

Stupid, useless Witch. Wasting the last precious hours at his side. 

Even her mother had called her headstrong and stubborn, but her straight-talking, 

get-in-there-first attitude covered her fear of rejection. She backed it up with a sarcastic 

tongue and a gung-ho attitude, but that lost, vulnerable girl who fled the otherworld 



142  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

still trembled inside her. Then that dog-breathed bully died because she couldn’t act 

submissive. 

Given the choice between his life or the runaway’s, she’d choose the runaway 

every time. Without thinking, she’d elected herself judge and jury, and then she’d 

forced Leonidas to act as her executioner. Maybe if she’d just kept quiet, they could 

have found some middle ground. 

Although given that Leonidas hated everything witchy and weird—her 

included—probably not. 

She chewed on her bottom lip and wished she’d been honest with him from the 

start. Damn it, when has he been honest with me? What with his being the Fae king, the 

overlord’s brother, and all. 

She saw the instant Mordred’s words registered with Leonidas—but he refused to 

condemn her unheard. He pulled her closer. “Witch’s spawn? You couldn’t be more 

wrong. Meena’s a druid or a sprite, but she doesn’t like to talk about her past. 

Apparently the Witches put a price on her head because they thought she lacked any 

powers. Mord, she’s a walking miracle. I don’t understand how they could have been so 

wrong.” 

Okay, it was time to man up and reveal all. Confused and uncertain, she leaned 

into his embrace and breathed in his spicy chocolate essence. For the last time maybe. 

Mordred looked her over like she’d crawled out from under a stone. “Is that what 

she told you? Leo, my brother, she’s a liar as well as a Witch. Worse, her mother’s the 

one that cursed our father and by default, you.” 

Meena hadn’t realized it was so cold in here. Arms wrapped tightly around her 

chest—unsure if it was for comfort or warmth—she stepped back and shook her head. 

Blinking hard, she couldn’t meet Leonidas’s gaze. Tears in her eyes, she knew whatever 

she said it would be too little, too late. Voice cracking with emotion, she admitted, 

“Mum wouldn’t know a curse if one hit her in the face. Leo, I’m sorry, but like me, she 

was born and bred a Witch.” 
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He dropped his arm from around her waist and shook his head. He condemned 

her with his emerald-hued gaze, and without a word, he moved away from her side. 

Then it hit her. He might never hold her again. He’d risked his life for her, taken 

her side when he didn’t have to, and what did she do in return? She lied and deceived 

him when all she really wanted was to love him until the universe ceased to exist. “Leo, 

I’m so sorry.” 

The world moved in slow motion as if everything was a dream. Tears poured 

down her cheeks, but she lacked the energy to lift her hand and wipe them away. She 

wanted to tell him nothing mattered except him, but he turned away. Her eyes 

brimmed with sorrow, and her face turned whiter than winter’s deepest snow. 

Mordred’s eyes darkened—coal-black orbs that carried the weight of the world—

but his smile was crocodile cruel. “Your mother cursed my brother and his bloodline, 

but that wasn’t enough for a bitch like you. Whatever game you think you’re playing, 

you’ll regret it—if you live long enough.” 

Leonidas moved between them, but his closed-down expression and curled lip 

crushed her. Finally, he ran his the back of his hand down her cheek in a silent plea for 

her to retract her words. Seconds stretched into hours. When she shook her head and 

said nothing, he spun on his heel and walked away. 

Nausea swamped her, and although she despised the way he’d treated her last 

night, she’d done something a million times worse. She’d deceived him from the 

moment they’d met, and now she suffered for it. It hurt, but she could no more deny 

her origins than she could stop her heart beating—and it beat for him alone. Finally she 

found her voice. “I might be a Witch, but I’m a really bad one.” 

“Elves’ blood!” Leonidas bellowed. “There’s no such thing as a good one.” 

The fury in his voice, the pain in his eyes weighed her down. One more word, one 

more wound, and she’d shatter. She sniffed back tears and backed away. Maybe, after 

all they’d been through together, he cared for her a little. She just needed to explain. 
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Chapter Twenty 

Mordred laid his hand on Leonidas’s arm. “I’m sorry, bro. But I needed Elizbetta 

as much as you. Possibly more. Unlike the oh so aloof Fae, I’m not too proud to suck up 

to humans if it ensures my people survive. My fire opals bought food and information 

in the mundane world; then those fools in the People’s Defense League fell for my lies.” 

“Why, Mordred? Why not tell me you’d found her? You know I’ve been searching 

for years.” Leonidas’s deep voice rumbled like an avalanche thundering down a 

mountain—ready to sweep Meena up and carry her out of his life. She was disposable, 

a Witch with so little magic that her best skill lay in killing plants. 

How could twenty-four hours hold so many surprises? First Leonidas turned out 

to be King of the Fae. His brother was the Elf overlord—a man who liked to make 

women scream. And apparently her mother blighted Leonidas’s bloodline with a curse. 

Really, could things get any worse? 

These two men obviously cared for each other, but Leonidas had told her how 

their races had skirmished on and off for years. Her mother, the kindest, most loving 

woman she knew, gave up everything—possibly even her true-mate—to keep Meena 

safe. She almost heard Leonidas’s synapses make the connection. Elizbetta vanished 

when her mother fled the otherworld. Elizabeth Sybil made a new life in Whitby. 

Meena struggled to put the words “mother” and “curse” in the same sentence. 

Leonidas’s hand fell to the hilt of his dagger, and he tensed with the need for 

vengeance. Hekate, she’d lost her job, her chance to rescue her mother, and her lover. If 

he drew that blade, she’d lose her life. 

Mordred pulled Leonidas back. “Not tonight, bro. Her death can serve two 

purposes if we do this right.” 
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Meena’s thoughts turned grim. Her heart ached for the pain her family had caused 

Leonidas—and her silence had made things a million times worse. She couldn’t breathe, 

couldn’t swallow, and darkness engulfed her like a thick suffocating cloak. When she 

stepped back, the tower’s stone wall blocked her path. Damn, is that my knees buckling? 

And when did my body get so heavy? I should have stuck to that last diet. I failed at that just like 

everything else. 

Her legs wobbled. She shivered, colder than ever, and her back slid slowly down 

the wall. 

Leonidas loomed over her—his face closed down with icy disdain. “Have my 

other woman bathed and brought to my chamber. I need to fuck a decent woman 

tonight.” 

The runaway? The woman she’d saved? Jealousy crackled through her. A torrent 

of tears flooded down her cheeks as she slumped on the floor. Oblivion beckoned, and 

she hurt too much to fight it. She’d never fainted in her life, but she sighed and let the 

darkness claim her. 

* * * * 

Meena woke slowly. She’d dreamed of Leonidas’s gentle touch and tender smile. 

His kisses tasted hot and sweet—chili and chocolate—just as delicious as his cock. Then 

she remembered how his frigid stare had condemned her. Her pride made her stiffen, 

then she realized she might never get the chance to taste him again. Complex and 

brilliant, he was the only thing that mattered in her life. The way he’d put aside his own 

concerns to help find her mother had shattered her touch-me-not barriers. He’d even 

protected her from that Elf commander, and all along she’d deceived him. 

She hadn’t realized how much his faith in her mattered until she’d seen it splinter 

into a million jagged shards. His eyes had turned bottle green like seaweed left high 

and dry on a beach. His spine had stiffened like a spear. No wonder people called the 

Fae cold and unfeeling. That closed-down, don’t-come-near-me look on his face had 
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definitely frozen her. Then when she thought of the runaway warming his bed, she 

wanted to empty the nearest wine goblet over his head. 

Jealousy wasn’t green. It was a bloodred killing rage that lengthened her fangs 

and turned her fingernails into claws. What in the hell’s happening to me? Witches don’t 

have retractable fangs or claws. And how could my Leonidas prefer that wretched woman with 

her skinny body and sticky-out bones to my curves? Maybe a low-carb diet? Not that she’d 

stick with that either. Diets and her just didn’t mix. Just like her and Leonidas—

apparently. He’d made that clear when he ordered another woman prepared for his 

bed. 

Finally she cracked her eyes open and peered at her surroundings. Beneath her, 

straw from a paillasse poked between the leather straps that almost covered her breasts. 

A wriggle of her shoulders. A quarter turn of her hips. Anything to get comfortable, 

then another turn, and she rolled into the damp stones of the dungeon wall. 

She squinted up at the only light source—a small grill high overhead. Iron bars 

caged her on three sides. That damp wall completed her tiny, cheerless small cell. Her 

jackass Fae—the man she didn’t want to live without—had let her enemies toss her in 

the dungeons. Thanks, Leo. I love you too. So much for sarcasm. She really did love him, 

but he viewed her as…disposable. And he wasn’t a jackass. He was a good man who 

her mother had cursed. No wonder he hated her now. 

Her mother’s voice called from the next cell. “Are you back with us, Meena, love?” 

Meena turned her head and peered through the bars. Despite her utter misery, she 

ran across the cell and reached out. “Mum? Are you all right?” 

“I’m fine, love,” her mother answered, “but your father’s not doing too well.” 

Did she hear right? Her father? Not more surprises. Please. Not now when her life 

sucked more than ever. “My father? The scumbag who left you before I was born?” 

It was probably the drug wearing off and a night of mind-blowing sex that had 

made her sleep so long. Nothing to do with her world falling apart… 
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Her mother entwined her fingers through hers. “Meena, look at me. You know I 

love you. Don’t you?” 

People only spoke like that when they were hurt so bad they thought they were 

dying. “Hellfire, Mum. What have they done to you? And what the hell do you mean, 

my father? Everyone told me he was dead.” 

A groan sounded from the depths of the third cell. An emaciated figure slumped 

from chains attached to the wall and his wrists. His hair hung down to his waist, and 

his beard fell to his hips. Damn, but he made the Elves’ drudges look plump. The poor 

guy looked like he’d been starved for years, but his eyes gleamed bloodred through the 

gloom. 

Meena almost laughed. “Talk about a Star Wars moment. Is he going to breathe 

like an asthmatic and tell me, ‘Meena, I am your father’? Not that he ever gave a damn 

about me.” 

Her father groaned again. Elizbetta growled an angry, “He’s a hero, holding out 

like he has. Don’t you dare disrespect your father. My visions showed me how, once 

your familiar unbound your powers, we’d end up here. Don’t worry, love, you’ll soon 

put everything to rights.” 

Meena knew just how wrong her mother was. She hadn’t morphed into 

Superwitch or anything. All she did was kill plants. And what was that about her 

familiar? She really hoped it wasn’t the Goth shop owner’s bad-tempered Yorkshire 

terrier. And didn’t all the Witches who worked with familiars have blonde streaks in 

their hair? Something she lacked. Not that she’d looked in the mirror lately. 

She’d felt stronger since she stepped back into the otherworld, but she didn’t 

seethe with new power. More like she boiled over with disgust at the crappy way her 

magic had panned out. Reluctantly, she stared down at her curls. Where the hell had 

the blonde streaks come from? And after all that happened, did she give a damn? Not 

really. Only the Fae king mattered, whether he wanted her or not. “Mum? Why did you 

curse Leonidas?” 



148  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

Elizbetta answered, her voice winter-wind bitter. “Never heard of him. I cursed 

that old goat Herodotus, and he deserved everything he got. Betraying me and your 

father like that.” 

“Explanations, Mum,” Meena demanded, but almost against her will, she stole a 

glance at the red-eyed creature in the next cell. Her father? Goddess, no!. Red eyes. 

Vampire! That thing was a Vampire. That certainly explained her recent bloodlust and 

cravings. No wonder she wanted to rip out the runaway’s throat with her teeth and 

claws. And she still lusted after Leonidas’s blood. 

Meena wrapped her arms round her knees as she sat and tried to take in her 

mixed parentage. No wonder no one ever mentioned her father. The Vampire. Think of 

him as the Vampire, not my dad. However much she denied it, she was a hybrid creature 

with the worst characteristics of each race. No magic, no turning into mist and flowing 

off into the night for her. Just an occasional need to taste blood—but at least that 

explained why her mother raised her as a vegetarian. 

What had her Leo told her? “The only thing worse than a Vampire is a Witch.” And 

damn it, she was both. Just when she’d thought things couldn’t get any worse, they did. 

Her mother clung to the prison bars and tried to explain. “I wanted to tell you 

everything, but the only way I could see you reunite with your father was to say 

nothing. I worked my way through a million scenarios, but every one of them changed 

my vision.” 

Meena didn’t care about her mum’s shifting visions. All she wanted was another 

moment in Leonidas’s arms. She hated that Leonidas refused to hear her out, but earlier 

she’d done the same to him. And why hadn’t she explained earlier? Still, he’d kept his 

secrets too. Maybe it wasn’t all her mother’s fault. Slowly, sadly, she took her mother’s 

hand and offered her a weak smile. 

Elizbetta spoke slowly as though the memories pained her. “Twenty-four years 

ago, the Witch Council sent me to help out the Elves and Fae with their plant problem. 

No one realized I was pregnant, but all those hormones screwed up my powers. I 



TO BREAK A WARRIOR KING’S CURSE|  149 

couldn’t stop that carnivorous jungle encroaching on the fields. Neither could I see any 

danger, but the Fae King was a womanizer before my curse. The treacherous bastard 

wanted me. He ambushed your father, sold him to the previous Elf overlord, and 

pretended to comfort me. How he expected to fool a seer is beyond me. I wouldn’t have 

turned to him if he’d been the last man on the planet.” 

Meena curled her lip at the Vampire. Keep calling him that. Don’t ever call him Dad. 

“And let me guess. While you were gone, Romeo over there betrayed you. Way to go, 

Dad.” 

There, she’d said it. A slip of the tongue, surely. She wouldn’t let herself feel 

anything for the Vampire who walked away before she was born. 

* * * * 

Leonidas’s head throbbed. His stomach churned, and his throat felt like he’d 

swallowed grit. Elves’ blood, he knew there was a reason he didn’t drink more than the 

odd glass of wine. And last night, he’d drunk until he passed out. He lifted his head off 

the table in the deserted Great Hall where he’d spent the night, and winced. When he 

tried to stand, he nearly threw up. 

What the hell had possessed him? And where was Meena? Shit, his true-mate was 

a Witch. Last night, rage had rolled through him, making him threaten and bellow. So 

much for being the perfect unfeeling Fae. Only, with Meena, sensation overwhelmed 

him. She’d filled his barren world with joy and unearthed all the emotion he buried 

inside. Then she’d hurt and betrayed him—played him even. He couldn’t be true-

bonded with a Witch. Could he? 

No way would the Fae gods torture him like that. He couldn’t… He wouldn’t… 

But he did. Every cell in his body ached to be near her, to breathe in her wild herb and 

heather essence. He needed her on a primal level, and he definitely wasn’t willing to 

live without her. He’d find her, win her, and make her his. The only fly in his ointment 

was his soon-to-be mother-in-law. 
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He thought of Meena’s lush curves, color-streaked ebony curls, and the way she 

hummed when he satisfied her. She hummed a lot when she was happy. But not last 

night. She’d stood there, all wide eyes and quivering lips—lips he wanted to kiss and 

taste. 

Meena never worked spells or curses. Her talent was to suck the magical life force 

out of plants. Surely she hadn’t meant to wound him so deeply. Besides, with Meena, he 

discovered things he’d never known—love, laughter, and hugs. Even his mother had 

wanted the perfect, unemotional Fae son. His younger self had craved his mother’s soft 

words or some sign of affection—not that she’d ever shown him any. After his father’s 

infidelities, he’d buried his childhood needs beneath a cool, unemotional facade, but 

she’d cared more for Mordred than for him. 

Then the gods mated him to a rainbow-haired in-your-face-charming Witch. 

Everything sparkled when Meena stood beside him, but now he was back in a 

nondescript world where everything seemed dull and gray. Mine! His mating bond 

screamed inside him. She’s mine! But last night he’d thrown everything they shared 

away. 

He’d almost claimed her—a Witch—as his queen, and his heart still told him he 

should. He ran his hand through his unbound hair and ignored the emptiness inside 

him. Not working. He couldn’t breathe for the need of her, but what if he never got past 

the way her mother cursed him? Damn it, if he wanted Meena for his queen, he’d have 

to forgive and forget—but he’d dreamed of vengeance for years. 
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Chapter Twenty-One 

“Hair of the dog, bro?” Mordred banged a tankard of ale down beside him. 

Damn, does he have to be so loud? 

Leonidas’s stomach rolled like the ale sloshing over the tankard’s rim. He couldn’t 

touch that amber liquid if his life depended on it, but his parched throat demanded he 

drink something. “I always knew you had a sadistic streak, Mord. Give me water, not 

more bloody ale. And do it quietly.” 

Mordred laughed, actually laughed when his half brother winced. “I’m a ruthless 

bastard, remember? Elf overlord and all that.” 

Leonidas felt like someone had stuck daggers in his eyes—from the inside out. But 

his head didn’t hurt as much as his heart. 

Mordred scraped a chair out from the table, then grinned when Leonidas buried 

his head in his hands at the noise. He couldn’t resist a chance to gloat. “My uptight 

brother, hungover and in need of a shower. You reek of last night’s ale. What’s wrong, 

bro? Trouble with the man bits despite your curse? Was the curvy wench too much for 

you? Give the bitch to me, and I’ll make her moan with delight.” 

Leonidas shot to his feet, then wished he hadn’t. “Elves’ blood, don’t talk about 

Meena like that.” 

Mordred’s smile turned lecherous. “Don’t worry. I dealt with her. I even forbade 

the servants to disturb you. I told them we were talking food and politics—two things 

dear to their hearts.” 

“Did you hurt her?” Leonidas demanded. 
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Mordred lolled back in the chair and put his feet on the table. Leonidas winced 

when the metal heels clattered against the solid oak. He didn’t remember his half 

brother being so bloody loud before. Maybe a drink would help clear his thoughts. 

He grabbed for the tankard, but Mordred switched glasses. “Here, have some 

water, and don’t come any closer. You seriously stink. I bet your busty little Witch 

wouldn’t approve of the way you smell. In fact, after last night, I doubt she approves of 

you at all. And as for your scrawny bit on the side—no, I didn’t hurt her. You know me 

better than that.” 

Vague memories surfaced. Leonidas groaned. Had he really threatened to take the 

runaway into his bed? Yeah, he had. He’d wanted to wound Meena the way she had 

him—but now that he was calmer, he’d rather face a flogging than hurt her like that. He 

couldn’t regret last night’s actions more. 

Mordred took another chance to torment his brother. “I did what you wanted with 

your women. The scrawny one’s safe, and the curvy one’s in the dungeons along with 

the Witch and the Vampire.” 

Elves’ blood, does he have a death wish, talking about my Meena like that? I’ll choke the 

life out him if he doesn’t get some respect in his voice when talks about my woman. Leonidas 

was just about to tell his half brother a few home truths when he remembered Meena 

blacking out. Elves’ blood, his prejudice and anger had driven her to that—but she 

should have told him she was a Witch. Guilt laced through his hangover, and he 

slumped back in his chair with a groan. 

Poor Meena suffered because of him, but damn it, couldn’t he go more than a 

couple of minutes without her invading his brain? She’d betrayed him, kept silent when 

she should have spoken—but she’d moaned for his loving touch every time she shared 

his bed. She was a generous lover, and in his world of aloof women and cruel curses, 

her honest and open nature delighted him. 

He loved the way she smiled as she brushed back rainbow-streaked curls from her 

cheek, and the way she hummed under her breath when she was happy. Everything 
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about her—big or small—made his pulse race with excitement. Just the thought of her 

turned his cock hard. His woman possessed a warrior’s heart, and she was always 

willing to stand up for what was right, but she’d suckered him with her I don’t have any 

powers act. He wasn’t sure he could forgive that. Even when her lies left him indignant 

and hurting, he still loved her, and like an idiot he’d let his brother toss her in a cell. 

Mordred watched him work through last night’s events with a drunk’s ponderous 

concentration, then poured him another glass of water. “I can’t spare the magic to fix a 

hangover. Go outside and stick your head under a pump or something. Get rational 

enough to read through a section of the Elf archives. Then we’ll talk.” 

Leonidas held his head as he staggered to the door. “Damn it, Mord, you need to 

get a better brewer. That ale’s downright bad. And don’t think I’m going anywhere 

until I’ve seen Meena.” 

“That ale’s no worse than any other foodstuff we produce. Why do you think we 

trade with the humans? My Elves labor in the fire opal mines, but they’re warriors, not 

miners. We’re starving, Leo, and the only solution I can see is locked up in my dungeon. 

And he’s too damn stubborn for his own good. Your woman’s safe and reasonably 

comfortable—for now. Get out of here, and don’t come back until you smell less like the 

midden on a sunny day.” 

“He”? Not Meena then? Maybe once Leonidas’s thoughts cleared, things wouldn’t 

seem so bad. Mordred didn’t need his true-mate, just wanted another prisoner to work 

a few spells or something. Leonidas would do whatever he could to stop the Elves from 

starving as long as Meena stayed safe and well. “That damn Witch is my true-mate. 

Whatever I said or did last night, I won’t let anyone hurt her. Not even you. I haven’t 

told her my feelings since I’ve nothing but pain to give her. If I don’t fuck someone else 

in twenty-six days’ time, I’ll turn feral, and women might die as a result.” 

Mordred’s jaw dropped, and he sat back to consider while his half brother headed 

off to find a pump. 

* * * * 
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Meena paced her cell. Her fists opened and closed as if she wanted to strangle 

someone. The Fae king perhaps? She loved Leonidas completely, but he’d turned on her 

like a panther bringing down prey. And why did the Elves want her anyway? Her 

father looked like he hadn’t eaten since King Herodotus betrayed him. Judging by the 

length of his hair and beard, he’d been stuck down here for years. “Okay, Mum. You’re 

the one with the visions. How the hell do we get out of here?” 

Her mother’s voice cracked. “It’s a bit hazy, love. Something’s changed. My 

vision’s shifting, and nothing’s clear anymore.” 

Suddenly angry at the woman she’d come here to save, Meena snapped, “Some 

plan you’ve got there, Mum. Maybe it’s the way you cursed Leonidas, Herodotus’s son. 

I get that you hated the whole family, but why pass it down to him?” 

“I didn’t,” her mother answered, “or at least I didn’t mean to. I just wanted 

Herodotus to suffer the same sort of hell he put me through when he separated me 

from your father. The curse stops him finding his true-mate—ever. Well, he might find 

her, but I planted an insatiable beast inside him. No woman will bond with him when 

he needs to fuck someone new each month. If he doesn’t, his beast takes over, and he 

becomes everything the Fae despise.” 

Meena had dreamed of being Leonidas’s one and only love, but thanks to her 

mother’s curse, that could never happen. She wasn’t his—and even if she was, she’d 

have to share him. Whoever made up that nonsense about half a loaf being better than 

no bread had been stupid or half-starved. Just like she was starved for Leonidas’s love 

and affection—not that he’d offered it anyway. Hekate, that hurt like he’d twisted his 

rapier in her heart. Her mother had ruined his life. No wonder he’d been so furious last 

night. 

Meena had abandoned everyone and everything she loved once, and she’d 

survived—barely. After all that happened, the pain of leaving her homeland seemed 

such a little thing compared to the agony that scorched her heart. She ached for 

Leonidas’s pain too. How lonely and hopeless his life must be. No wonder he hated 
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Witches, and now, half-naked and locked in Mordred’s dungeon, she understood why. 

“Back to your curse, Mum. Leonidas doesn’t deserve it. Set him free.” 

Elizbetta spat in the slop bucket in the corner. “After the way his family betrayed 

your father? No way. Let him suffer for what they did to my Vlad. If I could, I’d curse 

the whole Fae nation, along with the Elves.” 

This woman with her hard edges and bitter words was nothing like the peaceful 

herbalist Meena knew and loved. Maybe a twenty-three-year separation from your true-

mate did that to you. No wonder her mum cried herself to sleep so often, but would it 

hurt to have told Meena the truth? But then she hadn’t been exactly up front and honest 

with Leonidas. Fear, love, and anger were terrible emotions—life wrecking even. 

For the first time, she envied the Fae their cold demeanor and their frozen hearts. 

It didn’t help that Leonidas’s easy grin and dimples warmed her in ways she hadn’t 

thought possible. He hadn’t seemed so cold to her. 

She hugged her chest for warmth, but there was nothing submissive about the tilt 

of her chin. “I love Leonidas. He’d a good man who doesn’t deserve your curse.” 

“So good he threw you in the dungeons? No, Meena, I wouldn’t help even if I 

could.” Elizbetta fumed as she paced her cell. 

Meena didn’t know whether to weep or throw up. “What do you mean? Even if 

you could?” 

Elizbetta grinned with cruel satisfaction. “My hormones were raging when I 

cursed the Fae king, but I never cursed his bloodline. Somehow my magic mingled with 

my emotions, and the curse took on a life of its own. I can’t take it back, not that I’d ever 

want to.” 

Meena sank back on the paillasse and stared at the ceiling. There was no way to 

free Leonidas, and he deserved so much more than a life lived alone. When they got out 

of here, she’d study every grimoire she could lay her hands on until she found a way to 

release him—but the most powerful ones were locked in the Witches’ Grand Library. 
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No way would they let a reject like her into their sanctum. “Mum, if your vision’s 

returned, your magic must have. Why can’t you just whisk the three of us out of here?” 

And when did it become “the three of us”? Meena didn’t want to be half-Vampire. 

She didn’t even want to be a Witch, not if it cost her Leonidas. 

Elizbetta’s rage drained from her, leaving a defeated expression. “Sorry, love, I’m 

still recovering from all that Fairy dust, and your father’s too weak to protect us. We’re 

stuck here until I’m back to full strength, unless you can think of something?” 

Meena sniffed, disgusted by her seemingly endless tears. What happened to a stiff 

upper lip and all that? “You said I could work with animals now my power’s unbound. 

Maybe I could summon a tree snake and have it bring us some pitcher plant seeds. You 

grow them, Mum, and when the acid’s dissolved the bars, I’ll kill them. We just need to 

stay clear of any spills.” 

The Vampire rattled his chains to get her attention, then spoke his first ever words 

to his daughter. “Proud of you, Meena.” 

Why did he have to go say that? She wanted to hate him and tell him he’d had no 

right to reject her. But he was proud of her. Just like Leonidas had been before she 

learned she was a Witch. Now he wanted anyone but her, even the scrawny runaway. 

She’d have to starve herself to get as thin as her. 

Meena realized she’d messed up even before she was born. Her presence in 

Elizbetta’s womb twisted her mother’s powers. Her father had been imprisoned 

because her mum’s foresight deserted her, then her poor Leonidas lived with an 

unbreakable curse. Then her father said he was proud of her. It didn’t make their 

situation better, but she stood a little taller. 

She spoke directly to her father. “Thanks, Dad.” 

He inclined his head toward her. 

Maybe they could forge a relationship after all, but she had unresolved issues to 

deal with first. With a quick smile for her mother, she asked, “Can either of you tell me 

what’s going down with the Elves? Why us?” 
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Her mother answered for him. “Your father’s the only Vampire that makes others 

like him. Most Vampires are born, but only my Vlad can create them. The Elves want 

him to make them into Vampires so they don’t starve. That would make the rest of the 

otherworld their prey. He’s held out over for almost twenty-three years, and now that 

your familiar’s unbound your powers, you can get us out of here.” 

Meena stared at the Vampire and tried to imagine growing up with him in her life. 

She and her mum had missed so much, but she had a thousand questions. Like how 

could he make Vampires? Only Vlad Dracul, the missing Vampire king, could do that. 

And sweet Hekate, her father had been missing for almost twenty-three years. No 

doubt about it, her father was the missing Vampire king. Great, that made her princess 

of a race Leonidas despised. 

Before she could say anything, the dungeon door opened with a creak, and two 

Elves pulled Meena from her cell. “Mordred’s ordered you bathed and made ready, 

wench. Behave, and you might survive his attentions. Maybe afterward you could play 

with us too.” 

Her father went crazy, rattling his chains and growling his anger. Her mother 

wept and pleaded, but Meena felt too numb to care. Leonidas allowed this—and that 

was unforgivable, no matter how much she’d hurt him. Besides, hadn’t he punished her 

enough? She couldn’t help being born a Witch, but he’d tossed her in the dungeons for 

it. And he bedded that scrawny runaway. Now he passed Meena off to his half 

brother—when her heart screamed she was his. 
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Chapter Twenty-Two 

When Leonidas returned to the Great Hall, his eyes shone with clear-headed 

intelligence, and he’d scraped his hair back into its usual neat queue. Despite the 

alcohol, his powers had returned while he slept, and thanks to a healing spell, his 

hangover had vanished. Even his clothes looked laundered and pressed. 

“The wonders of Fae magic. Just look at you, hangover banished and clothes 

bandbox neat. What a waste of power,” Mordred mocked. 

Leonidas’s hand dropped to his rapier hilt. His eyes narrowed and his muscles 

tensed. His voice flowed around the hall like an arctic wind whistling over frozen 

wastes. “No games, Mordred. I need Meena and some answers. And I need them now.” 

Mordred rolled his eyes and snapped his fingers. A scribe rushed in, banged a 

huge leather-bound ledger down on the table, and scurried away. 

Mordred pulled a letter from inside the covers “Read this. I’ve had a half dozen of 

them over the last few months, offering supplies in exchange for my pretending to head 

up the People’s Defense League. Of course, I accepted, but I did some digging in the 

archives too and turned up an interesting entry in this ledger.” 

Leonidas inched his rapier from its sheath, giving his half brother a glimpse of the 

Fae-forged blade. “Meena first. She’s under my protection. If anyone’s hurt her, they’ll 

die.” 

The laughter died from Mordred’s eyes. “She’s fine, bro. I promise. Now, facts 

first, sex later. All right? I’ve ordered a room and a bath prepared for your woman, so 

relax. We’ve got things to discuss. Then she’s all yours.” 

Nothing mattered more than Meena, and Leonidas had so many apologies to 

make. He’d fall at her feet and beg if that was what it took for her to forgive him, but he 
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needed to inspect every inch of her. If the Elves had so much as bruised her soft, creamy 

flesh, they’d die. Painfully. 

He’d wait until she’d eaten and bathed, hear his half brother out, and maybe by 

then she’d be less angry. Usually he just crooked a finger, and women came running. 

He hadn’t a clue how to court Meena. He wished he’d been kinder, but his dick ruled 

his heart whenever the month’s end approached. Then he thought of Meena lounging 

naked in a sweet-smelling bath, and a half smile played about his lips. Whatever his 

half brother had to say, he’d better say it quick. 

“You know,” Mordred taunted, “if my true-mate was a curvy little beauty like her, 

I’d shower her in jewels and silks. She’d have the finest suite in the tower, and I’d never 

let her think I’d slept with anyone else.” 

Leonidas ran his hands over his hair and groaned. Had he really threatened to bed 

the runaway? And had Meena thought he would? She’d languished in a dungeon while 

he’d drunk himself senseless. How could he convince her he wanted no one but her—

especially when his curse would force him to screw some faceless female in four weeks’ 

time? For a cool-headed Fae, he’d really messed up. Despite the chill morning air, sweat 

shone on his brow. Fists clenched as hard as his cock, he snarled. “Damn it, Mord, I’m a 

dick.” 

Mordred’s smile didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Runs in the family, bro. Dad was the 

biggest dick in the universe. If my mother hadn’t been the previous overlord’s sister, 

he’d have thrown me on the midden with the rest of his bastards. You’re too 

softhearted, tracking them down and providing for any that still lived. Survival of the 

fittest and all that, Leo. Anyway, back to my archives. About six months ago, I came 

across this.” 

Leonidas dragged it across the table and started to read. The words drew him in, 

and finally—red-cheeked and furious—he glared at Mordred. “Swear this is true.” 

Mordred nodded. “On my life. That’s why I offered a bounty on Elizabeth Sybil 

and her daughter.” 
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Leonidas expended more magic, a truth spell that verified both the ledger and his 

brother’s words. That book destroyed more of his preconceptions, but he still stated 

clearly, “Meena’s mine. Give me the women. Keep the Vampire.” 

“They’re bargaining chips. Apparently our father had the hots for your true-

mate’s mother, but she stayed loyal to her Vampire. No one expected the cool, calm Fae 

king to be ruled by his balls. Look, it says right here he wanted to put you and your 

mother aside so he could make her his queen. When Elizbetta discovered the truth, she 

cursed him, and by default, you. After that, he bedded a new woman every month, but 

he never found the love she shared with her true-mate.” 

Leonidas understood the origins of the curse now, but not why it had passed 

down to him. Hope blossomed inside him. If Meena loved him as much as he loved her, 

surely her mother would break the curse, and they could be bonded fully—but last 

night he’d behaved…badly. He’d grovel if that was what it took. Anything to earn her 

forgiveness. Then another issue popped up on his agenda. “An army of Vampire Elves? 

Come on, Mord, get real.” 

Mordred tossed back a tankard of ale. “I don’t like it any more than you, but those 

bloody plants are killing us, and our magic’s almost gone. My uncle really was a dumb 

bastard—cruel too—and not just because he needed to be to survive. He only had one 

good idea in his life. He wanted the Elves to turn Vampire, but the Vampire king would 

rather starve in my dungeon than save my race.” 

The Vampire king? He’d been missing for the past couple of decades—maybe 

longer. The Vampires wouldn’t rest until their monarch returned. If they discovered 

Mordred’s scheme, they’d be the ones who wiped the Elves from the otherworld. 

Leonidas had never heard anything so stupid—or so desperate—in his life, but he 

offered another solution. “My Meena can kill the plants—permanently. She’s sexy as 

hell, but she’s walking weed killer. Get her on your side, and your problem’s solved.” 
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Mordred lolled back in his chair and quietly gathered the remnants of his magic. 

“Remember what I said about me being a ruthless bastard?” He hurled a sleep spell at 

his half brother. “Well, if what you say is true, I’ll marry the girl myself.” 

* * * * 

Meena felt broken inside, as downtrodden as any Elf drudge. Those guards had 

dumped her in this silver-and-blue suite, looked her over with lust in their eyes, and 

told her to expect their overlord soon. 

This room was light and airy, a complete contrast to last night’s cell. A magic-

fueled fire burned in the hearth, and a side table held a tray of bread and cheese. Best of 

all, a claw-footed bath filled with warm water stood before the fireplace, and a change 

of clothes lay on the sofa. 

Too cautious to bare all immediately, she dragged heavy chairs behind both doors. 

A quick scrub later, and she decided she hated clothes without Lycra. Was a bit of 

elastane too much to ask? Rather than wear that old-fashioned white gown and leave 

her tits unsupported, she decided to stick with her leather halter and thong shorts. At 

least she wouldn’t tangle her feet in the hem and fall at Mordred’s feet. Besides, even a 

Goth wannabe had her pride. Why look like the bride of Dracula when she was really 

his daughter? 

Dracula’s daughter? No way, but she had to face facts. Her dad could turn others 

Vampire, and only the Vampire king could do that. Her mother named her Wilhelmina 

just like the heroine in Bram Stoker’s book. She’d even made their home in Whitby—the 

town where myth and legend merged with facts. Everything made a sick sort of sense. 

If Meena’s suspicions had to be true, she’d apparently gone from failed Witch to 

Vampire princess in an instant. Life was just full of surprises lately. 

Leonidas hated her witchy origins, but if she really was a Vampire princess, he’d 

freak—again. Honestly she was pretty freaked out herself. 
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A knock on the door, and she crashed back to earth. Princesses were ethereal 

creatures, not witchy rejects with what? Weed-killing powers. And who the hell 

knocked on a prisoner’s door? There was only one way to find out. 

She stuffed a hunk of bread into her mouth and removed the chair from behind 

the door. At first glance, she thought it was Leonidas. Then she saw the deep scar 

etched down her visitor’s face. Disappointment swamped her like an unexpected rain 

shower, but she tapped her foot and demanded, “Yes?” 

Mordred bowed slightly and clicked his heels. “Lady Meena, I came to apologize 

for my half brother’s actions. Usually he’s the most controlled of men, and his 

emotional outburst last night was…surprising.” 

Meena refused to play games with her captor, not after he’d tortured her father for 

years. “Cut the crap, and tell me what you’re after.” 

“Straight talking as well as powerful,” Mordred purred. 

Meena almost slammed the door in his face, but maybe like every storybook 

villain, he’d let slip some vital information if she got him talking. She walked back in 

the room and cut another slice from the loaf. 

When he followed her inside, he raised an eyebrow at the chair blocking the other 

door; then his gaze took in the discarded dress. “I’m sorry you didn’t like the clothes I 

provided. However, you look quite charming in that bundle of straps that pass for a top 

and shorts.” 

She resisted the urge to cross her arms over her chest. For all his smooth talking, 

he wanted something—probably her fabled ability to kill a few plants. “Hello? 

Dungeon? My mother and my father? Set them free, and I’ll listen.” 

Mordred cut a slice of cheese. “Here. I love a woman who knows how to bargain. 

Very well, Lady Meena. The Elves need your magic, or we’ll die out. You need your 

parents alive and well. Work with me, and I’ll free them.” 

She knew better than to trust an Elf, especially their overlord—but after her long 

march and her imprisonment, that cheese looked good. No point in starving, not if she 
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planned to get her family out of here. Untrusting, she gingerly accepted his offering. 

“Back that up, buster. Where’s Leonidas, and what does he have to say about this?” 

Mordred paced the room in a show of reluctance. Finally he turned back to Meena. 

“I’m sorry. He’s still shut in his chambers with that scrawny woman he chose over 

you.” 

Scrawny? Hekate, Mordred got that right. How could Leonidas prefer that flat-

chested little mouse to her with her generous curves? Maybe she gave him the one thing 

Meena couldn’t—total submission. “Okay, Mordred, you’ve got my full attention.” 

He cut her more bread and cheese and settled by the table. “Come, eat. Lady 

Meena, I’m truly sorry to be the bearer of bad tidings, but my half brother’s love life is 

legendary. He’s cursed to love a new woman every month, but every day wouldn’t be 

enough for him. He’s the worst kind of user—but when you’re a king, women daren’t 

refuse to warm your bed.” 

No. Not Leonidas. He’d never treat a woman like that. Then she thought of the 

way he’d beaten and abused her poor butt that night in the hut. Maybe he got off on 

fear and pain, but his apology had seemed genuine and his reasons sound. Now that 

she’d calmed down, she knew he’d acted the only way he could—hadn’t he? After a 

night in the dungeons, she wasn’t as sure now. 

He’d seduced her with his deep, sensual voice, twisted everything with his lies, 

and he’d refused to rest until he screwed her. Then once they linked up with the Elves, 

he’d hurt and abused her. He’d even ordered her tossed in jail, but her stubborn heart 

didn’t believe he forced anyone into his bed. Seduced them? Yeah, she could believe 

that. After all, she’d willingly opened her legs and welcomed his cock inside her with 

pleasured moans. 

Stupid emotions, making me weak and tearful. Goddess, he’d chosen the runaway 

over her—bedded her too. Meena took a deep breath and turned to Mordred. “He really 

doesn’t like me much. Does he?” 



164  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

Meena hadn’t known she was crying until Mordred wiped the tears from her 

cheeks. She blinked madly as he turned away—as if he wanted to change the subject. 

Finally, he turned back. “My half brother likes anything in a skirt, jeans, or scraps 

of strategically placed leather—at least until a new woman catches his eye.” 
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Chapter Twenty-Three 

Meena crumbled. The cold feeling around her heart suddenly felt like an iceberg, 

crushing her chest and making it hard to breathe. Despair flooded her soul. Nothing 

mattered without him, and the endless string of surprises was more than she could 

take—but she refused to black out again. “Okay. Your half brother doesn’t want 

anything to do with me, but you obviously do. Spill it.” 

Mordred’s eyes narrowed at her tone. For a moment, he looked as though he’d 

strike her, but then he moved closer and took her hand. “Very well, Lady Meena; I’ll be 

blunt. People tell me I don’t have a heart, so I won’t insult you with declarations of 

undying love. Instead I can give you all the loyalty and respect Leonidas doesn’t. I 

know you liked him, so perhaps in time, you could like me.” 

“Hold on there, buster.” Meena pulled her hand free. “What exactly are you 

suggesting?” 

Mordred reclaimed her hand, then dropped to one knee. “Marry me, Lady Meena, 

and save my people. Give me your word, and as an act of good faith, I’ll free your 

parents immediately.” 

Her heart belonged to Leonidas, but last night he’d stomped all over it. Much as 

she loved Whitby, she didn’t really belong there. The Witches had banished her—even 

put a price on her head. She barely knew her father, but she didn’t want to be a 

Vampire princess. She’d wanted a future with Leonidas, but he wanted…anything in a 

skirt. For one night only. 

If she stayed here, she could rid the Elf kingdom of its carnivorous plants. 

Mordred didn’t measure up as husband material—not if she compared him to 
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Leonidas—but at least he’d been honest with her. She felt like a gypsy, always 

traveling, never putting down roots. If she married Mordred, she could build a future. 

Since she couldn’t have Leonidas, she’d settle for a home and eventually children. 

“If I agree, can we postpone the wedding night for a while? Give us chance to get to 

know each other first?” 

Rather than embrace her, he raised her fingers to his lips. “I’ll wait until you feel 

ready, but one day I would like an heir. My Elves don’t approve of love or marriage. 

I’m afraid the law insists we wait at least six weeks before we wed. We’ll marry the day 

after the cooling-off period’s over. Meanwhile, order whatever you need for your 

trousseau. This suite is yours until after the wedding, and I’ll have the adjoining rooms 

readied for your parents. I assume they’ll stay for the ceremony? If they can’t, they’re 

free to visit anytime.” 

Sadly, Meena relinquished her dreams—but that left her empty inside. She needed 

to forget Leonidas and accepted that companionship and family would have to 

compensate for love. Inwardly she wept for Leonidas—only he’d tired of her already. 

That meant, even drugged into a sexual frenzy, she’d failed at the steaming passion 

thing too. 

Love is pain and misery—Leonidas taught me that. Once, she’d believed adversity 

made her stronger. Stupid Witch, I can’t even get that right. Trouble undermined your 

foundations and made even the toughest heart crumble. She clung to Mordred’s arm 

like a lifeline. “Can I think about it? Please?” 

Mordred agreed instantly, then sank elegantly in the chair opposite, one ankle 

crossed over the other leg’s knee. Moments later, Leonidas’s furious bellow echoed up 

the stairs. Meena was on her feet in an instant, ready to race to his side. Then she 

remembered he didn’t want her. Embarrassed at showing her weakness before 

Mordred, she cut another slice of cheese. Eating it choked her. 

Did Mordred just smile? Surely not, but he did offer her his arm and led her 

toward the door. “You should discuss your future with your mother. Meanwhile, 
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consider this. My country needs a strong feminine influence, and I swear I’ll never treat 

you as badly as my half brother.” 

Only he was talking to himself. 

Meena couldn’t stay any longer. Leonidas was angry, maybe hurting, and she had 

to know he was safe. She bolted out the door and down the stairs. The leather straps 

that almost covered her nipples chafed at her boobs. She didn’t care that she was 

barefoot or that her hair curled in damp multicolored spirals around her shoulders. 

Nothing mattered except that Leonidas was in trouble, and she belonged at his side. 

She heard Mordred descend the stairs behind her, not that she waited. She 

skidded to a halt on a wide minstrel’s gallery, unsure which way to turn. A door swung 

open, and someone shoved a naked woman through it. The runaway stood—exposed, 

frightened, and tearful—her gaze darting wildly as she searched for somewhere to hide. 

A moment later her mud-colored gown flew after her. And the thrower’s hands were oh 

so familiar. Hands that had toyed with Meena’s curls and caressed her breasts. Hands 

that had loved her into multiple orgasms. Surely Leonidas hadn’t… He wouldn’t… Oh 

shit, he had. 

Then his deep voice thundered through the door. “Mordred, I’ll fucking kill you 

for this!” 

The runaway gathered up her gown, held it against her scrawny breasts—unripe 

cherries to Meena’s plump, juicy pears. She stared over Meena’s shoulder to where 

Mordred stood silently on the landing. Finally he nodded, and the girl scurried away 

down the back stairs. 

Meena’s fangs shot out—long, pointed, and deadly—and she wanted blood. 

Runaway blood. Not to drink, but she’d watch it drain into the carpet until the scrawny 

bitch faded into darkness and pain…the same agony that suffocated Meena now. Her 

fingernails elongated into claws, ready to scratch out the runaway’s eyeballs. Only the 

girl hadn’t looked too happy. Maybe as a sex slave, she hadn’t had a choice in this. And 

Goddess, didn’t that just make Leonidas’s infidelity a million times worse? 
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Okay, maybe she wouldn’t rip out the runaway’s throat—not if she’d been forced 

into Leonidas’s bed. That’d be the bed Meena wanted to curl up in and burrow her face 

in the pillow. She needed to feel Leonidas’s warmth on the sheet as she breathed in his 

chocolate-and-chili essence. Anything to keep the scent of him close. His betrayal cut 

deep. Furious, hurt, and a little lost, she almost barged into his room and confronted 

him, but he’d made his feelings clear when he made his choice. And he hadn’t chosen 

her. 

Her adrenaline rush faded into resignation and defeat. She hadn’t known she 

could fall in love so quickly or so completely. Like a fool, she’d placed her heart firmly 

in Leonidas’s hands. And the bastard tossed it around like he was bouncing a ball. 

She’d given everything she could, but he’d preferred that half-starved mouse to her. 

After all they’d been through, she’d hoped she’d wormed her way into a small 

corner of his heart. Instead, the no-good, cheating toad tossed her in a dungeon and 

bedded a reluctant sex slave. She’d never forgive him for that. Whatever happened to it 

isn’t you, it’s me? Maybe kings just didn’t need to be that tactful. 

Her claws curled into her palms, and she thought she’d throw up. Deep down, 

part of her still wanted to be his. Stupid Witch mooning after a heartless Fairy. Breathe. 

Don’t let him make you pass out again. I’ve got to learn to live without him. 

Her world shattered at his lies, but she still wanted to sink her fangs through his 

flesh and taste his deceitful Fae blood. Since he was a low-life reptile, it was probably 

cold—not warm and sweet or tempting. 

She swallowed hard, but it didn’t stop the pain. Or the tears. Betrayal was a bitch. 

She’d learned that when the Witches rejected her. And now Leonidas reinforced the 

lesson. How stupid could one Witch get? Always wanting to belong to people and places you 

shouldn’t. 

From behind the door, Leo bellowed again. “Mordred, get your scheming ass in 

here. Now!” 
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“Lady Meena.” Mordred gently took her arm. “Perhaps this isn’t the best place for 

you to linger. My half brother downed too much ale last night—as usual—and he’s 

never at his best when he’s hung over.” 

When it came to women, Leonidas was a big fat liar, but Meena hadn’t expected 

him to be a drunkard too. In her dreams, he was her hero—a larger-than-life warrior 

with emerald-hued eyes and muscles to sigh over. Instead she wept over him, and those 

dreams? Nightmares that hemmed her in like a steep-sided grave. Perhaps she’d eaten 

something that was off? Gorgonzola at bedtime maybe? What if she’d imagined all of 

this? Her Leo was everything she’d ever dreamed of, all rolled up in one muscular 

package. She wanted his hands on her breasts or his cock in her pussy. Sweet Hekate, 

when did I become such a pushover? Why can’t he want me the way I want him? True-mate, my 

ass. I was just his easy lay. 

All it took was a few glib compliments coupled with the greenest eyes she’d ever 

seen, and she’d lain back and opened her legs—repeatedly. A loveless marriage, based 

on mutual respect, looked better by the minute. 

 

LEONIDAS EXPLODED FROM his room, his shirt open to the navel, his leather 

waistcoat dangling from one hand. “Hell fire, Mordred, what’s—” 

He froze when he saw Meena, her hand resting lightly on Mordred’s arm. Then 

everything fell into place. His bastard half brother had hit him with a sleep spell and 

ordered the servants to strip him. Then they’d stuck him in bed with the naked 

runaway. And last night in a stupid act of bravado, he’d ordered that terrified, scrawny 

kid prepared for his bed. He still needed to convince Meena nothing had happened, but 

she’d just witnessed the scene Mordred staged. It wasn’t going to be easy. He’d crawl 

over broken glass to apologize, but her shoulders-down refusal to meet his gaze felt like 

he’d fisted her in the gut. Then she stood tall, lifted her head, and curled her lip in 

disdain. 
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His waistcoat slid through his fingers and pooled on the floor next to his boots. He 

couldn’t find the right words, couldn’t make himself speak. Even his hand moved in 

slow motion when he ran it through his unbound hair. Then, with a jerky lack of 

attention, he pulled his shirt edges together and started to fasten it up wrong. 

Finally he managed to string a sentence together. “Meena, forgive me.” 

He winced when she leaned on his half brother’s arm. “Lord Mordred asked me to 

become his wife, and I have accepted. We’re on our way to free my parents, so if you’ll 

excuse us, I won’t keep you from your…amusements.” 

His jaw dropped when she swept down the grand staircase and into the Great 

Hall. Elves’ blood, she’d make me a magnificent queen. His heart screamed for him to punch 

his half brother senseless. His head wondered what was the point. Convinced he’d 

betrayed her, Meena had turned away. The stark look in her eyes would haunt him for 

the rest of his immortal life—a life he didn’t want if it didn’t include her. Even if she 

forgave him, it could only be a temporary fix. 

By the end of the month, his beast would need placating with mindless sex and a 

new woman’s body. His fate, his curse, was to hurt Meena over and over, so better to let 

her go now. 

He returned to his apartments, face grim, head down as he stared at the mosaic 

floor. When he closed the door behind him, he closed it on the best thing in his life. 

Suddenly he grinned. 

He might be down, but he definitely wasn’t out—not if he convinced Elizbetta to 

lift her curse. She might take some persuading, and he prayed Meena didn’t marry his 

half brother first. And after the stunt that Mordred just pulled, he’d gladly make her a 

widow. 
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Chapter Twenty-Four 

“You will marry me, then.” Mordred’s tone was more a command than a query. 

Leonidas just slammed the door on Meena’s hopes and dreams, but she supposed 

it was inevitable once he learned she was a Witch. That didn’t make it hurt any less—

and he still didn’t know she was half-Vampire. A failed Witch couldn’t compare with 

cool-blooded Fae maidens—and she just bet they were naturally thin. No diets in the 

Fae court, just a king who forced unwilling women into his bed. 

One smile from his stern, kissable lips, and she’d forgive him everything. 

There were no tears, no tantrums. She refused to weep for an oversexed user like 

him—besides, if she let one tear fall, she’d cry for centuries. She even kept the wobble 

out of her voice. “If I could change the way I feel for Leonidas, I would. It’s like he’s 

ingrained in every cell in my body, but he made his feelings pretty clear when he thrust 

his sex slave in my face.” 

Mordred’s smile was gentle, a soothing balm that flowed over the wound 

Leonidas gouged in her heart. Meena considered a moment. Nothing about Mordred 

made her mouth water, and her cunt didn’t flood with desire at the sound of his voice. 

After years of watching her mother weep for her father, she’d always thought falling in 

love was overrated. It made you crave things so badly you’d bleed for them, then left 

you stranded in an ocean of tears. Marriage with Mordred would be a walk in the park 

compared to that. “If you swear to show me the same loyalty and respect I will give 

you, then yes, Lord Mordred, I will marry you.” 

She’d done it—made a commitment to a stranger who shared Leonidas’s face, 

except for the scar of course. He’d be a constant reminder of the man she’d loved and 

lost, but she’d tied her future to his. Maybe as her presence destroyed the invasive 
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plants, she could build a new life here. Her new mission statement: help feed the Elves 

and introduce them to women’s lib. She wasn’t Germaine Greer burning her bra, not 

with her lush figure, but she couldn’t stand by and watch the women suffer. 

Heartbroken or not, she refused to be either Mordred’s pet or his sex slave. “Just 

promise me that ours will be a marriage of equals. No lies or dishonesty between us.” 

A slight flush reddened Mordred’s cheeks as he raised her fingers to his lips. 

“Total honesty and total respect, I promise. Drop your barriers, and let me seal our pact 

with my magic.” 

The familiar tingle swirled around them, reminding Meena of a true-mate’s 

bond—another thing she’d lost. Or maybe another thing she’d never had. No real home. 

No powers—except an inbuilt ability to clear an overgrown jungle and wither plants. 

Worst of all, no Leonidas. She’d loved the Witch homelands and her childhood friends. 

Then she’d loved Leonidas. It crushed her how everyone she cared for turned against 

her so easily. 

“Meena,” Mordred told her, “it would be my pleasure to show you around your 

new home.” 

“My parents,” she persisted. 

Mordred summoned a page. “The Elf troop that arrived yesterday are to let the 

Vampire drink from them, on the condition he doesn’t drain them. Once he’s fed, let the 

Witch into his cell. Tell them, one bruise on either of the prisoners, and they’ll lose body 

parts.” 

“You swore to free them,” Meena snapped. 

Mordred’s smile turned sheepish and sad. “So I will, Lady Meena, but not quite 

yet. I need to recharge my magic, but remember, I’m trusting you not to let your parents 

change your mind.” 

She owed him the truth. After all, that was what he’d given her. “Honestly, 

Mordred, I can’t return to the coven’s homelands, I don’t really fit in the mortal world, 
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and even the Fae king’s rejected me. I’m some sort of witchy-Vampire hybrid who 

belongs nowhere.” 

Mordred shook his head. “You belong here now. I won’t have you return to the 

dungeons, though. You deserve so much more than that, and I regret the way I let my 

brother influence me. Let your father feed. My magic will recharge soon, and I’ll cast a 

sleep spell on your parents. I’ll have them carried up to your quarters, and you can 

explain how things have changed. Believe me, it’s better than having a vengeful 

Vampire on the rampage.” 

In a world where magic gradually slipped from the Elves’ grasp, Mordred’s words 

made sense. His pride in his home touched her. His willingness to share it with her 

made her think their marriage might work after all. She’d never belonged anywhere, 

yet the Elf overlord offered her a chance to put down roots. For that alone, she’d give 

him her loyalty. “Then I should love to see your home. Lead on, and show me 

everything.” 

“And, Lady Meena”—he smiled his most charming smile—“feel free to change 

anything you wish.” 

The only thing she wanted to change was her bridegroom, but she’d already made 

her commitment. 

* * * * 

Leonidas sat on his bed and cursed. Had he really once told Meena that the only 

thing worse than a Vampire was a Witch? Yes, that moron had definitely been him, but 

it seemed his true-mate was both—and he couldn’t love her more. He’d given her so 

many reasons to keep her origins secret. Then when she tried to explain why she’d 

stayed silent, like an idiot he’d refused to listen. 

He’d swim through shark-infested waters to have her hear him out—only she 

didn’t want to know him now. Turnabout sucked, but there had to be a way for him to 

win her and claim the future he craved. Maybe his salvation languished in Mordred’s 
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dungeon. Elizbetta cursed him, but if she unjinxed him, he could claim Meena as his 

true-mate. 

He’d be free to mantle her with his body and take her as she knelt on all fours. 

When she surrendered completely, he’d run his tongue over that blue vein in her neck 

and fondle her pendulous breasts. She’d tremble beneath him, and he’d sink his fangs 

through her flesh. She’d be his forever, and he’d be hers—bonded until the end of time. 

Hope crept into his heart like the last wisp of smoke from a dying fire. His spirits 

lightened, and when he paced he room, a half smile played about his lips. Once he told 

Elizbetta how much he adored Meena, surely she’d put her daughter’s happiness before 

her quest for vengeance. What mother wouldn’t? Okay, he was still down, but he 

definitely wasn’t out. 

A quick check of his weapons, and he hurried to the dungeon. Guards barred his 

way, weapons at the ready. Leonidas’s hastily cast sleep spell easily negated their 

menace. The door was heavy and the dungeons gloomy. Meena must hate him for 

condemning her to a night in this place. As his eyes adjusted to the semidarkness, he 

studied the emaciated Vampire and the black-haired Witch—Meena’s mother. If they 

were in daylight, he’d see the green streaks in her hair that proclaimed her a plant 

specialist. Elizbetta had turned immortal in her early twenties, and she could easily pass 

for Meena’s sister. 

Elizbetta spotted him and snarled. “If your men hurt my daughter, I’ll hex you 

until your limbs wither and your eyesight fails. Don’t get too attached to your tongue, 

boy. That’s next on my list.” 

Leonidas braced himself against her scorn, ready to beg if that was what it took. 

Then he realized she mistook him for Mordred. He stepped closer and let her see his 

unscarred face. “Lady Elizbetta, I am Fae, not Elf, and your daughter means the world 

to me. Mordred swore to move her to comfortable quarters, and he’ll personally punish 

anyone who hurts her—after I get through with them of course.” 
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“Fae? Elf? Who gives a damn?” Elizbetta spat at his feet. “You’re all liars and 

deceivers. I’ll damn you and that scar-faced bastard to the deepest depths of hell. Keep 

your hands off my daughter, boy, or lose them.” 

Hatred blazed in her eyes, and even the stick-thin Vampire gave a disgusted 

groan. Leonidas’s inbuilt Fae dignity kept his anger under control—just. To claim his 

true-mate, he needed this woman’s support—but she’d cursed him, spat at him, and 

threatened him. And she was the one in the cell. 

For Meena’s sake, he reined in his temper and tried again. “I’m sorry for your 

current situation. I intend to take Meena back to the Fae court when I leave. I swear I’ll 

take you with me.” 

“I trusted a Fae once, and he betrayed me. I won’t make that mistake again, boy,” 

Elizbetta snapped. 

Leonidas’s Fae training helped him clamp down on his fury—almost. “I’m not my 

father,” he snapped. His straightened to his full height and held his chin up—all 

arrogant grace—but this was a time to turn on the charm. “I’ll never hurt you or your 

daughter. I’m begging, Lady, lift the curse you placed on my bloodline. I’ll do anything, 

promise anything, to win her—but I won’t betray her the way my father did my mother 

or you.” 

The Vampire hissed under his breath. Elizbetta just spat again. Elves’ blood, he 

was getting nowhere. 

Elizbetta smirked and drew herself upright. Her eyes flashed fire. “There is a way 

for you to escape my curse.” 

Leonidas sighed with relief. “Thank the gods. Just tell me what to do.” 

Her cackle chilled his soul. “Take that rapier of yours, boy, and slit your throat. 

Die childless, and my curse dies with you.” 

“Lady Elizbetta,” he begged, “I love Meena, and I know she loves me. Only, 

bound by your curse, I can’t offer her the fidelity she deserves.” 
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Elizbetta cackled again. “Fae and fidelity? Not happening. I wouldn’t break my 

curse even if I knew how. Now get of my sight, or else.” 

Leonidas dragged his feet as he left the dungeon, but Elizbetta’s last admission 

had destroyed his hopes—right along with his life. His heart and cock throbbed to claim 

Meena, but the curse had grown beyond its caster’s abilities. Unbreakable. A weapon to 

bring down the Fae. His father deserved Elizbetta’s hatred, but Leonidas and Meena 

paid the price. Now he had no way to claim his true-mate and stay faithful. He might 

whisk her away from Mordred and love her for a few months, but eventually she’d 

loathe his overactive sex life. Elves’ blood, I hate being a man whore, but my curse leaves me 

no choice. 

He’d hurt Meena when he shoved the naked runaway from his room, but he 

hadn’t touched the damn girl. He loved Meena too much for that. Watching him bed a 

legion of willing women would only compound her pain. He’d have to if he wanted to 

keep his beast chained and caged. He couldn’t be unfaithful. Not to Meena. 

He’d summon Lipstick and return to his court on his powerful scarlet war dragon, 

but he needed to see his half brother first. 

Lips narrowed into an angry line, he stalked to Mordred’s chambers. Empty! The 

bastard was probably making up to Meena. 

Mine! his instincts screamed. The Witch is mine. Twenty-two years of hating 

Witches, gone in an instant. Meena was beauty and perfection, the embodiment of all 

his hopes and dreams, however badly her mother reacted. Two days ago, he’d have 

laughed at the thought. Today, it nearly broke him. 

He fumed and paced the room. He’d lost everything thanks to his half brother’s 

connivance. 

Finally the door opened. Mordred sauntered in. 

Leonidas’s right hook split Mordred’s lip. His left jab blacked Mordred’s eye. 

Leonidas dodged away from Mordred’s uppercut and punched his half brother in the 

belly. Mordred staggered and fell. Leonidas straddled him, and his right hook 
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connected with the overlord’s jaw. Mordred’s head whipped left, but he bucked his 

hips and tried to throw Leonidas off. “You don’t deserve her, bro.” 

“Mine!” Leonidas bellowed as his fist dislocated Mordred’s jaw. Another 

swinging arm, and blood poured from Mordred’s nose. Two quick, vicious jabs, and 

Mordred lay still beneath him. Leonidas wanted to kick in his half brother’s ribs or 

pound his bones to pulp. Instead he stared in disgust, stood up, and slammed the door 

as he left the overlord’s room. 

A telepathic link to Lipstick, and the scarlet war dragon swooped into the 

courtyard. Elves scattered at the dragon’s approach. Archers appeared on the walls, 

crossbows at the ready. 

“Shoot him and die,” Leonidas roared. He fondled his dragon’s ears, but Lipstick 

crooned a sad question when only the Fae king welcomed him. Leonidas’s voice broke 

as he patted the dragon’s neck. “She’s not coming. She’s marrying my half brother 

instead.” 
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Chapter Twenty-Five 

Meena paced the bedchamber and tried to rein in her temper. 

“You can’t marry him. Not after the way he mistreated your father,” Elizbetta 

snapped. She sat on Vlad’s lap, and the pair of them perched on the bed, but while 

Elizbetta glowered furiously at her daughter, the Vampire king looked thoughtful. 

No way would Meena back down. This pact freed her parents and gave her a 

home, just not the one she’d wanted. “We made a pact, and Mordred sealed it with his 

magic. The deal’s done. You can’t have thought I’d return to Whitby, not when you and 

my father are heading back to the Vampire court. What should I do? Sit there all on my 

own and watch the herbs wither? Should I come with you and play gooseberry? I don’t 

think I’m cut from the Vampire princess pattern. Or maybe you expect me to return to 

the coven’s homelands and let them execute me? At least, if I stay here with Mordred, I 

can build a new life.” 

A life without Leonidas sucked. Meena wished she’d ignored the runaway’s 

screams, only that would have earned her a long slow death in a pitcher plant. Much as 

Meena detested the other woman, she would never wish that on her. And that took her 

right back to the drugged-up night in Leonidas’s arms. She pined for him still, but she’d 

never get to suck his dick deep into her throat again. Not now that she’d promised to 

marry Mordred. 

She’d loved the heady feeling of power when she drew Leonidas’s cock so far into 

her mouth it had slipped down her throat. When he’d spilled his seed in her mouth, his 

eyes had rolled back in his head, and she wanted to please him like that again. If she’d 

accepted the apology he’d offered as they marched, she might have loved him one last 
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time. Instead she’d stuck her nose in the air and flounced off—but with those leather 

straps chafing at her nipples, she hadn’t flounced far. 

No tears, she told herself firmly. Not for a loser like him…only why were her 

cheeks wet? Her father—the Dracula of human legend for goodness’ sake—swept her 

into his arms. “Meena, my home is your home. Always. Besides, I’d like to know my 

daughter better.” He stared down at Elizbetta. “You haven’t told her?” 

Elizbetta buried her head in her hands. “I didn’t dare in case it changed my 

vision.” 

Meena swallowed nervously, then realized nothing could make the nightmare 

existence worse. She copied one of Leonidas’s favorite mannerisms and tried to raise 

one of her eyebrows at her father. They shot up her forehead in unison. Damn, I can’t 

even get this right. His body stiffened, and his gaze turned so cold she shivered. For a 

brief moment she saw the ruthless streak that made him such a fearsome Vampire king. 

Elizbetta stayed on Vlad’s lap, still determined to make Meena see things her way. 

“Do you know how desperate I was when you disappeared? I’d have done anything, 

even lie to my daughter, to find you again. Meena, I tried to tell you back in the 

dungeon, but the only way I could see for the three of us to get back together was if I 

bound your powers and fled the homelands.” 

Her father gently shoved Elizbetta from his lap and moved to comfort Meena. 

She shoved him away. “I get that I’m that family disappointment—and I don’t like 

that any more than you—but I never had any magic for you to bind. Remember how I 

wept every time one of friends came into their powers? I tried to be happy for them, but 

I always wished it was me. I was angry, jealous, and hurting—and yeah—after all that, I 

get to kill a few plants. Better yet, you’re back with your true-mate.” She burst into 

tears. “I’m happy for you, Mum, but…I just want to be happy too.” 

Her father, a man she barely knew, held her while she sobbed against his chest. 

“Elizbetta, did your visions show you how much pain you’d cause our daughter? I’d 

rather spend another twenty years in that dungeon than see Meena hurt like this.” 
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Elizbetta moved closer, her arms open, but Meena moved out of reach. Her head 

throbbed, and her limbs ached, but the Fae king mattered more than her pain. “Break 

the curse, and set Leonidas free. Then you can explain what you mean when you say 

you bound my nonexistent powers.” 

Again, Meena moved away when Elizbetta tried to hold her. 

“Tell her,” Vlad commanded. 

“You had powers, Meena, but they were so strong you were a danger to yourself 

and your friends. If I’d left them unchecked, you’d have gone slowly insane.” 

Another layer of ice—permafrost maybe—formed around Meena’s already frozen 

heart. When they’d moved to the mundane world, she’d leaned on her mother. Later, 

she’d supported her by taking over the herb farm’s paperwork. Yet the woman she’d 

thought was perfect admitted binding her daughter’s powers. Talk about kicking out 

pit props and watching a mine collapse—but the one thing life had taught Meena was 

how to stay strong. No more tears. Not today. Later when she slipped into bed, she’d let 

loose the torrent she’d stemmed by sheer force of will. 

Her mother sank onto the sofa. “I didn’t have a choice. Meena, your heritage 

makes you special and unique.” 

“Yeah.” Meena snorted. “Walking Agent Orange—that’s me.” 

Elizbetta shook her head. “You’re capable of so much more than that. Your 

father’s strength flows though you, but Vampires don’t do magic. They are magic. I’m 

the strongest of the green Witches, but now your familiar’s unlocked the binding I put 

on your powers, you’re the strongest of all of us.” 

Meena folded her arms across her chest. 

“Sweetheart,” her mother pleaded, “try to understand. You absorb magic. Back in 

your teens, your friends came from every caste. Every time their magic blossomed, you 

drank it in like a sponge. Eventually their parents intervened and blocked your powers 

so their offspring could develop into the Witches they were born to become. Another 

year at the most, and you would have drunk in their parents’ strength too.” 
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Meena stared out the window at the spiral-leaved water weed seething in the 

moat. Beyond them blue-trumpeted daffodils twisted through flesh hungry flytraps, all 

competing for food. “So, not only does the local vegetation hate me, but I squelch my 

friends’ magic. This just gets better by the minute.” 

Her father gently uncrossed her arms and took her hands. “My daughter, you do 

so much more than that. However, while I do not approve of your mother’s silence, her 

actions saved your life.” 

Elizbetta stared at her through red-rimmed eyes. “According to our records, only 

three other Witches could absorb magic like you, but all that power burned them out. 

They could sense everyone’s magic, and they absorbed so much they literally glowed. 

Eventually their systems overloaded. They could sense the power all around them, but 

they couldn’t touch it or shape it. Sadly they couldn’t function without it, and each one 

of them went insane. See, your father’s strength saved your life. I could feel the tumult 

of magic inside you, and I tried to give you an outlet through the only thing I knew. I 

thought you’d make plants blossom and grow, but your magic had other ideas. Now 

you kill anything green and growing that comes near you.” 

Torn between tears and laughter, Meena retreated into sparky-tongued defiance. 

“Then call me when the Martians invade. Oh come on, little green men and all that. Oh, 

forget it. But hello? When I finally develop some magic, I kill things. All I get is a ton of 

dead leaves. Maybe I should start a compost heap.” 

Elizbetta managed a small smile. “Haven’t you healed faster or felt stronger since 

your familiar found you?” 

Meena remembered how her blister had healed while she slept. Even after a night 

of endless mind-blowing sex with Leonidas, she’d walked with a spring in her step. 

Then again every time he’d fucked her, she’d felt treasured and loved. At least that 

meant her familiar wasn’t the shop owner’s bad-tempered Yorkshire terrier. That damn 

dog had hated her from the day she started to work at the Goth shop. That meant… 

Sweet Hekate, Lipstick’s my familiar. Oh, and as an added bonus, he’s the Fae king’s new war 
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dragon. That’d be the same Fae king who left without a word, so there would be no 

sharing—ever. 

With a bitter grin, Elizbetta told her, “Those plants have mutated. Once, they kept 

down the predators and acted as a barrier between kingdoms. Now they feed on magic, 

and they’re gradually bleeding the Patria and Prodia, the Elf and the Fae homelands, 

dry. Since their bonds with the dragons strengthen them, the Fae will stand against 

them for a while, but neither race will last long. After what they did to my Vlad, I just 

can’t wait.” 

Meena refused to stand by and let that happen—no matter what her parents 

thought. “So if I kill the plants, it’ll be like I’m gorging on a magic feast? And as an 

added bonus, the Fae and Elves will gradually reclaim their powers.” 

“You wouldn’t,” her mother gasped. 

Meena smiled for her first time since Leonidas betrayed her. “Since I love the Fae 

king and I’m engaged to the Elf overlord, you bet your ass I will.” 

* * * * 

Leonidas took back the reins of the Fae Nation—but he had some serious changes 

to make. His warriors, both male and female, drilled daily with their bonded war 

dragons. Lipstick loved the flights and complex maneuvers. Once they were back on the 

ground, he seemed sadder with each passing day. 

The squadrons expected Leonidas to rename his dragon, but Meena had chosen 

Lipstick’s name. Even that tenuous link was precious now. Every time he thought of her 

bedding his half brother, his beast roared and raged. When normally it only roused one 

day a month, now it prowled through his psyche, predatory and vicious. Frustrated, it 

lengthened his fingernails—right along with his cock—desperate to fuck Meena again. 

The one woman he couldn’t have. 
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The day he’d returned, he’d summoned his advisors, but they’d seemed more 

hidebound and stuffy than ever. When he announced his plans to forge stronger links 

with the Witch Council, they huffed and shook their heads. 

He listened to their rambling list of reasons to maintain their isolationist stance, 

then rose to his feet—all self-control and quiet menace—and ordered, “Quiet! My father 

was an adulterer even before Elizbetta cursed him. Are you really so proud of a Fae 

who let his dick drive him? He peppered his bastards through the kingdoms. Not 

Prodia’s finest hour. We need to move forward and build bridges to negate the damage 

my father’s libido caused.” 

Leonidas’s personal life was more complicated than his politics. The chamberlain 

had invited two new women to grace his court. One was giggly and gormless. The 

other—all cold heart and carefully lacquered hair—told him she’d only agreed to sleep 

with him for the good of the Fae Nation. He detested them both. 

The days blurred into celibacy and boredom. Without Meena, he couldn’t 

envisage a future—didn’t even want one—and once he’d made reparation to the 

Vampires, he planned to abdicate the throne. Life moved more slowly. Even soaring 

through the skies astride Lipstick couldn’t lift his spirits. 

He didn’t want anyone but Meena. Hell, he wasn’t sure he was capable of bedding 

anyone but her. And his four-week deadline was approaching fast. 
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Chapter Twenty-Six 

Meena went on a charm offensive, smiling at surly Elves while Mordred 

accompanied her around the stronghold’s outer walls. She even stilled her sarcastic 

tongue into good-humored comments and friendly gestures. Not that the Elves 

responded—until they saw the sundew plants wither and the anaconda vines retreat 

from the walls. Even the weeds in the moat rotted away to nothing. After that she 

gained some grudging respect. 

The next day she ventured farther, and thanks to her plant-killing prowess, she 

uncovered the abandoned port. She rested her hand on Mordred’s arm. “Those empty 

houses will make wonderful homes for the drudges your soldiers abused. If you decree 

that only women can own property, your warriors will have to court them if they want 

a decent home.” 

Mordred’s grin surprised her. “Done. Leonidas’s mother raised me better than to 

mistreat women—especially after the way our father hurt her. I always intended to aid 

our women, but until I found you, I’ve been too busy finding ways to feed my people.” 

His loyalty to the Elves warmed her, but it didn’t melt the ice around her heart. 

Only Leonidas could do that, but he’d left without a word. And he’d taken the runaway 

with him. 

Three days, and the women took possession of the town. When they did, Meena 

lost any respect she’d gained. The Elf warriors hated her for taking their women away. 

Some murmured in small, seditious groups. Others openly spat when she 

approached—until Mordred intervened. Two floggings later, and the Elves turned surly 

and silent. 

“Give it time,” Meena begged, “and don’t hurt anyone else because of me.” 
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Mordred froze, a goblet of wine halfway to his lips. “I can’t show any weakness. If 

I’m not the most ruthless bastard out there, then my loyal subjects will stage a coup and 

replace me with another overlord.” 

Meena didn’t argue, but neither did she tell Mordred how Bryn—the Elf she’d 

defeated when she saved the runaway—constantly dogged her footsteps. He never 

approached her, never spoke, but he made the hairs on the back of her neck prickle. 

Maybe he guarded her for Leonidas, but he’d turned into an unwanted Elf stalker. 

Each evening, she made plans for her forthcoming marriage. When she pictured 

herself screwing anyone but Leonidas, her stomach churned. How could she fuck 

Mordred when the two-faced, lying Fae king was the only man she wanted between her 

legs? One day soon, she’d have to kiss her fiancé, but even that was a step too far. What 

if he used his tongue or ran his hands over her breasts? He wanted children? Goddess, 

no! Not when the thought of his fingers on her pussy made that sick feeling in her 

stomach a million times worse. Maybe when the time came, she could ignore the scar on 

his face and pretend he was Leonidas—but he didn’t taste of chocolate and spices, and 

he couldn’t make her come with just one steaming-hot glance. 

Things weren’t great with her mum either. They’d lost the closeness they once 

shared, and their relationship was strained…nonexistent really. Her parents had tried 

to persuade her not to marry Mordred, but when Meena refused to change her mind, 

they left. After the way her mother deceived her, she couldn’t care less…honestly. 

Perhaps though, some advice on how to sleep with a man who didn’t make her hot and 

horny wouldn’t have gone amiss. 

Each night she thought of the love she’d lost—never had, really—and wept as she 

stroked herself to sleep. That few minutes of masturbation had become the only 

pleasure. Each day, she avoided Mordred and cleared more of the carnivorous jungle 

outside his door. 

Five weeks later, and magic roared like a tidal wave through her blood. Every 

bladderwort or pitcher plant she’d killed strengthened her, but she couldn’t control the 
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power inside her. If she didn’t vent it soon, she’d explode like a gun firing a blast of 

magic bullets. Her ground-clearing routes took her farther from Mordred’s stronghold, 

and she traveled with an Elf bodyguard. After almost half a day in a pony cart bumping 

over freshly recovered roads, she just wanted her head to stop pounding. With a sigh, 

she set out to destroy yet more blue-trumpeted daffodils. By midday they’d reached a 

field of giant hibiscus that stood as tall as cars. 

“The red flowers are so pretty.” Meena sighed. 

Her escort’s command pulled her back. “They are one of the rarest and most 

deadly species. Even you should not go too close. They exude a perfume that will put 

you to sleep, but you’ll never wake. A species of rat has developed a symbiotic 

relationship with them, and once the flowers have you in a trance, they will devour 

you. You see to the flowers, slowly, and we will see to the rats.” 

“Great. Giant rats. Just what every girl needs. Okay, slow and steady it is. Let’s get 

this over with.” 

Intent on her task, Meena never noticed the when the sky darkened. Around her, 

Elves fidgeted and fingered their weapons. Another dead hibiscus. A rustling of leaves. 

Three rats charged. 

The sky rained fire around them. They were gone before the first Elf released his 

spear. When Meena looked up, Lipstick hovered overhead. She waved and did a 

delighted little dance of welcome. Once he landed, she greeted him like a long-lost 

friend. He’d grown almost as long as Whitby Abbey, where he’d first sought her out. 

Fortunately he wasn’t as tall. 

He curled around her, delighted to see her, and she laughed out loud when his tail 

snaked around her waist. Down the road, the cart driver struggled to control the ponies 

as they bucked and whinnied in terror. Even her escort fell back, overawed. Finally 

their commander lifted his spear overhead. His action rallied his troops, and the bravest 

raised their spears, ready to repel him if they could. 

“Don’t you dare!” Meena yelled, and they fell back. 
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“Lord Mordred will hang us if that dragon hurts you,” their commander huffed. 

With a saccharine smile, Meena said bluntly, “He won’t. That scarlet dragon’s my 

Witch’s familiar.” 

Fully grown now, Lipstick rubbed his head against her thighs like a cat marking 

its owner. When she tickled his ears, he reared up and licked her cheek. 

She shuddered and wiped her face on her sleeve. “Yech! I’m sure war dragons 

should be fierce, not friendly. And delighted as I am to see you, I could do without the 

face-licking thing.” 

Lipstick shoved her behind him and spewed a sheet of flame across the fields. It 

destroyed the beautiful, deadly hibiscus in seconds. The rats too. The place smelled like 

a greasy burger joint as the stench of cooked rat replaced the heady hibiscus perfume. 

Meena applauded, and even the Elves cheered. 

“Clever boy.” Meena stroked under his chin in approval; then he curled his tail 

upward and settled her so her legs straddled the base of his neck. As she grasped a thin 

leather strap, he flew over the land. His fire burned the rampant vegetation, and 

Meena’s deadly mojo prevented the plants reclaiming the territory. Finally when he 

flew her back to Mordred’s tower, she patted his serpentine neck. “Thank you. Flying 

was amazing, and unlike that abominable pony cart, it didn’t make me feel sick.” 

The dragon stared at her, waiting for the question she tried not to ask. Eventually, 

she whispered, “How’s Leonidas?” 

Lipstick flattened his ears and crooned a low sorrowful note. 

Meena wrapped her arms around his neck. “And you thought I might go with you 

if you cleared those plants. Lipstick, I’m sorry, but he’s made it clear he wants nothing 

to do with me—but that was pretty smart thinking for a dragon. No wonder the Fae 

bond with your species. Go home, Lipstick, and keep Leonidas safe. Please.” 

Hekate, every time she thought of the Fae king, tears threatened, but she reserved 

her crying for the privacy of her own chambers. Thanks to Lipstick, however, she was 

back too early to plead exhaustion and retire to bed. 
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Lipstick’s eyes clouded with sorrow, and as he flicked his tongue over her cheek, 

he whined a sad lament—a funeral dirge for her happiness maybe. Then he soared 

skyward, circled the stronghold, and roared before he flashed back to the Fae court. At 

least his presence had soothed the pulsing knot of magic in Meena’s stomach. Finally, 

she’d found some control. 

As she crossed the ramparts, Mordred burst from tower. He wore black battle 

armor, and like Leonidas, he carried a bullwhip and sword. “Are you all right? Your 

bodyguard sent a message to say a Fae war dragon abducted you. I thought that despite 

my half brother’s objections, their council had decided to make use of your powers. We 

would go to war to fetch my fiancée home.” 

Home. That was what she’d wanted. Somewhere she could belong and be loved. 

In her dream, she offered her love, not merely admiration and respect. She’d made a 

deal with Mordred, and she wouldn’t back out. Besides, she had nowhere else to go. 

Suddenly suffocated by his attention, she snapped, “I’m fine. I’m going down to 

the old port to see how the women are doing. And for once I’m going alone. If your 

troopers trail after me like normal, I’ll…” Come on, think of a suitable witchy threat. “I’ll 

turn them into toads.” 

She turned her back and left both the tower and a flabbergasted Mordred behind. 

As she stepped through the gate, Bryn, her Elf stalker, followed. Furious, she turned to 

confront him, but he edged closer to the imposing tower. She wished she’d told 

Mordred about him, but those floggings had sickened her. His hands glowed with 

magic, but judging by the angry glower, he wasn’t casting a good luck charm. 

Meena’s world slipped into slow motion. She had time to notice the bare land 

around the tower, even counted the stones in its walls. The sun seemed brighter, the 

colors more glorious, and even the air smelled sweeter. All the life force and power 

she’d absorbed from the plants coalesced inside her, and Lipstick’s visit heightened her 

witchy prowess. She lifted her hand, fascinated by the rainbow aura her power spread 
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over her skin. Finally, almost drunk on the swirling mass of magic inside her, she 

turned to face Bryn. 

His eyes burned brighter and brighter as he gathered his power. His brow 

furrowed with concentration, and he lifted his arms overhead. “Not sneaking up on me 

now, are you? Not stealing our whores and slaves either. Whatever Mordred does to 

me, it’ll be worth it to rid the world of an interfering harpy like you.” 

A whispered command, and he threw an explosion of magic—putrid, dark, and 

deadly—toward her. 

She’d thought Bryn harmless, and then a bolt of dark energy convulsed around 

her in a sheet of black flame. The stones at her feet scorched. Somewhere close by a 

woman screamed her distress. Guards yelled commands. And still Bryn poured his 

magic into the flame. 

A vortex spun inside Meena, sucking magic and heat from the flame. She didn’t 

burn, didn’t blister. Fire magic—the sort Leonidas had told her the drudges had used to 

kill the Elf commander—swirled around her as she claimed its heat and strength. 

Meena held out one hand and studied the fiery tongues that licked around her. 

Instinctively she drew the magic inside her—cleansing, enhancing, and shaping—then 

she hurled it back. Flames engulfed Bryn, and his high-pitched yelp cut off abruptly. 

The fire burned brighter until nothing of the spell caster remained. Her fire grew 

stronger, uncontrollable, and she couldn’t draw it back. It blazed around the tower 

walls until they crumbled. Sentries tumbled inward onto flagged pavements or pitched 

forward into the newly cleared moat. The wooden watchtowers perched on the four 

corners of the ramparts burst into flame. 

Unharmed by Bryn’s attack, Meena stared at the devastation she’d caused. Dust 

clouds swirled everywhere before drifting slowly to the ground. Rubble settled in 

untidy heaps, crushing anyone below. Some warriors jumped from the ramparts and 

into the moat to avoid the flames, but weighed down by their armor, they struggled to 

reach dry land. So much for finding some control. 



190  |  KRYSSIE FORTUNE 

Through the tower’s open gate, she saw warriors littered across the courtyard. 

Some twitched in silence. Some were still alive, moaning on the ground as they clutched 

broken arms and ribs. Women gathered before the castle, hands linked as they chanted 

spells to extinguish the flames. Meena joined them, flooding their spells with fresh 

power. As the flames died away, the women’s strongest healers moved forward to tend 

the injured. Others helped pull warriors out of the moat. And there in their midst stood 

the runaway. 

Meena’s heart stuttered. Color drained from her face. Mordred had sworn 

Leonidas had taken the scrawny scrap of a girl with him when he left. Please, in the 

name of the Goddess, don’t let him have used her, then sent her back. She couldn’t have 

misjudged him so badly when she loved him so much—could she? When the chaos 

subsided, she’d collar the runaway; then they’d have a full and frank discussion…or 

else. 

The healers gathered herbs and made potent salves to help the injured warriors. 

Weeks of harvesting magic strengthened Meena, and Lipstick’s visit had fired up her 

powers like never before. As she moved among the wounded Elves, she healed the 

worst injuries. Finally, she spotted the runaway helping one of the walking wounded 

inside. 

After a quick check that his injuries were superficial, Meena grabbed the 

runaway’s elbow. “Come with me.” 

The runaway glanced around as if seeking protection, but no one looked up. Her 

thin arm trembled in Meena’s grip. “I didn’t sleep with him, honest. I spent the night 

alone in his bed. The next morning the overlord had his servants drag me back 

upstairs.” 

The girl wrapped her arms around her chest and stared at the carnage, muscles 

tensed as if she planned to bolt. 

Meena glowered and shoved her into an empty house. “What happened then?” 
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“The overlord said if I didn’t seduce his half brother, he’d have me flogged. I 

waited in your warrior’s bed, but he bellowed and threw me out. Right when you and 

the overlord came down the stairs. I thought he’d kill me when Lord Leonidas rejected 

me, but afterward the overlord said I’d done well, and sent me to the women’s camp. 

After that, we moved in here.” 

Cold, killing rage swept through Meena. “So Leonidas didn’t bed you? And he 

didn’t carry you off to the Fae court?” 

The girl wept noisy tears and backed into the corner. “All he did was throw me 

out. I swear it. Then the overlord said no one would touch me as long as I stayed away 

from you.” 

So Leonidas hadn’t betrayed Meena, but Mordred had. That meant great, she had 

another liar in her life. She’d refused to listen to Leonidas’s explanation, so no wonder 

he’d left without a word. So much for total honesty and trust between her and her Elf 

fiancé. Actually, make that former fiancé. The Elf kingdom was another place she didn’t 

belong. 
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Chapter Twenty-Seven 

Betrayal tasted like sour lemons—a taste Meena knew too well. That’s it, I’m 

through being a victim. Time to kick some ass. As she headed back inside, her feet didn’t 

touch the ground—literally. She hovered inches above the floor, swept up in a 

maelstrom of fury and menace. 

Her voice reverberated with quiet intensity. Its soft tones rolled around the Great 

Hall, then echoed down dark corridors. “Mordred.” 

The overlord came running. “Meena, my lady, don’t worry about the damage. 

That power’s been building inside you for weeks, and we can always rebuild.” 

When she looked at her arm, it was glowing. An aura of light blazed around her, 

dazzling the servants and making Mordred hold a hand up to shade his eyes. 

Again, her voice held an unnatural echo. “I’d rather raze your wretched tower to 

the ground—and you right along with it. I thought you were the one totally honest 

person in my life, but you deliberately poisoned my mind against Leonidas. I’m done 

with your misogynistic Elves, and I’m done with you.” 

Unbidden, power flashed from her fingers and scorched a tapestry hung over the 

door to the servants’ quarters. 

Mordred swallowed hard but moved in closer. “Meena, I need you. My people 

need you. Most of all, those women need you. Whatever I’ve said or done, I will put it 

right.” 

His simple words knocked the fight out of her. The Elves would have starved for 

both food and magic if she hadn’t reclaimed their land. Now that she’d beaten back the 

invasive plant life, their power would return, and they could grow the food they so 

desperately needed. Only she wouldn’t be there to see it. “Your magic bound us into a 
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pact of utter truth and loyalty—and still you messed with my head. The truth isn’t in a 

loser like you, but your lies shattered any bond between us. I’m well rid of a jackass like 

you.” 

“I was desperate,” Mordred pleaded. “I sort of twisted my magic to exclude 

anything to do with the Fae. Look, I should have done things different, better, but I’ll do 

anything to make you stay.” 

The angrier she felt, the brighter she glowed. She tipped her head to one side and 

studied him. “Threats? You’re pathetic. Listen, jackass, you’ve finished the hatchet job 

on my emotions that my own family started. Thanks to your stupid stage show, I 

turned my back on Leonidas. I guess you’re just a natural asshole.” 

“Ruthless bastard without a heart, remember?” he murmured, but he didn’t sound 

as certain as usual. 

Power flooded from Meena’s hand. The supports of the wooden minstrels’ gallery 

above Mordred exploded. Arms over his head, he shot forward. Splinters of polished 

oak showered down on him. 

“You just don’t get it, do you?” Meena demanded. “I’d have helped anyway. And 

don’t you dare come any closer, or I’ll turn the same spell on you I did on the Elf that 

just tried to kill me.” 

No coward, Mordred stood his ground, but he changed tactics. “Those former 

drudges down in the port need a protector. What will happen if you leave?” 

Any softness she’d felt toward him vanished. Anger made her magic hum 

overhead like power cables. “Hurt them, and I’ll return with the full caste of green 

Witches. You thought that jungle out there was bad, well, Mister, you ain’t seen nothing 

yet. Hurt them, and you’ll not believe the monstrosities we’ll set growing in your land.” 

Mordred paled, but she could almost see his thought process. He was scheming to 

keep her. He must be. Meena didn’t trust the smile that finally settled across his face. 

He oozed charm as he stepped toward her. “I wouldn’t let them suffer anyway. Their 
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mistreatment is the reason the Fae refuse to ally with us. We still need food along with 

farm instruments and well-behaved seeds. I give you my word that they’re safe.” 

“Your word’s worth nothing,” Meena rumbled in her power-infused voice. “If 

your men ever touch an unwilling woman again, I’ll send plagues and sickness across 

your land.” 

She floated up the stairs and locked herself in her chamber. It was time for tough 

choices, but no matter what direction her life, she’d take it alone. She’d never felt so lost. 

The air fizzed with magic, and her father flashed into the room. “You’re floating, 

child. I always knew I had a powerful daughter, but you look like Sigourney Weaver, 

my 1980’s heartthrob, when she appeared in Ghostbusters.” 

“Out of date and out of fashion, that’s me.” She sniffed. 

He laughed and held out his arms. “No, you’re a Witch crackling with power—

but you look like you need a hug. Come here.” 

She sobbed against his chest. Finally, tears still pouring down her cheeks, she 

lifted her head and asked, “How come you’re here? And why now?” 

He stroked her hair back down around her shoulders. “Because I couldn’t stay 

away any longer, and my Spidey senses told me it was time. Your mother will go 

ballistic, though, when she finds out I’m here.” 

Meena giggled between her tears “Spidey senses? Come on, you just spent twenty-

three years in prison. How did you see that film?” 

“Comic book freak here.” Her father grinned. “Actually, anything written down, I 

devour. Before the Elves imprisoned me, I couldn’t sleep without reading first. I even 

had a starring role in a Gothic novel, remember? But Bram Stoker was always a bit of an 

idiot. Anyway, Vampires sense things sometimes, and when I woke this morning, I 

knew you needed me.” 
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She couldn’t imagine her newly acquired father reading comic books, but at least 

he came to comfort her when she hit rock bottom. She daren’t trust him—not after 

everyone betrayed her. “I can’t stay here, not now Mordred’s shown his true colors.” 

Her father shrugged. “That’s the other reason I’m here. My informants in the Fae 

court say your Leonidas has turned feral. Meena, I’m sorry, but it’s your mother’s 

fault.” 

“I’ll kill her,” Meena said, enraged. 

She’d done everything to rescue her mother, but her loyalty had cost her dearly. 

Not only had her mother lied to her for years, but thanks to Elizbetta’s out-of-control 

curse, happiness was forever out of Meena’s grasp. Thanks, Mum—it’s good to know you 

care…honest. Her parents might be reunited, but she still mourned for Leonidas. Every 

night as she fingered herself to climax, she wept for the love she’d lost. 

Her father held her at arm’s length. “Don’t judge her too harshly. Separation from 

your true-mate’s always painful. Twenty-three years apart almost broke the pair of us. 

The previous Fae king robbed her of her true-mate, and the curse was her way of 

stopping him from finding his—then Leonidas inherited the curse, and he wants no one 

but you. My informants in the Fae palace tell me his beast howls in constant pain. As he 

prowls his room, he calls your name. If you want, I’ll take you to the Fae palace, but it’s 

magically protected, so I can’t get you inside.” 

Meena hissed in a breath. “Just get me there. I guarantee nothing and no one will 

keep us apart.” 

* * * * 

Meena walked around the dark granite walls a second time. There wasn’t a way 

into the palace unless the Fae dropped that heavy iron drawbridge. The Fae council had 

forbidden anyone to enter or leave. A few hardy petitioners camped around the gate, 

but they’d been there for days. No way would she join them. 
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Maybe she could float across the way she’d floated up to her suite in Mordred’s 

palace, but honestly she wasn’t sure how she’d managed that. She needed to flash 

inside—but she hadn’t mastered that skill either. So much for being Superwitch. More 

like Useless Witch, but for Leonidas, she’d give it a go—maybe. 

Then, after a moment’s thought, she summoned Lipstick. 

Seconds later, the dragon landed at her side. Meena patted his scarlet scales. 

“Okay, boy, I’m the dumb one here. You tried to tell me Leonidas needed me, and I 

didn’t listen. Can you get me inside?” 

Just that easily she was in the practice courts, and this once, she didn’t complain 

when Lipstick licked her cheeks and wound his tail around her legs. 

“Hey, Lipstick, is that woman bothering you?” a stable hand called. The dragon’s 

growl sent him skittering away. 

“Just leaving.” Meena slipped free of Lipstick’s tail and ran across the courtyard. 

Unlike her father, she didn’t need Spidey senses to tell her something was wrong. 

Solemn courtiers ignored her as they slow marched around the castle like mourners at a 

funeral. The silence choked her. Then an animal roar—deep, raspy, and primal—

shattered the unnatural quiet. 

Leonidas! And Hekate, he was hurting! She rushed up the central tower’s spiral 

stairs. 

A sentry hailed her. “Halt and state your business.” 

She tried to push past. “I’m here for the king.” 

The sentry stepped forward and blocked her way. “The two chosen are waiting 

outside his door. They’re to enter when he next sleeps. This is a difficult time for all 

concerned. I will not let you disturb them.” 

After all that had happened, no overzealous solider was going to stop her. With a 

wave of her hand, she turned his weapons to weeds—dead ones that drooped in his 

hands. As he stared in astonishment, she slipped past. 
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Two women sat outside the door. One was expressionless, her face cold and her 

hair pulled tight into a lacquered coif. The other giggled and fidgeted. Both stared 

nervously at the closed door, but she shoved them aside when she tugged on the 

handle. Hekate, why doesn’t the damn thing open? 

The expressionless one sniffed, all affronted dignity and ice. “My duty is to save 

my king. The chamberlain chose us, and we will soothe him the next time his beast 

recedes.” 

The giggly one was brighter than she looked. She stared at Meena. “I don’t want 

to. You can have my place if you want.” 

“Done,” Meena agreed. “Get out of here, and don’t let me see you hanging out 

with Leonidas again.” 

“You can’t do that,” Cold Heart and Hair Lacquer protested. 

“Wanna bet?” Meena grinned. She drew on her power and fueled it with the anger 

inside her. Her feet left the ground, and her hair haloed upward—Ghostbusters-style. 

Absently she decided to introduce her dad to some new movies. Then she reached for 

the door. 

The sniffy, cold-faced woman announced. “I’m the one chosen, and I will save our 

king.” 

Tongues of flame flickered over Meena’s arms. Fireballs surrounded her hands. 

“Back off, sister. He’s taken.” 

All affronted dignity, the woman followed her giggly companion down the stairs. 

With a deep breath, Meena calmed her soul and drew her power back inside her. Then 

she pulled on the door again. When it didn’t open, her carefully controlled fireball 

melted the hinges, and the door toppled inward. 

The first thing that hit her was the cold. Leonidas must be freezing or too far gone 

for anyone to enter and light him a fire. The second thing she noticed was the mess. 

Someone had shredded the wall hangings. The bedding had been torn into tiny pieces. 

Remnants of fabric spread like confetti around the room. Feathers from the empty 
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mattress floated through the air. Claw marks covered the wooden bedstead. Bits of 

broken wardrobe littered the floor. Leonidas’s clothes were flung everywhere. 

Leonidas lay curled on the floor in a corner. At first Meena thought he was 

sleeping, but when she approached, he reared up on all fours and growled, “Keep 

back.” 

His dark hair fell limply around his shoulders. Uncombed, it hung in hanks and 

tangles, but it was longer than she remembered. His torso was deliciously naked, but 

he’d clawed deep furrows across his chest. His leather pants had rips in the thighs and 

holes in the knees. Even his feet were bare. His deep LL Cool J voice was lost in his 

animal roar. “Get out!” 

Her poor Fae warrior, robbed of everything by her mother’s curse. She needed to 

reach him, to love him, but he stalked toward her, murder in his eyes. 

“Elves’ blood,” Leonidas roared, “don’t you get it? If I fuck you, I won’t stop until 

you’re broken and bleeding. Dead even. Get out, and leave me alone.” 
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Chapter Twenty-Eight 

Leonidas was lost in his beast. His world was composed of sensation and smells. 

The scent of heather and wild herbs washed over him—a familiar fragrance that 

haunted his dreams. No matter how little humanity he retained, he wanted only Meena. 

It hurt, somewhere in his gut, that this creature smelled like his true-mate. Anger and 

resentment rose inside him, feeding his beast and lengthening his canines into fangs. 

His beast wanted blood, and the imposter wearing his true-mate’s scent would 

either run screaming for mercy or die. The beast didn’t care which. It hungered for 

Meena, craved her on a cell-deep level. Even cursed to endless infidelity, it couldn’t get 

a cock stand for anyone but her. An animalistic bellow erupted from him, and he 

clawed at his chest. Meena, he needed Meena. Again, he breathed in her scent, letting it 

fill his lungs as he remembered every rainbow streak in her hair. He growled a 

warning, but this creature who smelled like Meena came closer. 

Meena took a step toward him. “Leo?” 

That voice! Could it really be her? His Meena? No! Illusion! That soft voice 

throbbing with concern was nothing but illusion—something conjured by his courtiers 

to keep him sane. The beast in him threw back his head and bellowed in misery and 

confusion. Her scent. Her voice. But she wouldn’t come for him—not after the way he’d 

behaved. Even if she did, he’d fucked her once, and his beast only did one-night stands. 

Damn it, if he couldn’t screw her, then he’d never screw anyone again. 

He retreated to the corner and curled into a fetal potion—claws extended as his 

body trembled and shook. His resonant voice faded to a raspy whimper. “Meena. I 

need Meena.” 

“Shush,” she soothed from across the room, “It’s me, Meena. I’m here.” 
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When he raised his hands to cover his ears, his talons tangled in his hair. “Not 

real. Not here. Betrayed you. Hurt you.” 

Again, he tore at his chest, oblivious to the strands of his dark hair wrapped 

around his fingers. 

Meena moved closer. “Stop that. How can I hold you if you’re going to bleed all 

over me?” 

He scrambled up onto all fours and tilted his head to one side, sniffing, scenting, 

desiring the illusion. Not his Meena. Not his—but his beast didn’t care. It wanted her. 

Couldn’t survive without her. Its primitive instincts grew like flames, and his penis shot 

upright. 

Betrayal. Wouldn’t fuck the not-Meena—but she smelled so good. He rose to his 

feet and stalked toward her. Her perfume! Hers! He scented it again, breathed in the 

illusion. His beast roared in possession and triumph. 

Lightning fast, he pounced and threw her over his shoulder. Prey. Fuck his prey; 

then kill it. Make it sorry it pretended to be his Meena. He dumped her on a nest of 

ripped-up blankets behind the ruined bedstead. 

His beast needed taste and scent, and this woman who hardened its cock 

reminded him of Meena. He needed to pound inside her, screw her until she begged for 

mercy, then screw her some more. Fuck her. Break her. He ripped her T-shirt, desperate 

to bare her flesh. His claws curled around her breasts. Too tight. Blood dripping from 

this not-Meena. The scent of her blood mingled with her heather and wild herbs almost 

destroyed him. He bent his head and tasted, just laved his tongue over her breasts. 

More. He needed more. He ripped her jeans and shredded them just like the bedding, 

but her red lace panties pleased the beast. He knelt astride her, his feet by her ears, his 

tongue flicking over her lace-covered cunt. 

Pinned down by his bulk, she didn’t resist. He tasted the dampness filling her 

pussy, threw back his head in a possessive bellow. He tore off her panties with his teeth. 

He spread her legs and parted her feminine folds with his claws. 
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“That’s right,” Meena encouraged. 

With a bellow, he fell on her cunt as though he wanted to devour her. Deep inside 

he did. He’d fuck her first. Break her with passion. Screw her so hard she never gets up from 

the bedroom floor. Take everything she offers; then take more. 

He rolled off her, then prodded at her until she turned onto her belly. The beast’s 

fangs hovered over her neck, and she shuddered. That’s right. Scare the impostor. Terrify 

her; then break her with sex. Feed on her pleasure. Feed on her. Bite her. With a satisfied roar, 

he sank his fangs in her shoulder and tasted her blood. 

One muscular thigh shoved her legs open, and then he was inside her, pumping 

and thrusting so hard he roared. Her muffled gasp didn’t stop him. He thrust harder, 

bonding with her the way a werewolf bonds with its mate. 

He fucked her hard. Deep. With animal intensity. Each thrust fed the beast’s needs 

and quieted the anger tearing his heart apart. The remnants of his humanity screamed, 

it’s not Meena. 

The beast didn’t care. Buried balls-deep inside her, it flicked its tongue over the 

puncture wound in her neck and reveled in the taste of her blood. Stunned by his 

violence, Meena lolled against him. Finally, she ran finger over her neck and gave a 

small, pleasured moan. When she found her voice, she whispered, “Yes. Fuck me 

harder. Take every part of me. I’m yours.” 

The beast bellowed as it came inside her, but it kept right on pounding. Pushing. 

Thrusting. Endless thrusting that soothed its hunger but only hurt her. 

 

MEENA GASPED AS he forced his way deeper. Normally Leonidas brought only 

pleasure, but the beast enjoyed her pain. With a deep breath, she opened her legs wider 

and raised her hips, matching that endless thrusting with thrusts of her own. Liquid 

heat shot through her pussy, and she shuddered as she came. Her body responded to 

Leonidas even when he was lost in the beast. 
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She felt him come inside her like an explosion of nuclear-charged sperm. She 

thought he’d rest then, but it wasn’t enough to sate the beast that possessed him. Part of 

her wondered if anything could. He was wild and untamed, a savage creature created 

by a Witch’s curse. Only, curses could be broken. 

“That’s it,” she said in approval when the beast came again. He didn’t seem to 

hear her, just placed his palms on her back, sat up, and bayed. And damn if she didn’t 

want to howl right back. The Fae king wanted her so badly he couldn’t fuck another. 

His desire, his all-consuming need drove him, and he fulfilled her every dream. If he’d 

just let her rest a moment, she’d think of something to save him. Instead he fucked her 

some more. 

“Taste you,” she begged in the hope he’d hear her. Maybe if she surrounded his 

cock with her lips and drew him into the warmth of her mouth, his beast would recede. 

Leonidas had certainly liked it when she did that before. 

“Screw you,” he rumbled, more animal than man. Was he cursing her? Or did he 

mean to bed her again? She was willing, eager even, but her cunt was starting to get 

sore. She couldn’t move, couldn’t persuade him to stop and think. His humanity had 

evaporated into animal instinct and sexual need. Okay, since he wouldn’t listen, that 

just left her magic. Think, Meena, think, or you won’t get out of here alive. Not that I’m really 

living if I’m not with him. 

Another deep breath, and she unfurled a tendril of power inside her. Her new 

abilities let her absorb the power of carnivorous jungles and fire-casting Elves. Sweet 

Goddess, that has to include curses. Doesn’t it? Above her, the beast continued its 

pounding assault on her cunt. Hips writhing in willing response, she tasted the sour 

magic of his curse. It flowed through her like swamp sludge, thick, dark, and 

disgusting. 

She heard a dragon mewl from outside the window. When she turned her head 

and looked, Lipstick swooped and soared as he crooned his approval. A connection 
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clicked in her brain. The dragon would ground her as she flushed away Leonidas’s 

curse. Another taste of dark magic, another nauseous cramp in her stomach. 

Her hips rose and fell as her pussy pulsed around Leonidas’s dick. This endless 

pleasuring would wear her out, but she thrust back and drained off more his curse. 

Another writhe of her hips. More dark magic that sickened her soul. Then Lipstick 

soared past the window again, her familiar’s presence cleansing the putrid power the 

curse poured inside her. 

Another thrust. Another beastly roar—quieter maybe? 

Finally Meena opened herself fully to the twisted power of her mother’s curse. It 

tasted familiar like the lemon and piss of betrayal, but she pulled it inside her and 

wrapped it in her newly discovered magic. Like an unwanted gift, she passed it on to 

Lipstick. 

Above her, the beast shuddered and moaned. 

Then that honey-sweet voice she knew and loved demanded, “Meena? Elves’ 

blood, Meena. What have I done? Have I hurt you?” Leonidas collapsed around her, his 

cock still rocking gently in her pussy as he laid his head alongside hers. “Damn it, 

woman, speak to me. Please.” 

Weary, she lifted her hand and stroked his hair. “Hi.” 

He leaped back as if his cock was on fire, but she felt bereft when he broke that 

intimate connection. Too weary to move, she lay facedown in the nest of blankets. Her 

voice cracked as she asked, “Is the curse broken?” 

He ran his fingers gently down her back. “The beast’s gone, my one and only 

love—but it hurt you.” 

“I’ll survive,” she muttered, but her eyes closed, and her body went limp. 

She didn’t know how long she slept in Leonidas’s arms, but when she woke, she 

breathed in his chocolate-and-chili essence. Like the man himself, it crept into her heart 
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and warmed every part of her. She snuggled closer, but she didn’t know what to say. 

Finally she managed “Hello.” 

Faux casual, he stroked the curls back from her cheek. “Hi. Is this just a random 

visit, or are you planning to stay?” 

“It depends.” She buried her face against his chest to hide her embarrassed flush, 

but her heart felt…hopeful. “Am I invited?” 

His arms tensed, and he held her so close she thought he’d never let her go. 

“Invited? No. Needed. Commanded. Loved. Adored. Necessary. Yes. I’d rather live as a 

beast than live without you. I won’t survive if you leave me again. Damn it, woman, 

wherever you go, I’ll follow.” 

She lifted her head and gave him a cautious glance. “I’m still a Witch, and Leo, I’m 

a Witch that doesn’t share well.” 

His voice was a honeyed caress that flooded her pussy with need. “And I was a 

prejudiced fool. This last month, I sent emissaries to the Witch Council, and they’re 

considering an alliance. Oh, and did I mention there’s this curvy rainbow-haired Witch 

I can’t live without?” 

She giggled and planted a kiss on the side of his neck. Hekate, those veins of his 

pulsed with forbidden fruit. Her fangs lengthened, but embarrassed, she turned away. 

He stroked the spot on her shoulder where he’d bitten her. “I’m glad this has 

healed. Meena, love, my beast almost turned werewolf in his need to claim you and 

mark you as his. Mine. He’s gone now, banished by the most powerful Witch in the 

kingdoms, and once your pretty little pussy’s not so sore, I’ll think of a suitable reward. 

Don’t hide your face from me, love. Tell me what’s bothering you.” 

She blushed as she showed him her fangs. “Leo, I think I need to bite you back.” 

His grin widened, and his shoulders shot back. “Thank the Fae gods for that. Even 

cursed into beast form, I knew you were mine. I initiated a blood exchange, a binding, 

but you need to complete the ritual with hot sex, multiple orgasms, and biting.” 



TO BREAK A WARRIOR KING’S CURSE|  205 

Chapter Twenty-Nine 

The Fae palace glowed with the light of a thousand candles. Flowers filled every 

corner and cranny of the Great Hall. Huge fires burned in the fireplaces, one warming 

each side of the room. Two scarlet thrones decorated with Lipstick’s recently shed 

scales stood on a raised dais. Beside them, a marble table held a ribbon of plaited 

rosebuds. A string quartet, more mundane earth than otherworld, played on the 

minstrel’s gallery to welcome the guests. 

Resplendent in emerald and gold, Leonidas waited anxiously for his bride. He 

heard Elizbetta stage-whisper to her husband, “I knew it would turn out like this. 

Foresight’s both a curse and a blessing.” 

The Vampire king laughed—all pure white teeth and no hint of fangs—“I’m so 

glad I bonded with a Witch. Elizbetta, I adore everything about our daughter, especially 

her mother. Later, I will show you just how much.” 

Mordred grinned at Leonidas’s side. “Relax, bro. I’m the one who should be tense. 

Your Witch threatened my person, my position, and my kingdom when she realized the 

truth. Honestly, I didn’t know I’d hurt either of you so badly, but I’m glad I’m forgiven. 

And I’m doubly grateful for the supplies you sent.” 

They both knew he wasn’t really forgiven, but today was as much about 

diplomacy as it was about ceremony. The deep bond Leonidas once shared with his half 

brother still felt strained—stretched to the breaking point even—but he managed a 

smile. “Meena’s reestablished her links with the Witches, and an army of green-fingered 

Witches is poised to invade your land. They’ll make your farms thrive, but they’ll only 

help your women. Your warriors will have their work cut out to woo the women they 

once mistreated.” 
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From the minstrel’s gallery, a choir lifted their voices in song. The hall doors 

opened, and Leonidas’s breath caught in his throat as his bride walked toward him. 

Flowers bedecked her free-flowing curls. Her dress, like his bride, had Gothic leanings. 

The corset top shimmered with a fortune of fire opals, but it was the way it clung to her 

generous curves that entranced him. The skirt—floor-length layers of rainbow gauze—

floated around her ankles. Every man in the room would desire his woman, and his 

shoulders shot back with pride that she was his. 

Later, he’d unhook that top and explore her lush curves, or maybe he’d make her 

keep it on while he stripped back the gauze and revealed her shapely legs. Elves’ blood, 

he’d do both. Her smile filled the room with warmth, and even his hidebound Fae 

courtiers smiled back. He’d never seen his chamberlain do anything but glower, and it 

surprised him the man’s face didn’t crack. 

If he wasn’t so nervous, Leonidas would have laughed at the changes she’d 

already wrought. He ran his finger around the inside of his collar; then he forgot 

everything but Meena. When she finally reached his side, he offered his hand. Together 

they climbed the red-carpet-covered steps onto the dais. Hands entwined, they took 

their seats. The singing stopped, and the soft trill of harp strings provided a backdrop to 

their handfasting. 

Meena’s parents stepped forward and wrapped the ribbon of thornless rosebuds 

once around Leonidas’s and Meena’s wrists. Mordred followed and made the second 

twist of the ribbon. Sylvie and Caleb, the Lykae king and queen, came next, followed by 

representatives of every magical kingdom. Soon the ribbon of rosebuds covered the 

newlyweds’ hands and reached up their arms. With a flash of green magic, Elizbetta 

made the flowers bloom, and the heady, sensual scent of damask roses filled the room. 

Bound to his bride, Leonidas led Meena to the doorway, and a cohort of dragons 

flew past, Lipstick in the lead. When the massive war dragon saw the doors open, he 

spread his magnificent scarlet wings, then swooped and soared in complex somersaults 
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and dives. The guests applauded, and the party started in earnest. Every species 

intermingled to celebrate the Fae king’s wedding, and dance music filled the hall. 

In keeping with Fae tradition, Leonidas cradled Meena in his arms and carried her 

to their chambers. “Well, my little Witch, there’s no getting away from me now.” 

With a theatrical leer, he used his free hand to unlace her corset-topped dress. It 

fell at her feet like a rippling, rainbow-hued sea. She stood naked before him, her 

luscious breasts bared for his pleasure. He bent his head and took one nipple between 

his lips, sucking gently. Her squeal of approval only made him hungrier for her. 

Delicious, sensual heat filled him as she went on tiptoe and chewed on his earlobe. 

Damn, she almost made him come on the spot. If she didn’t stop that, he’d never make 

it across the room to the bed. Cock as hard as iron, he rushed to the silk-covered four-

poster. Desperate to be inside her, he half put her down, half dropped her onto the 

mattress. Too late, he realized he was still fully clothed. His eager expression faded, and 

he tugged one-handed at his fly. 

Meena grinned and muttered something under her breath. A tickle of magic 

feathered though the room, and his clothes dissolved into mist. Suddenly stricken, she 

lay still—as if scared of how he’d react—all because of his stupid preconceptions. 

Before he returned to tormenting her breast, he murmured, “Thank the Fae gods, I 

married a Witch.” 

Her heartfelt sigh surprised him. She’d faced down his beast and broken his curse, 

but part of her must have thought he’d reject her again. He stared into her eyes. 

“Meena, I’ll never do or say anything to hurt you again. I love you deeply, and I was 

such a fool.” 

“That makes two of us, then. Leo, it’s time to look forward, not back.” She lifted 

her hips, giving him better access to her breasts while she fondled his ears. With a 

groan, he moved his free hand to her cunt and ran his thumb over her clit. Once she 

grew wetter, hotter, he eased one finger into her pussy. 
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Meena’s legs fell open, and he slipped a second finger alongside the first—and 

instantly found her G-spot. He loved the way she moaned and tried to ride his hand, 

eager for him to screw her again. She drove all rational thought from his brain, and all 

he wanted was to sink his cock inside her. A flick of her tongue over the sensitive tip of 

his ear, and he couldn’t hold out any longer. 

When he slid his fingers out of her pussy, she pouted, but he slid between her 

thighs and ran his dick over the entry to her cunt. She screamed and bucked; then she 

hooked her legs around his waist. Her free hand slid around the back of his head, and 

as his dick thrust inside her, she drew his neck to her lips. Her tongue laved an inward 

spiral and finished over his vein. 

“Do it,” he demanded. 

 

MEENA TOOK A deep breath and abandoned her vegetarian principles. She’d 

craved blood since that first night in the otherworld, and now Leonidas offered his. 

She’d thought he’d recoil at her Vampire tendencies, but he bent his head, giving her 

access to his jugular vein. Maybe one day, she’d drink from there, but tonight she had 

other ideas. 

She shimmied down his body, her hair skimming over his chest. When she ran her 

tongue along the length of his cock, it twitched. Again that was a pleasure reserved for 

later. She laved her way across to his saphenous vein, the one that ran from up his leg 

and close to his dick. He gasped as her fangs scraped his flesh. Then she bit down hard. 

She sank her fangs through his flesh, and heat rolled through her body. Then the 

tingling started—an electric charge that arched their backs and made their muscles 

pulse. A deep masculine groan slipped past Leonidas’s lips as Meena sucked at his vein. 

His blood flowed freely, warming her throat and feeding a hunger she didn’t know she 

possessed. 
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Leonidas’s cock stood like a solider on parade, tall, straight, and proud. For her. 

Then it twitched, and its huge girth felt hot and hard as it brushed her cheek, so she 

reached up and stroked it from its base to its tip. 

She’d worried he’d hate her desire to drink from him, but his physical reaction to 

her feeding thrilled her. His essence flowed into every sinew and synapse of her body 

as she completed the blood bond he’d started. “Elves’ blood, woman,” he gasped as she 

bonded them completely. “You have to do that again soon. Daily would be good. 

Hourly would be better.” 

The Vampire princess—a powerful Witch—and the Fae king melded into one. She 

tried to draw his dick into her mouth, but he tugged her up to meet his lips in a kiss. 

Then he plunged inside her, sating their shared sexual needs. Their orgasm crescendoed 

like cannon barrage, building, burning, bonding them more deeply than the 

handfasting ceremony. 

No longer two people, they shared every thought, every feeling, and nothing 

would ever separate them again. 

“Mine,” he whispered. “And, querida, I’m totally yours.” 

Her lips flirted across his, and then her tongue explored his mouth. She knew just 

how to please and torment him. Finally, all kissed out, she murmured, “I like that. From 

now on we come as a unit.” She laughed when a dragon screeched outside their 

window. “That’d be just you, me, and Lipstick then.” 
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