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For the little freaks who are into this shit…like me.








Author’s Note

This is the first book in a series of standalones; therefore, this novelette ends on a cliffhanger.

 

To continue Aren, Caius, & Pheir’s full story (with their fourth partner, Lev), read Vicious Devotion after this book.

 

 

This book contains sexual situations. It is not intended for anyone under the legal age of adulthood. All characters depicted in sexual situations herein are over 18 years of age. This book is not to be used as an informational guide to any type of sex or sexual education.

 

Some topics within this book may be sensitive or disturbing to some readers. Reader discretion is advised.

 

For detailed information on the topics addressed, please visit the author's website or scan the code below.
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Bound

 

The blood on Pheir’s mouth is still wet when they muzzle her.

They clip her wings as soon as they capture her, leaving the ground covered in oil-slick-colored feathers. Her wrists and ankles are bound in soldered metal, talons scraping the dirt as they drag her toward the center of the carnage.

There’s no hope of escape. Still, Pheir kicks and screeches when they shove her to her knees, streaking mud across the pale violet color of her skin.

“Pheir, give it up.”

The collar around Rhaiden’s throat tightens her voice, but Pheir’s close enough to hear her. It doesn’t matter that they’re both trapped, bound on their knees before the Conclave — Pheir knows what Rhaiden is. A traitor. A deserter. An imposter of a leader who doesn’t deserve the air passing through her gills.

Pheir’s wings beat where they sprout along her back, desperate to land a claw against Rhaiden’s throat. Rhaiden snaps Pheir’s name.

“Capheira.”

Already, Pheir can feel it: power seeping into Rhaiden as their dead Alpha’s blood soaks the grass. It halts Pheir immediately, no matter how she grits her teeth against it. No matter how she fights the bonds struggling to form between the only remaining members of their pack, the invisible bindings straining through the bloody stumps littering the field.

Thalea is quiet on Rhaiden’s other side. She’s only a husk of a dryad now, eyes on the ground, blank and distant as the Conclave deliberates. She looks as lost as Pheir feels, but it’s worse for Thalea. She didn’t just lose her Alpha; the moment Vesta’s head left her body, Thalea was severed from her mate as well.

And Rhaiden hadn’t even tried to save them. She hadn’t died for Vesta, like Pheir would have. Like Pheir tried to. It plays in white-hot flashes behind her eyes: the Conclave’s final offer of mercy. The gory pulp of the Vestal pack that lay around them. Vesta’s diabolical laughter. Her refusal to bow to any ceasefire, beautiful and proud. Then her inhale to produce another decimating round of phoenix fire….

And the hellhound’s fangs tearing through Vesta’s throat before her head dropped to the ground.

It ripped through Pheir like her legs were taken out from under her, air slammed from her lungs as Vesta’s blood sprayed across the grass. Pheir’s harpy screeches split the air. The Conclave creatures who pinned her were the only things keeping her from flying into the fray.

Through the pain and loss of their Alpha, the Vestals’ connections struggle to forge again, winding weakly and meeting dead ends in all the slain bodies around them. Alpha power surged into Rhaiden — Vesta’s beta, the pack’s second-in-command, the siren who didn’t deserve to take Vesta’s place. Who didn’t believe in the vision Vesta had.

Rhaiden proved that the second the mantle transferred to her, when Pheir still shrieked at her to fight. To spit in the Conclave’s faces, to poison them with her spires, to do anything but bow down and give in.

Rhaiden didn’t move, enemy claws against her throat to keep her from speaking. Then she lifted her hands in surrender and gave them over to the Conclave.

Pheir’s screams were for nothing. Vesta’s work was for nothing. This is what Rhaiden did to them.

Pheir’s anger flares at the memory. “That’s all you fucking do, isn’t it, traitor? Give up. Vesta would have died before she'd surrender.”

Rhaiden’s cool eyes stay trained on the Conclave when she speaks. “And she did, didn’t she?”

Rage peaks in Pheir’s body. She screams, pushing to her taloned feet, but other Conclave creatures swarm and slam her to the ground. Minutes pass before she stops fighting. This time, the creatures don’t lift her from the dirt, forcing her to watch through the grass as Lev and the other Alphas approach.

Of course Lev speaks for the Conclave, her eyes ruminating on Pheir in a way that makes her want to claw out of her skin.

“I’ll be honest with you…” Lev’s wererabbit ears twitch as her gaze flicks over each of the Vestals. “The Conclave still isn’t sold on not killing you right now.”

“Fucking do it, then!” Pheir lunges, but her fury is no match for the knees bearing down into her back.

Lev doesn’t take the bait. “Since we aren’t going to come to an agreement on that any time soon, we’ll have to make accommodations in the meantime.”

A glint around Lev’s neck catches Pheir’s eye: a vial filled with Vesta’s ashes. Smoke still lingers in Pheir’s nose, her eyes darting to the matching vials hanging from the other Alphas’ necks. After they tore Vesta limb from limb, her bones shattered and skin shredded, the Conclave burned her and separated the ashes. It’s the only way to make sure a phoenix stays dead.

And reuniting them is the only way Pheir can bring Vesta back.

Pheir screeches to be set free, landing a claw against one of her captors. Lev looks around her for support. “Will somebody fucking sedate her?”

A prick lands on Pheir’s outer thigh. It takes no time before her body stops responding to her rage, chest heaving where it’s pressed to the ground and unable to move.

Unable to fight back.

“Now…” Lev’s gaze turns back to Rhaiden. “We’re faced with three traitorous beings, and nowhere for them to go. Nowhere they can be trusted. Certainly nowhere they can stay together.”

The Conclave hasn’t picked up on the foundation crumbling beneath the final Vestal soldiers, the dissent and death that would surely follow if they were left alone. The Conclave’s only thoughts are of the remaining members of Vesta’s pack plotting the demise of every other creature here. Never mind that splitting the final three Vestals will be brutal and painful, bonds stretching to mold together across distance and death. It’ll only get worse the further they’re dragged apart. The Conclave might as well kill them now; there’s no way they can survive being split and unbonded for who knows how long.

But Rhaiden doesn’t fight it, content to let the final Vestals suffer and waste away rather than admit that Vesta was right: the four of them together were better than all the other packs combined. They were stronger.

Pheir gives a weak grunt of distaste, but that’s all her body can manage before Lev speaks again.

“You’ll be split just like the ashes.” The thought makes Pheir want to gag. “Absorbed by different packs, your loyalties bound by force.”

Pheir’s laugh sounds more like a snort. Forced how? There’s no way to make them submit. Even if Rhaiden bows her cowardly head, Pheir and Thalea won’t give in. Lev hardly hesitates, gazing at Pheir’s limp form as if she can read her thoughts. “To accomplish that, you’ll be wed to the Alphas of three furthest packs.”

A ripple passes through the crowd, hushed whispers mixed with gasps of dissent. Nothing’s more painful than the choking sound Thalea makes, panicked eyes lifting for the first time. Through the murmurs of the crowd, Lev’s
















































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpeg





images/image.png





