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Chapter 1

The Queen of Ruin
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The chamber smelled of iron and wet stone.

I sat upon my throne, legs parted, one boot resting heavily on what remained of Captain Garrick’s chest. The blade I had driven through his stomach still quivered faintly with the last echoes of his heartbeat. Warm blood crawled down the steel, over the jagged edge of the throne, and across my inner thigh like a lover’s final, trembling caress.

How fitting, I thought, that even in death he cannot keep his hands off me.

The Throne of Blades was never meant to be comfortable. It had been built over twelve brutal years, each new weapon added only after I had broken its former owner. Rusted longswords, shattered axes, broken spears, and the occasional ornate dagger jutted outward like the quills of some ancient iron beast. The cold metal pressed against the bare skin of my back, my sides, the curve of my hips. Some of the sharper edges drew thin lines of blood wherever they kissed me. I welcomed the sting. Pain had always been an honest companion.

Far more honest than Garrick had been.

My fingers tightened around the haft of my spear, its crimson-stained blade resting lazily across one shoulder. I allowed myself a slow, deliberate breath, letting the silence of the chamber settle over us. The only sounds were the faint drip of blood onto the flagstones and the distant howl of wind through the broken windows of the fortress.

Look at you now, I thought, eyes drifting down to the ruin between my legs.

Garrick lay sprawled at the foot of the throne, his once-powerful body now slack and useless. His head was twisted at an unnatural angle, mouth half-open in a final, silent protest. The black-and-crimson cloak he had always worn with such pride was soaked through, clinging to him like a second, darker skin. 

I had known.

Of course I had known.

A queen who survives as long as I have does not allow love, or lust, or even the memory of shared battlefields to blind her. When he had been in my chamber with murder in his eyes, I had simply smiled, opened my arms, and let him come close enough to strike. Then I broke him.

Slowly.

The memory sent a low pulse of heat through my belly.

I shifted my weight on the throne, deliberately grinding the heel of my boot deeper into his ruined chest. The wet crunch that followed was deeply satisfying. A thin line of fresh blood welled up where the throne’s central spike still impaled him through the gut. I watched it slide down the ancient steel and disappear beneath the torn edge of my leather skirt.

Good.

My nipples hardened against the chill air and the cold press of metal. I had long ago abandoned shame. The throne excited me. The blood excited me. The sight of powerful men reduced to broken meat at my feet excited me most of all.

I ran my tongue slowly across my lower lip, tasting the faint copper in the air.

“You were my favorite,” I whispered to the corpse. My voice echoed softly through the chamber, low and intimate, the way I used to speak to him when he was buried inside me after battle. “For three years you fucked me like you wanted to kill me... and in the end, you tried.”

A soft laugh escaped my throat, dark and rich.

The skulls scattered around the base of the throne stared up at me with hollow approval. Old enemies. Old lovers. Old fools. Garrick would join them soon enough. I would have his skull cleaned and set at the foot of the throne, facing me, so that even in death he would be forced to look up my legs for all eternity.

I leaned back against the cruel embrace of the blades, letting several sharp points dig deeper into my shoulders and the small of my back. The fresh pain sharpened my senses. I closed my eyes for a moment, savoring the way the cold steel and warm blood felt against my skin at the same time.

This was power.

Not the hollow cheers of broken soldiers. Not the fear in the eyes of trembling slaves. This. The quiet aftermath. The throne. The blood cooling on my thighs. The corpse of a man who had once made me moan his name now lying destroyed between my spread legs.

I opened my eyes again and gazed down at him, my expression softening by the smallest fraction.

“You should have stayed loyal, Garrick.”

My voice dropped even lower, almost tender.

“I would have given you everything.”

A sudden gust of wind howled through the chamber, stirring my long auburn hair and making the tattered banners flap like dying ravens. Several droplets of blood were flung from the tip of my spear onto the stone floor.

I smiled then. A slow, cruel, satisfied smile.

The Queen of Ruin was still seated. Still wet with the blood of her enemies and her lovers alike.
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Chapter 2

Blood and Teeth


[image: ]


Three months earlier

The war tent reeked of smoke, sweat, and sex.

Torchlight flickered across the heavy canvas walls, casting long, violent shadows that danced over scattered maps, discarded armor, and the two bodies currently trying to destroy each other on the low wooden table.

Sylvara had her back slammed against the edge of the table, legs locked high around Garrick’s waist as he drove into her with brutal, punishing strokes. Each thrust rattled the table and made the half-empty wine cups jump. Her fingers were buried in his thick black hair, yanking hard enough to tear strands free at the roots. He snarled in pain and responded by biting down on the side of her neck, hard enough to draw blood.

“Harder,” she hissed through clenched teeth, her voice raw. “If you’re going to fuck me, Garrick, then break me.”

He answered with a growl, gripping her hips with fingers that would leave bruises for days. He pulled her forward violently, impaling her completely on his thick cock. The wet, obscene sound of their coupling filled the tent. Sylvara’s head fell back, a broken moan escaping her throat as pleasure and pain blurred into one.

This was how they always came together after battle.

Never gentle. Never soft.

Garrick was taller than her by a head, broad-shouldered and battle-scarred. His body was a map of old wounds she had kissed and new ones she had given him. Right now, fresh blood from an enemy’s sword still streaked his chest and abdomen, smearing across her bare breasts as he bent over her.

Sylvara dragged her nails down his back, deep enough to leave red trails. She felt his cock twitch violently inside her at the pain.

“Fuck... yes,” he groaned against her throat. His voice was deep, ragged. “You’re soaked. You always get like this when you kill.”

She laughed, low and wicked, then suddenly shoved him hard. He stumbled back, slipping out of her with a wet sound. Before he could recover, Sylvara slid off the table and slammed him down onto it. Maps and markers scattered across the floor.

She climbed on top of him, grabbing his cock in her blood-stained hand and guiding it back inside her dripping cunt in one rough motion. She began riding him violently, hips slamming down with enough force to bruise them both.

Garrick’s hands gripped the edges of the table until his knuckles turned white. “Sylvara—”

“Shut your mouth,” she snarled, leaning forward so her breasts pressed against his chest. She bit his shoulder hard, tasting salt and blood. “You almost got yourself killed out there today. I told you to stay behind me.”

He bucked up into her with sudden anger, nearly throwing her off. “I protect what’s mine.”

“I am not yours,” she hissed, even as her walls clenched greedily around him. “You are mine, Captain. Never forget that.”

She reached wrapping her fingers around his throat and squeezing. Garrick made a choked sound of pleasure, his cock swelling even thicker inside her. Sylvara rode him faster, grinding her clit against the base of his shaft with every brutal drop of her hips.

The table creaked dangerously beneath them.

She could feel her climax building, hot and vicious, curling tight in her belly. She leaned down and licked the shell of his ear.

“Cum for me,” she whispered. “Fill your queen.”

Garrick roared. His body seized beneath her as he came hard, flooding her pulsing cunt with thick, hot spurts. The feeling pushed Sylvara over the edge. She cried out, nails digging into his neck as her own orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming. Her thighs shook. Her inner walls milked him relentlessly, drawing every drop from him as pleasure blinded her.

For several long moments, the only sound in the tent was their ragged breathing.

Finally, Sylvara released his throat and slid off him, his spent cock slipping from her slick folds. A thick trail of their mixed fluids ran down her inner thigh. She made no move to clean it.

Garrick, chest heaving, stared up at her with that dangerous mixture of devotion and hunger that always made her pulse quicken.

“You’re going to be the death of me one day,” he said, voice hoarse.

Sylvara smiled slowly. She climbed back onto the table and straddled his chest, her dripping sex hovering just above his mouth. Fresh semen leaked from her and dripped onto his lips.

“Then you
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