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To My Readers:

Thank you for reading my book.

This is the first book in a set of standalone novellas that I plan to release this year. 

The world is called Emerald Darkness. 

The tension is real. 

The feelings are real. 

And your questions will remain. 

This book is part of Volume 1: Initiations.

You can read them in any order you like. 

Always remember 

Love Your Life,

Audrey Moonchild

Disclaimer:

The pages you are about to enter hold shadows as much as light. 

They tell of desire and danger, of magic that binds, hearts that falter, and vows that break. 

Within, you will encounter erotic encounters, psychological tension, and horror both supernatural and intimate. 

This story explores themes of obsession, corruption, and morally complex relationships.

It is intended for adult readers who can navigate its intensity and darkness. 

Your mental health is important, please take care of it.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

Please enjoy.
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Chapter 1 – A Walk Through the Forest
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The soft notes of a lullaby moved through the forest as Chiara, Queen of the Fairies, passed through the trees.  Her song lifted the spirits of everything around her from the tallest of trees to the smallest of creatures.  The forest ebbed and flowed with her, bringing life to the ground beneath her feet. 

At night, the forest was at its most beautiful, Chiara thought, as she walked through the trees.  Their leaves shielding her from the embrace of the moon.  Her chest rose and fell with the gentle breeze of the wind, softening when it brushed past her wings.  Silver notes of magic scattered with it, clinging to the cool night air long after she moved on.  Beads, like teardrops of morning dew, hung on her arms.  In the years since she’d become the fairy queen, nighttime was always her favorite time of day. 

She walked upon the forest floor barefoot, her brown skin warm against the coolness of the earth beneath her feet.  The forest knew her heartbeat as well as its own, reminding her that they had been one since she became the queen many centuries ago. Chiara’s silver hair flowed down her back, bright as the moonlight itself, and woven with blossoms that bloomed and withered with her very breath.  Her eyes–a deep violet–missed not one thing that happened within the confines of this place. 

The soil danced beneath her, eager vines and roots wanting to touch a bit of her magic.  Chiara ruled the forest without cruelty or indulgence.  Balance meant everything to her and protected all that she held dear. 

In balance, every life meant something and every death fed new life. Trees that collapsed became shelter. When a stag fell, it fed many creatures from the wolf searching for flesh to the soil enriched by its blood. Nothing was wasted; everything had a purpose.  

Every fairy knew this, believed this to be the one rule of the forest.  When they saw her during the day, each of them bowed as they passed, wings lowered and eyes shining with pure adoration.  For them, a fairy that had risen to the revered honor of being queen was worthy of the highest respects.  A gentleness and restraint that was given a form that few achieved.

The laws were clear.  Love and desire – these emotions were forbidden and led to corruption.  As fairies, they enjoyed the sensations of life and were easily undone by longing.  For one to ascend to fairy queen, they must have carved indulgence out from their lives, to hold back their emotions, to avoid obsession, to stop the hunger that could so easily destroy the harmony that they all loved. 

Chiara had accepted this duty with ease.  She accepted this simple truth without a question on her lips, and the forest accepted her as its protector. 

Yet she held a secret in her heart. 

Curiosity. 

She couldn’t remember when it began.  Perhaps it was the one time, humans had come to the edge of her forest.  A doe had wandered too far from the realm of her protection and found its fate with those hunters.  Not many humans had come close to this forest before, but these ones were lost in a storm of ice and snow.  She watched with a mild pique in her interest as they fought against the elements, indulging in the taste of their hunt from their makeshift shelter.  She wasn’t sure if they ever made it out of the storm as they were gone by the morning, but their desire to survive against the odds had stuck with her. 

The forest shuddered with the next step she took.  

Everything became quieter.  The crickets paused in their song; the earth stilled in its dance. 

Something was wrong.  

She followed the feeling, the creeping iciness and darkness of her home, as the forest parted for her as if on instinct.  Deeper into the forest she went, branches moving out of her way, and the air becoming thicker and heavier with something strange and foreign.  The taste of iron, familiar yet different, sprinkled with something darker, hungrier, like pleasure taken and savored. 

She found him near the riverbank.  Bright white flowers, stained with flecks of reddish-brown blood, and a stag with its throat slashed laid on the ground beneath the feeding creature.  The animal’s body was slack, eyes holding a faraway look as its life force was slowly drained.  The strange creature didn’t acknowledge her presence, enjoying its meal with calming, uncontained bliss.

Slowly, it lifted its head as she came a little closer. 

It was a man, yet not one at the same time.  He was pale, shoulder-length black hair framing his face, brushing its inky darkness against his jaw.  Light hints of red accentuated the far corners of his round eyes and his lips dripped with the blood of the stag.  Chiara found herself unable to look away as those lips curved into a smile, the blood still shining in the light of the moon until the man’s tongue ran over them, taking in the last bits of his meal. 

“You are the protector of this place,” he stated, voice smooth with mild amusement. “I wondered if you’d ever grace my presence.”

She regarded him calmly though there was a strange feeling in the pit of her stomach.  “You would do well not to take more than you need.” 

His smile seemed to fill with more amusement as he regarded her.  “Of course.  I would never take too much.  I, too, appreciate the balance of things, my queen.” 

Chiara’s facial expression showed no reaction, but that feeling in her stomach burned a little more traveling to places that she didn’t wish to speak of.  Was it the way he said ‘queen’ or the way he seemed to claim ownership over her?  She wasn’t sure, but it threatened to ignite something forbidden within her. 

“I see. As long as you remember that, you may feed here,” she said to him. 

The vampire slowly rose from his prey, allowing Chiara to fully see his ethereal beauty in the moonlight.  She could almost feel the way his hunger and desires brushed against her senses, strange and foreign, yet magnetic.  There was something else, something more, intoxicating and yet disciplined, pulling her in further even as the vampire’s eyes flashed with a hint of red. 

He bowed to her then, not mocking and yet the action still unsettled her.  “Anything for you, my queen.” 

There it was again. The same declaration.  The same feeling as though he were claiming ownership over her instead of expressing reverence like everything else.  She almost didn’t notice when the presence left, rooted to the spot, frozen with confusion and curiosity – that dangerous feeling. 

When she could move once more, Chiara bent down by the now lifeless stag whispering gratitude for its sacrifice as the cycle of life began its familiar dance.  As she stepped back, a couple of wolves came from the trees, happy to feast on the corpse.  She watched them momentarily and yet didn’t have the same feeling as she had when the vampire had been around. 

As she walked back towards the other fairies, the earth tried to comfort her with its dance and the wind gently brushed past her with its embrace.  Still, she could feel the remnants of his presence lingering, easing its way into her mind.  It was unfamiliar, unwelcome, and yet it fought to awaken something that she never before had to deny.

The forest, both ancient and knowing, echoed the sentiment worried for its chosen queen. 
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Chapter 2 – Tempting the Queen
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It was now that Chiara began to notice the nights. 

No longer were they divisions of time immemorial, but expectations and something else she could not name.  A feeling so foreign that even in the blurred centuries of her rule, she could not remember an emotion quite like this one.  This new awareness, restless and unsettling, followed her through the forest as the moon rose and painted the ground with its glow. Chiara told herself it was caution, her duty, yet each evening since that night, her steps faltered where they had once been sure.  

The first gift appeared close to the pool where she bathed.  

The water lay still resembling that of glass, dark and hidden, sacred in its privacy.  Chiara approached the way she always did, allowing the straps of her clothing to fall from her shoulders, wings shimmering as she knelt down, only to freeze.  Right there, set carefully on top of a smooth stone, lay a crown of ivory and silver flowers. 

It was like nothing she had ever seen before, fairy crowns were usually brighter, multi-colored, representing the flowers of the season in which they were made.  This was different, a mix of beautiful ivory petals and silver flowers woven skillfully with one another, thin petals woven with a care that took fairies almost a century to perfect.  Moonlight caressed its surface, allowing it to glow as though it were imbued with ancient magic. 

Her breath hitched, pulse quickening. 

No one should have known about
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