
  
    [image: Flora]
  


  
    
      Flora

      
        Daughters of the Fae

      

    

    
      
        Kenzie Skye

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Kenzie Skye

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Seraphina

      

      
        Sex and Candy - Exclusive Freebie

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

        

      

    

    
      I never meant to bargain with monsters. But desperation claws at you from the inside, makes you reckless, makes you stupid. My fingertips have already started to blacken, the curse spreading like poison ink beneath my skin. Three more days, maybe four, before it reaches my heart. Before I become the very thing I've spent my life protecting the forest from: death itself.

      The boundary between the Earth Court's territory and the Unseelie lands isn't marked by any physical barrier—it doesn't need to be. The air itself changes, grows heavy with malice and magic so thick it coats my tongue like syrup. My feet slow as I approach, every instinct screaming at me to turn back. I've spent my entire life avoiding this place, this darkness that stands in such stark contrast to the vibrant lands I guard.

      My fiery hair whips across my face as the wind picks up, almost pushing me back, as if the earth itself is begging me not to do this. But I have no choice. No healer in the Earth Court could break this curse. I've tried everything—potions brewed from midnight-blooming flowers, runes carved from ancient oak, even blood magic that left me weak for days. Nothing worked.

      The blackness has spread past my wrists now. Soon it will reach my heart, and then I'll become nothing but a vessel for decay, killing everything I touch. Already, flowers wilt when I linger too long beside them.

      "I'm sorry," I whisper to no one and everyone as I step across the boundary.

      The forest changes instantly. The trees here grow at painful angles, their bark black as pitch, leaves a sickly purple-gray that absorb light rather than reflect it. I dig into the pouch at my waist, fingers trembling as I pull out the ingredients for the summoning. Crushed belladonna berries, raven's blood, and a lock of my own hair—payment in advance, a sample of what I'm willing to trade.

      I find a small clearing where moonlight actually penetrates the gnarled canopy and kneel on the damp earth. The ritual is simple enough; it's the consequences that are complicated. I mix the ingredients in my palm, whispering the words I memorized from a forbidden text I stole from our archives.

      "Shadow and silence, night and need, hear my plea and heed my deed." The mixture in my palm begins to smoke, black tendrils curling upward. "I offer part of myself for salvation. I seek audience with those who walk between worlds."

      The smoke thickens, spreads, encircles me in a ring of darkness that pulses like a heartbeat. The air grows colder, my breath forming crystalline clouds before my face. I wait, counting my own rapid heartbeats, wondering if I've done something wrong.

      Then I feel it—eyes on me, watching from everywhere and nowhere.

      "Unusual," a voice whispers directly into my mind, bypassing my ears entirely. "An Earth Court fae, so far from home, so close to death. What a delicious contradiction."

      "I seek a cure," I say aloud, my voice sounding thin and frail in the oppressive silence. "This curse is killing me. I'm willing to trade⁠—"

      "Yes, yes, you're willing to trade." The voice sounds bored now. "You all are, until you learn the price. But your situation…intrigues us. Your request has been forwarded to one who might be interested."

      The smoke ring flares, then dissipates, leaving me alone in the clearing. I stand slowly, turning in a circle. "Hello? Is anyone⁠—"

      A crack like lightning splits the air, and suddenly he's there. Not a lesser shadow fae as I'd expected, but something far more ancient, far more dangerous. He's tall, impossibly so, with shoulders broader than any fae I've ever seen. His eyes shift between blood-red and amber, glowing in the darkness of his face. His black hair seems to absorb the moonlight, styled in a way that suggests meticulous attention yet still somehow wild. Power rolls off him in waves that make it hard to breathe.

      He's not Shadow Fae. He's something else entirely.

      "What are you?" I can't stop the words from tumbling out.

      His lips curve into something that's not quite a smile. "Disappointed already, little flower? Were you expecting someone else?"

      I take an involuntary step backward. "I called for the Shadow Fae."

      "And they, wisely, passed your request to me." He moves toward me with predatory grace, each step silent on the forest floor. "Lucian, Lord of the Blood Court. And you are Flora, Guardian of the Earth Court, protector of forests." His eyes drop to my blackened fingertips. "Though not for much longer, it seems."

      My throat constricts with fear. Vampire. I've called a vampire lord into the forest. "There's been a mistake," I say, trying to keep my voice steady. "I was seeking help from⁠—"

      "The bargain has already begun." His voice cuts through mine like a blade. "Your offering was accepted. The terms transferred to me."

      "What terms? I didn't agree to anything with you!" Panic rises in my chest as I back away further. My foot catches on a root and I stumble, catching myself against a tree. The bark beneath my hand instantly blackens, rot spreading outward from my touch.

      Lucian's eyes follow the decay with fascination. "Interesting. So that's the curse." He moves closer, closing the distance between us with unnerving speed. "I can smell it on you—death and earth magic, twisted together. Quite the predicament for one whose very essence is life."

      I straighten, forcing my chin up. "Can you break it?"

      "Perhaps." He circles me now, like a predator evaluating its prey. I turn with him, refusing to let him at my back. "But why would I want to? It's a fascinating piece of magic."

      "Because I'll give you anything," I say, hating the desperation in my voice. "Gold, secrets of the Earth Court, magical artifacts⁠—"

      His laugh is low and cold. "I have wealth beyond your comprehension, little flower. The secrets of your court are child's play to one who has lived as long as I have." He stops circling, directly before me now, close enough that I can feel the unnatural chill emanating from his skin. "But you…you're something rare. Something unique."

      My heart pounds against my ribs. "What do you want?"

      "You." The word hangs in the air between us. "Your service. Your obedience. Your…companionship."

      "No." The refusal is instant, visceral. "I won't be your slave or your blood bag or your⁠—"

      His hand shoots out, grasping my chin with cold fingers, forcing my face up to his. "You misunderstand, Flora of the Earth Court. I'm not giving you a choice. The moment your offering was accepted, you became mine. The bargain is sealed."

      I try to jerk away, but his grip is like iron. "I never agreed to that!"

      "But you did." His thumb traces my lower lip, leaving a trail of ice in its wake. "You offered part of yourself for salvation. The terms were delightfully vague." His claws emerge, shadows made solid, tracing along my jaw and down my throat. "And now, you're mine."

      "Release me," I demand, summoning what magic I can. Vines burst from the ground, wrapping around his ankles, but they blacken and wither at his touch.

      "Impressive," he murmurs, not bothering to look down. "But futile." His shadowy claws trail down my arm, stopping at my blackened fingertips. "I can feel how the curse feeds on your magic. The more you use it, the faster it will kill you."

      I feel tears of frustration gathering in my eyes but refuse to let them fall. "I won't go with you."

      He leans closer, his breath ghosting against my ear. "You made a deal, little flower. And now, you're mine." His voice drops to a whisper. "Would you rather die here, alone, as poison to everything you love? Or come with me, and at least have a chance?"

      The truth of his words sinks like a stone in my stomach. I'm out of options. Out of time.

      "If I go with you," I say carefully, "you'll cure me?"

      His smile widens, revealing the tips of fangs. "I'll consider it. But first, you'll learn your place in my court." He releases my chin, stepping back and extending a hand. "Come. Your new life awaits."

      I stare at his outstretched hand, terrified not of him, but of the small part of me that's curious. The part that wonders what it would be like to belong to someone like him, someone the curse can't touch.

      "Choose quickly, little flower. My patience has limits."

      With a shaking hand, I place my fingers in his palm. His skin is cool but not unpleasant, and his fingers close around mine with surprising gentleness.

      "A wise decision," he says softly.

      Darkness swallows us whole, and the forest disappears.
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      I wake in darkness so complete I wonder if I've already died. But the silk sheets beneath my fingertips and the heavy scent of nightshade and iron in the air tell me I'm very much alive—just somewhere I've never been before. Somewhere I should never be. My hands fly to my chest, checking for wounds, for changes, for the spreading darkness of the curse. It's still there, the blackness having climbed halfway up my forearms now, but no worse than before. Small mercies in a monster's lair.

      As my eyes adjust, shapes emerge from the darkness—a massive four-poster bed draped in midnight blue velvet, stone walls hung with tapestries depicting scenes of hunt and conquest, furniture carved from wood so dark it's nearly black. Moonlight streams through tall, narrow windows, their glass tinted a deep crimson that turns the silver light bloodred as it falls across the floor.

      I push myself up, my bare feet meeting cold stone as I slide from the bed. Someone has changed my clothes—the thought makes my skin crawl. I'm wearing a silk nightgown, the material so fine it feels like water against my skin. It's a deep emerald that matches my eyes, cut low across my chest and falling to my ankles. A master's idea of appropriate attire for his pet.

      "Like hell," I mutter, searching the room for my own clothes. There's no sign of them. Instead, I find a wardrobe filled with gowns in jewel tones, all in my size, all cut to reveal more than they conceal. I slam the doors shut.

      The room is large, larger than my entire cottage in the Earth Court. Besides the bed and wardrobe, there's a sitting area with plush chairs arranged before a cold fireplace, a vanity laden with crystal bottles, and a balcony beyond glass doors. I try those first, only to find them locked. The view beyond shows a dizzying drop down a sheer cliff face, forests spreading into darkness far below. Where has he taken me?

      The main door is similarly sealed—not with a lock I could pick, but with magic that buzzes against my fingertips like angry wasps when I touch the handle. I try anyway, channeling my own power into breaking the spell, but the curse flares in response, sending pain shooting up my arms. I stagger back, gasping.

      "I wouldn't do that if I were you."

      I whirl around. Lucian stands by the fireplace, though I'm certain he wasn't there a moment ago. He's traded the battle-ready attire from the forest for something more relaxed—black trousers and a white shirt open at the throat, revealing a slice of pale, perfect chest. He looks almost normal. Almost human. Until you see his eyes.

      "Where am I?" I demand, backing away until I hit the wall.

      He waves a hand, and the fireplace erupts into flames, casting his face into sharp relief. "My home. The Obsidian Fortress, deep in the Unseelie Wilds. Beyond the reach of your Earth Court friends." He gestures around. "Do you like your accommodations? I had them prepared especially for you."

      "You knew I was coming?" My stomach twists at the implication.

      "Let's say I…hoped." He moves toward one of the chairs, seating himself with casual grace. "I've had my eye on the Earth Court for some time. You fascinated me even before your…affliction."

      I glare at him, crossing my arms over my chest, too aware of how the silk clings to my body. "I'm not staying here. You promised to help me, not imprison me."

      "I promised to consider helping you." His smile reveals the tips of fangs. "After you learn your place in my court."

      "And what place is that? Prisoner? Blood donor? Plaything?" I spit the words.

      He laughs, the sound rich and dark like bitter chocolate. "So many delicious options. For now, let's say…honored guest."

      "Guests can leave."

      "Eventually." He leans forward, his eyes brightening to that unsettling amber. "When I decide you're ready."

      I push away from the wall, pacing to keep distance between us. "The curse is killing me. I don't have time for your games."

      "On the contrary," he says, watching my movements with predatory intensity, "you have exactly as much time as I decide to give you. I've already slowed the curse's progress." He gestures toward my blackened arms. "Check for yourself. The spread has halted."

      I examine my arms closely, and with a jolt, I realize he's right. The blackness hasn't advanced since I arrived. "How?"

      "Blood magic." He says it casually, as if discussing the weather. "My kind have certain…talents when it comes to life and death. I've bound the curse temporarily." His eyes gleam. "It will resume its work if you leave these walls, or if I withdraw my protection."

      The threat is clear. "So I'm trapped here."

      "That depends entirely on your perspective." He rises, moving toward me with that fluid grace. I force myself to stand my ground as he circles me, not touching, but close enough that I can feel the coolness radiating from his skin. "I prefer to think of it as…sanctuary."

      "Pretty cage, still a cage," I retort, turning to keep him in sight.

      "Yet safer than the alternative." He pauses behind me, his breath stirring the hair at the nape of my neck. "Tell me, Flora, how does it feel? To be dying? To watch your power—the very essence of what makes you fae—turn against you?"

      I shiver, hating that he can see it. "Why do you care?"

      "Curiosity." He moves again, coming to stand before me. "In all my centuries, I've never encountered an Earth fae whose magic turned to decay. It's…beautiful, in its way."

      "There's nothing beautiful about death."

      "Oh, but there is." His hand rises, not quite touching my face. "Especially when it contrasts so vividly with life. You're both, aren't you? Creation and destruction in one delicious package."

      I step back. "Is that why I'm here? So you can study me like some specimen?"

      "Partly." His admission surprises me. "But mostly because you intrigue me. Your defiance. Your fire." His gaze drops to my lips, then lower, lingering on the curve of my breasts beneath the silk. "Your untouched beauty."

      Heat floods my cheeks. "You don't know anything about me."

      "I know more than you think." He moves closer, forcing me to retreat until my back hits the wall. He places one hand beside my head, caging me without touching me. "I know your heart races when I'm near—fear or excitement, perhaps both. I know you've never been with a man—the scent of innocence clings to you like perfume." His voice drops lower. "I know that despite your protests, part of you is curious about me."

      "You're delusional," I hiss, though my pulse betrays me, hammering against my ribs.

      "Am I?" His other hand rises, a single finger tracing the air just above my collarbone. Though he doesn't touch me, my skin prickles as if brushed by ice. "Your body tells a different story, little flower."

      "My body doesn't speak for me."

      His smile widens. "No? Then why are your pupils dilated? Why has your breathing quickened?" His finger continues its ghost-trail down, hovering above the swell of my breast. "Why are these hardening beneath your pretty gown?"

      I cross my arms over my chest, mortified and furious. "Stop it."

      "As you wish." He steps back, giving me space, though his eyes still glitter with amusement. "For now."

      I push away from the wall, putting distance between us. "If you think I'm going to fall into your bed because you've trapped me here, you're going to be sorely disappointed."

      "I don't want you to fall into my bed," he says, watching me with those unnervingly bright eyes. "I want you to crawl into it. Willingly. Desperately." He turns, moving back toward the fireplace. "And you will, Flora. Sooner than you think."

      "Never."

      He looks back over his shoulder, his smile knowing. "Such conviction. We'll see how long it lasts." He gestures toward a door I hadn't noticed. "Through there, you'll find a bath drawn for you. I suggest you make use of it. We dine together in an hour."

      "I'm not hungry."

      "Nevertheless, you'll join me." His tone brooks no argument. "Consider it your first lesson in obedience."

      "And if I refuse?"

      His expression darkens. "Then I'll come fetch you myself. And I promise, you won't enjoy the experience." He moves toward the main door, which swings open at his approach. "One hour, Flora. Don't test my patience."

      The door closes behind him, the magical lock reactivating with an audible hum. I stand frozen for a moment, then cross to one of the chairs and sink into it, my legs suddenly unsteady.

      I'm trapped in the fortress of a vampire lord who's made it very clear what he wants from me. He's halted the curse temporarily, but at what price? And why does he want me specifically? There must be countless fae women more beautiful, more experienced, more suited to whatever dark purpose he has in mind.

      Unless…it's exactly as he said. My defiance intrigues him. My innocence tempts him. I'm a challenge, a new toy to break and bend to his will.

      I press my palm against my chest, feeling my heart thunder beneath it. The worst part isn't his threats or his imprisonment. It's the fact that when he stood close, when his eyes traveled over me with such naked hunger, something deep inside me stirred in response. Something dark and primal that I've never felt before.

      My body betrayed me, responding to his presence, his power, his dangerous allure. I can deny it all I want, but he sensed it—the quickening of my pulse, the catch in my breath, the heat blossoming low in my belly.

      "It doesn't matter," I whisper to myself, rising on still-shaky legs. "It's just physical. It means nothing."

      I move toward the bathing chamber, determined to find a way out of this fortress, away from this monster and his knowing eyes. But as I catch my reflection in a mirror—flushed cheeks, bright eyes, lips parted with something that looks disturbingly like anticipation—I wonder if the greatest danger isn't Lucian at all, but the treacherous desires of my own heart.
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      Three days in this gilded prison, and I've already mapped every shadow, every routine, every weakness in Lucian's fortress. He thinks me docile because I've attended his dinners, worn his clothes, answered his endless questions with minimal hostility. He's wrong. I've been watching, waiting, planning. Tonight, while the blood moon draws his court into celebration, I'll make my escape. The curse has already started spreading again—thin tendrils of black creeping past the boundary he established. His magic is failing, or he's letting it fail to keep me dependent. Either way, I won't die on his terms.

      The celebration begins at sunset, drums pounding with a rhythm that vibrates through stone walls and into my bones. From my window, I watch Lucian's court gather in the courtyard below—pale, beautiful creatures dancing with inhuman grace, goblets of something too dark to be wine passing from hand to hand. Lucian moves among them, resplendent in black and crimson, his presence commanding everyone's attention. Even from this distance, I feel the weight of his power.

      He hasn't looked up at my window once, but somehow, I know he's aware of me watching. He's always aware of me, his attention a constant pressure against my skin even when he's nowhere in sight. It would be unnerving if it weren't so useful—I've learned to sense when his focus shifts elsewhere, those rare moments when I'm not the center of his obsessive attention.

      Like now. As the ritual intensifies, the dancers moving faster, the drums louder, I feel that pressure ease. His attention is captured by his duties as lord, by the blood moon ritual that seems to hold such significance for his kind. It's my only chance.

      I've dressed practically—the simplest of the gowns he provided, dark green and less revealing than most, with leggings I discovered in a chest beneath layers of silks and laces. My hair is braided tightly back from my face, and I've fashioned a crude pack from a pillowcase, filled with food I've hoarded from meals and a crystal flask of water.

      The magical lock on my door is strongest when Lucian focuses on it. I've tested it each night, feeling how it weakens when his attention is elsewhere. Tonight, with the blood moon and the ritual, it's merely a whisper of resistance as I press my palm against it. I grit my teeth and push with my own power, ignoring the flare of pain as the curse feeds on the magic I expend. Black veins creep another inch up my arm, but the lock gives way with a soft click.

      The hallway beyond is empty, the guards drawn to the celebration or stationed at the fortress boundaries. I move silently, keeping to the shadows, following the path I've memorized from careful questioning of servants who thought I was merely curious rather than plotting. Down the servants' stair, through the kitchens now abandoned, past storerooms that smell of herbs and blood, and finally to a small door that leads to the gardens.

      Outside, the night air hits me like a physical blow after days confined indoors. The blood moon hangs heavy and swollen in the sky, bathing everything in crimson light that makes the black garden look as though it's drenched in blood. The curse responds to the moonlight, a dull ache spreading up my arms. I ignore it, hurrying across the garden to where the wall meets the cliff edge.

      I've chosen this spot carefully. The magical barriers are strongest at the gates and formal exits, weakest where the fortress's natural defenses make escape seem impossible. The drop beyond the wall is sheer, hundreds of feet down to the jagged rocks below—fatal for anyone attempting to climb down.

      Anyone without earth magic, that is.

      I press my blackened hands against the stone of the cliff face, ignoring the pain that shoots up my arms. "Please," I whisper to the ancient rock. "Help me one last time."

      The stone warms beneath my touch. Tiny cracks appear, spreading outward like a web, creating handholds and footholds just large enough for my fingers and toes. The curse accelerates, feeding on the magic I'm expending, the blackness now creeping past my elbows. I don't have much time.

      I swing myself over the wall and onto the cliff face, clinging to the stone like a spider. Carefully, I begin to descend, creating new handholds as I go, the stone responding to my touch despite the taint of the curse. Each use of magic sends fresh pain lancing through me, but I grit my teeth and continue downward, one handhold at a time.

      The cliff seems endless, the forest below a distant smudge of darkness against the greater dark. My arms burn with effort and the advancing curse, my fingers slippery with sweat. Halfway down, I pause to rest, pressing my forehead against the cool stone.

      That's when I feel it—a shift in the air, a prickling awareness at the back of my neck. His attention, snapping back to me like a physical blow.

      He knows.

      Terror gives me fresh strength. I scramble downward, abandoning caution for speed, no longer caring if the magic feeding the curse kills me. Better to die free than live as his pet. The ground rushes up to meet me, the last ten feet a controlled fall that sends me sprawling into damp undergrowth.

      I don't wait to catch my breath. I push myself up and run, plunging into the forest, away from the fortress that looms like a wound against the blood-red sky. The trees here are nothing like the ones in the Earth Court—twisted, malevolent things with bark like flayed skin and leaves that rustle with whispered threats. But they're still trees, still of the earth, and they respond grudgingly to my presence.

      "Hide me," I gasp as I run, feeling branches shift behind me, undergrowth thickening to cover my tracks. Each command costs me, the curse now reaching my shoulders, my neck burning as if branded. I won't last much longer, but maybe I don't need to. If I can just reach the boundary of his territory, find help from another court...

      I run until my lungs burn, until my legs tremble with exhaustion, until the trees finally begin to thin. Ahead, I glimpse open space—a clearing bathed in moonlight. Beyond that, perhaps, freedom.

      I burst into the clearing and freeze. He's there, waiting. Lucian stands in the center of the open space, still dressed in his ceremonial finery, looking as if he's been there for hours rather than arriving just moments before me. His eyes glow like coals in the darkness, fixed on me with an intensity that steals my breath.

      "Did you really think you could escape me?" His voice is soft, all the more terrifying for its quietness.

      I back away, searching for an exit, a path, any option other than facing him. "Stay away from me."

      "In my own domain?" He moves toward me with that predatory grace, unhurried, confident. "You disappoint me, Flora. I thought we had an understanding."

      "We had nothing," I spit, continuing to back away until I hit the solid trunk of a tree. "You imprisoned me. You never intended to cure me."

      "I slowed the curse," he counters, gesturing toward my arms, where the blackness has now spread to my collarbone. "Look what your little adventure has cost you. Another day like this, and you'll be dead."

      "Better dead than your prisoner." But the words lack conviction, even to my own ears. The curse burns through me, each heartbeat pumping poison closer to my heart.

      He's directly before me now, close enough that I can see the fine details of his face in the crimson moonlight—the perfect curve of his lips, the slight hollow beneath his cheekbones, the thick lashes that frame those burning eyes. He's beautiful in the way that deadly things often are, a predator evolved to lure rather than chase.

      "You're not my prisoner, Flora." He reaches out, brushing a strand of hair from my face. I flinch, but there's nowhere to go with the tree at my back. "You're my obsession."

      His hand moves to my throat, not squeezing, just resting there, feeling my pulse hammer beneath his palm. "Do you know what I was doing when I sensed your absence? Leading a ritual that happens once a century, a ceremony that strengthens the bonds between my kind and the darkness that feeds us." His fingers tighten slightly. "I abandoned it. For you."

      "I didn't ask you to," I whisper, fighting to keep my voice steady.

      "No, you were too busy betraying my hospitality." His other hand comes up, tracing the line of the curse where it creeps up my neck. "Look what you've done to yourself. Was it worth it? This foolish bid for freedom?"

      "Freedom is always worth it."

      "Is it?" He moves closer, his body pressing mine against the tree, his coolness a
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EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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