
        
            
                
            
        

    


[image: image-placeholder]





              The Prince of Crows
Copyright © 2023 by Vil N. Vile
ISBN: 9781959294030 
All rights reserved. 

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact vilnvileauthor@gmail.com.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
This title is intended for adults only. It contains adult themes and materials. 








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Content Information
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Dedication
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    1.
    
    Chapter 1
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    2.
    
    Chapter 2
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    3.
    
    Chapter 3
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    4.
    
    Chapter 4
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    5.
    
    Chapter 5
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    6.
    
    Chapter 6
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    7.
    
    Chapter 7
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    8.
    
    Chapter 8
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    9.
    
    Chapter 9
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    10.
    
    Chapter 10
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    11.
    
    Chapter 11
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    12.
    
    Chapter 12
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    13.
    
    Chapter 13
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    14.
    
    Chapter 14
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    15.
    
    Chapter 15
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    16.
    
    Chapter 16
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    17.
    
    Chapter 17
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    18.
    
    Chapter 18
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    19.
    
    Chapter 19
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    20.
    
    Chapter 20
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    21.
    
    Chapter 21
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    The Prince of Frost
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Acknowledgements
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About the Author
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
      

    
  

Content Information


The Prince of Crows is a dark fantasy romance. For mature readership, 18+
The Prince of Crows contains the following possible triggers: 
Violence and gore, emesis, mild body horror, physical abuse, sexual assault and grooming (alluded to/implied and not between our love interests), dubious consent, alcohol use and intoxication, virgin FMC, descriptive and explicit sexual content, adult language.
Your mental health is important. My spooky boys may not be for you if any of the above could trigger you. Take care of yourself first.






To all the babes who have a thing for scary boys and who find a way to make Halloween last all year round.
Stay spooky. xx
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Chapter 1


Only pretty girls get chosen for the Harvest. 
That’s what they say, anyway.
Twice every century, a woman is forced into the Weeping Woods. The wood line was the only border for Ronan separating us from the Veil that led to the Fae realm. If someone were to step across the boundary into the Weeping Woods through the glimmering and reflective Veil, they would be gone forever.
Once through, no one had ever returned.
I grew up with the story of two little girls who played a daring game near the Veil. One fell and tripped in, and the other tried to grab her and was pulled in as well.
They were never seen again.  
And yet, I found myself staring into it. The dying light of the sun reflected against the barely noticeable, gleaming boundary—allowing me to see into the dark woods while at the same time reflecting the town back to me.
If I was caught standing out here by the roving guards, they’d take me back to Kasem. And he would most certainly have my head. Well, it’s more like he would hit me while lecturing me about how a lady should conduct herself. Which was funny in a twisted sort of way because he had done far more to take away the innocence of women than teach them how to remain “proper”.
Kasem was my keeper. I was indebted to him. In return for some protection from the other keepers and the more violent groups found on the streets of Ronan, I had to bring him a weekly stipend.
However, him being a protector was somewhat questionable. He’d beaten me less than an hour ago because I hadn’t earned out for the week. But he wasn’t the worst one, that’s for sure.
The war took my mother, my father, and my older brother. It would come for all of us, most likely. Hells, it had already come for me.
I might as well have been dead. My family’s deaths had condemned me to a lifetime of being a street rat. Once you’re of the streets, you can never leave.
Maybe that’s why I found comfort in looking into the Veil. A very palpable energy radiated from the Weeping Woods that often called to me. At first, I thought I was going mad, but over time, as I began to take these stolen strolls past curfew, I think it was a yearning. A yearning both in myself and the world beyond as if we were born of the same stuff.
Another thought popped into my mind suddenly. What if I was chosen for the Harvest?
Any woman from the age of 18 to 25 could be chosen for it. I just turned 24 today, the first day of Autumn. I understand why the deal was struck—it was easy to bargain with future lives who did not yet know their fate. Especially when the world was being overrun with monstrous creatures that had clawed and dug themselves out of slumber to emerge into our realm and wreak havoc.  
In return for keeping us safe, we send a woman into the Weeping Woods. It was an odd exchange, seeing as how those monsters, daemons, still prowled the world, crossing from the Veil into the mortal realm. However, it did happen less and less, enough for men to start fighting amongst themselves again instead of against a common enemy. 
I peered into the wood line one last time, the shimmering currents seeming to wave goodbye, and then headed toward the city square. I took a less direct path, hoping to avoid running into any patrols and Kasem, though he would no doubt look for me as soon as he arrived. 
I wondered if I were to be chosen if they would treat Kasem as my family. The relatives of the harvested were always honored. Even decades later, the Brint and Jecker families were still seen as a higher class, and their homes were so lavish they seemed garish and otherworldly in the otherwise bleak city. 
We may barely be able to afford life in Ronan, but at least those families were well taken care of. Their lineage was also exempt from any future Harvest. 
I don’t know how many women would be of age this time around, but I was certain there were plenty of us for them to choose from. No one knew exactly how the decision was made, though, besides the selected elders.
The rumors were that only pretty women were picked and usually based on some sort of merit—they were good at cooking, gardening, foraging, cleaning. That’s because the Harvest wasn’t just a sacrifice to the Weeping Woods and what lay beyond. It was actually to appease the dark Fae that presided over our side of the realm—the Prince of Crows. 
As I stepped into the square, the energy was tense, a tripwire pulled taut. I didn’t bother looking for Kasem, instead falling in beside one of the few friends I had, Gareth. He slung an arm around me and gave me a quick squeeze. If Kasem saw it, I’d have to hear all about it tonight. 
“Alright, Emra?” he asked in a low whisper. Everyone was talking at that volume, their eyes darting to those who could be harvested as they attempted to guess who it might be. 
“Yes,” I answered, looking up at him. He gave me his easy smile—only one side of his mouth curling up. 
“No point in being nervous,” he started, “you’re too ugly.” 
Gareth was only teasing, but he was also telling the truth. I was not very pretty. And it wasn’t that I bemoaned the fact or felt sorry for myself over it. It was more of a knowing, an understanding. I had drab light brown hair, that was frizzy and poofy on the best of days and matted and dull on the worst. My eyes were hazel but definitely more honey than green. I wasn’t very tall, and overall I was just rather… plain. 
Many of Ronan’s women were actually beautiful, with glossy hair and colorful eyes. The type of beauty that men and women alike stopped for and made exceptions for. For instance, not everyone could pay the baker later for a heel of bread, but Serapha could.
My only talents were pick-pocketing, sneaking, and making myself disappear in plain sight. I also continued my lessons, now self-instructed, long after my family was gone so that I could read and write fairly well. 
I was the most read street rat of them all.
Though there weren’t many books in Ronan, I had surely read most of them. When merchants made the dangerous trek across nations and passed through, I usually tried to barter for a new book or two at least. So, if the Prince of Crows needed a woman who could read to him, I’d be the first tossed into the Weeping Woods.
I snorted at the thought.
As it was, it would most likely be one of the beautiful women, most of whom were already crying. 
Kasem waved at me from the other side as he tried to make his way over. A noise must have escaped from me because Gareth grabbed my hand and moved through the crowd, expertly positioning us between some of the town’s tallest people. 
“This is why you’re my best friend,” I said, without any sarcasm. 
“This is why I’m your only friend,” he corrected. “And I don’t want to see him either. All he’s going to do is ask me if I earned anything today. I got nothing, and by the look of you, you didn’t either.”
I pulled a face, but a woman nearby cleared her throat, and we both schooled our features into something resembling somberness. 
It wasn’t long before Elder Orr stepped up onto the dais in the square, which had seen everything from beheadings to competitions for the best pies in the last week alone. “As we know, a century of relative security from the beasts within the Veil has passed. In order to have yet another century of peace, we ask of you the gravest thing: to give up your daughter, sister, friend, beloved. We do not ask this lightly, and the decision is not easily arrived at.”
The square was deathly quiet, not even a crying babe or a stifled cough. 
“The chosen to be harvested is… Emra Lunaras.”
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Chapter 2


I was suddenly outside of myself. There were sighs of relief, and Gareth was grabbing my hand, shouting something, and trying to pull me away. The crowd parted before me, and guards flooded in. I looked at Gareth and wished I could make out what he was saying. I have never seen him cry, yet his brown eyes drowned in watercolor as tears collected in them. 
The guards pulled me from him despite how hard he was trying to fight for me.
“It’s going to be alright,” I said. Or at least I think I said it out loud. He still resisted, and I hated that the last thing we would remember of each other was this fateful moment.
But otherwise, I was completely apathetic to hearing my name being called. As I was escorted through the crowd, the others—the prettier women—backed away from me. It was like they were afraid the council would realize I was ugly and choose one of them instead. Kasem rushed toward me, but I shook my head. The last thing I wanted was to look at him, to hear some half-hearted apology or regret. Mercifully, he halted in his tracks, and by the time he thought to move again, I was already outside of the crowd, moving toward the Veil. They wouldn’t do it in front of the townsfolk. They’d take me along the perimeter, east, where hills would block the view, and any struggles would be far out of earshot.  
I went willingly, though. There was no point in resisting—it would do me no good. I feared what I would find in the Weeping Woods at night more than the Prince of Crows himself. I had a very strong inkling that the prince didn’t care one bit about our stupid sacrifice. Not to mention, if he really only wanted a beautiful woman, he would take one look at me and no doubt be dissatisfied.
The same beasts that tormented this side of the realm originated from across the Veil. They were probably lurking in the Weeping Woods now, hunting and devouring. A chill went down my spine with that prospect.
“I’m sorry it has to be this way,” one of the guards whispered.
“You’re not supposed to talk to her, Jerr,” the other one holding my arm scolded.
“That’s stupid. This whole thing is stupid.”
I grunted my agreement, but I didn’t care about either of these two. The first was apologizing to relieve his own guilt. And the other was so busy following orders that he would probably never realize all the morally corrupt things he’s done in the name of justice.
By the time we arrived at the Veil, I felt a mixture of fear and something else. Something like… excitement? All those nights rebelling and looking into the Weeping Woods, and now I would be inside it. What if there was an entire world that I could escape to, like in the books I had cherished? What if the Prince of Crows wasn’t as bad as the stories said?
Yes, and what if a gallant knight comes and saves me on a mythical unicorn? I rolled my eyes at my own childishness.
“If you need a moment…” Jerr said.
I turned toward him, peering up into his face. “Give me a dagger,” I commanded.
The other guard snorted. “Not going to happen. Time to—”
But Jerr was already handing me a knife.
“Thank you, Jerr. You’re a much better person than your counterpart. Have a good evening,” I said, and without further ado, I stepped into the Veil.
It was quicker than a heartbeat to pass through.
It took my eyes a moment to adjust—the moon not as high here. I had to blink several times to understand what I was seeing. I expected a world full of wonder and danger. To be surrounded by wildlife, magic, impossibilities. But what was before me was only death. The entire landscape was drenched in grey. Leaves crackled and became dust beneath my feet as I shuffled two steps into the new place.
Turning around, I expected to see the two guards standing on the other side, but there was only a stone wall. When I leaned forward to press my hand against it, it was no mirage. It was stone through and through.
That explained how no one could come back.
“Right then,” I breathed. The only way out was through, it would seem. I picked up a quick pace, wanting to get to somewhere that wasn’t so… lifeless. The trees seemed frozen in time, not a single leaf on the branches and their bark a sickly color.
Time passed in a manner that didn’t make sense. The sky neither lightened nor darkened. Instead, a constant gloom lingered with the moon covered by clouds as if it could rain at any moment. There was also a chill in the air—the kind that came right before fall. If everything wasn’t so lifeless, I imagined it would be colored in deep reds and oranges. I only remembered such colors from when I was younger because now, even Ronan might as well be as bare as this wasteland.
Despite the barren land in all directions as far as I could see, I could hear things moving in the distance. A roar sounded far from the east, and twigs snapped and broke all around me. It made me stop the first few times, but stopping just made me a sitting target. So, I kept moving instead, my head on a constant swivel, searching for anything. The dagger was heavy in my hand, but if I came upon one of the daemons, it wouldn’t be any better than a toy at stopping them.
Just as I wondered if this hellscape had any ending, a flash of color in the distance caught my attention. I picked up my pace even more, almost jogging. I was hungry, tired, scared, confused. If there was a shelter or some sort of clue as to where I was, I wanted to know sooner than later.
I kept the color, something red, in my line of sight. When I was fifteen paces from it, I slowed to a stop. It looked like a person. Standing straight but far taller than anyone I’ve ever met. “Hello?” I rasped, my heart beating louder than my words. I cleared my throat and tried again, “Hello?”
They didn’t move.
I closed the distance between us cautiously, but when I was right in front of them, it became very apparent why they weren’t responding.
It was a scarecrow.
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Chapter 3


He was fearsome, indeed. The sack over his face was dented and shaped in a way that made it seem like he had eyes and a nose. There was even an open space around his mouth, but gray leaves had collected there. His clothes looked fine for a mere scarecrow, fashioned in a way I had never seen before. The pop of color that had lured me here was a scarf that wrapped around his neck. 
He looked like he had been there for centuries, a layer of dirt and dust coating him. His arms had leaves and twigs pouring from inside the sleeves as they drooped down at his side.
“I wish you were real,” I whispered. I reached up and pulled the leaves out from his lips. “There. No one deserves to have crusty leaves in their mouth.”
I looked in the direction I had been moving in and saw nothing but more of the wasteland. “Well, I’m going to take you as a sign that I’m moving in the right direction. I think—”
A chuffing noise behind me froze me in place. When a low growl came next and an answering one much closer, I whipped around.
I have never seen a daemon, only heard the tales. But whatever I’d heard wasn’t nearly as terrifying as what was before me. 
Their jaws were elongated and full of pointed teeth that gleamed with saliva in the low light. Their bodies were thick with muscles, and they crept on all fours. Their three crimson eyes honed in on me. If the tales had it right, they moved fast, too. 
I looked at the scarecrow as if he could come alive and help me. But I was surprised to see that one of his arms was up when it hadn’t been before, pointing out.
I followed its line of sight, and in the distance was a bridge. 
So, I ran. 
And the beasts, snapping their jaws and snarling, pursued. 
I was a decent sprinter from years of failed thievery in order to dodge angry shopkeepers and the city guard. As my pounding feet hit the wooden bridge, I risked a glance over my shoulder.
Only one of them could enter the bridge at a time, as the width of it was not large enough for both. They scrabbled, snarling and nipping at each other, buying me a few more moments.
Once I was across the bridge, the moon illuminated a dark shape that now sat in the near distance, not 500 paces away, as if it had risen from the ground when I blinked.
I pushed myself, my life depending on it, but I could hear their huffing behind me and feel their much heavier steps pounding against the ground. 
200 paces away, and the faster of the two lunged at me. I managed to dodge its snapping jaws, and its back end hit me as it skidded and whirled, knocking me forward. I was able to keep my footing, though, and continued sprinting.
I was almost there. 
50 paces away, and I was darting up the black stairs of the dark edifice before me. All I could hope for was that the entrance was unlocked as I barreled for it. I was two steps away from crashing into the doors when they opened of their own accord, and I spilled inside. 
I had a brief glance of a dark, expansive hall before the doors shut behind me with a resounding thud right before the beasts leapt into the thick wood. The doors shook but held.
I caught my breath and let my eyes adjust to the dark as much as they could. The only thing I could tell was that the inside was dusty. Cobwebs hung from the banister before me, and a thick layer of dust was on me from where I skidded across the floor. 
Even so, I called out. My voice echoed ominously in the place, but other than that, there wasn’t a sound. Not even the skittering of a rat. As the doors shook behind me again, I moved toward the stairs. If they could get in, I wanted to be as far away from them as possible. 
My footsteps echoed on the black marble ominously in the empty space as I traversed the stairs to another set of double doors. Panting with expended energy, I slipped inside of them into an even darker corridor. Running my hand along the wall, I stopped the moment my hand hit the indentation of a door. And then, thinking of the beasts coming for me or any manner of things, I kept going until I had reached the fifth door I touched. Trying the handle, I was in luck as it opened with the quietest of creaks.
Moonlight lit the chamber, and I sighed with relief. The bed was made but empty and covered in dust like everything else in this place. But that was no matter to me. I had slept in dirt and all other manners of filth before. This might as well be a king’s keep. 
Locking the door behind me, I padded toward the bed. 
Once I took off the dusty quilt, I was left with a thin blanket and a sheet. Looking it over once to make sure I had no unwanted sleeping partners, I crawled in.
It was luxurious. I practically melted into the mattress. With just enough energy to turn the dusty pillow over and stash my dagger beneath, I collapsed from exhaustion.




[image: image-placeholder]











Chapter 4


“Are there others?” 
“I don’t think so. My powers are still faulty, but I only sense her.”
“Then how are we all—”
“Ah, she’s awake.”
I came out of what I thought a mere dream, with all the readiness of a street rat that was always under threat. I sat upright, reaching for my dagger at the same time.
“And armed.”
Then I saw exactly who was speaking. 
“Good morning, princess.” It took me a long moment to realize I had seen him before. It was the scarecrow that had pointed me toward the bridge that brought me here.
“You,” I accused.
“Me,” he drawled, crossing his arms over his chest.
I flicked my eyes at the other one but saw only a glimpse of a skull and a dark eye. Electric heat jolting through me pushed me into action. 
I leapt from the bed, waving my dagger in their direction.
They seemed unbothered by my attempt to scare them off, so I did the only other thing there was left to do—I ran.
I dashed toward the door, and it was blessedly opened. I saw someone else out of my peripherals as if they had just come down the hall, but I didn’t take the time to mark them.
“Lore, she’s running.”
I didn’t stop to see who they were speaking to. Curse this place for being so large, but I was not about to find out what any of them wanted. My bare feet hit the dusty floor with a slapping sound. The moment I got to the grand staircase, I heard someone much larger barreling behind me.
Pushing myself to move faster, I held onto the banister as I took the stairs two and three at a time, praying to any old gods who could hear me that I wouldn’t trip and fall.
As I skidded around the banister toward the front entryway, I felt the air shift behind me. I was a step away from the door, my hand poised to capture the handle and fling it open when a violent force pushed me into the wood.
I screamed, struggling wildly against the hard body, pinning me down until I caught sight of the arm that was stretched out, palm against the door to keep me from opening it. It was hairy. And the fingers, impossibly huge fingers, were tipped in deadly claws.
Hot breath fanned across my neck, causing a full-body shiver. I looked up and behind me to see a long snout covered in obsidian fur and a mouth lolled open to expose glistening white teeth. 
It was a fucking wolf. I once read a book with a wolf creature that could change from man to beast, but seeing it in person was terrifying. A squeak, a noise I have never heard myself make, escaped my lips.
The beast tipped its head down, gray-marbled eyes taking me in, pupils going into the tiniest of pinpoints. Then it pressed its nose into my hair. And sniffed.
“That’s enough, Lore. You’re terrifying the mortal girl.”
Lore was this… thing? He let out a huff of a breath as if he were disinclined to listen, but then he backed away from me. I immediately tried the door, but it was locked.
Damnation.
I stood frozen for a painful moment, contemplating what I should do.
“Turn around,” one said.
“We don’t bite.”
“Well…”
A dark chuckle followed the statement.
I obeyed, if only to see what I was up against.
There were four of them. Two of them I’d seen upstairs. One was the scarecrow come to life. The other one had copper hair, and only half of his face sported a skull. His other side was beautiful, his skin clear, and his other eye the most striking blue color I had ever seen. Beside him, standing slightly taller, was one whose face was covered entirely to look like a skull. I couldn’t tell the color of his eyes, but from where I stood, they looked to be almost pitch black.
Lore stood on his hind legs. He was taller than all of them that way, a terrifying fusion of man and wolf. Though his body almost looked like a man’s, his face was all wolf. His head was tilted down, and he stared at me like I was… prey. Like I had wandered into his territory, perfectly stepping into a trap he had long ago set.
Though Lore stood the tallest, they were all massive, finer than any city guardsman I’d had the misfortune of going up against. Each had broad shoulders, tapered waists, and oozed with raw power.
They were beautiful monsters who had me cornered.
“Looks like you two are already acquainted?” The full skull-faced stranger asked the scarecrow.
“I may have done my duty to point her in the way of the Manor, as a gentlefae should.”
“Who…” My voice was small. I cleared my throat and tried again. “Who are you?”
“Ah, how could we be so rude?” the scarecrow said. “You just had the pleasure of meeting Lore.” The Fae pointed at the wolf-like man with his chin. “On the end, looking like someone tried to kill him and went for tea in the middle of it, is Viktor.” 
I glanced at the one with half a skull seemingly inked on his face. 
“Next, there’s Kade.”
The one with a complete skull and part of one side of his face showing his actual jawbone and teeth waved his fingers at me as his partial lips curled up in a smirk. 
“Last, but certainly not least, is me. My name is Corve, otherwise known as—”
“The Prince of Crows,” I finished, my mouth hanging open.  
I suddenly felt faint, my back pressing against the door of its own accord as my knees became weak.
“She needs food,” Kade said.
“I need—” I pitched forward, my eyes rolling back before I could see the floor I was about to faceplant into. Except I didn’t hit the marble. I was lifted up into solid arms instead.
“Right,” Kade said. “Let’s get you somewhere you can better take in this information.”
“Are we going to just coddle her?” Viktor asked. 
“What would you like to do? Let Lore eat her?”
A whimper left me as I tried to open my eyes, but my body really didn’t want to listen to me. 
“Well, you won’t get her to relax saying shit like that.”
“Lore won’t eat you,” Kade said in a way that indicated he was leaning down to speak to me, his voice taking on a soft, smokey tone. 
I wasn’t so sure about that. He looked very capable of eating me. Hells, they all looked capable of easily destroying me.
“Are you going to kill me?” I managed to get out through a stilted breath. 
“That’s to be determined.” 
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Chapter 5


They took me to the bedroom I’d slept in last night. Kade sat me in the bed and even propped the pillows up behind me. I drifted in and out of a blurry consciousness for I don’t know how long, but when I could finally open my eyes, I awoke to Lore staring at me. His muzzle was inches away from my face. 
I screamed and punched out reactively, but he dodged the hits. I scrambled back, but when he didn’t make any move to come closer, I slowly settled back into the bed.
“I—I’m sorry. You scared me, is all.” Angering the beast was a sure death sentence. 
His mouth lolled open, his long tongue hanging, as his slate eyes searched mine. 
“Are you the one who was put on duty to watch me?” I felt only slightly ridiculous talking to him, but I had to accept that nothing was how I understood it to be. I think the sooner I could do that, the sooner I would be able to figure out any possibility of survival. 
Lore stood up suddenly, coming to his full, ridiculous height. I flinched, and he froze in place, even his chest hardly moving. But then, as if he was quite over being sensitive to how easily I became frightened, he leaned down and scooped me into his arms. 
“Oh!” 
He was off before I could sort out the fact that a werewolf was cradling me. His gait was lumbering, sending me bouncing against his hard and somewhat hairy chest. 
“I could walk on my own,” I said, looking up, but all I could see was the underside of his snout. For his part, he didn’t bother to stop or look at me. 
He took me down the stairs again, but he turned left instead of moving toward the entryway. Voices echoed from a chamber on the other side of two open doors.
“—was the one to wake us? That doesn’t make any sense.” Viktor’s deep and dark voice was distinguishable. 
“Perhaps it’s a coincidence, and someone else came through with her?” The Prince of Crows.
“No, she was definitely alone,” Kade said. “I checked all the other apartments, and Lore didn’t smell anyone else besides daemons out front.”
Before I could eavesdrop anymore, Corve said, “Here she comes.”
We entered through the double doors to the grandest dining hall I have ever seen. It could fit a hundred people, at least. But before I could even think about inspecting its high ceilings and the windows that cast a fiery hue into the room, my attention turned to the three men—Fae—in front of me. They all stared back at me with various levels of interest. Viktor’s eyes flashed, but he merely picked up a goblet and drank, staring at me over the brim. Kade’s features were as unreadable as any skull’s would be. Only Corve, with his burlap-masked features, seemed to be smiling.
My trepidation of being with them again was assuaged quickly by what sat on the table in front of them. Food. More food than I had ever seen in my entire life. Roasted meats, loaves of bread, jars of sauces and jams, vegetables and fruits of all varieties. Where had it all come from? 
My stomach rumbled. Loudly. Lore’s chest shook with a growling sound of understanding as well. 
“You can put me down now,” I said, and Lore slowed to a stop. He eventually looked down at me, and I offered him a tight-lipped smile. “Err… thank you, Lore.”
He was oddly gentle and careful as he placed me on my feet. 
“Tamed the beast already, have you?” Kade asked, mirth dancing in his words. 
“He isn’t really a beast though, is he?” I asked, looking from Kade back up to Lore, who stared at me with such primitive hunger I almost stepped away. He seemed far more intelligent than a mere beast. 
“That’s debatable.” It was Viktor who said it. 
“Come eat, both of you,” the prince said quickly.
And my feet moved toward them without question as I was purely motivated by the prospect of food. Lore followed behind me, his shadow stretching before me like a protective barrier. 
Kade motioned to the head of the table, where the chair sat empty. 
“But shouldn’t the Prince of Crows sit there?”
“Please stop calling him that,” Kade groaned. 
My eyes flicked to Kade’s full skull face. This close, I could see more clearly the features that made up his visage. His eyes were dark, but not just black. They were a sort of smokey quartz with gold specks.
But until the prince gave me permission to call him anything else, I would continue to refer to him by his title. And with that thought, I forewent the seat at the head of the table and sat down beside Kade. 
Lore pushed chairs away unceremoniously, creating a wide space for himself. And then he reached toward an unidentifiable meat and ripped the leg off it.
“I was trying to save you from being beside that display.”
But my attention was on all the food in front of me. 
“Eat,” the Prince of Crows commanded. 
A plate drifted toward me, already stacked with a variety of things. I watched as it seemingly moved of its own accord, but I was quite certain that it was Corve sending it to me. 
“Thank you,” I muttered, and without looking too eager, I picked up a fork. As the plate landed on the table, I picked out a bright vegetable and ate it. The taste of spices, herbs, and the sweet, earthy flavor of the vegetable itself exploded in my mouth. It was so good that I moaned. 
Heat rushed to my cheeks, but they didn’t seem to care.
“What’s your name?” the prince asked.
I swallowed the rest of the vegetable before replying, “Emra Lunaras.”
“And these injuries you have, did you sustain them from some encounter here?”
I’d forgotten about the bruises I had from Kasem. “No, I was… hit before being chosen.”
“Hit?”
I was surprised to find that it was Viktor who asked me. 
“My keeper, Kasem, beat me because I came up short on earnings.” I shrugged and scooped another bite of food into my mouth in the silence, but not before I saw Viktor flick his gaze to Kade with a flash of something unrecognizable.
“And how exactly did you get here?” 
Wiping my mouth off with a napkin, I finally said, “I was chosen for the Harvest.”
All four of them looked at me, and a quickly forming tension filled the room.
“The Harvest?” Kade asked.
“Yes. I’m from Ronan, the city on the other side of the Veil near here. Centuries ago, the people struck a deal with the Prince of Crows”—Kade groaned at the title—“that we would send a woman between the ages of 18 to 25 through the Veil and into the Weeping Woods every fifty years.”
Their expressions told me they had no idea what I was talking about. “The bargain,” I prompted again. “Surely, you remember. It was to protect us from the daemons.”
“She’s lying,” Viktor drawled.
Rage boiled up in me at the accusation. “No, I’m not. I was chosen as the sacrifice. I know I’m not… I’m not what was originally requested. It’s said you want only beautiful women with skills. And though my beauty may be lacking, I can read, write, and clean.” I jutted my chin out.
“This makes entirely too little sense. There was never any bargain struck with Ronan, or any mortal cities for that matter,” Corve said.
“But we’ve sent countless women here. Did you not see them? Did you not…” But I had a strong feeling I shouldn’t finish that thought. 
“Go ahead,” Viktor said, a threatening challenge in his tone, “say it.”
“Did you kill them? It’s said you eat the hearts of the women we send. That’s the offering. Once you grow tired of their pretty faces and their singing or cooking, you eat their hearts.”
Kade snorted. Lore growled. The prince and Viktor merely glared. 
It was Viktor who finally spoke, though. “That’s rather impossible.”
“What do you mean?” My stomach somersaulted as if my body knew what he would say.
“I assure you, we couldn’t have bargained with or killed anyone. Up until last night, we’ve spent the last 333 years trapped in a deep slumber,” he explained.
“We’re cursed,” Kade simplified.
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Chapter 6

The Prince of Crows


Being asleep for 333 years had its advantages. One such advantage was not having to deal with the fact that there was a very terrified mortal woman in my Manor. She was so full of fear that the hundreds of years’ worth of appetite I should have had was completely gone. 
After explaining to her that there was no possible way for us to have bargained with her people, I sent Lore with her so she could bathe and rest again. I made a mental note to show her the library since she mentioned she liked to read. If anything, that should keep her occupied.
“She can’t be the one,” Viktor growled, knocking back yet another glass of fae wine before having the Manor fill it to the brim again. He was always a drinker, especially when he was stressed. And now that I thought about it, he was always stressed.
“How else do you explain this?” I asked, gesturing to the three of us currently seated in the sitting area of my bedroom. “If you recall—”
“I know what the fucking curse said,” Viktor snapped. Kade, for his part, merely eyed us both. If Viktor was all darkness and doom, then Kade was the much lighter version. He always seemed to see the best in any situation. He and Lore were taking the fact that Emra could be the sole reason we were released from the cursed slumber better than Viktor and I, that’s for sure. 
“We don’t know all the details. That’s the thing about curses—usually, witches don’t walk around telling all the tricky parts of it. We get a bad reputation for twisting truths, but we all know witches have us beat in that realm,” Kade said.
“If that frightened little creature is the reason, we might as well go back to sleep now and be done with it,” Viktor said.
“That’s not how this works,” I said, glancing at him. 
Viktor inhaled sharply while nodding, his tongue poking into his cheek as he did. It was a mannerism of his that I knew well—he was trying not to lash out at me. As my second in command, I valued his opinion greatly, but at the end of the day, I was the one who was responsible for all of us. 
Including said frightened little creature who could very well be our salvation.
My choices had damned us once before, I wouldn’t allow it to happen again.
“We continue as such. One of us always needs to be with her. She seems to have taken to Lore and Kade the best, and Lore hardly sleeps, so he can stand vigil at night. But we all need to get to know her and see if there’s anything to all of this. But,” I emphasized, looking between the pair of them, “no one touches her until we know.”
Viktor made a sound of annoyance, and Kade merely motioned that he agreed.  
“Kade, I want you to show her the library tomorrow. The house is already filling her wardrobe with clothes, and you can explain to her how the Manor’s magic works.”
Kade saluted with two fingers.
“To the abyss with all of this,” Viktor grumbled beneath his breath.
My second in command was not taking any of this well, but he would come around. Hopefully.
“At the end of the day, this realm needs us to be awake. If she is what we think she is…” Even I couldn’t untangle that thought fully. It seemed inconceivable, yet being awakened after three centuries did too.
“And what if she isn’t? What then, prince?” Viktor asked, acid thick in his tone.
“Then we’ll handle it.”
The grim truth of the matter settled in the room with a long silence.
“Well, I already like her,” Kade said cheerily, finally breaking the tension.
“Have you considered you’d like just about anything after three centuries of slumber?” Viktor asked.
“And yet, all that time has done for you is make you more unbearable to be around.”
Viktor was about to lash out with something that would no doubt be far below the belt, so I interjected. “We are a united front. We see what she is, and maybe, if we are lucky, we figure out a way to break the rest of this witch’s curse that’s on us. Slow is smooth, boys. Besides, this realm is not how we left it. I know you both sensed the daemons’ reeking stench around here. And Lore said that he’d found so many recent tracks he was surprised he hadn’t run into twenty of them. They’re here, in our home, as barren as it is. We might as well get bloody while we are awake.”
Viktor and Kade both lifted their chalices at that before downing their drinks.
At least that was one thing they could always agree on.
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Chapter 7


I asked the Manor, feeling altogether spoiled, for a glass of wine to go with my bath. Was this how royalty lived? Three days of being away from Ronan and in the Fae realm, and I’m still reeling from… well, everything. 
My constant dread had lessened once they didn’t immediately torture and kill me. And, in fact, Lore and Kade even seemed to like me a little. Kade had taken me to the library and only made me leave when we’d skipped breakfast and lunch. Though he was nice, Kade also had a darkness that clung to him. He was more easy-going than his skull-faced counterpart, but that wasn’t hard to accomplish. Viktor was just… cold.
But I was still trying to understand this new world I was in.
They didn’t even have normal bathtubs. Though, anything was better than washing up with condensation or deciding whether to use it to clean myself or drink. But this was beyond luxurious. The bathtub was a huge, sunken pool full of pumps and vials that held bubbles and good-smelling soaps. It also never ran out of hot water.
The magical house delivered the wine in a beautiful crystal chalice. Picking it up, I swirled the dark red liquid around like I was a princess before taking a gulp. It tasted sweet and not anything like the wine I’ve tasted before. It went down smoothly and had more warmth blooming in the center of my chest.
The bath was heated to perfection, right on the brink of being too hot, leaving my skin flushed. I would not be able to stay in the bath much longer. With the additional warmth from the wine, I was likely to overheat.
I soaked for another 5 minutes, sipping the sweet liquid until it was gone, and asked the Manor for a refill before I stood up.
But then, suddenly, a heady feeling overtook me. I paused, as still as an alley rat knew how to be, assessing the situation. A different kind of intensity, carrying its own hotness, sank through me until my core was tight.
Stepping from the tub, the mere motion of my thighs brushing together had an overwhelming feeling of want rushing through me and a soft noise emitting from my lips.
What was wrong with me?
Without moving, I looked for a towel but didn’t see a single one. I could have sworn there had been a lush stack of them when I came in. I pulled my slip from the pile of discarded clothes and put it over my wet form.
I stepped toward the door, but the feeling of my thighs rubbing against my center caused a jolt of pleasure to run through me. And then, dread drowned that pleasure out. I was practically panting by the time I opened the bathroom door.
“Lore?” I called out breathily. “I—” I wanted to say ‘I need a towel,’ but that wasn’t what was on the seam of my lips. I wanted him. I wanted to be filled and fucked and…
“Lore?” I said with a frantic desperation entering my voice. His shadow appeared before he did, and in my concern about what was happening to me, I forgot I was only in a wet white slip until his wolfish gaze took in my body.
And then I forgot anything other than how much I wanted him to touch me. I stumbled into him, and he caught me in his strong, thick arms.
“I need you,” I panted. “I need…” I tipped my head up to look at the expanse of his chest, and he was staring at me with such primitive need that I could have climaxed from his stare alone. I don’t know if I lifted my arms or if he picked me up first. But I was suddenly pressed against him, my arms around his neck, my legs wrapping around his waist.
And then I felt him.
By the Veil, his cock was huge and thick and perfectly located that as he moved us toward the bedroom it jostled against my center. I leaned into him as I whimpered.
“You’ll take care of me, right? Fill me and—”
With a soft snarl, he set me on the bed and stood before me, his chest heaving. But my eyes went to his girthy length tipped in a beautiful, broad pink head. It looked like a man’s was my first thought, followed quickly by the idea of him being unable to fit.
I saw the moment whatever resolve he had broke, but just as he moved over me, the door opened. I registered it all belatedly until Kade shouted, “Lore, what the absolute—” 
It was the angriest I’ve ever heard him sound, but worse, Lore backed away from me, a confused whimpering noise as his only reaction.
“What in the great fucking Abyss is going on?”
I turned my head toward Kade and was surprised to find my body also reacting to his presence.
Shit. I wanted them both.
“Kade, please,” I begged. Lore stormed by Kade, though, and I felt his absence like a punch to the gut.
Kade’s focus moved over the length of my body. Though I couldn’t distinguish his eyes from the darkness around them, I could feel them on me like a phantom touch, sweeping over my wet and wanting center. 
He inhaled audibly, and it felt powerful to see the bulge in his pants. He and Lore wanted me too.
“You can both have me,” I blurted out. 
“Fuck,” he bit out, stiffening as if he were deciding something. 
“Touch me, Kade. Please touch me.” I felt like I would combust if someone didn’t take away this ache at my center. And though I was still uncertain of all of them, whatever was happening to me, it didn’t care about trepidation. All it knew, all it hungered for, was carnal desires.
Coming to some conclusion that I had a feeling was not going to end with him fucking me, he said, “Can you stand?”
“Everything is so sensitive,” I whined as I spread my legs open further, my hips gyrating upward. 
“Right. I’m going to pick you up, understand, Emra? And I need you to listen to me”—a frustrated groan—“I’m going to take you to Corve and see if he can fix this.”
My stomach plummeted at the thought of Corve—the Prince of Crows—touching me. And yet, I was surprised to see visions of him fucking me hard, my breasts bouncing as he pummeled into me from behind.
“Corve,” I said breathily.
“Yes,” Kade said. Then he was in front of me, and after the briefest of pauses, I was in his arms. 
“Oh, Kade, your touch is so good,” I moaned into his neck. “I need you.”
“I know, love.”
By the time I heard Corve and Viktor, I was running my tongue along the seam of skin that peeked between Kade’s skull face and the high collar of his jacket.
“What—”
I turned my head, my eyes hooded, as I took in the prince and Viktor standing beside each other. 
“Fae wine,” Kade explained. 
“Will you touch me?” I asked the other two.
Viktor hissed, his hand clenching into a tight fist. On the other hand, Corve’s mask was as unreadable as ever. 
“I can’t. And Lore…” the strapping Fae that was holding me trailed off.
“Did Lore…?” Corve asked, something like a threat coating his tone.
“No, but I think he would have if I had been a moment later. She’s…” He sat me down on another bed, and the silky sheets felt so good against my skin that I let out a raspy sound. Kade covered me with a thick blanket, but I pawed at it. 
“I want to be touched. I need…” I propped myself up on my elbows, the blanket slipping from over my sheer, wet nightgown that stuck to my every curve. Viktor, Kade, and Corve all followed its movement with varying degrees of interest. “Can someone please just touch me? I feel so empty,” I whined. Pulling the blankets off over my legs, I spread them open.
“Great abyss, I’m not doing this,” Viktor snarled, and he was gone in a flash. 
“Did I upset him?” 
“No, just you’re…” Kade gestured at her. “You’re drunk, and we shouldn’t touch you when you’re like this.”
“I’m giving you permission.”
“You’re drunk on fae wine. Your words right now mean nothing,” Corve said evenly. 
“I promise I want it. I promise I won’t regret it.”
“I’m going to go after Viktor,” Kade muttered, and with one last glance my way, his dark eyes sweeping over me, he was gone.
But Corve, the last one in the room with me, said, “I doubt you wouldn’t regret it, so this is what you’re going to do.” The Prince of Crows stepped close enough to the edge of the bed that I could see the shadow of his lips inside the hole of his mask. “Touch yourself for me, Emra.”
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Chapter 8


I obeyed without question, my fingers trailing over my stomach, setting my nerves alight. 
“Have you ever brought yourself pleasure before?” Corve asked.
“Not really,” I said huskily, my hand stopping on the mound above my wet and aching center. There was once a time that Kasem had groped me and a few times some of the street boys got a little too rough, and that was the closest I’d ever been to someone touching me, but I didn’t want to think about that right now. As for self-pleasure, that was non-existent. “I was always too tired, hungry, and scared to think much about such carnal gratification.”
“Hmm,” he hummed throatily as a high-backed chair appeared. The Prince of Crows sat down in front of my spread legs. “I’m going to walk you through everything, little crow.”
The term of endearment had my heart singing along with the anticipatory squeeze my empty core gave.
“With only a finger or two, I want you to touch your clit, that sensitive nub right below your hand.”
I folded all my fingers against my palm except two and pushed them down. My hips bucked the moment they touched it. “Oh,” I gasped.
“Good. And now I want you to experiment with what feels good. Make circular motions over it and test out varying pressure and speed until you find the one that feels the best.”
“Everything feels amazing,” I groaned, circling my fingers over my bud. Corve’s eyes on me still had me aching for him, though. “But I still feel so empty.”
“I know, we will work up to that. Tell me what you’re feeling now.”
“Like there is a fire beneath my skin, and my core feels hollow and tight at the same time.”
“You find the pressure and speed you like?”
“Yes,” I panted out.
“You’re doing so good, little crow. I want you to keep doing just that. You’re going to feel pressure, a buildup like you think you could explode. I want you to tell me when you feel that.”
With every pass of my swirling fingers, I understood. My legs began to shake, and the elbow I was using to prop myself up became so weak I was forced to fall back. But I liked watching Corve watch me. I was just about to say as much when he stood up so I could look at him.
“You’re perfect. Come for me now.”
And I did, the pressure building and building. The waves of pleasure flooded out from my core as my cunt clenched around nothing, but it didn’t matter. My hips moved with the rhythm of my fingers. And then suddenly, I was squeezing my eyes shut, a whimper and moan filling the chamber. My movements stuttered as the release peaked.
As I came down from the high, I stopped circling my clit. And yet the momentary satisfaction diluted quickly, the ache still present. “I still need—”
“Keep those fingers there,” Corve commanded. “With your other hand, reach down and tease your entrance with a single finger.”
I whined but complied. I was drenched, my arousal covering my finger in a second as it slipped through my slick heat to circle my entrance.
“Press it inside of you,” Corve drawled as he looked from the pleasure on my face to where I was fingering myself. “Spread your legs out more and bring them closer. I want to see the moment your cunt is filled.”
The moment I did, it was as if my body had been waiting. I squeezed around my finger, and my second orgasm came on so fast that all I could do was rock against it as I cried out again.
When I came down, I looked up at the Prince of Crows, and I swear, in the shadow of his mask, I saw a dark curl of his lips.
“You’re going to keep giving them to me until you can’t. Until, instead of begging me to fill you, you’re begging me to let you stop.”
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Chapter 9


The chamber came into focus. The room was dark and cool, but I could see it was light out around the sides of the thick curtains. Even stranger, I didn’t recognize the room I was in. My head was pounding, and my body felt like I had been battered. Had they finally decided to hurt me? 
Then, quick flashes of last night came back to me. I had drank wine and then…
It all crashed back into me. I had begged every single one of them to fuck me last night. I sat up so quickly that the room spun, a black blur that only made me want to vomit. Panting, I willed my stomach and head to settle.
I was in Corve’s room. I was in the Prince of Crow’s bedroom, and I had touched myself while he watched. I don’t think I have ever felt so mortified. Swiping the silky black covers off myself, I stood up. I tripped, stumbled to the door, and peeked into the hallway. It was blessedly clear, and I padded down the long hall to my bedroom. It was a small mercy that none of them were in there. I needed time to myself.
By the Veil, I could practically die from the embarrassment of it all. What would they think of me? I tried to recall each of their reactions. Lore had been hard, and Kade too. But Viktor had seemed furious and left. Then Kade went, too. In a cruel twist of myth, the Prince of Crows had at least seemed understanding as he walked me through how to touch myself.
But would I ever be able to look at him again? Would they be able to look at me the same way again? Would they kill me for being a vile harlot?
The ache between my legs and the dry arousal on my inner thighs led me to my bathing chamber. I needed to clean up and think this through. And this time, I wouldn’t forget the towels or drink any wine.
[image: image-placeholder]After berating the Manor for giving me fae wine, I dozed in the warm water. She, because I think of her as a woman for some reason, gave me tea that relieved my headache as an apology, and I begrudgingly forgave her.
But my biggest concern was seeing the four Fae males again. Lunch time came and went, and I quietly opened my door to peer into the hallway.
As quiet as a tomb.
Relief washed over me as I quickly padded out of my room and made my way to the dining hall. The Manor refused to give me food in my room, even after I tried to guilt trip her about the fae wine, so I was forced to leave, or I may have holed myself up in my chamber for millennia.
I met no one on the stairs either and celebrated my success of avoiding anyone until I entered the hall. Four heads were already turned toward me as I went in. I reflexively backed out, but Corve’s voice cut a path to me.
“No, little crow, come sit and eat.”
Blowing out a heavy breath, my face flushed with blushing warmth. They watched me the entire time I walked until I sat across from Corve and Viktor and between Kade and Lore. The latter sat in the same type of chairs we were all sitting in but made the object seem like a toy beneath his hulking form.
“Just say it,” I groaned.
“Say what?” Corve asked innocently.
“Whatever it is you have to say about last night,” I snapped. “I mean”—I took a deep breath in—“I am sorry you had to be subjected to that… depravity. I didn’t ask for fae wine. The Manor just gave it to me. I feel awful about how I treated you all.”
Viktor’s brows arched. Corve tilted his head, and Kade snorted. 
“I assure you, no one is upset about what occurred last night,” Corve said.
I looked at the others, and he cleared his throat promptingly.
“Right, it was no issue,” Kade rushed to say. “Mortals who drink fae wine always act wild. It’s no fault of your own.” 
“Oh,” I whispered, feeling mildly better.
“Besides,” Kade started, mirth filling his tone, “it was the most entertainment we’ve had for the last 333 years.”
I groaned and ripped off a piece of bread. “I think I’d rather you eat my heart than have this conversation.”
“That could be arranged,” Viktor drawled and there was no indication that he was joking.
None of the others replied, though, and I was grateful for that small mercy at least.
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Chapter 10


Being in the Prince of Crows’ Manor was not something I imagined I would get used to, and yet, in the two weeks that had passed, I’d become accustomed to this new way of living. 
I rarely had any time to myself. Lore shadowed me whenever he was around, especially at night. I’ve mostly become used to his overbearing and hulking form now, but I had to explain that I didn’t like waking up to him staring at me. Though he looked slightly embarrassed by it, I didn’t have any more issues with him on that front and overall felt quite safe with him nearby.
It didn’t take me long to figure out that they never let me wander around alone. I’m not sure if it was because they were afraid I’d run off or something else, but they were definitely keeping things from me.
Kade and Lore were decent, and for the most part, I enjoyed their company. I hadn’t spent much time with Viktor or the prince, though. They were both rather reticent and usually not even in the house for most of the day. Though it seemed like Viktor and Kade were closer, I think Kade and Lore had been assigned as my guards leaving Viktor and the prince to do whatever they did. I caught them coming back covered in blood several times now, and when I probed them about it, they refused to respond.
The Manor provided me with whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted it. It was so astonishing that I couldn’t figure out where I wanted to start first after that incident with the fae wine. Still, I usually asked it for tea before bed, and it always delivered the most exceptional tasting flavors. It was definitely better than any watered-down brew Ronan had to offer. Since I could actually eat at every meal, I’d already started to fill out. My hips and backside got wider, and my breasts fuller. My stomach was more rounded, too, and I began looking at my body anew.
And, as if the house sensed it, it gave me more clothes befitting this much healthier body I now had. I smiled as I looked in the mirror at my reflection.
I assumed my escort would be Kade for the day, as he was usually the one to greet me after I’d changed for the morning.
When I opened the door, “Good morning, Kade” was halfway out of my mouth before I saw who it was.
His skull side was facing me as he leaned against the far wall, arms crossed as if he would rather be anywhere else than here.
Viktor.
“Oh, uhm, good morning.”
“Hmm,” he hummed, then strided down the hall. It took five of his paces before I thought to follow him.
I shuffled to catch up with him until I fell into step beside him. “Where is Kade?”
“Busy.”
“I could walk alone to the library,” I offered, “since you so obviously don’t want to be in my presence.”
He tilted his head down to peer at me, his icy blue eye pinning me in a glare, but he said nothing.
As soon as we reached the library, I moved away from him. I’d already explored the first five rows since being here and read over ten books ranging from Fae history to the most mind-blowing romance books full of pirate Faes wooing mermaids and ancient princes taking a mortal bride.
I went to the sixth row, excited to see what amazing tomes I would come across today. This section held more Fae history, and I peered at the titles as I strolled. Finding one that looked interesting, I pulled the dusty book with a faded title off to inspect.
The lights dimmed and flickered as if by a phantom draft. I glanced up from the book right as black flooded in, and the entire chamber was pitched into darkness.
I froze and then tentatively called out, “Viktor?” 
Nothing. Nothing but blackness.
“Viktor, I’m scared,” I said, my voice shaking in evidence. I was no stranger to darkness, but now that I’ve seen more of what this realm had in it, the nightmarish impossibilities of it, the dark and unknown were terrifying.
“Are you?” His voice came right beside my ear, his hot breath fanning over my jaw and neck.
I was so startled I tipped forward into the shelf.
Or I would have if Viktor didn’t have his hand around my throat, pulling me into him.
“What is it about you?” he asked gruffly. His hand tightened around my throat with a tantalizing squeeze.
“What?” I rasped.
“You may have the others wrapped around your finger, but I see right through you.” He walked us forward until I was pressed against the shelf, his body pinning me against it. One of the shelves dug into my ribs and another into my cheek. The book fell from my hands, the thud a muffled thing.
“You’re hurting me,” I breathed as I clawed at his hand around my neck. My heart was racing. Was he going to kill me? After everything, would I die here in the darkness of the library?
But then I felt him. His erection was pressed into my back. That fact brought a whole new awareness to this situation that blazed a trail of heat through my center.
His other hand grabbed my breast, and I arched, pressing it further into his grasp. I released a shuddering breath.
“I can’t get you begging us to fill you out of my head,” he said roughly, pinching my hard nipple through the fabric of the dress. “And I know if I touched your tight cunt right now, it would be wet for me. Wouldn’t it?”
My face flushed with both want and embarrassment. I squeezed my thighs. “No.”
He pressed me harder into the shelf, which sent my upper half bending forward and my ass arching into him more. “One thing you won’t do with me is lie. You’re not wearing any undergarments, and I can smell your neediness.” His muscled thigh pushed between my legs, forcing them to open wider.
The dampness on my thighs was emphasized by the sudden cool air. Light stuttered back on, some of the torches coming back to life, just enough that the orange glow allowed me to see what was happening. Tendrils of black shadow were around my face. I gasped, but then they were delving into my mouth, muffling any other sounds of shock or surprise. They caressed my tongue, forced my mouth open wider, delved into my throat. My eyes watered with the intrusion as I gagged and shook against Viktor’s hard body.
More shadowy hands grasped both of my breasts and wrapped around my throat. Viktor’s actual hands were moving down my hips and then lifting my dress. He swiped a finger through my slick heat, causing me to moan around the tendrils in my mouth.
He hissed as the rough pad of his finger circled my clit lazily a couple of times. That and his hard cock that had pulsed against me were the only things I had to go off to know he was affected. By me. The revelation was somehow shocking and seductive.
The shadowed tendrils left my mouth, and I panted.
“You want this, don’t you? You want me to take what I want from you, to fill you up? That’s why you wore this tight dress, your nipples perfectly outlined and showing off the curves of your ass. And don’t even get me started on the no undergarments.”
“No—” I started and then stopped myself. He’d said no lying. “I wasn’t trying to seduce you. Any of you, but I do want you,” I admitted, though much quieter.
“You want my cock inside of you, don’t you, princess? You want me to take and take in all the ways I want, using every single pretty hole on you.” He pushed a finger inside of me, and at the same time, his thumb fingered my other hole.
I moaned, my eyes rolling to the back of my head. His hands on me felt demanding and divine.
“Say you want it,” he commanded with a snarl.
“I want your cock inside of me,” I managed between whines as his fingers worked me, pressing deeper and deeper into me until...
“Fuck,” he growled, and everything stopped all at once. His hands were off me, the shadows dissipated, revealing the lights they had been concealing, and the sudden lack of his heat at my back was overwhelming.
When I turned around, he was gone.
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Chapter 11


I rushed back to my room as soon as I could move again. The wetness between my thighs led me to my bathing chamber to wash off and put undergarments on this time. Viktor said he could  smell my arousal. My cheeks heated with the very thought. I knew that Fae had heightened senses, but could they all scent such things?
Once properly dressed and cleaned again, I padded out of my bathroom. Except I had the inexplicable and sudden feeling that something was off. I halted steps into my bedroom. There was a faint malodor. I inhaled, trying to locate it. I was no stranger to the stink of bodies, but this seemed like something else entirely.
“Lore?” I tried, but unless he could suddenly turn invisible, he wasn’t in the room either. And though he may be stuck in his werewolf form, he had never smelled bad. In fact, it was easy to find his crisp autumn night scent comforting.
At that exact moment, a loud squawking startled me so badly that I clutched at my chest like one of the pretty city girls. A crow, chest puffed out, eyed me from the open window. His onyx gaze was assessing as he tilted his head in several directions to see me better.
“Hello, friend,” I let out on a heavy exhale. “Are you the stinky one?” Crows were known to eat everything, including long-expired meat.
It cawed again, more indignantly. I didn’t usually speak to crows, but I was certain I had offended him.
I stepped toward him, an apology on my tongue. He suddenly spooked and took off in a nervous flap of wings, leaving behind a single dark feather. I bent to pick it up, but the smell of rot intensified so much that I almost gagged. Peering out the window, I expected to see the reason for the stench. Perhaps an animal had died outside.
But there was nothing.
In fact, there was more life than there had been since I’d been here. Tinges of red and orange appeared here and there as if someone had dripped paint on the gray world from above. The world was coming back to life. I marveled when another waft of decaying meat hit me. I peered further out the window but only saw shadows of movement beneath the sill.
“Strange.”
A shuffling noise behind me had me whipping around, but I didn’t even have time to scream as multiple hands grabbed me, and we tumbled out of the window. The last thought I had before something hit me over the head was that the people who grabbed me looked like they should’ve been weeks dead already.




[image: image-placeholder]











Chapter 12


“Alive,” a garbled and gnarled voice hissed. 
“She’s alive and awake, aren’t you, human?” It was a woman’s velvet voice.
When all I could do was groan, she said, “You can either open your eyes, or I’ll have my undead do it for you.”
A jolt of fear and disgust went through me as I remembered the decaying form of those who had taken me from Crow Manor. I pried my eyes open with nothing but pure determination.
“There she is,” the woman purred.
As she came into focus, I could see her features even with the dim light. Her hair was as black as ink, and she had eyes akin to snake eyes—marbled and intense green with slitted black pupils. She was statuesque and yet domineering. She moved with similar mannerisms of a spider watching its prey struggle against the death hold of the web.
“Bring her to me,” she ordered.
I was lifted by the rotting men. I was too weak to struggle and wanted to save what little strength I had for when I needed it. I looked around as they took me closer to her, trying to make sense of the surroundings. Wherever we were, it was very much alive. The trees had leaves, and the environment was filled with the hum of wildlife. So, definitely not in the same territory as the Manor.
I was surprised to find that the fact I wasn’t anywhere near the four Fae males was far more terrifying than relieving. They had never hurt me, at least. I was already bruised and bleeding from these… things.
And whoever this woman was, she was far more dangerous than the Prince of Crows and his retinue.
“Not the prettiest little thing, are you? Though, I see you eat well, what with those curves.” She reached forward and pinched my nipple, and I hissed in pain as I tried to get away from her. The dead things holding me only gripped me harder, adding more bruises to my arms. “I sensed the Autumn Prince’s magic, which means he is awake. Has he already touched you? Made you promises? Has he already defiled you?”
Whether because I had been concussed or not, I was having a difficult time following what she said. When I didn’t respond, she twisted my nipple harder.
“I said, did he touch you yet?”
“Who?” I said through gritted teeth.
“The Prince of Crows, of course.”
“No,” I gasped as she pinched harder still before finally releasing me.
“Good,” she crooned. “Though, I’d have loved to break his heart on top of everything else.”
“They don’t care about me.”
“They?” she hissed, leaning forward until she was an inch from my face.
“Yes, Corve, Lore, Viktor, and Kade—they don’t care about me. Maybe Lore does in some way, but that—”
“Shut up,” she commanded, and the words seemed to echo ominously. Her slitted pupils magnified. “All four of them are awake?”
I realized my mistake, but there was no point in lying now. “Yes.”
“Are there other… comely women that entered the Veil with you?”
“I was the only one that was harvested.”
“Do you know who I am, human?”
I shook my head, but she stilled it with a hand tight around my jaw, forcing me to look at her again. Her long, black-lacquered nails dug into my skin as she said, “I’m the Witch of Death.”
Morticia. A shiver ran through me. They say it was the Witch of Death who released the daemons on us. Who orchestrated the Long War, which had taken my entire family and condemned me to a life of poverty. The life of a street rat. It was she who I cursed at night when I was shivering on a stoop or when Kasem was beating me.
She must have seen the fear in my eyes because she smiled, a cruel twist of her lips. “You know me, then. Good,” she purred.
Before I could say anything in response, she squeezed my jaw so hard I thought it would break, then released me.  
I glared at her as she turned away to speak with two beings I hadn’t noticed. They stood with military discipline as they reported to her—straight-backed and as tall as Lore. Black weapons were at their waists, barely distinguishable from their onyx armor. But what was terrifying was their crimson eyes, which reminded me so much of the daemons I had to stare at them to ensure they didn’t transform into a creature that walked on all fours.
“Let’s go, we need to get to Mageros. Now!” she snapped, and then I was being hauled up, countless hands holding me over their heads as we moved out at a run. My head bobbed, and my body was so sore that tears leaked from my eyes. No matter how I held myself, I was jostled in excruciating ways. That, mixed with the stench of the decaying army around me, was so overwhelming that I puked.
The dead—undead—didn’t seem to mind at all.
I don’t know how long it was that we kept up that impossible, jarring pace, but I watched the moon reach high overhead. Did they know I was gone yet? I hoped that Lore didn’t think I just ran away. The thought made me wince. Though I wasn’t sure about the four Fae males, I would have much rather been with them.
But I guess, in the end, did it really matter that much? I knew the moment my name was called for the Harvest it was a death sentence. I had just expected it to come sooner than this moment. I was always on borrowed time.
“What in the hexing abyss is that?” Her voice was farther away. She’d moved to the front of the mass of the undead and was riding on a dark stallion between her two soldiers. Then I heard what she was referring to—a haunting and deep howl cleaved through the night. 
Hope ricocheted in my chest even before my mind made out the reason why. Lore.
I waited with bated breath, but when nothing happened after a couple of minutes, the hope was extinguished as quickly as it had come. No one was coming for me. Just like back in Ronan, I would have to face whatever hell came alone.
I closed my eyes, resigned to my gruesome fate. 
A garbled cry and thrashing sounded from somewhere in the rear of the undead. Snarling and snapping took up as the undead gave gruff instructions that sounded unintelligible. 
“Bring the girl to me,” Morticia commanded, and I was passed to the front and dropped to the ground in front of the dark witch who had dismounted her steed. I looked back, but all I could see was a mass of the dead, groaning as they moved toward the commotion happening somewhere beyond. 
Just as she wrenched me up by my hair, bringing me to my knees, I saw him. 
Lore was drenched in gore, crimson leaking from his elongated canines as his wild eyes landed on me. Relief flooded through me in an engulfing wave. I reached out for him, my bloodied and battered arm coming up.
“Bring the mutt down,” the witch drawled. She wasn’t talking to the undead surrounding Lore, though, but the two crimson-eyed guards that flanked her. Something shot from them, pointed and silver. The bolts landed in Lore’s chest as he roared.
“No!” I screamed. “Lore!” His slate eyes landed on me and held my gaze even as he fought off the undead surrounding him. Then, unable to deflect all of them, he disappeared beneath the mass of scrabbling creatures. I clawed wildly at the witch’s hand in my hair, but she just laughed maniacally. 
“Let her go, Morticia.”
It was as if the entire world paused. Corve’s voice was deadly and held a vow of violence. 
I couldn’t see him or Lore. But then shadows sliced through the group of the undead, cutting them into pieces. Their distorted cries turned into a drone as a path was cut clear between them. The others who were still standing backed away to reveal Kade, Corve, and Viktor. 
“I see you’re all here for the girl. Interesting. That must mean…”
Shadow-formed daggers flew through the air, aimed at the witch behind me, but were brushed away at the last moment. 
“I don’t think so. I was planning on giving her to the hoard. They’ll tear her open to eat her insides and save her heart for me. And what would it matter? You crows sold your hearts long ago, isn’t that right?”
The dark guards hauled me to my feet, and one pressed a dagger to my throat, drawing blood. With wild eyes, I looked at the Fae males. Lore was still unmoving amidst the swaying undead that were waiting for orders. Corve was saying something to Morticia, but I couldn’t make it out over the roaring sound of blood in my ears. But it was Viktor who slipped away into shadow as the Witch of Death laughed behind me.
“Cut her throat,” Morticia commanded.
Everything happened all at once. The knife cut into me. There was the sound of breaking bones and the clank of steel on armor. Shouting and death cries. Viktor ordering Kade to save me as he cut down the hoard closing in. Corve pursuing Morticia until she disappeared in a crack of brilliant green light after laughing about how they only had until the end of autumn to break the curse. 
I was pushed forward, blood bursting from my open throat.
Death. I was going to die.
I didn’t land on the ground, though. Instead, strong arms wrapped around me.
“You’re going to be fine. Just stay with me,” Kade was saying, his voice strained as he held me. “I’ve got you, Em. I’m right here.” Shadows formed around me. They were probing at my neck and attempting to staunch the blood flow, holding my skin and arteries together. I gasped—air struggling to fill my flooding lungs.
Another pair of arms supported me. And Viktor was looking at me. His eyes were wide as if he was seeing me for the first time. They were full of such anger and concern that it was breathtaking. 
“You came for me,” I garbled out, the metallic taste of blood filling my mouth and crimson dripping over my lips. His lips parted in surprise as he stilled.
Blood was splattered across his beautiful face, and I reached up to wipe it off, but the sweet, painless abyss closed around me, and I knew no more.
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Chapter 13


“We shouldn’t have left her, not even for a second,” Kade said. 
“It’s on me. I left her sleeping in my room when I investigated something I felt in the Manor. I should have told one of you. I should have… Fuck!” Corve shouted, and something clanged heavily against the far wall and shattered.
“If she dies,” Viktor rasped roughly. “If she fucking dies…”
A chuffing sound was in my hair, and I had the brief awareness that I was laying on something furry and warm. Lore. I tried to climb my way out of the dark, to open my eyes, to make certain he was okay, but even as I clawed and protested, it dragged me down again.
[image: image-placeholder]When I could open my eyes, I found my face buried in a hairy neck. “Lore?” I croaked, barely audible. He shifted beneath me, his hand rubbing my back so gently that it made me want to weep.
“You’re okay?” I couldn’t move my head to look up at him, but he rumbled a soothing sound beneath me.
“You had your throat cut open and almost died, but you’re worried about him?” The Crow Prince’s voice came from beside me.
“Yes,” I managed. My throat was scratch and dry and I lifted my fingers to feel my neck. It was miraculously whole, but I could feel the raised seam from where my skin had been magically knitted back together.
“He wants you to know he’s well but that you need to rest. You’re burning with fever and very ill from those injuries you sustained from the Witch of Death’s undead and black knights.”
Wait…
“He talks to you?” My mind was foggy, and I didn’t even know if any of this was actually happening.
“Yes, he could talk to you as well, but he thought it might scare you and didn’t want to do so without your permission. And don’t worry, he doesn’t talk much, so you’re not missing out on any great revelations.”
Lore growled at the teasing insult.
I was too weak to be upset, too weak to prop myself up and scold Lore for thinking I wouldn’t want to speak to him. “I’d like that,” I rasped.
His response was immediate and came easily to my mind. “I’m fine, sweet Em. Go back to sleep. I’ll hold you until you’re better. You’ll never be alone again.” His voice was thick and gravelly but so soothing. It was somehow better than I could have ever imagined it to be.
“Yes, don’t leave me, please,” I whimpered. “And the others…”
“Hush,” Corve murmured.
“You are safe.”
I was surprised to feel a deep trust. I was safe. For the first time ever, I was completely and utterly protected. Tears leaked out of my eyes, but all I could do was nestle further into his neck as exhaustion overtook me.
[image: image-placeholder]I was now strong enough to open my eyes and see my surroundings. The first thing I noticed was I wasn’t in my room. The second thing I noticed was that I was no longer on top of Lore. “Lore?” I called out, but my throat was so dry it sent me into a coughing fit.
The bed shifting behind me let me know that someone was there.
“Lore is going to be pissed when he realizes that the moment he decided to step out, that’s when you woke up,” Kade said, his voice even deeper from slumber.
I rolled over, the act itself taking more effort than it should. Kade had one arm behind his head and the other over his chest. His black locks were messy, strands curling over his forehead and falling into his gold-specked eyes.
He didn’t smile, but his intense focus traveled from my hair to my eyes to my lips.
“Good morning,” I said, for lack of anything better.
“Actually, I think it is almost dinner time,” he said evenly.
At the mention of dinner, my hollow stomach quaked. “How long have I been…”
“Three days.”
“And is everyone…” The questions were hard to get out, and my memory was fragmented.
“Everyone is alive,” Kade said, his voice dropping to a softer rumble.
“You all came for me. Why?”
He sighed and tentatively brushed a strand of hair out of my face, his fingers lingering on my cheek and jaw after. “Because you’re ours.”
My lips parted, but I couldn’t come up with a response that seemed fitting.
Then, he suddenly rose from the bed. “I’m going to call for the others. They’ll want to know you’re awake.”
As he moved toward the door, a sudden dread ripped through me. “Don’t leave though. Please.”
“I’m not,” he threw over his shoulder before opening the door and letting out a loud whistle. “She’s awake!”
It took less than two minutes for the three others to come into the room. I was able to roll on my back and prop myself up, but that left me breathing heavily as if I’d run some great distance.
They circled the bed. Viktor had his arms crossed and never once looked in my eyes, Kade whispered something to Corve, and Lore, who was closest to me, sniffed audibly. I offered him a reassuring smile.
“How are you feeling?”
“I think I’ll survive,” I said out loud, and his ears perked up in a twitch. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to his voice rumbling in my head.
“You will,” Corve said. “We’ll have the Manor give you some water and broth, and then you need to rest more, but first, we need to know what happened to you.”
I explained to them everything I remembered but had to pause halfway through due to a coughing fit that left me feeling weak. They made me eat three spoonfuls of bland broth and drink a cup of water before continuing. When I was finished, they were all looking at me as if they themselves had sold me off to the Witch of Death.
“I just don’t understand. Anything,” I said, my brows furrowing.
Corve sighed. “And we can’t tell you due to the parameters of the curse and bargain.”
“Even why she would want me in the first place or why she asked me if other women had come across with me? She also seemed surprised that it wasn’t just you awake but all of you. What does it mean?”
Corve shook his head. “Can’t explain any of that.”
“What about why she cursed you?”
The Crow Prince’s mask creased in such a way that he appeared dejected and full of regret. “She was my lover, once. Witches don’t have mates, not in the same way we do. And though I thought I loved her, I often had an inexplicable feeling that my mate was out there. It began consuming my thoughts when I wasn’t fighting in wars and taking care of my territory. There came a time when she wanted me to choose and bind that choice with blood and magic.”
“She wanted you to choose between her and what?”
“My court, my comrades” —he gestured to the others—“and any future mate.”
My lips parted in understanding. He had scorned her.
“I understand. That means she’s the one who made the bargain with Ronan in your name, but why?”
“And that,” Corve said dryly, “we also can’t tell you.”
I let out a noise of frustration, and then a shared silence fell over us.
Finally, surprisingly, Viktor asked, “Did any of them… touch you?” His voice was strained. I knew what he was asking. They’d obviously seen all the injuries I sustained, so that wasn’t what he meant.
I shook my head. “Only she did. She…” I rubbed my hand over my bruised breast.
“I’ll fucking kill her,” Kade said, and Lore growled, his lip curling up to show his canines.
I shook my head. I didn’t think they should go anywhere near her or her army of undead. “No,” I rasped. “But thank you. For coming for me.”
Viktor shifted his stance, and Corve gave a single nod of his head. These Fae males really didn’t know how to handle emotions.
I was too tired to point out that fact as I yawned and slumped into the mattress. Though I wanted to talk to them more, I was exhausted. Lore climbed in next to me, the bed groaning and creaking with his substantial weight. Then he lifted me up easily to lay me across his chest. I immediately placed my legs on either side of his torso and nestled into his warmth and fur.
“Would you all stay?” I asked sleepily. I couldn’t see their reactions, but someone cleared their throat.
“Kade and Viktor have some business to take care of, but I’ll stay,” Corve said.
“Good,” I mumbled.
When Kade and Viktor departed with grumbled goodbyes, I asked, “Those two, do they do everything together? At first, I thought you and Viktor were the closest, but it’s them, isn’t it?”
“Yes. Viktor is my second in command, but they have an unexplainable and unique bond,” Corve replied softly, like he was sharing a secret, but I was asleep before I could consider why it would be.
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Chapter 14


When I woke up next, something was wrong. For one, I was hungry, so much so that my stomach ached. That in and of itself wasn’t strange, but lower still, my core ached, and I knew for a fact this time I hadn’t drank any fae wine. I looked up at Lore, and he was looking at me, but even more, I could feel his erection laying against my center, separated only by the thin fabric of my undergarments beneath my shift. 
“I don’t understand what I’m feeling.”
“Fuck,” Corve groaned, and when I looked over at him, he was looking at my ass and Lore’s noticeable hard length.
“I’m sorry, I’m not trying to—”
“It’s not you, little crow. We are both feeling it.”
“Why? Why is it so intense? I want you both right now.”
Lore’s big hand, tipped in deadly claws, ran over my backside, and his erection twitched against me.
“This happens when the mating bond is initiated or triggered.”
“Mating bond?” I panted as, without thought, I inched down Lore’s torso until my barely covered clit rubbed against his length.
“It would seem that you are both Lore’s and mine. Our mate.”
“What does that mean? I don’t understand.”
“It means,” Corve drawled as he reached over to touch my arm, “you are ours. Truly ours. Well, at least us two. You were destined for us, and we were destined for you.” The indents in his mask seemed softer as he looked me over.
“And… you’re mine?”
Corve nodded.
“Mine,” Lore growled in my mind. “You’ve been mine since the moment you stepped into the Manor. I want to be inside of you, bury myself in you, make you mine in all the ways you can be.” His voice was wild with need.
“I’ll hurt you, though.”
I moved my hips against him even still, but then he slid me off toward the middle between him and Corve with a frustrated snarl.
“I need…” I hated that I sounded like I did when I was drunk on fae wine. Desperate for their cocks to fill me.
“Roll over, little crow,” Corve ordered, and I did. Lore was on one side, his beautiful, huge manhood on full display. It was so thick I didn’t think my hand could even fit around it. And as soon as that thought entered my mind, I reached for it.
My hand, in fact, could not close around him. Even still, I moved my fist up and down experimentally. Lore’s gaze took on that of a predator’s—as if he wanted to devour me. I ran my thumb over his broad head. The bead of wetness at the slit coated my thumb immediately and caused a satisfied purr to come from me.
“You are torturous.” 
While I continued to stroke Lore, I looked at Corve. He was watching me, his head tilted.
“Are you going to say you’ll hurt me too?”
“No,” he said, and I could tell he was trying to control himself.
I spread my legs open, a blush coming to my cheeks as I readily offered myself up to the Prince of Crows. “Please. I’m not drunk this time. I’m giving you permission.”
He moved over me, and I searched the featureless mask for any indication of what he was thinking. “I’m going to take care of you the best I can right now, little crow. You keep stroking Lore the entire time, or I stop, do you understand?”
I nodded quickly as he kneeled between my spread thighs. He pulled down the undergarments, revealing my heated center as he did.
“I want to see your face,” I murmured.
“The mask stays on,” he growled as he moved down my legs until his face was at my center.
Through the mouth hole of his mask, he licked his lips before that same tongue swiped over my clit. I moaned and pressed into him. “Divines, that feels amazing.”
He chuckled darkly against me before licking again.
My hand around Lore’s cock stuttered.
“Remember the rules,” Corve breathed before he pressed his mouth against me and swiped his tongue over me again and again, lapping up my arousal. My hips took up a rhythm, pressing into him, seeking more of him out. The rough fabric of his mask, coupled with the smooth rigidness of his tongue, created an unbearable friction.
“You want my fingers inside of you, little crow?”
My only response was a whine as my cunt clenched in anticipation.
When he inserted one of his thick fingers inside me, the world became renewed.
“You taste so good,” he murmured and then groaned with pleasure as his tongue picked up a faster pace. Corve ate me out with passion, as if he had waited his entire life to do so and this was his sole reason for existing.
Lore was pumping his hips, fucking my hand. Pleasure-filled growls came from him as he did. And suddenly, I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else besides here, between these two beautiful Fae males who wanted me as much as I wanted them.
“Come for me,” Corve ordered, and I did, my core pulsing around his finger, trying to pull it deeper inside. Stars exploded in my vision, and I picked up the pace of my palm slicking over Lore’s hardness with his precum until I felt hot, sticky come spurt all over my hand.
When Corve backed away, his pink tongue trailing along his lips, I said, “I want to take care of you.”
“Not yet.” His gaze went to Lore’s, and they were having some silent conversation.
The Crow Prince got up from the bed, adjusted himself, and was gone before I could protest.
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Chapter 15


“If you can’t tell me how to break this curse or what it means to be mated to you, then I’ll just have to figure it out myself,” I said to Lore after licking the crumbs off my fingertips. I could keep down a blueberry muffin and felt more myself with every passing minute. 
I stood up, but I was still recovering, my strength feeling sapped. I swayed, and Lore was before me in an instant, scooping me up easily. “I know, I know, but I need to figure this out. I need to go to the library. You can carry me if that’s the only way you’ll let me go.”
His snout nuzzled my cheek and hair, tickling enough to make me giggle. Me… giggling over a wolfish Fae. If someone had told me this was what waited for me after the Harvest, I’d have laughed in their face. There was no way this was my life, but as Lore rumbled an agreement and we set off toward the library, a feeling of pure acceptance and gratitude washed over me. I didn’t know what our future looked like, but I was determined to do my best to make it something amazing.
Once in the expansive library, Lore set me on my feet so I could peruse the shelves myself. But he was a constant shadow, never more than a step or two away, his hulking form such a comfort that I often found myself looking back at him, a smile on my lips.
It took me three hours, with lots of rests to lean against the shelves, to find a handful of books I thought could help me. While browsing one last shelf, I felt that inexplicable burning in my core again. It was so overpowering that I gasped. Lore was about to pick me up, but I shook my head.
“Are you feeling it too?” I asked breathily, but all I had to do was look down to find that he was very much experiencing the same feeling I was.
“Oh,” I breathed. His girthy length rising from the black fur surrounding it had my mouth watering. Without a second thought, I pressed my hand against his abdominals. He let me guide him back against one of the sturdy shelves. His mercurial gaze was questioning but full of want.
I knelt before him, looking up at him for his reaction as I did.
His hands grasped my arms, but I shook him off. “I want…” I panted, my focus flicking to his cock and back up. “I need to do this. I want to taste you. I want you to flood my mouth with your cum.”
Careful not to nick me with his deadly claws, he cupped my jaw, his thumb running over my cheek. And then he nodded once.
I ran a fingertip down the center of his length, earning a pulse from him. Then, I wrapped both my hands around his thickness and marveled at how it twitched and strained in the confines of my palms. “By the Veil,” I whispered. “You’re so big.”
He pushed his hips forward, but I could tell he was trying to restrain himself, giving me time to explore and decide what I was doing.
“I’m going to take care of you,” I promised, and then I leaned forward to lick the bead of precum from the slit in his head. The salty taste was surprising, and I hummed as I licked my lips.
Slowly pumping his length, my wrist twisting as I moved up his shaft, I placed my lips over his entire head. Well, almost. His broad head stretched my mouth, reminding me of Viktor and his shadows when we were in the very same place. I ran my tongue around the underside, earning a growling noise of pleasure from him as I did. I looked up, and Lore was gazing down at me with an expression I could only describe as pure adoration and amazement.
Removing my lips with a popping sound, I asked, “Does it feel good? Am I doing it right? Please tell me.”
“You are perfect, Em. Your pretty pink lips around my cock is the most beautiful sight I have ever seen. Keep it up, and I will fill your throat faster than you realize.”
I smiled at the praise and, with renewed vigor, took his rounded tip into my mouth and worked his shaft with my hands. I found a rhythm that my tongue and hands could keep that had Lore bucking his hips forward in perfect harmony.
My jaw ached, but I was so enamored with having him inside my mouth that I didn’t want to stop until I had my reward. I was dedicated to making Lore come.
With the jolting movement of his hips, his length was sent further into my mouth, and I could feel his balls brushing against my hand with every jerking motion. Curious, I cupped the soft sack in one of my palms. I couldn’t hold both in a single grasp as they rolled and shifted in the pouch of flesh, so I merely worked my hand across, giving them the lightest of squeezes each time.
He snarled, his body shuddering. Oh, he liked that. With one hand on his shaft, the other exploring his balls, I swirled my tongue all around his head.
“Take me as far in your mouth as you can, my beautiful Em,” he instructed in a rough tone.
I could only get an inch down his shaft, his broad tip pressing against the back of my throat already, dangerously close to making me gag every time he pushed into me.
It only took three more perfectly pressured strokes before I felt his balls draw up against him. I had the briefest of warnings before briny heat hit the back of my mouth. The slick and thick substance went down my throat, and I gagged around him but continued draining him. My throat moved with my large gulps as I swallowed his substantial load. I didn’t stop sucking him until he whimpered.
Smiling dreamily, high off my victory, I looked up at him. He lifted me to my feet, and when it was obvious I was weak-kneed and couldn’t support myself, he picked me up.
“The books,” I said, pointing to where I had left them stacked on the shelf. He grabbed them before taking me not to the front of the library but further into its depths until there were no more torches to light the way. I didn’t care where we were going, just that I was with him, and he was holding me.
The smell of old books permeated this farther spot as he stopped and sat in a high-backed chair that almost looked like a throne. He positioned me with my back to his front. “What—”
But then he spread my legs, and his length was hard again, resting against my bare center. I hadn’t worn undergarments and thought of Viktor telling me I was practically asking for it. 
And I was.
I tilted my head to look at Lore. “Are you going to fuck me now?”
Carefully, he pressed a finger to my sensitive nub, and my eyes rolled back in my head. The tip of his dick was resting against my opening, and as I wiggled, I could get it to travel up my center and hit the underside of my clit. This was the closest any of them had come to being inside of me, and I wondered if he would actually fuck me. 
He paused in his ministrations, and when I could open my eyes and focus on him, he was looking at my dress like it offended him. Before I could ask him what was wrong, he ripped it away from me, leaving me completely exposed to him. Pulling the tatters of the gown from around me, he threw them to the ground in front of us. The air of the library and his gaze traveling over my skin caused a full-body shiver. He shifted to get a better look at me, his calloused fingertips running over my unbruised breast. 
“Lore,” I whimpered as I arched into his touch. 
But his hand trailed down my body, returning to my clit. He worked me into a frenzy, his cock only pressed against my entrance. Whenever I tried to move my hips to take him inside, he would stop me with his hand wrapped around my waist. His palm looked huge against me, and I don’t think I have ever felt so dainty and feminine as I did in his hold. I had to focus on keeping my legs spread even as I gyrated my hips against his finger and length. When I was about to climax, I pressed down against his impossibly hard cock, and my clenching cunt pulled his tip inside. 
He let out a growl of a warning, and I moaned. The feel of his broad head spreading and stretching me, a mere hint of the pleasure he could bring me, was enough to tip me over the edge. I came with a cry, my body shaking so intensely that Lore was forced to hold me tight against him lest I fell off. My climax pulled him a little deeper into me. His long, hot tongue on my neck and his nips at the sensitive flesh there had me softly whimpering against him. 
I finally felt some relief, the burn and ache of want momentarily sated.
When he pulled out of me, though, I felt painfully empty even still. I reached for him, but he caught my hand. 
“You need to rest.”
I couldn’t argue with him. I was exhausted, especially since I was still recovering from being injured and the infections.
“We can stay here?” I asked, even as I curled into him, nestling into his soft fur and heat. I ran my fingers through the hair on his chest, loving how it felt against my palm and against my naked body. 
I fell asleep almost instantly in the arms of my wolf mate. 
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Chapter 16


I hadn’t seen Viktor since that fateful night when I was almost killed by the Witch of Death. And Kade, I had only seen once when I woke up. When I asked about them, Corve only said they were off on a mission and would be back soon. 
I was about to get up from the dining room table and make Corve take me to the library to collect more books on curses and mating bonds when they arrived.
They swaggered into the dining hall, causing a palpable shift in energy. Their shadows preceded them, crawling on the walls and tidal waving out before them.  
And they were drenched in blood. It stained their faces, their clothes, their hands. Viktor was carrying a sack, and crimson dripped from it too.
Their skeletal features made them appear as death itself.
“Gods,” I gasped as I stood up, the breakfast I had turning to ash in my stomach. “Are you injured?”
Corve stood up as well, his breakfast forgotten.
They didn’t say anything, only moved in that predatory way they had, their faces revealing nothing. As they came closer, I could see how much blood truly covered them, as if they had taken a dip in an ocean of it.
They sat the sack on the table with a sickening, squelching sound.
“Open it,” Viktor commanded, his onyx and blue eyes on me.
I flicked my gaze to Kade, and he had the same hard look about him.
Swallowing nervously, I stood from my chair, undid the knot on the burlap sack, and opened it up.
At seeing what was inside, I gasped, covering my mouth as I stepped back.
Three hearts sat in the bag. Two were much larger, and one looked the perfect size of a human’s.
I was surprised to find that it didn’t make me sick, and I leaned forward again to look at them.
“These are yours, Em,” Kade said. “As an apology for not protecting you.”
“And a promise to kill anyone who hurts you.”
“But… whose are they?” Had they somehow killed the Witch of Death? No, that would surely lift their curse. So, it had to be…
“We slaughtered her entire hoard, but their hearts are long rotten. Someday, we’ll bring you her heart too, but she can slip in and out of other realms to hide. These belong to the dark mage guards, the ones that she had with her that night. And…” Kade trailed off, looking at Viktor.
Viktor smiled. I had never seen him smile, and though this one was full of remembered violence, it was still achingly beautiful. The clear side of his face even held a dimple. “Kasem.”
“You… you killed Kasem? And took his heart?”
My life in Ronan seemed so far away. I hadn’t even thought of Gareth since I’d been here or Kasem and his demands.
“He hurt you,” Kade said as if that was enough reason to hunt a man down and carve his heart from him. But then again…
“You did this for me?”
Now Viktor looked mildly uncomfortable, his tongue poking into his cheek as he nodded once. Kade shrugged, his partial lips curling up in a sly smile.
It was about as big of a declaration of love as these two could give me.
I smiled, causing both of their gazes to travel to my lips. “Thank you.” And I meant it.
Kade and Viktor weren’t my mates.
And they were monsters.
But even so, they were my monsters.
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Chapter 17


I poured over all the collected text for five days, but it wasn’t until I opened a nondescript tome that I’d discovered tucked between two other books about curses and witches that I found some semblance of an answer. 
“Mating bonds are complex and nuanced. Each Fae experiences it differently. No one mating bond is the same. Though it is different for every individual, one fact remains true for all—the mating bond must be consummated. Only after consummation will the pair remain connected for life from that point on.”
Later in the same ancient tome, I discovered that curses often included using the mating bond as either the consequence or the key to breaking the curse itself. And then it hit me. It was why the Witch of Death was surprised that it wasn’t just one of them that woke up.
I jumped up from the bed, and Kade, who was sitting on one of the chairs sharpening an array of knives, looked up at me.
“You,” I said.
“Me?” Kade questioned, his partial lips tipping up into an ornery smile.
“Come on. Follow me,” I ordered, and not waiting to see if he was, I exited his room after grabbing a lantern. They no longer let me sleep in my chamber. Instead, I went to whoever’s room was around that night. Corve and Lore were out hunting daemons, which left only Kade and Viktor. I’d never been in Viktor’s room. In fact, besides that one time in the library, we hadn’t been alone together since, and he seemed to avoid me any other time.
Viktor’s room was right next door, and without knocking, I opened it. I heard Kade slip in behind me. The room was as dark and cool as a tomb, except for the glow from my lantern. I held it up further as I stepped in until the light illuminated the pale chest of Viktor. He propped himself up on an elbow to take us in.
“What the fuck are you doing?” he bit out.
His acidity usually made me want to curl in on myself, but instead, I stepped into the room further. He didn’t know it, but I had seen him too. Seen through him. And now I was about to conquer him.
“I don’t know,” Kade said, “she just said to follow her.”
“This better be good,” he grumbled.
Without responding, I used my lantern to light another one beside his bed, despite him glaring at me the entire time I did.
When I turned back to meet his gaze, Kade was standing on the other side of the bed, and Viktor was staring at me, both suddenly emotionless.
“I was told you two do everything together. You’re bound to each other in a way unlike anyone else here.”
Kade glanced at Viktor, and then he nodded once.
“Good,” I said matter-of-factly. Then, holding Viktor’s stare, I pushed the first thin strap of my nightgown down my arm. The swell of my breast and the pink of my nipple were barely revealed.
Viktor inhaled sharply, and I smiled triumphantly. Then I pushed the other strap down my arm, and with that, both of my breasts were exposed to them.
The silky fabric sank down my body, revealing me gradually until it pooled at my feet. I was completely naked before them.
“You will take me. Together.”
“Fuuuck,” Kade rasped.
“Do you even know what you’re asking?” Viktor asked, but his voice was huskier.
“Yes. I’m asking for you to take my virginity because Lore and Corve refuse to for whatever reason. They’re scared they’ll hurt me or want to ensure we are all mates first, but I know you have no such qualms. I’m asking for you to open up to me. I have seen you both.” I looked between them. “I want you to take, but I also want you to give. Whatever has you so cold, so afraid to get your heart involved, is also what’s keeping the mating bond from surfacing. Lore, Corve, and I are bonded, but you two keep me at arm’s length, and we are running out of time.”
“You figured it out,” Kade breathed in quiet awe.
“Yes, so please”—I climbed into the bed and pulled the covers off Viktor, who was already naked beneath the sheets—“take me.”
He was hard, and his pale skin was so stark against his black sheets that I let my eyes roam over his body. He was so beautifully chiseled, like he was made of nothing but marble and bone. Kade’s left side of his mouth may have exposed pieces of his skull, but Viktor had a similar affliction. A patch on his hip showed bone as well as parts of his collarbone and ribs.
I pried my eyes off his naked form to look at Kade. “Don’t make me say it again.” And then I climbed on top of Viktor before he could think to stop me. Straddling him, his hard length lay between us as my slick heat rubbed against it. 
Kade took off his tunic, and I heard his pants follow quickly after. I wanted to see Kade, but I was too busy marveling at being able to touch Viktor without him snapping at me. It was almost as if he were momentarily taken off guard.
But I only had a flash of his eyes to warn me before he acted. A black tendril wrapped around my throat and pulled me into him at the same time Kade grabbed my wrists and pinned them against my back with one hand.
“Are you good with taking her ass?” Viktor asked Kade, glancing at him. 
“I’d love to,” Kade said through a groan as he palmed my backside and gave me a stinging smack. “Great abyss, Emra, your ass is beautiful.”
“You asked for us both, but we aren’t going to be gentle with you, virgin or not,” Viktor rasped. And then he fisted his cock, his shadows lifting me up just enough for him to press it against my center. I closed my eyes in anticipation.
“You’re going to look at me while I fuck you. I want you to know exactly whose cock is breaking you open. And when I’m done stretching your pretty little cunt, Kade will have his turn.”
I opened my eyes to look at him at the exact moment he seated himself fully inside of me. Well, almost. My hymen stopped him from going any further. A sharp and then cramping ache spread throughout my core as the head of his cock pressed against it. He pulled out almost all the way and thrust into me again. He broke the thin membrane, and the mix of pleasure and pain left me heady as I moaned. 
“I’m the first to be inside of you,” he rasped. “You depraved little thing knew exactly who to come to. Wet and wild with want for us to fill you.” 
And I didn’t regret it. He was exactly what I needed. I was suddenly relieved I hadn’t let anyone else do this. It had to be Viktor who filled me and readied me. 
Viktor moving in sensual gruffness inside of me was a holy experience. I had never felt so complete, so satisfied, than just now with him thrusting into me.
He pounded into me, and I almost forgot that Kade was behind me until he began fingering my asshole. I heard him spit before he pressed a long digit inside.
“Oh my gods,” I exclaimed as my filled holes tightened.
“Not gods. Say who is fucking you,” he commanded with a growl.
“Viktor,” I gasped out through a choked-off sound of pleasure. And then Kade was pushing a second finger inside of me, preparing my hole for him. “Kade.”
“That’s right, pretty girl, your ours.”
“I’m yours,” I panted.
And they were mine. 
Viktor shifted us, my ass tilting up a little bit higher and my hanging breasts brushed over his cool chest.
And then Kade was pushing into me, his cock far larger than his fingers were. I cried out, but Viktor fisted my hair and swallowed the sound with his lips on mine.
I had never been kissed before. And though I had never been fucked before either, his lips on mine felt more intimate. More meaningful. He tasted lightly of mint, and as they pounded into me, filling me, stretching me, it would be kissing him that made me moan out, “I’m going to come.”
They picked up their pace, mutually falling into a punishing rhythm. I screamed as I came, and Viktor did not try to silence me this time. I convulsed as they slowed their thrusts, and something blossomed in my awareness. A connection. Connections. 
“Fucking hells, Em,” Kade said as he pulled out of me. 
“I have a feeling…” Viktor cut himself off, listening for something. 
It was only the sound of my breathy, quiet moans filling the room before the door opened. Viktor’s shadows let go of me, and I slumped against his chest as I turned my head to see who had come in.
Corve and Lore were there.
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Chapter 18


“We felt it,” Corve said. 
“You can thank our smart girl here. She figured out how to break the curse and demanded we make it happen,” Kade explained as he rolled to the side next to Viktor. Both were unbothered by being naked in front of Corve and Lore.
Lore growled his approval, and Corve nodded his head slowly. “Our court is coming to life, but there’s still another step.”
“Consummation,” I said.
“With all of us,” Viktor added.
I was sore, but neither Viktor nor Kade had come, and Corve and Lore hadn’t even been inside of me yet.
“How do we do that?”
“Well,” Corve said, “you need to recover. We can figure it out in the morning first thing.”
“We can sleep all together?” I asked, my heart bursting with excitement at the very thought.
“Why not?” Corve said easily. “We’ve slept together before under worse circumstances. This time, we have our little crow with us at least.
“But Viktor and Kade, you two didn’t even come! Can you just… go to sleep?”
“Want more of our cocks already, do you, princess?” Viktor asked, his voice husky and roguish.
“Tonight was about you,” Kade explained with a shrug. “We gave you what you needed. Tomorrow, we’ll take what we all need.”
I sighed and climbed off Viktor and over to Kade. He grunted as my wet center brushed over his softening cock. “I can’t wait,” I murmured. I leaned forward to kiss him, but he turned away from me.
“Don’t,” he said, gesturing to his exposed jawbone and teeth.
I grabbed his jaw and turned him back toward me. His smoke and gold gaze was full of unspoken desires, as if he were afraid to be rejected. “I want to kiss my mate,” I said breathily before planting my lips against his, my tongue swiping over his exposed teeth. He grabbed my ass, palming it as his tongue delved eagerly into my mouth.
I would never get used to kissing them, I already knew it.
“Alright, well, I vote Viktor sleeps next to Lore,” Corve said as he approached the far side of the bed beside Kade.
“He bites in his sleep,” Kade explained.
“He’s never bitten me,” I protested.
“Because I barely sleep when I’m holding you,” Lore said as he climbed into the bed.
The half-skull side of Viktor’s face showed he was not happy about the arrangement.
“You staying here?” Kade asked.
“I wish I could fall asleep being touched by all of you.”
Kade and Corve laughed, but I was serious. Viktor pulled me off Kade and into the middle of them.
“Don’t get possessive,” Corve said, his tone serious. “She isn’t just yours, Viktor.”
“No,” Viktor said as a tendril of his shadows caressed my face. “But I did get to take her virginity. That is all mine.”
I fell asleep to them quietly bickering.
[image: image-placeholder]Waking up to four Fae males was a dream. So much so that I pinched myself to ensure I was awake. Viktor was facing me on his side, his hand possessively over my hip. His lips were slightly parted in slumber, and he suddenly seemed less fierce and more boyish.
Kade was pressed against my back, his hand cupping my breast and his breath fanning across the top of my head. I slowly untangled myself from their grasp, though Viktor’s tightened first before I slipped his hand off. Even in slumber, he was possessive. I smiled as I slowly sat up. I was surprised to find Lore awake, and Corve had his back pressed to Kade’s. 
My heart filled and burst until tears welled in my eyes. I loved them. Was that even possible after this short of a time? I’ve never felt happiness, but now I was so happy that it overpowered everything. Is this what people felt like when they were in love? 
I suddenly understood how wars could be started over this. I would steal, lie, and kill for them. By the Veil, I’d even die for them. 
Tears ran down my cheeks, and as if I had screamed, they all woke up at once. 
“Em?” Kade asked sleepily. 
“Here,” I said shakily.
They all shot upright to stare at me. 
“What is it?” Corve asked as their eyes searched the room for the reason I was crying.
I wiped my tears away with a soft laugh. “It’s nothing. I’m just… really happy I’m here with you all.”
The tension melted from their bodies, replaced by something else instead. “We need to wash up, and then we need to make you ours officially,” Corve said.
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Chapter 19


I was sitting on the bed, waiting for them all to return. I showered and ate and then waited. Kade sat on the other side of the room, and when I asked him why, he only chuckled darkly. 
It was early afternoon before they all came back, and I was suddenly nervous with all of them in the room with me. I was still sore from Viktor and Kade, but I didn’t care. I wanted this. I needed it. And so did they.
“Do you trust us?” Corve asked.
I nodded.
“Good.”
Shadows lifted from Kade and Viktor, reaching for me. I watched them curiously as they caressed my cheek, wrapped around my neck, lifted and fondled my breasts. Then they removed my simple dress until I was naked for all four Fae males.
“This is hardly fair,” I said.
Corve snorted and then snapped his fingers. Their clothing disappeared except his mask. He kept his mask on. Corve’s body was scarred, the old wounds crisscrossing across his flesh. But his skin was naturally tanned, a gorgeous brown color.
“Viktor,” Corve said, gesturing to me.
Viktor stepped forward at the same time his shadows lifted me off the bed. He slipped underneath me, onto his back, and lowered me against him again. His legs were bent and off the bed, leaving us on the edge.
“Kade,” Corve said, and they all took up places around me, with Kade between my spread legs. Lore was at the edge of the bed, his massive shaft hanging heavily. Corve climbed onto the bed and knelt at my head.  
Was it something in the water? They all had beautiful bodies and cocks. Corve’s had a slight curve in it, and his head had a darker tone, making me want to see what he tasted like. As if reading my mind, he shifted closer. I opened my mouth, my tongue stuck out in readiness.
“That’s right, little crow, let me fuck your mouth.” When he pushed his cock past my lips, Kade knelt between my legs and ran his tongue over me. I humped his face, his nose brushing against my clit as his tongue delved into my entrance, twisting and tasting.
Viktor merely held me, palming my breasts, kissing my neck. His shadows supported my upper body so I could perfectly lick and suck Corve’s cock without straining.
Lore picked up my hand and put it around his length, and suddenly, they were all touching me, and I was touching all of them. Something held in the depths of my lungs broke open.
Home. I was home. Here, being touched by all my Fae mates. This was exactly where I was always meant to be. My entire life had led me to this exact moment.
A street rat with her monsters.
“She’s ready,” Kade said huskily. Viktor lifted my hips and used Kade’s saliva and my arousal to lube my rear before slowly sinking into me.
I moaned around Corve’s shaft, the vibration sending him thrusting into my mouth further.
“Yes, gods,” I moaned as he pulled out. And then I remembered. “Viktor, you feel so good.”
Kade teased my clit with his head, swiping it through my slick heat before he pushed slowly inside of me. It took a brief moment for their rhythms to sync up, and when they did, Kade used his thumb to circle my clit.
“You’re going to come all over my dick,” Kade commanded.
They picked up the intensity, and it sent my breasts bouncing and my mouth pulling away from Corve, but then Lore was grabbing my jaw and turning my face toward him.
“Lips here,” Lore growled. I took his head into my mouth, and this time, he was less gentle, pressing farther in until my eyes watered. I lifted my other hand to continue to stroke Corve, but my climax was building, and I could feel how explosive it would be.
Lore rocked in my mouth even as I tried to warn Kade, but it didn’t matter.
“I feel you, Em,” Kade said between grunts. “Give it to me.”
I broke, crying out around Lore’s cock even as I tried to pull away from him. Viktor’s shadows kept me where I was, though.
Kade’s heated arousal spurted inside me, sending warmth flooding into my core. He groaned, panting as both he and Viktor slowed their thrusts. Kade pulled out, and his cum dripped out of me, but Corve was already there between my legs and fisting his cock.
Lore let me go, lovingly running a hand over my hair before Viktor turned my head toward Corve.
“Watch our prince take you, princess,” Viktor rasped.
Corve slowly pushed inside of me as my cunt still pulsed with want. The prince and Viktor’s pace was slower but no less satisfying. Viktor was most likely restraining himself, but even he made the occasional sound of pleasure.
Kade lay on the bed next to me, watching me curiously as I took the other three, occasionally holding my leg up so Corve could get deeper inside me. I was stroking Lore lazily in my hand again, and Viktor was grunting beneath me, thrusting into my ass.
I was shaking with an impending orgasm when Corve buried himself deep within me, and Viktor ceased to move.
“Fuck,” the prince hissed. “You’re so tight, you have me coming undone in record time.” His cum filled me in gushing spurts as he hunched over me, causing me to climax as well.
I panted as Corve pulled out of me. Then I was lifted off Viktor by his shadows wrapping lovingly around me even while I was still in the throes of ecstasy. Corve moved next to Kade as Viktor cleaned off his cock.
“My turn, princess,” Viktor said roughly. His shadows moved me toward where he was standing and hooked around my thighs to spread me out as far as I could. Corve’s and Kade’s combined cum dripped from my hole, and the pale Fae watched with passion flashing in his eyes as it did.
His power guided me to where my entrance was perfectly aligned with his dick. More shadows caught my wrists and pinned them behind me, and another pulled my hair, causing my back to arch.
Before I could adjust to this submission, Viktor grabbed my hips and rammed into me.
I cried out at the sudden intrusion. Though the three males that had been in me all had similar-sized manhoods, Viktor’s always seemed more filling. I’d have to inspect it later. Perhaps it was his girth or the fact that he seemed to hit parts of me that no one else did.
I came undone twice on him, sobbing with the combined pleasure and pain, and still he was relentless. My breasts bounced sensually with every hard pump of Viktor’s, and shadows delved into my mouth, gagging me and fucking my throat. By the time the third climax came, with no warning, he buried himself to the hilt inside of me, and we came together. His shadows released my hair and my hands, and I reached toward him.
He took me from his black tendrils and held me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and slumped against him. We were both slick with sweat, and our chests heaved in unison.
“You’re not done yet, love,” Viktor whispered to me roughly. I lifted my head to look at Lore, who had taken up a spot on the bed.
“We saved him for last because he will knot in you.”
“He’s going to what?” I asked dazedly.
Viktor’s dark chuckle was the only reply as he carried me to hand me off to Lore.
Lore guided me over him so that I was straddling him.
“You’re going to control this. But at the end, the base of my cock will swell and lock us together for a short time. But it will feel good for us both.”
I nodded, not fully understanding but trusting him anyway. The combined cum inside me was more than enough lube as I hovered over Lore’s considerable hardness. My mouth watered with the thought of having him inside of me. Finally.
It took a bit of pressure to get his head inside of me, and I threw my head back as it did. “Lore,” I groaned.
“You’re doing so good,” Corve said.
Lore held my waist to support me as I sank down another inch. The stretch was almost unbearable, and I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth against it. I blew out several strained breaths.
“If it’s too much,” Kade started, but I inhaled and slammed myself down on Lore.
My body shook, and I couldn’t fully take his entire length inside of me as he was already hitting my back wall.
“Fuck,” Viktor hissed. “Look at our princess taking him so well.”
The praise made me blush.
Lore was huffing with pleasure as he ran a claw softly down the center of my breasts and body, causing goosebumps to break out all over me.
I experimented with my movements until I eventually laid down on Lore’s front, my breasts smashed against him. I was tired and found it challenging to move with how big he was.
“Take over, please,” I begged, but Lore didn’t need any more convincing. Turning my head so I could look at my other three mates, Lore rocked into me from beneath.
All of them were looking at me adoringly. Kade and Viktor stroked themselves, staring at how my ass moved with every thrust. Corve was looking between them and Lore and I, his cock hardening again as well.
I reached out for him, and he grabbed my hand.
I began whimpering with every stroke of Lore’s as it felt like he was growing bigger and bigger inside me. Suddenly, he buried himself all the way in me, pressing hard into my back wall.
“I love you, my perfect mate,” Lore growled.
“I love you too, Lore,” I said with a gasping moan as he locked inside of me. His expanse was impossible, but the waves of pure bliss and pleasure rocking through me had my eyes rolling to the back of my head. Lore let out a low humming howl as we panted against each other.
“And us?” Kade finally asked as he brought himself to completion, his spend landing on my ass.
“I love you. I love all of you.” Tears came to my eyes, and Corve swiped them away.
“And we love you,” all three said in resounding unison.
I came so many times while Lore was knotted inside me that I began sobbing. But all my Fae mates were there with praises on their tongues and gentle touches for my sore body.
I had lived my entire life in survival mode—going through the motions of existence, but never truly getting to live. I was always on high alert, always prepared to fight or flee. I’d never been safe, protected, loved. Not like this. This was magic, and I could finally let go, soften, just be, without worrying about anything. I sunk into the feeling of it as all my mates worshipped me. 
Long after we were all finished and somewhat sated, they took turns washing me in a hot bath. Kade dried me off. And Viktor and Corve held me while the others washed.
“There’s something I still don’t understand,” I started.
“What’s that, little crow?”
“Why did the Witch of Death make a bargain with Ronan?”
“Ah,” Corve breathed, his breath fanning across the back of my neck, “because most likely her seer saw that my mate was a mortal from there. And so, she gave the city a reason to offer up a woman to the Veil. She always planned on destroying you if you ever crossed and woke me from the spelled slumber. She just hadn’t intended for you to wake all four of us up.”
“Are we going to fight her?” The thought of war had my body tensing. I had lost my family to a war; I didn’t want to lose my mates too.
“You don’t worry about that, princess.” Viktor ran his thumb over my bottom lip.
The command was easy to obey. I let my concerns of evil witches and war go, melting into my Corve and Viktor’s touches. 
“I’m so happy.” A contented sigh left my lips.
“Me too,” Corve murmured, stroking my back.
“I never thought I could feel this way,” Viktor confessed.
“So you’re happy with me? As your mate?”
Viktor kissed me, and that was all the answer I needed.
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Chapter 20


“Look outside when you wake up.” - Corve
I folded the note and sat it back on the side table as I rushed to obey. I threw open the thick curtains to find that it was actually a glass door that led out to a balcony. Stepping outside, the vision before me was breathtaking.
Crisp autumn wind brought scents of cinnamon and leaves to me. Because there were leaves. Everywhere. Dangling from the trees in bursts of red and orange, coating the ground, drifting through the air in a colorful dance.
I covered my mouth with my hand as a murder of crows flew overhead, circling until they landed on large, orange objects. Squinting, I stepped to the balcony’s edge to see what they were.
Pumpkins. Their green stalks swept around them, tangled and overgrown.
The curse was broken. Fully broken. “We did it,” I breathed as I excitedly entered the room again to find my mates.
Just as I opened the door to the hallway, they were walking toward me.
But Corve still had his mask on. Lore was still a wolf. Kade and Viktor still had their menacing skull faces.
“Oh no. I thought… I thought we had succeeded in breaking the curse.” My heart cracked and broke. Maybe there was some other factor I hadn’t considered.
“We did, little crow.”
“Then why?”
As they stepped closer, I could see that none of them looked upset.
“I don’t know,” Kade said. “She probably made this permanent.”
“Does it bother you?” Viktor asked. “That you’ll never have us full and normal?” His icy blue eye held so much concern that I stepped toward him to reach for his face. He let me run my fingertips over his jaw.
“I love you as you are. Skull face, mask, as a wolf. It doesn’t matter. To me, you are full and normal. I can’t even imagine you any other way.” I looked between them all. “Understand?”
Viktor lifted me up, moving us into the bedroom. I was so sore from the day before, but it didn’t matter. I wanted to show them exactly how I felt about them.
The Autumn Court was waking up, healing, thriving. And I had my four fearsome mates. And we were healing, too.
All was well.
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Chapter 21

3 months later


“What if they don’t like me?” I pulled my bottom lip into my mouth, chewing nervously. 
“You broke the curse that put them in a slumber for over three centuries. They’ve traveled from all over our territory just to meet you. It would be absurd for them not to like you,” Corve explained.
“Besides,” Viktor started, “if they don’t love you, then I’ll merely get rid of them.”
“Viktor!” I scolded.
“Just say the word,” Kade added as he ran a finger across his throat and winked at me.
“No,” I responded, but a smile was on my lips.
“We’ve killed for much less, princess,” Viktor said with a shrug.
And I believed him.
I ran my hands down the front of my stunning burnt orange dress that shimmered with every slight movement. Along my throat, at my wrists, and dangling from my ears were deep red jewels my mates gifted me. “It’s what crows do for those they trust and like,” Corve said by way of explanation when they gave them to me. I brushed my fingers over the one that sat at my throat. They were truly exquisite.
Prodding at my unruly hair and turning my face this way and that, I couldn’t quite decide if I felt beautiful or just beautifully decorated.
“You are beautiful,” Corve reassured me quietly as if he’d known my thoughts.
“In fact,” Kade drawled, “do you think we could be late?”
“No.” Corve raised his hand to halt any more thoughts along that line.
“After, then,” Viktor said. I looked at him through the mirror and found that he was deadly serious. He was always serious when it came to being with me and the other mates.
“Lore, you’re lucky that you get to sit this out,” Kade threw at the wolf shifter who lounged on the settee, studying us all.
“Let’s go,” Corve said, offering me his arm. “Our court awaits.”
[image: image-placeholder]We spent the entire afternoon and most of the evening receiving gifts of gratitude and congratulations from an entire array of Fae and creatures that inhabited the Autumn Court.
By the time everyone was fed and had spoken to us, I was exhausted and peopled out. My cheeks hurt from smiling so much, and I could have sworn my hand was raw from how many people had brushed their lips across the back of it.
My favorite part was watching how all my mates interacted with the guests. Viktor was as cold as ever, but Kade was always there with his more easy-going personality. At some point, Viktor was obviously becoming grumpy, and Kade had to restrain him, whispering something in his ear. I eventually called him to me, and he stood sentinel by my side after kissing my cheek and asking if I was quite certain we couldn’t kill everyone. Corve was in his element, though, as he swept around the dancehall, shaking hands and greeting those he was responsible for as the prince.
When Corve finally came for me and escorted me back to our rooms, I was relieved.
I immediately made Kade take my dress off me to put on a loose, silky slip instead. When I was finished changing and washing up, I came out to find all four of my mates standing with their hands folded in front of them.
“What are you—”
But they began to kneel, dropping to their knees, planting a fist against the floor, and bowing their heads.
“Long live the Princess of Crows,” they all said in unison.
The sight of them kneeling for me, these great and powerful Fae, was stirring.
“We promise to always protect you,” Kade said.
“And to always make you happy,” Corve added.
“To cherish you.”
“And to serve you. We are yours to command. To do with as you like,” Viktor finished.
Silence permeated the room momentarily before they all looked up at me.
“As I like?” I said slyly.
“Yes, princess,” Viktor said, his gaze primitive.
“Then rise. I have a very strenuous and serious task for all of you.”
With grins, they stood up.
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