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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Tessaraine Thorn lives alone in a cursed cave by the sea that the villagers steer clear of. She isn't sure if the cave was cursed prior to her taking residence in it or if her presence is what have cursed it, but she has nowhere else to go. Her days are quiet as she waits for a ship that does not come and a family that has long since left without her.

When Tessaraine finds an injured man in the entrance of her home, she does what any decent person would do and nurses him back to health. The last thing she expects him to do once he wakes is to return her kindness by curling his fingers around her neck. His eyes burn a brilliant gold and his fangs are sharp in his mouth. He looks at her as one might look at a particularly delectable meal after weeks of starvation and she thinks to herself that it would have been easier if he did not look so unfairly attractive when he's choking her.

She does not have the strength to free herself from his grip and is helpless to resist when he yanks her in and presses his lips upon hers as though it is his right. In the darkness of the cave, he promises her the world in whispered kisses on bared skin, taking her apart piece by piece.

Just as Tessaraine is about to put her faith in this mysterious stranger who had appeared in her home, he vanishes.
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"Let go of me," she said. 

He turned slightly to the side, his mouth parting slightly as he breathed, heat and steam coming from his lips. 

It looked like he was saying something, but she couldn't hear the words that were being said. Reason seemed to have abandoned her altogether as she leaned closer, towards the golden eyes that were staring into her soul from behind black hair. 

"What is it?" she whispered, pulling his hair back and tucking it behind his ear. She trailed her fingers along his jaw to his chin, feeling the growth of hair there, black as the rest of the hair on his body. "I can help you," she whispered. "Tell me what you need." 

That was the wrong thing to say. 

With a snarl, he grabbed her. Before she could properly react, an arm as hot as fresh-worked iron wrapped around her waist. 

He was up to his knees, his face buried in her hair as he pulled her hips towards and under him. Water soaked into the back of her dress and water splashed around everywhere. 

She had not been in close contact with anyone for a long time, but even as sheltered as she was, she knew the implications of his actions and where it would lead if she weren't careful. 

"I need," he snarled, pawing at her robes, lifting the ends of it and seeing the waistband of her pants. Nose still against her head, he inhaled deeply once, and then again, nuzzling her hair aside. 

"Wait, wait," she cried out, but her body was reacting eagerly to his touch despite her own reservations. Was she so desperate that even a half-dead stranger in her cave would satisfy her? Filled with shame, she pushed back against him. "Stop!" she gasped. 

He pressed open-mouthed kisses to her neck. The graze of teeth and velvety warmth of his tongue against the sensitive skin there nearly brought her to the ground. With a strangled moan, she attempted to push him away again. 

"You can't," she gasped. And then, recognizing that he was overpowering her really easily and therefore could do whatever he wanted, she corrected her gasp to, "You shouldn't!" 

She couldn't tell if he was ignoring her or too lost in the haze of his rut to understanding anything. The stranger remained single-mindedly focused on trying to suck bruises on her neck. It was difficult trying to think with him so insistent on putting his lips on her, his hands somehow oddly gentle as he restrained her wrists above her head once he had gotten tired of her attempts to push him off. 
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​​The only thing Tessaraine Thorn recalled of her previous home was the fire that engulfed the entire mountain. The unbearable heat had singed her hair and burned her lungs when she struggled to breathe still haunted her nightmares when she closed her eyes. 

She had survived with only two of her brothers, who used their magic to keep the flames from touching them and were strong enough to endure the strain of elf magic bearing down on theirs, threatening to break the magical barrier that protected them and kept them from burning. 

The fire lasted hours. Days. 

This was the cruelty of elves that did not care if the land that they had won was charred and useless, only that the land was theirs to claim.

She and her brothers had kept hidden in the charred remains of their home for a long time afterwards before they deemed it safe to step outside and see if anyone else had survived the fire, but they knew before they were even out of the mountains that there was nobody else. Even if they had escaped the fire and ran out of the mountains, the elven army was there, waiting to pick up the pieces. 

After a few days of exploring their territory, which had never felt particularly big before but was a yawning, gasping, pain-filled abyss of ash and death, Tessaraine Thorne and her older twin brothers. Wiston and Kraken, were sure that they were the only ones left from The Moon Mountains. 

"We have to leave," Wiston said to her as they reached the shores of the Land of the Sun. "We have to leave you," Kraken clarified because it was clear that she thought she was going with them. It made sense for her to go with them, but the place that they went to did not accept female disciples. The school for wizards was meant only for men. They meant to go there to study and also to gather and army to take back their mountain from their enemies. 

"You must hide," Winston said. "They wouldn't look for you here," he said, gesturing to the cave and the shore, the fog-filled air so thick around them that it was impossible to see beyond her own toes. 

No one in their right minds would look for her here. In fact, no one in their right minds would come here. Dragons were not known to be merciful to trespassers. 

She wished they had just left her at the Moon Mountains if they had not meant to take her with them the entire way, but she knew that they couldn't. Even as they were trying to find survivors, they caught sight of their enemies who were looking for any survivors. If she was found amongst the remains of their burned out mountains, she would be killed. Or worse.

"We will come back for you," Winston promised. 

"Once you've gathered your army," she whispered, sounding as dejected as she felt. It was not a confirmation. She did not think it was possible for them to gather enough men to try and usurp the power that currently stood between them and their ownership of the mountains that they once called home, but her brothers looked certain of their purpose. They had always been more driven than her, more sure of themselves and their place in the world. 

"Yes," Kraken said. "We will gather our army," he repeated. "And we will have our home back." 

She did not believe that they will be able to gather an army big or strong enough to fight against the elves, who have all but cleared away all the smaller kingdoms that stood between them and their path to total domination, but she believed that they would return to her. If she did not hold onto that belief, then she had nothing. 

Even now, she stayed close to the shore in hopes that they would one day return to her. 

She used to count the days that they were gone. Now, she just counted the months, though she looked towards the ocean most nights and lit a fire in hopes that she would find the little boat that they had escaped in come back her way. 

Tessaraine wished she had said more to them that night. She wished that she had told them to give up on their dreams, that they could just make their home elsewhere as long as they were together. She wished she could have been honest with them and told them that she did not believe them capable of gathering an army that was ready to give their lives up for them. After all, that was what they would be asking for. Battles with elves could only end in total death and destruction. She should have stopped them from leaving. 

But it was too late for regrets. 

She had to make do with what she had and what she had now was a place to call her home, as miserable as that place was, and villagers who would trade their produce with her. 

She had just finished making such a trade now, a bundle of fresh carrots and a carton of eggs in exchange for the crabs that she had caught in her nets. The other fishermen steered clear of this part of the shore because during the rainy months, the waves were strong enough to be considered dangerous. 

Water had gone up to her ankles when she returned to her cave and it did not come as a complete surprise to her to find that the waves had brought something in with it, dark shadows spread out on the ground, water lapping at it's edges. 

It took her several seconds to realize that she was looking at a human.

"Hey," she cried out, surprised to find someone else in her home. "You shouldn't be here. It's not-" She bit her tongue. Not what, exactly? Not safe? Not his? It's not hers either. She laid
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