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    To You, My Beautiful Reader.
Thank you for clicking on this book.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Once you go there, you're never coming back."
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Important Note from Authors
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His Wicked Games  takes place in young adult author, Arianna Courson’s, “daem realm” containing fallen, angels, and demons of the sort.

Although this novel, unlike her other daem novels by her, has adult themes due to sexual situations (consensual) deemed by dark romance author, Aspen Wolff.

His Wicked Games is a companion side-story that takes place after The Switched Chronicles (containing Switched, Twisted, and Deviant) by Arianna Courson. Involving characters from the series. Although, this can be read as a standalone.

His Wicked Games takes place in medieval times.

We have been working on this for a long time, and we hope you enjoy.
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Elias’s Note
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You think this is a normal love story?

You’re wrong.

All those romance novels filling those stores—those shelves overflowing with that Hallmark movie love—those stories so sickeningly sweet... and ultimately... boring.

I, personally, don’t like boring. It doesn’t suit me.

No, Sweetheart, this is not a normal love story.

This is a story where a princess was also a murderer. Bowing before her town in the morning, slicing throats at night. And she dreaded marrying a prick of a prince...

Until she met me.

I am the monster in the woods, I am the creature of the night. 

She was the only one who dared to get close enough to me. Dared to look into my eyes. I knew that sparkle in that gaze once she saw me.

Obsession.

This isn’t a normal love story, Sweetheart. The girl’s no spitfire, the man’s no saint.

We are both villains.

She is my obsession; I am hers. 

I know she hates that prince; I know she will flee that castle.

I know she will follow me, and once she enters these woods...

She’s mine.
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Prologue
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“Don’t dieeeeeeee,” a girl sang as James struggled, crawling out from the alleyway as she giggled.

He heard her hopping on one foot like a child... and it only made everything ten times more menacing. 

She was slick like a cat, her body so small and young like a child... but she was dangerous. 

She was a killer. 

He never knew that this girl couldn’t have been what she displayed. She was supposed to protect him, not hurt him. 

James crawled out from the alleyway, the wounds from her machete burning and deepening into his skin. 

“You keep running,” the girl said, voice coming closer. “You shouldn’t be running, no. Come back, big boy. Fight me like a man.” 

The second his feet were caught by two cold hands, he screamed. 

But he was just reeled back into the alley, gasping when she landed on top him like a little animal. 

James gasped, stilling when she pressed the blade of her knife to his neck, leaning down so her face was mere inches from his. 

“Monster...” he choked as she smirked, letting the blade lightly split his skin. “Why...?” 

Something odd flashed through her eyes then, and she just tipped her head to the side. “I have to do this.” 

“Why?” he breathed, struggling from under her. “Why? What have... I done to you?” 

The girl shook her head. “Nothing.” She then gazed up. “But you’ve been hitting your daughter, haven’t you?” 

His eyes widened, and he stilled from under her. “How did you know that?” 

She just kept the blade to his throat. “He knows everything, and I made a mistake.” Her eyes darkened. “I was in need one night. I needed love and to be cherished, I was sad and lonely, I’ve been forced to do things I never wanted to do, so I forced myself to grow up. I only made things worse for myself.” She just stared at the man under her. “I lost my curiosity in my quest to feel alive...” she whispered, suddenly lost in thought, “I slayed my hope and didn’t know that I’ve been dead all this time... In my quest to feel alive... I killed the childish part of me... and I wanted it back, I was in pain... so I went to him.” She gazed back down at him. “I signed something I shouldn’t have. I’ve become this monster that kills worse monsters... and I can’t stop.  Every night... I have to do this, and I know that you’ve been bad, and you deserve this, so I will enjoy this.”

The man just watched her, eyes glistening in the darkness as she pressed the blade tighter to his throat. “You’ve made a mistake,” she told him, the coldness developing back inside those dark eyes, “you’ve been a monster, so death shall come to you, James. And no one can stop it.” She leaned down, dusting his face with her hot breath and he winced. “You’ve been bad, James... And you think you can get away with it... No one can get away with it, James.” She smiled sadistically, making something cold burn through him. “You’ve been a bad boy, so now... I teach you a lesson.” 

And she sliced the blade deep into his throat, making him arch his back and choke, but he just rattled from under her, blood blooming along the collar of his shirt and the corners of his mouth. 

The girl just pressed a kiss to his forehead. “Good night.” 
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Alice

*****
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"Run, princess!” they told me. “The creature is here, run!”

But why would I run? Why would I when... when something beyond my comprehension existed in front of me?

The man in the mask.

I stood face to face with him, watching him curiously as his cold eyes glowed in the darkness.

I didn’t know his name, I didn’t know his face... but I did know... that there was something so dark about him, so sinister.

And I loved it.

I knew him, a little bit. He'd always show when he wanted... especially to my castle. He'd stay some nights, and I'd let him, although he'd never been caught.

The man in the mask, but everyone called him the creature. They thought that his mask was his real face, but I was the only one who wasn't afraid of him... I knew he wasn't a monster. He was a human... like me. Or like anyone like me looked.

No matter how terrifying he was...

I trusted him.

He was a monster, but I was, too... He was like me—in a way.

But I felt like I knew him. 

Those eyes behind the glowing stitches... that black, expressionless plastic with stitches as a mouth.

I was face to face with him now... watching those cold eyes on me.

Mine. He was mine.

My reflection.

I tipped my head to the side, watching him do the same.

No one here had seen it before, that black plastic on his face, but I knew it was a mask... because I was the only one who had been close enough to see his eyes.

Those cold, dark eyes telling me that he wanted something. Something to be his, to belong to him, to compete with him, to be with him...

Something or someone, like...

Me.

*****
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The blankets fluffed around me as I sat on my bed, and I adjusted my head onto the headboard as I stuffed the pillow under my back deeper.

I felt like I was forgetting something, but I... couldn’t remember what the fuck it was.

I stared into the dimly lit room, lashes lowering in annoyance. “This is irritating.”

But I just slipped from my bed and stepped over to the bathroom, looking at myself in my mirror before I sighed and stared into my eyes.

My father called me a child, but...

I kinda was.

“Just a little,” I stuck my tongue at myself in the mirror.

I was bored, though... what was I going to do? There was nothing to do... just sleep...

Which was boring, ugh.

But I finally stepped out from my bathroom, adjusting my night dress down before I gazed up.

I immediately stopped.

He stood there... at my window, the man I saw earlier today.

I remained in place, throat constricting.

But not from fear. Never from fear.

The man in the mask.

How did he get in here? Could he climb castle walls?

I should ask him about that later... but he never really talked. He was always quiet, staring at me.

He was beautiful... a lava-like glow streaming through those stitches on the plastic.

I stood there, clasping my hands together in front of me.

He remained quiet.

I just tipped my head to the side. “Have you come to spend the night again?”

He tipped his head to the side with me, not responding.

I knew he was, though. Every time he showed here at night he wouldn’t leave until morning.

He’d been doing this for weeks now.

“I asked father for a bigger bed for you,” I said then, and he straightened his head, watching me. “If you’re interested, of course.” I smiled. “You don’t have to sleep on the floor, you know.”

He still remained quiet.

See? Never talked, but I knew he could hear because he always understood me.

I just stepped over to the bed, slipping in and shuffling over to the right side. I then gazed up at him. “You can get in now. I’m not afraid of you.”

He stared at me for a long moment.

I just pulled the covers over myself. “If you’re able, of course.”

I then turned to the side, smiling at him.

He just stepped over to me, making me blink when he slipped in on the other side of the bed.

I watched as he settled in next to me, now looking at me fully with those dark eyes. I barely even noticed the stitches anymore.

“You never told me your name,” I reminded him.

He remained quiet.

“Why do you never speak to me?” I asked him. “Are you just shy?”

He shook his head, locking eyes with me.

“Will you show me your face?” I asked him.

He shook his head again.

“Why?” I wondered.

He just held out his hand, making me blink. 

I just set my hand on his.

He kept eye contact, making me gaze down when he started tracing something on my arm.

I gazed down immediately, lips parting when I realized he was tracing letters.

W.H.Y. A.R.E. Y.O.U. N.O.T. A.F.R.A.I.D. O.F. M.E.?

I gazed up at him. “Because I know you are not a monster.”

He tipped his head to the side, tracing:

W.H.Y.?

“Because I know it’s a mask.”

H.O.W.?

“It doesn’t look like your face.” I giggled, gazing up. “And... I guess I’m the only one who dared to get close enough to you to realize that.”

I. A.M. N.O.T. A. G.O.O.D. P.E.R.S.O.N.

“I am not either,” I replied.

He watched me for a long moment.

I. K.N.O.W. Y.O.U.R. S.E.C.R.E.T.

I shuffled further in the bed. “I know you know. You watch me all the
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