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He was staring again. I could feel it just as I had felt earlier in the morning. It happened the day before that and the day before that. How long had it been? I didn’t know. My days blurred together. I would get up when he was gone and lay back down when I knew he’d be back. It was always early morning and late evening. Did he have a woman to tend to? Why was he bothering me?

Ugh. This was taking stalking to a whole new level. I even said as much out loud while he continued to stare at me. He’d smile and stare some more. The usual response of a creeper who also was the fucking Unseelie king. Please shoot me in the face. End my misery, dear gods! Of course, they ignored the cry for help.

“I wouldn’t have to come in here to stare if you would wake and hold an actual conversation,” he replied, his deep, rumbly voice doing things to me that should have been wrong. Stockholm syndrome. It had to be the sole reason for my strange thoughts about him at night.

I turned my head and opened one eye. He chuckled, completely amused by my attitude. His black hair was over his shoulders, long and shiny. It was healthier than mine was. I couldn’t remember the last time I had showered. The most fascinating thing about him was his blue eyes. They were immaculate, like the most transparent water. It would have been simpler if he had a zombie-like deformity and was unattractive.

He was more muscle than most of the fae men I’d been around, even in my past life. Tavis, one of my ex-lovers who betrayed me, was one of them. He wasn’t as muscular, and his stomach wasn’t as toned. I bet this guy had a six-pack. Images of what he would look like under his clothing popped into my mind. I counted to ten, thinking about old men with rotten teeth. The desire disappeared moments later.

“I’m always awake. You know that already.” I rolled over to my side and propped my head on my hand as I stared right back at him. Only it seemed to backfire because he was once again naked in my mind. Knock it off, stupid brain.

What kidnapper puts their victim in an extremely nice room? This place was suitable for royalty. The bed was enormous! No doubt I could fit six Unseelie kings in it. I ran my hand over the comforter as I pictured the possibilities of six Unseelie kings in the bed. It also reminded me of my mates at home, probably wondering if they would ever see me again. My mouth trembled, but I shoved away the pain. I could survive this. I just had to be strong.

“I know,” he confirmed as he stood up. He stretched, aware that I was watching the way his shirt rose a little to expose his muscled stomach. What king wore normal human clothes? I thought they’d wear their own weird clothing in the fae world. I must have missed something.

Deciding the game was over, I sat up and moved my legs over the edge of the bed. I was only in a t-shirt, and I was betting it belonged to him. It was a Nirvana one that reached just past my ass. Thongs were not my friend right now. I knew if I went into the bathroom, he would see my ass with each stride.

“You should shower. There is clothing in the bathroom for you. Tonight, you will dine with me, and we’ll speak more about your stay here.” Before I could even reply to that, he strode out of the room, the door clicking shut behind him.

Well, I would not be dining with him, but the shower sounded like a good idea. I hummed as I went into the bathroom, trying to keep my spirits alive as I missed my mates. There had to be a way out of this place, but their magic was different. I had only spent a short time with Tavis in my old life, and back then it had only been about fucking. I didn’t care what he could do with his magic, but regret filled me for not paying attention to his talents back then.

The bathroom filled with steam as I climbed into the large shower. There were three showerheads, and each gave off the perfect amount of pressure. I moaned as my muscles relaxed. I should have showered a lot sooner, but I had to fight the king back somehow. Why not do it with body odor?

Different shampoos and conditioners were on the shelves in the shower. Some were fruity body washes that had me humming my approval. I scrubbed my hair and my body until I felt like I was finally clean. I even shaved when I realized there was too much hair on my legs. There could have been a family of spiders making a home for all I knew.

Reluctantly, I left the shower and dressed in another t-shirt and thong. I rolled my eyes. There was a bra this time, black like the thong. The chosen shirt for the evening was of the Panic at the Disco. Not something I expected him to like, but then again, I didn’t think it was a shirt for a man. It was smaller and seemed new. Did he know I liked them? Creepy.

I brushed through my hair, frowning at the length of the shirt. It just barely came to the bottom of my sensitive area. When I turned around, you could see the bottom of my ass. This was not happening. I shrugged. Whatever. He could look but definitely couldn’t touch. Them’s the rules, bitches.

There were different makeups on the counter in delicate, cute baskets. Stuff I would have loved to get when I was back home but never did. I debated having fun with it, but finally just settled for my winged eyeliner and left the bathroom.

He was waiting for me, sitting in his usual chair, and playing on his cell phone. When he glanced up, I didn’t miss how his eyes widened slightly, and nostrils flared as if to take in my scent.

“Finally smelling less farm-like,” he said with a grin.

I put my hands on my hips. “Why are you joking around with me? I’m a hostage!” Then I threw up my hands and went to the windows sealed with magic. I struggled for hours and even tried to make a weapon like they did in prison just in case he returned. The damn thing always came up missing when I fell asleep.

It was too dark out for me to see anything. Even in the daylight, I felt like there was nothing but water everywhere. I had no clue where we were. I hated not knowing.

“Why would you be a hostage?” he asked, his voice right next to my ear.

I yelped and jumped probably a foot. He snuck up on me, and I had no idea. When I spun around, he stepped forward, forcing me back against the window. My hands went up to press against his chest. Big mistake. They roamed on their own. “No, why are you doing this to me, hands? We had an agreement. No touching the fae!”

He chuckled, pressing himself against me more, our bodies flushed against each other. His lips hovered over mine. My eyes closed as I licked my lips. I had to make this stop. I had mates at home. The real deal. I couldn’t have anyone who obviously had plans for me. And not good ones.

Suddenly he growled, spinning away from me, and returned to his chair. He looked angry, so my eyes widened at the change in mood. My breath was coming fast as I returned his stare. “Why do you stare at me? Don’t you have many women waiting for you?” I asked.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Then go! Why are you here with me?” I asked angrily. My power wanted to respond to my anger, but it couldn’t. It hid inside me, blocked from being used. Damn fae.

“Because I don’t want them,” he replied.

“Oh.” I didn’t know how to respond. Thanks, maybe? No, that was weird. Nothing was probably the best reply. Why encourage it?

Finally, after what seemed like years of awkward silence, he stood. “Dinner should be ready. Come with me,” he said.

I hesitated at first, but he opened the door and left it open for me to go with him. With light steps, I hurried after, scowling when my stomach growled loud enough to make him laugh. “Stupid stomach,” I muttered. He only chuckled more, hurrying down the hallway. I went after him with my bare feet, trying to keep up quietly.

The place was vast. Everything was the opposite of what I expected of the Unseelie king. I was thinking blacker and danger. Instead, I found a normal male in a large home that cost more than Darius’s life insurance. Like seriously, the place was fucking huge!

Everything appeared to be original wood. Old paintings hung on the walls, of various scenes around the world. The more we moved through the house, the more it seemed familiar. I frowned, running my hand over the handrail as we went down the stairs. Then it hit me. I used to live here in another life. The same life I’d been with Tavis.
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“Why are we here?” I questioned as we made it to the bottom. If we turned right, we’d enter the dining room. Left would be the enormous living room. Forward was the front door, which would lead out to the yard and driveway. Back then it was a drive for the horse and carriages. People probably used it for cars these days. Which meant we were still in Umbrage City, but obviously my mates did not know otherwise they would be here.

The king peered over his shoulder at me and smiled. “I knew you would recognize it. Tavis said you would love it if we stayed here.” He seemed pleased with himself.

“Did Tavis also mention we literally fucked in every room here?” I asked.

He stopped, his shoulders stiff. “No, my brother didn’t mention that.” He started moving again. “Doesn’t surprise me, though. He’ll do anything to get a rise out of me, the fucking prick.”

I burst out laughing, surprising him enough that he turned to raise his eyebrows at me. “You’re right there. Don’t worry. Desperate times called for desperate lays. He was a means to an end. I needed a favor, and I knew how to get him to owe me several.” I frowned. “Though it appears it backfired because now I’m here with you.”

“Desperate lays?” He rolled his eyes and then spun around to lead the way toward the dining room. “I’m assuming you knew we were brothers?” he asked as he gestured to a chair next to the head of the table. It was huge. Bigger than anyone had a right to own. I didn’t even know how many chairs there were in the room.

At the end of the table, there were plates and bowls of fresh food. As the smell wafted in my direction, my stomach growled its appreciation. I placed a hand on it and sighed in annoyance. When my stomach stopped complaining, I looked back at him. “I didn’t even know he had a brother, so that’s news to me.” I took a seat on the nearest chair before he could pull it out for me. He scowled but went to his seat and sat down.

“My name is Darian. I’ve been the Unseelie king since before he was born. Our father is on his deathbed, and soon Tavis will become king. Which is unfortunate because I have plans to kill him eventually.” He unfolded a napkin casually as if he hadn’t just confessed murder plans to me.

I stared frozen at him. When he didn’t hear me speak, he looked up. “What is it? What’s wrong with you?”

“You’re going to murder your brother?” I squeaked.

He waved me off and then gestured for me to grab food. “Eat. Your stomach wants you to.” When I started snatching food out of the bowls like I was a homeless person at the market, he smiled. “Well, I had plans to kill our father, but Tavis will be a problem if he becomes king. My father is close to dying, so the assassination would be a waste of money and manpower. Tavis will need a leash. If he refuses to become reasonable, then I have no choice but to send my men after him.”

“Why are you telling me this? Aren’t you worried I’ll give away your secrets?” I shoved a roll of bread in my mouth, waiting for his answer.

“How do you put all of that in your mouth?” he questioned. Then he closed his eyes and shivered. “Nevermind. My mind took me off the path and into the land of inappropriate.”

I burst into laughter again, hiding my mouth behind my hands to prevent him from seeing just how big of a mistake it was that I had shoved all that food into my mouth. Finally, I swallowed. “Okay, back on topic.”

He nodded. “Right. Anyway, I’m not sure why I’m telling you. I have a feeling you wouldn’t tell him anything after he betrayed you.”

“Right, well you kidnapped me too, so I’m not sure if your secrets are safe with me in the end.” I leaned back as I tore pieces of ham apart and shoved them into my mouth. “This food is great.” Then I paused, dropping the rest of it on the plate in front of me. “Is this fae food?”

Darian scowled. “You honestly believe I would use that on you?”

“Hello? Kidnapped and a prisoner! I mean, I don’t know how much more I can break it down for ya, pal.” I rolled my eyes and ate again.

“Don’t call me pal,” he growled. “Sounds like a friend, and I’m not your friend.” He sipped some wine before he noticed me staring at him. “What?”

“Well, okay, good to know you don’t want to be my friend, but next time let a girl down easy, okay?” I shook my head at his manners. Men.

His dark eyebrows flew up. “Oh, that’s not what I meant.”

“No backsies,” I responded.

“Backies?” He chuckled. “You amuse me. I love having you here,” he admitted.

“Well, I want to go home, Darian. You can’t hold me here. I don’t even understand why I’m here.” I looked around. “This is a whole new level of creepy.”

The king frowned. “Well, had I known you two had sex in every room here, I would have chosen a much better place. He made it seem like you had wonderful memories here.”

“Oh, we definitely did.” I shivered.

Darian groaned. “Can we avoid your heading down memory lane? I’m aware of my brother’s reputation as a lover. I don’t want to think about you being with him too.”

“Why?” I chewed quietly and waited until he answered. When I didn’t receive a response, I sighed and grabbed some food to put on my plate. Then I stood up. “Okay, I’ll eat in my room?” I didn’t even wait for him to answer. I snatched a bottle of water and my plate off the table and then headed up the stairs to my prison.

* * *

When I woke up, I blew my hair out of my face. I didn’t know what time it was, but it was still dark outside. Why did I wake up? Then my bladder screamed. “Right. Of course, you’d be the one to wake me up at this hour,” I grumbled.

“My apologies, I didn’t realize you knew I was in here,” Darian said from his favorite chair.

My head rolled to the side as I made eye contact with him. “I was having a conversation with my bladder. I didn’t know you were in here being a creeper again.”

“I’m not a creeper,” he responded immediately.

“Could have fooled me.” I yawned, scratching at my belly like an alcoholic husband in a trailer park. That’s when I remembered I only wore a t-shirt and a thong. My gaze met his, and he was smiling, clearly enjoying the view. I lowered my shirt, glaring. “No free views,” I said sharply before getting out of bed.

I stalked toward the bathroom, grumbling about wedgies. Using a finger, I adjusted the thong, ignoring his chuckle after I disappeared into the bathroom. I sat down on the seat and peed, wondering why this had become my life. I should be at home having sex with my mates. They could feed me grapes and rub my feet, yet here I was, a source of entertainment for a lonely king.

Cleaning up, I adjusted my thong and went to the mirror. My hair was a mess, but I didn’t care. My breath, however, was seriously bad. I brushed my teeth, made a mess with the toothpaste not caring he’d have to clean it up later.

Darian was still in his chair, playing on his phone as usual. “Do you have any friends?” I asked, plopping down on the edge of the bed.

“Yes, many friends,” he replied. Of course, he didn’t go into detail.

“What are you doing on your phone?” I asked like a nosy girlfriend.

He raised an eyebrow as his gaze met mine. “Telling my brother he’s an asshole for recommending this place.”

“Oh.” That’s when I realized his long hair was missing. It was short and stylish. Did my girl parts just squeal? Holy hell was even hotter than before. I had actual tears in my eyes, so he was so magnificent.

“What’s wrong with you?” he asked.

I frowned, my sudden fire doused. “There’s a polite way to ask someone what’s wrong, you know?”

He rolled his eyes and climbed to his feet. “Well, sleep well, Ember.”

“Hey! You can’t leave now. What happened to your hair?” I pointed at his head.

Self-consciously, he touched it. “Why?”

“No reason,” I replied quickly.

“Well, there’s a thing called scissors and shears. They use them when cutting hair. I don’t think I need to get more technical, do I?” he asked.

I groaned. “Okay, you can leave.” I waved him off, heading toward the window as if I could see anything outside in the dark.

He suddenly spun me around and pushed me against the wall, knocking the wind out of me. My eyes widened in surprise, my mouth parting but unable to speak. “You dismissed me?” Darian asked, his face was only inches from mine.

I shrugged. “I’m a king and worthy of respect.”

“I’m a fucking queen too, you asshat!” My words popped out before I could stop them.

“You’re not my queen,” he growled. In that moment I wished I could use my power, but of course, something blocked it. I had to find a way out of this place before I never saw my mates again. But I stayed frozen against the wall, his body pressed to mine. He was furious, but I didn’t think it had anything to do with my dismissing him. Something was going on, and he didn’t like it.

“Darian, why am I here? Why don’t you put me in the dungeon and throw away the key?” I asked. It was probably a bad idea asking that question, but… my mouth had a mind of its own and it wasn’t always smart.

His eyes darkened as he searched my face. His breath was light on my lips. I licked mine nervously, unsure where this was going. He was hard, his huge length pressed against my belly setting off alarms in my head. The king wanted me, and he hated himself for it. I didn’t even understand why I was there in the first place!

“I need you,” he finally forced out. When I just stared at him, he sighed, moving away from me. I could finally breathe again.

I cleared my throat. “Why do you need me?” Part of me was afraid to know, but the other half was more curious than she should have been. My fingers itched to touch him. The rest of my body cried in protest as he moved away. Staying here was becoming more of a problem. I was missing my mates and looking for someone to soothe me. I couldn’t go looking at the first male that’s available. It was wrong on so many levels.

After a few long moments, he finally responded. “The first soul is the one that can break my mate bond. I want it to go away completely. You have the power to make that happen.”
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I stared at him quietly. This man wanted the mate bond gone. How could he want that? I would never ask that. I loved each of my mates, and it would break all of us if one wanted to end it all. “How am I supposed to do that?” I asked him.

Relieved, his shoulders dropped. “I have a spell that someone with your power can perform. The bond is weak because it never fully formed. She doesn’t seem to know it’s there, which is good for me. Perhaps she won’t even miss it.

“You’ll miss it.” I shook my head. “You will always know what could have been. Why would you do that to yourself?” To say I was confused was putting it mildly. I was partly tempted to tell him no, that way he could see what it was like to have what I have, but it wasn’t my choice. It was his, and maybe there was a good reason for it. I didn’t know. It wasn’t my business.

Darian ran a hand through his now short hair. “I might, but it’s not needed. I’ve brought you here to complete this task. Afterwards, you may go home to your mates.”

“Are you going to tell me who she is?” As if I knew who she might be.

“No,” he replied. “We’ll begin now.”

“What? Right now?” I couldn’t help the disappointment. What did that even mean? I needed therapy after this rollercoaster ride. First on my list was to return home, find someone to make this shit go away.

He nodded, opening the bedroom door to pull in a cart. On it were a bowl, some herbs, and bottles of liquid. There were two small containers filled with what looked like blood. Probably his and maybe hers? I wasn’t sure and really didn’t want to know.

Taking a deep breath, I paused. “I do this, and you’ll take me home?”

The king hesitated but finally nodded. “Yes.”

Moving toward the cart, I found the paper with the ingredients and the instructions. In that moment, I felt my power return to me. It hit me hard at first, causing me to grip the cart to hold myself up. I glared at him, but he shrugged, moving away to take a seat in his usual chair.

With shaky hands, I started mixing everything into the bowl. The instructions ended with the blood. I poured one, and then someone yanked me away from the cart as I grabbed the other to pour it in. It fell on the carpet, and the contents spilled and stained.

“What the fuck was that?” I yelled, turning to him. He was several feet away, panting. “Why did you do that? I thought you wanted this?”

He shook his head. “I do. I do.” He pressed his fingers to his eyes and groaned. “I have to do this.” When he looked at me again, all I could see was his pain. My heart clenched as I stepped toward him.

“Why do you have to?” I asked. “She means something, right? Whatever it is, you can work through it.”

He laughed, though he was clearly not amused when he rolled his eyes. “You think so?”

“Why not?” I shrugged. “You’re the fucking king! You can do what you want.” My gaze went to the spilled blood. “There’s no getting that out. Your maid is going to be pissed.”

Darian sighed. “I’m not sure she’ll accept me once she knows. I see her hatred every time she looks at me. Like she doesn’t want to be around me, and I’m willing to do this spell to keep her happy.”

“How do you know anything unless you talk to her about it? Maybe she doesn’t fucking understand what’s happening. Ugh, men. Like seriously, what’s with you and communicating? So, fucking drastic. Kidnapping and ending mating bonds.”

“See you’re angry,” he pointed out.

“Well, duh, I mean, you brought me here against my will. I’m always in a damn thong. You know how annoying that is? Sometimes a girl needs her grandma panties.” I rolled my eyes.

The king leaned against the wall and crossed his arms over his broad chest. “You think if I tell her, she’ll be okay with it?” he asked.

I shrugged. “Yeah. I mean, a mate bond is a
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