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CHAPTER ONE: THE ECHOLESS THRONE
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The castle had no voice.

Even the wind, if it dared wander in, was swallowed whole by the stones. Silence wasn’t an absence here—it was a sovereign, reigning with cruel exactitude. And on the throne of that hush sat a king who had learned to bleed without sound.

Kael's fingers rested on the arm of his throne, the polished obsidian beneath his grip etched with ancient runes meant to muffle even the scrape of skin. His gaze, golden and depthless, stared out over the court of obedient shadows kneeling before him. They were not men or women anymore, not in the traditional sense. They were loyal silences, broken of their sounds, trimmed of their tongues and ambitions. Their only role was to exist—and to do so without ever giving him reason to hunger.

Hunger was a terrible thing in Kael.

It began with a whisper. A sigh. A moan.

Then it turned into death.

A whimper in the dark could unravel him.

He knew this. Had lived it. Had devoured the sweet young consort who had gasped once—just once—when he bit too hard. Her blood had tasted like roses, and he hadn’t stopped until the halls ran slick with it. Since then, sound had become his enemy. Silence, his sanctuary.

Until now.

The guards entered on soundless feet, dragging a cage behind them. It glided like a ghost, the wheels muffled with enchanted hide. Within the wrought silver bars, curled like a withered petal, was a woman.

No. Not a woman. A siren.

And not just any siren.

Lyric.

Her name was legend, forbidden to be sung. Her voice had once brought fleets to ruin, kingdoms to their knees, lovers to madness. But now she was mute, punished by her own kind—her vocal cords bound by a curse that unraveled the moment she dared attempt even a hum.

Her punishment had been his invitation.

Kael stood, and the chamber shuddered with awe, though not a sound passed between the living.

He descended the dais slowly, the long cloak of black stitched with night trailing behind him. The runes across his throat pulsed softly, warding against any accidental noise. He wore silence like armor. Breathed it like wine.

She didn’t lift her head when he approached. Didn’t look. But he felt her pulse spike. Her breath falter. That tremor sang to him louder than any mortal instrument.

“Lyric,” he murmured, kneeling by the cage, his voice low and cracked, used so rarely it barely remembered how to shape words. “Your silence is a sin. But I intend to make it sacred.”

Still no answer. But her lips parted. A twitch. A twitch of longing.

He opened the cage.

Chains coiled her wrists and ankles, but he carried her like something precious. She didn’t resist, though her body was tense with history. She had not been touched gently in years.

He brought her to the throne. Not beside it.

Upon it.

Gasps rippled through the court, seen in widened eyes and the slightest shifts of posture. But none spoke. None dared. Kael stood behind her, tall and coiled in shadows, his hands descending onto her shoulders with terrible purpose.

He could not hear her breathe. But he could feel her quiver beneath his touch.

She was already singing to him, in her way.

“I want to see what silence tastes like,” he whispered against her ear, his breath stirring the fine hairs along her neck. “I want to press it into you. Bind it. Break it.”

She turned her head, slowly. Her eyes met his.

Not defiance.

Not submission.

Something darker. Deeper.

Curiosity.

Kael gripped her chin and tilted her face toward him. His thumb traced her lower lip, admiring the way it trembled.

“On your knees.”

She obeyed.

The chains clinked. That was allowed. The metal had been forged with an enchantment to suppress all but the most necessary sounds. To Kael, it was music. The music of consent.

He stood above her. Unfastened the layers of his dark robe. Beneath, his body was sculpted by centuries of sin and solitude—muscles lean, skin pale as bone, marred with the evidence of every slip, every mistake, every sound that had cost him control. His cock was hard, heavy, aching from more than physical need. It was hunger forged from centuries of longing, from denial that bordered on madness.

Her gaze dropped.

Then rose.

She touched nothing. Said nothing. But leaned forward and let her breath warm his skin.

He exhaled sharply.

It was dangerous, letting her this close.

She opened her mouth.

Her lips brushed him, featherlight.

His hand tightened in her hair.

“No moaning,” he growled. “Not even a whisper.”

She didn’t moan.

But she obeyed.

Her mouth enveloped him like a prayer, tongue tracing along the underside with the reverence of the damned. Every flick, every glide, was a scream she wasn’t allowed to make—and he felt it. Felt her trying to cry out with her body, to echo what her throat could no longer offer.

Kael’s jaw clenched. He held onto himself with trembling control, his free hand gripping the edge of the throne hard enough to fracture the stone.

“You’re going to kill me,” he hissed, breathlessly. “And I’ll thank you.”

She drew back slowly, saliva glistening on her lips. She looked up at him with that same calm fire, that same hungry silence. The kind of hunger that matched his.

He lifted her again. Pushed her down across the throne seat.

Her ass arched. Her wrists still chained.

He didn’t undress her completely. He didn’t need to. Her garments were thin, sheer, designed more for humiliation than comfort. He tore them aside with a single pull, exposing the curve of her thighs, the slick invitation between them.

He touched her.

She jerked.

He smiled.

No sound. But the shudder, the sharp gasp of her breath, the way her hips trembled—it all sang to him.

He pressed two fingers inside her, slow. Measured.

She clenched around him, tight and desperate, body begging.

Kael leaned over her back, his chest pressed to her spine. His lips brushed her ear again.

“Do you ache for it, little song? Do you crave the silence now?”

She moved against his hand.

His fingers pumped deeper, spreading the slickness that leaked from her in offering. Her head fell forward, silver hair cascading around her like moonlight.

Kael’s teeth grazed her shoulder.

“You’ll scream for me one day,” he promised. “Even if I never hear it.”

He pulled away.

Unleashed himself.

And pushed in with one brutal thrust.

Her entire body jolted.

She arched, back bowing into a curve of agony and ecstasy.

He stayed buried for a breath.

Then began to move.

Hard. Deep. Relentless.

The throne creaked beneath them, but made no sound. The enchantments held.

All that existed now was flesh. Sweat. Power.

Kael gripped her hips, forcing her to take every inch. His nails bit into her skin. She writhed, moaned in silence, body shaking from the rhythm of him.

He whispered filth to her. Whispered vows. Promises of ruin.

She responded with breathless obedience.

Her body convulsed, clenching tight.

He could feel it—her orgasm rippling through her like a muted scream. Her mouth opened, eyes wide, teeth bared—but no sound.

None.

It was beautiful.

He wasn’t far behind.

Kael groaned through gritted teeth, his body going rigid. He spilled into her with a force that nearly broke him, biting down on her shoulder to keep himself silent.

They stayed like that.

Joined.

Sweating.

Breathing.

No words. No music.

But something had shifted.

Kael pulled out slowly, his breath ragged. He adjusted her clothes. Lifted her back into his arms.

Carried her not to a cell.

But to his bed.

Where silence reigned.

And hunger waited to be fed again.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO: THE GIRL WITHOUT A SONG
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Lyric did not sleep.

Not because the bed wasn’t soft—it was decadence shaped into sheets, silk spun from threads so fine they wept against her skin—but because sleep was for those not held in the hands of predators. Sleep was for the safe. And she had been cast into the mouth of a curse.

Kael lay beside her, unmoving.

Not dead. Just... patient.

He did not breathe like mortals. Did not twitch, or sigh, or make that subtle chorus of night sounds a lover might. No, he was a statue sculpted by restraint. His golden eyes open, glowing faintly in the darkness, watching her with the same intensity he had buried into her body earlier that night.

She turned her back to him.

He didn’t speak. But she felt the air shift. Felt his hand settle lightly at her waist. Not possessive. Not cruel. Just... tethering her there. As if he were afraid she might vanish if not anchored by touch.

But she wouldn’t.

She hadn’t decided yet if that terrified her more—or comforted her.

The room around them was soundless. No tick of clock, no rustle of curtain. It was as though the very concept of noise had been exiled from the chamber. Even her breath felt like sacrilege.

She didn’t need to ask why.

She’d heard the legends. Had sung them herself, once.

The Vampire King who ruled in silence. The monster whose curse had twisted his hunger into something uncontrollable. He could drink only in quiet, take only in hush. A moan could trigger a frenzy. A cry could end in ruin. A single laugh—just one—had once resulted in a massacre so bloody that even the sirens wept.

He’d turned his castle into a sanctuary of mute obedience. And now, into that cathedral of silence, she had been delivered.

Not as sacrifice.

But as temptation.

His fingers began to move.

Just a brush. Just a shift.

She stilled.

Not from fear—but because she didn’t know what she wanted. Not yet. He had touched her before like a storm touches the sea—consuming, devouring, leaving her breathless in the wake. But now... this was different.

This was coaxing.

This was dangerous.

“You’re awake,” he said. His voice was quieter than thought, yet it filled her.

She gave no response. She had none to give.

He turned onto his side behind her, his body radiating cold and want. “Do you know what I miss most?” he murmured, his hand drifting to the underside of her breast. “Not the voices. Not the laughter. Not even music. What I miss... is the sound a lover makes when they break.”

She swallowed.

His fingers found her nipple and rolled it, soft as breath.

“That little gasp,” he whispered. “That whimper, when pain becomes pleasure. When shame becomes worship.”

Her hips shifted, just a little.

He noticed.

Of course he noticed.

“Do you miss it too?” he asked. “The sound of yourself?”

Her nails clenched the sheets.

He chuckled. It was almost a laugh—but not quite. A predator's purr, low and curdled with heat. “I wonder what your voice would do to me now. Would it destroy me? Or would it save me?”

He moved down.

Her body tensed.

His mouth found the curve of her hip.

She didn’t breathe.

He kissed lower.

To her thigh. To the crease of it. To the place where her silence was wettest.

And then his tongue—

Lyric’s spine bowed.

He was careful. Slow. His hands pinned her legs apart, but he didn’t rush. He licked her like an addict tasting the edge of relapse. Tongue slow, circling, dipping, teasing. His nose pressed into the soft of her, and when she jerked her hips, he didn’t stop. He just tightened his grip and held her down.

She came quickly.

Too quickly.

It rushed through her in silence, hips shaking, lips open in a scream that would never come.

Kael licked every tremor from her.

Then climbed up her body like a tide of ruin.

“You’re so loud,” he whispered, cupping her face. “And yet I’ve never heard you.”

She stared into his eyes.

He kissed her.

Not hard. Not punishing. But deep. Searching.

And she hated that it made her want more.

His cock pressed against her belly, hard and unyielding. She felt him slide it between them, the head smearing wet against her skin. Her body throbbed in response. No commands. No words. He didn’t need them.

He rolled her onto her stomach.

Guided her hips upward.

And entered her again.

This time slower.

He filled her like ritual. Like ruin.

Lyric gripped the sheets.

Kael’s hands framed her waist, his thrusts slow and punishing. The kind that tore gasps from her that no one could hear. The kind that made her body plead, even if her voice couldn’t.

He leaned over her, his mouth brushing her spine as he moved inside her with relentless patience.

“I could keep you like this,” he breathed. “Always. My voiceless little song.”

She hated him.

She wanted him.

Her body obeyed.

She ground back into him, forcing him deeper.

He groaned.

That sound—the only one she’d heard him make—shot fire through her belly.

She turned her head.

Met his gaze.

Challenged him.

Kael’s hand tangled in her hair. Yanked her head back. His other hand curved around her jaw, forcing her to look into the darkness that sat in his eyes.

“You want me to lose control,” he said. “You want to hear what I sound like when I break.”

She didn’t nod. But he knew.

He thrust harder.

Her knees buckled. Her arms trembled.

She came again, clenching around him with silent sobs, her face twisted in a voiceless agony.

And still he didn’t stop.

He chased his own end now.

It came with a gasp.

Just one.

Low.

Animal.

Desperate.

He came with her name on his lips—never spoken, just shaped.

Lyric.

When he collapsed against her, his forehead pressed to her shoulder, he didn’t move for a long time. They stayed tangled, sweating and breathless.

Then, finally, he spoke again.

“I think your silence might be the loudest thing I’ve ever heard.”

Lyric turned to face him, lips parted.

And smiled.

Not with kindness.

But with power.

Kael, for the first time in a century, felt uncertain.

And beneath that...

A thrilling kind of fear.
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CHAPTER THREE: TASTE OF HER SILENCE
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Lyric was gone when Kael woke.

He sat upright, golden eyes flashing wide as cold spilled across the silken sheets where her body had once lain. The imprint of her warmth still lingered, but her presence was gone, as if it had been stolen, as if the silence had devoured her in the night.

He didn’t call for her.

He wouldn’t.

A king didn’t beg.

But his hands were clenched into fists at his sides, the tension in his jaw cracking like frost across stone.

He rose.

Naked, unashamed, carved of muscle and ruin, he stalked through the bedchamber’s wide archways, his bare feet making no sound on the runed obsidian. His castle obeyed his silence; even the air dared not whisper in his path.

Lyric had not fled. That much he knew. No soul could leave these walls without his permission—not unless they wanted to be torn apart by the castle itself. And she hadn’t begged for release. She hadn’t even looked at him when he drifted into sleep.

That smile she wore at the end—the one without warmth, without apology—it hadn’t left his mind since.

She was up to something.

He found her in the atrium.

A circular chamber at the castle’s heart, crowned with a dome of blood-colored glass, fractured like a spiderweb. The morning light filtered through in dark ruby shafts, casting long shadows across the cold stone floor.

Lyric stood beneath it.

Naked.

Unashamed.

Bathed in crimson light.

Her chains still trailed from wrists and ankles, but she had unwrapped the thin black fabric he’d cloaked her in last night and let it pool at her feet. She was staring at the centerpiece of the atrium: the fountain.

It did not flow.

There was no water, no trickle, no sound.

It was a sculpture of silence—three faceless figures carved in anguish, mouths open but eternally mute. And from their open throats, nothing ever poured.

She touched it.

Gently.

Almost reverently.

Kael stepped behind her. Closer than he meant to.

She didn’t startle.

Her fingers trailed the stone lips of one figure, her breath shallow.

He watched her, heart pounding.

“You’re drawn to them,” he said, voice coarse with sleep and want. “They were like you. Once. Singers. Poets. Screamers. I silenced them.”

Her fingers stilled.

“I made them beautiful,” he continued. “When they stopped trying to be heard.”

She turned slowly.

Met his gaze.

There was no fear in her. Not anymore.

Only a silence that dared him to speak.

He moved forward.

Their bodies were close now—so close the heat between them pulsed like a heartbeat. She reached for him. Not to push away. Not to pull close. But to place a single finger to his lips.

His eyes darkened.

She shook her head.

Not yet.

She stepped backward.

He followed.

Her body was luminous in the bloodlight, and he wanted her—wanted her with a ferocity that made his fangs ache, made the old curse inside him rise. He hadn’t fed since her arrival. He hadn’t dared.

But now—

Now, he wanted more than her body.

He wanted the taste of her silence. The way it wrapped around her skin, clung to her like perfume.

He grabbed her.

Not cruelly. But with a desperation that had nothing to do with hunger and everything to do with obsession.

She gasped—visibly, not audibly.

He shoved her back against the cold statue, her wrists colliding with the stone arms. She stared up at him, eyes wide, unblinking.

He kissed her.

Hard.

Teeth and tongue and fury.

She kissed him back like a woman made of fire.

He hoisted her up onto the pedestal, pressing her back to the silent stone mouths. Her legs parted for him, chains clinking, her thighs wrapping around his waist as if he belonged nowhere else.

His mouth slid to her throat.

To the soft place just beneath her jaw where her song used to live.

His fangs grazed the skin.

But he didn’t bite.

Not yet.

He needed her writhing first.

He dropped to his knees.

Kissed the inside of her thigh.

And when her head fell back, eyes fluttering shut, he devoured her.

Not fast.

Not cruel.

But deep.

Slow.

Intentional.

His tongue moved with the reverence of a man worshiping the grave of a god. Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling, trembling. She rocked against him, body thrumming with the soundlessness of want. Her mouth was open, her throat exposed, and still not a sound escaped.

She was perfect.

He pulled back only when her hips trembled uncontrollably. When her climax overtook her in a wave that had no moan, no cry, no scream. Just the tremor of limbs and the flush of her skin.

Kael rose.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t beg.

Just looked at him with those haunting siren eyes.

He entered her in one sharp thrust.

Pinned her against the statue.

She clawed at his back, holding on as if the silence might pull her under. He slammed into her again and again, the slap of skin on skin dulled by the magic saturating the room. Every movement was sacred. Every motion, soundless.

Her breasts bounced with the rhythm, her nails raking lines down his back.

She was fire.

He was starved.

And together, they burned.

He buried his face in her neck as he drove into her, panting harshly.

His voice, when it came, was broken.

“I want to hear you.”

She tensed.

His thrusts faltered.

“I want to hear what you sound like when you come.”

Her hands gripped his face.

Eyes locked to his.

And slowly, defiantly...

She shook her head.

No.

Kael came with a roar trapped inside him, buried so deep in his chest that it turned to ash before it ever reached his lips. He spilled into her, trembling, panting, wrecked.

She held him.

Let him collapse into
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