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The air in the clearing was different—it tasted of honeysuckle and cold stone, a sweetness that made her teeth ache. Bella had only meant to find a shortcut home. Instead, she found him.

He was lounging against the massive, silvery trunk of an oak that didn’t belong in these woods, his form both alien and devastatingly perfect. His hair was the color of spun moonlight, falling around pointed ears and a face so achingly beautiful it felt like a physical blow.

“You’ve wandered far, little wanderer,” he said. His voice was a melody, low and hypnotic. It didn’t echo; it settled in her bones.

She should have run. “Who are you?”

He pushed off the tree, moving with an unnatural, liquid grace. “Some call me a king. You may call me Elbran.” He was close now, close enough for her to feel the cool, shimmering aura that radiated from him. It raised goosebumps on her skin. Fae. The old stories were true.

“Bella,” she whispered, her own name feeling insignificant.

“Bella,” he repeated, savoring the syllables. A slow, predatory smile touched his lips. “A bell. A call. A beautiful sound in a silent wood.” His fingers, cool and impossibly smooth, traced the line of her jaw. She shivered, but didn’t pull away. A dangerous heat was pooling low in her belly, warring with the chill of his touch. His eyes, the color of twilight, held hers. “I hear it.”

And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a claim. His mouth captured hers with a hunger that stole her breath. Cool lips turned demanding, his tongue sweeping in to taste her. The honeysuckle scent intensified, clouding her thoughts. Her hands, of their own volition, fisted in the strange, silken fabric of his tunic. He groaned against her mouth, the sound vibrating through her, and his hands came up to frame her face, holding her still for his exploration.

He broke the kiss only to trail his lips down her throat, nipping at the frantic pulse there. “You taste of sunlight and mortal fear,” he murmured, the words a hot breath against her damp skin. “I wish to taste the rest.”

His hands went to the hem of her simple sweater. In one swift, effortless motion, he pulled it over her head, leaving her in only her jeans and a plain bra. The cool air pebbled her nipples, visible through the lace. Elbran’s gaze darkened. “Exquisite.”

He made short work of her bra, the clasp giving way under his clever fingers. Her breasts spilled into his waiting hands. They were cool at first, then warming as he molded her flesh, his thumbs circling her taut peaks until she gasped. He bent his head, his silver hair brushing her skin, and took one nipple into his mouth.

Oh, god. The sensation was electric. His tongue was rough, like a cat’s, laving and flicking, while his lips suckled deeply. A sharp, sweet ache shot straight to her core, making her knees buckle. He held her up easily, switching to her other breast, giving it the same devastating attention. She was panting, her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him to her.

With a low chuckle, he guided her backwards until her bare shoulders met the smooth, cool bark of the oak. He sank to his knees before her. His eyes, glowing with an inner light, locked on hers as his hands went to the button of her jeans. The rasp of the zipper was obscenely loud in the silent clearing. He tugged, and her jeans and panties were gone, discarded into the ferns.

She was utterly bare before the Fae King. Vulnerable. Exposed. A flush burned from her chest to her cheeks. He simply stared, his gaze a physical caress over her curves, the thatch of dark hair at the junction of her thighs.

“So beautifully wanting,” he whispered. He didn’t touch her there. Not yet. Instead, he leaned forward and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the inside of her thigh. She jumped. His hands clamped on her hips, pinning her to the tree. He kissed higher. And higher. The scratch of his stubble against her sensitive inner thigh was a delicious friction.

Then, finally, his mouth was on her.

She cried out, a sharp, broken sound. His tongue was a flat, hot stroke right through her soaked folds, gathering her wetness. He hummed in approval, the vibration making her jerk. He held her fast, his grip unyielding. He licked her again, slower this time, a long, languid exploration from her entrance all the way up to the aching, swollen bud of her clit.

“Please,” she begged, unsure what she was asking for.

He gave it to her. His mouth zeroed in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub firmly between his lips. At the same time, a long, cool finger pressed against her entrance, sliding inside her with shocking ease. She was so wet, so ready. He filled her, curling that finger upward, stroking a spot inside her that made her see stars.

Her head fell back against the tree with a thud. He worked her with ruthless precision. His mouth was relentless on her clit, sucking, licking, flicking. His finger plunged in and out, a steady, building rhythm. Soon, a second finger joined the first, stretching her deliciously. The dual sensations—the rough, insistent pleasure of his tongue and the deep, filling stretch of his fingers—coiled a spring tight in her belly.

She was babbling, a stream of yes and more and Elbran. He growled against her, the sound feral and possessive. He crooked his fingers inside her, pressing hard on that magical spot, and his tongue lashed her clit in quick, firm circles.

The spring snapped.

Pleasure detonated, washing over her in a crashing, blinding wave. Her thighs clenched around his head as she shattered, her cry echoing through the enchanted clearing. He didn’t stop, gentling his movements, drawing out the pulses until she was a trembling, boneless heap against the tree.

Slowly, he withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his lips. He sucked them clean, his twilight eyes never leaving hers. “A taste of heaven,” he said, his voice rough. He rose, looming over her, his own arousal evident in the pronounced bulge straining against his trousers. He took her hand and placed it over the hard, thick length of him. “But I am still hungry, my Bella. Your turn.”

Her hand was still pressed against the hard ridge of him through the soft fabric of his trousers. His heat seared her palm, even through the cloth. The aftershocks of her own climax still trembled in her thighs, but a new, sharp curiosity surged through the haze of her pleasure.

Your turn.

The words echoed in the quiet air.

She looked up at him, at the predatory hunger in his twilight eyes. This wasn’t a request. It was an expectation. A challenge. The part of her that was still a sensible human girl screamed to run. The part of him that had just unraveled her with his mouth craved to see him unravel, too.

“Show me,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

His smile was a slash of white in the dusk. He took her wrist and guided her hand to the fastening of his trousers. Her fingers fumbled, clumsy against the unfamiliar tie. With a soft chuckle, he covered her hand with his, his long fingers deftly loosening the silken cord. He guided her touch inside.

Her breath hitched.

The feel of him, hot and smooth and massive, against her skin was a shock. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, her hand not even meeting in the middle. He was thick, velvety-hard, with a pronounced vein running along the underside. A bead of moisture already glistened at the tip. He hissed as her fingers made contact, a sharp intake of breath that was pure music.

“Yes,” he murmured, his head falling back against the oak, his silver hair a cascade against the bark. “Just like that.”

Emboldened, she stroked him, a slow, tentative exploration from root to tip. His skin was like heated satin over steel. He groaned, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through the hand she had braced on his chest. She could feel the frantic beat of his heart under her palm. A Fae King’s heart, she thought with a thrill, racing for me.

She sank to her knees, mirroring his earlier position. The moss was cool and damp through the thin fabric of her jeans, forgotten nearby. From here, he loomed even larger, more imposing. The scent of him was intoxicating—cold stone and wild, nocturnal flowers and something uniquely male.

She leaned in, her breath ghosting over the head of his cock. He shuddered.

“Bella,” he growled, a warning and a plea.

She ignored it. She wanted to taste his power. To see if a god could break.

She opened her mouth and took just the broad, smooth crown inside. The taste was salty, musky, utterly Elbran. He bucked his hips, a tiny, involuntary thrust. She placed a steadying hand on his hip, her fingers digging into the hard muscle there. My turn.

She began to move.

Slowly, she took more of him, her lips stretching around his girth. It was a strain, a delicious, filling stretch of her jaw. She relaxed her throat, focusing on the sensation of him gliding over her tongue. He was heavy. Real. Alive.

One of his hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but holding, his fingertips massaging her scalp. The other fisted against the tree trunk. “Fuck,” he breathed, the word jagged.

She found a rhythm. Up and down. Her tongue swirled around the head on each upward stroke, teasing the slit, lapping up the bitter-sweet essence there. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking firmly as she pulled back. The sounds were obscene—wet, slick noises in the sacred quiet of the clearing.

His control was a tangible thing, a wire pulled taut. She could feel it in the tense cords of his thighs under her other hand, in the ragged pull of his breath. She wanted to snap it.

She took him deeper, until the head bumped the back of her throat. She gagged lightly, tears springing to her eyes. The sound she made was muffled around him.

“Easy,” he panted, his voice strained. “You don’t have to—” His words
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