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      Dive into a hot, steamy romantasy where magic, longing, and danger collide.

      A shapeshifter dragon and a fierce fairy queen are bound by more than fate—by heat, instinct, and an attraction that refuses to be tamed. But in a world where power comes with a price, every touch carries risk, every secret has teeth, and the line between devotion and disaster keeps getting dangerously thin.

      When the sparks between them ignite, can their love become a breathtaking spell… or will it scorch everything in its path?
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      J. E. Michelle’s storytelling is built for readers who want their romance to feel dangerous, addictive, and truly magical. In her worlds, the supernatural isn’t just background—it’s alive, watching, and very willing to test what happens when two hearts collide. From shapeshifters and fae courts to dragonfire and castle shadows, she crafts immersive fantasy landscapes where chemistry simmers beneath every spell and every secret.

      Her work centers on consensual romantic themes with heat, emotion, and intensity—where desire is never an afterthought, and intimacy is woven into character growth, tension, and longing. Think: steamy encounters in candlelit ruins, power struggles that turn into devotion, and romance that makes you want to turn the page faster just to see what happens next.

      If you enjoy graphic, high-imagery fantasy romance—the kind that lingers on atmosphere, supernatural allure, and bold moments of connection—J. E. Michelle delivers. Her goal is simple: to offer a page-turning escape with paranormal fantasy, supernatural stakes, and heartfelt heat.

      J. E. Michelle also draws inspiration from the romantic energy that fans love in authors like Tess Shelley, using that same drive for captivating couples and immersive storytelling—then bringing it fully into her own gothic-and-magical signature.

      J. E. Michelle writes these couples with bold, consensual passion and supernatural stakes, crafting a page-turning romance where spellwork, yearning, and hard-earned trust collide—until the only question left is what they’re willing to sacrifice for each other.
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            Glitter Court Ash Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      The delicate balance of my rule has always been a dance—one of precision, of instinct, of the unspoken rhythm between my will and the magic that binds this realm to my heart. Every bloom that unfurls beneath the silver kiss of the moon does so at my silent command, every whisper of enchantment that curls through the air carries the weight of my desire, and the wards along our borders shimmer like the scales of a dragon in flight, bending to the quiet pulse of my power. It is not merely skill; it is inherence, as natural as the rise and fall of my breath, as certain as the crown of starlight and ivy that rests upon my brow. A reminder, always, of what I am: not just a queen, but a guardian, a bridge between the wild, untamed magic of the earth and the fragile, flickering lives of my people.

      I have spent lifetimes perfecting this balance, refining control until it feels as effortless as thought, as inevitable as the way Draconius’s wings cast shadows over my skin when he circles above me. The court watches me with reverence, their admiration as predictable as the tides, their trust as unshakable as the ancient oaks that stand sentinel over our halls. And I—oh, I have revelled in it, in the quiet certainty that I am exactly where I am meant to be, doing exactly what I was born to do.

      But the universe, it seems, has a cruel sense of timing.

      The first sign is a flicker—a shadow where there should be none, a darkness that slithers at the edge of my vision like a lover’s hand in the dead of night. I turn, my fingers already twitching with the instinct to weave a spell, and then I see it. The border bloom. Our border bloom. A living tapestry of enchanted petals, usually glowing with the soft luminescence of twilight, now blackened at the edges, as though something has seared the life from them. My stomach twists. The stench follows—acrid, metallic, the scent of something ancient and burning. Dragon ash.

      The word hisses through my mind like a curse. I know the stories, of course—every fae child does. Fire and fury, wings blotting out the sun, villages reduced to embers beneath the wrath of a beast that knows no mercy. But those are just stories. Aren’t they?

      I step closer, my slippers sinking into the damp earth, my fingers trembling as I reach out—not to touch, never to touch, but to feel. The magic here is wrong. Twisted. The wards, those intricate webs of power I have spent centuries reinforcing, are fraying, unravelling like the last threads of my patience when Draconius denies me his king’s form. A breach. A violation. The realisation coils around my throat, tight and suffocating. Someone—or something—has crossed into our lands. And not by invitation.

      The thought sends a shiver through me, one that has nothing to do with the cold seeping from the dying bloom and everything to do with the way my pulse quickens at the idea of a dragon’s fire burning too close to home.

      The court fractures behind me—whispers splintering into cries, the air thick with the copper tang of terror. They surge forward, their silks hissing like serpents, their faces drained of colour beneath the sickly glow of the withered bloom. Their eyes burn into me. Always me. Their queen. Their shield. The one who must make this right.

      "Your Majesty, what does this portend?"

      "Is this war?"

      "The villages—they must be warned!"

      I raise a hand, and the clamour dies as if strangled. My voice cuts through the silence, cold as winter’s first kiss. "We know nothing yet. But it will be answered."

      Answered. As though this is some petty border skirmish, some trifling insult from a lesser court. As though the charred ruins at my feet are not the breath of something far older, far hungrier, than any fae lord’s ambition.

      And then—then—the Chancellor’s voice slithers through the hush, smooth as the venom he would gladly feed me. "It would be… wise, Your Majesty, for you to attend to this matter yourself. A display of authority. Of grace."

      I do not look away. The words hang between us, glistening with barbs. Grace. A pretty lie for what this is: banishment wrapped in courtly smiles. A way to bundle me into the dark while they bolt their doors and pray to whatever gods still listen. I could spit in his face. I could order the guards to drag him from the hall by his silvered tongue.

      But the crown is a shackle as much as a diadem, and the weight of it reminds me—always—of the vows I made in blood and starlight.

      So I incline my head. Once. A blade’s edge of assent.

      And just like that, I am no longer Sylphine of the Eternal Court, sovereign of the fae. I am a queen unmade, a pawn in silk, walking toward the one thing that has ever made my pulse stutter—not in fear, but in something far more dangerous.

      Draconius is out there.

      And he is waiting.
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      The march into the mountains is no march at all—it is a surrender.

      The air thins with every step, the mist winding around my legs like a lover’s fingers, slow and deliberate, pulling me toward something I have spent centuries trying to outrun. My guards—faithful, armed, trembling—press close, their blades half-drawn, their breaths shallow. They do not speak. Neither do I. What words could possibly matter now? That we are walking into the one truth I have buried beneath thrones and decrees? That the dragon is not just a beast from children’s nightmares, but the other half of a vow I made in blood and starlight, the one thing I was never meant to want?

      I had braced for a monster. For fire and fury, for the reek of charred earth and the scream of a creature that knew only ruin. I had prepared to meet death with a queen’s defiance.

      But the mountains do not roar.

      They watch.

      The silence is a living thing, pressing against my skin, thick as the weight of a crown I no longer want to wear. And then—I see him.

      He is not lurking in some dark crevice, a mindless brute gnawing on bones. He is not draped over gold like a greedy thing. No. He is waiting. Perched upon the shattered spine of a blackened ridge, his form sheathed in what might once have been armour—if armour could be woven from scales that drink the light, if it could cling to a body that is both terror and grace. His wings are folded, the thin membranes catching the dim glow, threaded with veins of gold that pulse like embers, like the slow, deliberate beat of a heart that has forgotten how to stop wanting.

      But it is his eyes that unravel me.

      There is nothing bestial in them. Nothing wild. They are the colour of a storm breaking over the sea—grey and endless, crackling with a mind that could unspool mine with a single thought. And beneath that, something worse. Something that makes my ribs ache as if crushed beneath an unseen weight. Loneliness. Not the petty solitude of a queen, but the vast, howling emptiness of a thing that has outlived gods.

      He watches me. Not as prey. Not as an intruder. But as though I am the answer to a question he stopped asking long ago.

      And then—he speaks.

      His voice is not the thunder I expected. It is older than that. Older than the mountains, older than the stars that bore witness to my coronation. It vibrates through me, not in my ears, but in the marrow of my bones, in the magic that stirs beneath my skin, restless and hungry. "You are not what I expected."

      Neither are you, I should say. But the words dissolve before they form.

      Because in that moment, as his gaze holds mine, something shifts. A thread—unseen, unbreakable—snaps into place between us. Not the tension of enemies. Not the careful dance of allies. Something far more treacherous.

      It is the feeling of a lock clicking open.

      And I—gods help me—I do not pull away.

      My guards stiffen, their fingers twitching toward their blades. I barely register them. All I see is him. All I feel is the electric hum of this thing between us, this pull that defies every oath, every warning, every scrap of sense I have left.

      He tilts his head. A question. A dare.

      And I step forward.

      The mist curls around us, the world shrinking to this: the space between one breath and the next, the edge of a choice that will ruin me. I should be afraid. I should. But the fear is swallowed by something else—something fiercer, something that burns like the first spark of a wildfire.

      Draconius’s wings shudder, once, as though he, too, feels the weight of this. As though he, too, stands on the brink of something that will leave neither of us unchanged.

      And then he lifts a clawed hand—not toward my throat, not toward my heart, but toward my face.

      I do not flinch.

      I do not run.

      I stand there, my pulse a frantic thing, my magic rising not in defence, but in response.

      Because for the first time in my endless, carefully ruled existence, I am not the one holding the reins.
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            The Lair Agreement

          

        

      

    

    
      The moment I turn toward the cavern’s gaping throat, my wings already trembling with the need to escape the crushing weight of his realm, something far worse than fear seizes me. It is not his power—not the brute force of it—that holds me captive, but the way it calls to me, a slow, molten pull through my veins, half terror, half something far more dangerous. The air here is thick with him, with the scent of scorched earth and old magic, the kind that lingers in the bones of the world. The cavern walls pulse faintly, as if breathing in time with the deep, measured rhythm of a heart too vast to be mortal. And his gaze—those golden, slit-pupiled eyes—pins me like a blade to silk, not with threat, but with the quiet certainty of a bond already forged.

      I should flee. Every lesson the Silverglade elders ever pressed into my skin demands it. I should dissolve into the mists, return to the court where the air is sweet with blossoms and the greatest peril is a sprite’s petty spite. But here, in this den of smoke and ember, where the stones hum with forgotten power, I cannot move. Not from fear—though it is there, a bright, sharp thread—but from something far more treacherous. The way his scales drink the torchlight, shifting from black to violet, like oil on a blade. The way his breath curls around me, warm and thick with the scent of cedar ash and something older, something that has watched kingdoms burn and gods turn to dust.

      When he speaks, his voice is a low, resonant thrum, vibrating through the soles of my feet, up my spine, until it settles in the hollow beneath my ribs like a promise. "Little moth," he murmurs, the words smooth as poisoned honey, "you dance too near the fire." The name should enrage me. I am no fragile thing, no creature blind to its own ruin. I am Sylphine, Queen of the Silverglade, mistress of illusions so fine they can unravel reality itself. And yet—when he says it, there is no mockery. Only the dark, knowing curve of his voice, as if he has glimpsed the parts of me I have spent centuries burying, even from myself.

      And worse—far worse—is the way my body answers. The way my pulse stutters, not in alarm, but in recognition. As if the corruption in him has found its mirror in me.

      The pact he presses upon me is no mere exchange—it is a blade wrapped in silk, a vow that will carve its way into my bones. He will spare my Silverglade—my gilded prison, my kingdom of whispered secrets and brittle smiles—if I can do what no magic, no blade, no plea has ever done: cleanse him. Not of the poison in his blood. No, that would be mercy. This is deeper. A corruption that has fused with his soul, black roots tangled through the heart of him, pulsing like a second heartbeat when I press my hand to his chest. My fingers burn through the leather of my gloves, his scales slick and unyielding, but beneath them, his body trembles. A shudder that ripples through his vast frame, as if the very thought of my touch is agony. "Do you feel it, Sylphine?" His voice is a blade dragged over stone, raw with something that might be suffering—or hunger. "The thing that feasts on me from within?"

      I should walk away. I should let the mists claim me, let the court I’ve spent centuries ruling crumble to ash before I bargain with this. With him. But then I see them—the silver boughs of the Queen’s Gardens, where my people twirl upon petals like living jewels, their laughter light as dew. The libraries, where the old texts sigh their forgotten truths to those who dare listen. The younglings, still soft with wonder, who braid blossoms into crowns and do not yet know the weight of a dragon’s shadow. And he—Draconius—could unmake it all. One breath. One clawed swipe. One whim.

      It should terrify me.

      Instead, it aches.

      "I will try," I say, and the words are a brand upon my tongue.

      His laughter is a sin, rich and smouldering, curling around me like the first tendrils of smoke before a wildfire. "Try?" His muzzle grazes my temple, his breath a searing promise against my skin. "No, my queen." The title is a taunt, a claim, a thing he has no right to—but when he says it, my traitorous body leans in. "You will not try. You will succeed."

      The order thrums through me, a dark current, and I should bristle. I should remind him that I am no one’s subject, that I have bent kings and gods to my will with nothing but a glance. But the heat of him is a drug, the weight of his gaze a chain, and for the first time in three hundred years, I am not sure if I am the hunter—or the prey.

      But this is no frivolous encounter.

      The instant our hands connect—his clawed, powerful, capable of tearing worlds apart; mine delicate, pale, accustomed to crafting melodies and orchestrating alliances—the air trembles. My magic, usually a soft murmur beneath my skin, ignites, a silvery blaze that collides with the dark, simmering embers of his might. The cavern flickers, the torchlight waning as if bowing to the tempest brewing between us. His pupils dilate, the gold of his irises consumed by shadow, and I feel the resonance within me, my breath quickening, my pulse a frantic thing caught in my throat. "What are you?" he growls, the words a fierce demand, yet there's awe nestled within. "What sorcery is this?"

      I have no answer. Three centuries have been consumed by my studies in the depths of fae magic—glamours, wards, the intricate dance of illusion. But this—this bond transcends. It is raw. Primal. A surge of energy that leaps between us, entwining us in a manner that feels both divine and forbidden. My fingers curl against his chest, not out of trepidation, but in recognition. Some part of me has been yearning for this—yearning for him—since the cosmos first began to breathe.

      Night descends in earnest, the last vestige of sunlight slipping away from the cavern's entrance, engulfing us in shadow. Yet, it is not true darkness. His scales flicker with an ephemeral glow, like embers beneath ash, and my skin—my very skin—responds, emanating a gentle luminescence that seeps from my pores. He observes it, his gaze predatory, his claws flexing against the stone floor—an echo of blades drawn from their sheaths. "You are afraid," he notes, and it is not a query.

      "Yes," I confess, for what use are lies in this sacred space where truth hangs heavy in the air? "But not of you."

      His laughter rumbles low and rough, and then his hand—hand, not claw, for he has molded himself anew, the massive form retreating, bones realigning with an echo like cracking ice—cups my chin, lifting my face to his. He remains immense, a dragon at heart, yet he stands before me as a man, tall and sturdy, his skin etched with swirling patterns that faintly pulse with the essence of his true form. His eyes glimmer with hunger, still gold and fierce. "Then what, little moth?"

      "Of this," I breathe, and the words are barely a sound at all—yet he hears. He always hears. The way my body betrays me, leaning into his like a flower starved for sun. The way my magic hums in my veins, a song written only for him. The way the thought of walking away feels like rending my own soul in two.

      He does not kiss me. Not yet. His thumb traces the curve of my jaw, slow and deliberate, a brand rather than a caress. "You should fear it," he murmurs, his voice the rumble of distant thunder, the crackle of flames licking at dry kindling. "I am not tenderness. I am the burn that consumes, the teeth that rend, the void that swallows light whole. And you, little queen, will be my undoing."

      I should remember my crown. My court. The brittle, bloodied peace I was sent to uphold. But his scent is in my lungs—smoke and storm and something darker, something his—and his heat seeps through my skin like poison, like promise. When his mouth finally takes mine, it is not a kiss. It is a siege. His hands fist in my hair, his teeth graze my lip, and I meet him with a hunger that should shame me. My fingers claw at the swirling sigils etched into his chest, my magic flaring wild, wrapping us in a halo of light so bright it should blind us both. He growls against my lips, a sound that vibrates through my bones, and I answer with a whimper—half defiance, half desperation.

      The cavern dissolves. The world beyond ceases to exist. There is only this—the crush of his body against mine, the way his hands map my ribs, my hips, my wings, as though committing me to memory. "Sylphine," he rasps, and my name in his voice is a blade’s edge, a lover’s plea. His lips trail fire down my throat. "Mine."

      I should remind him that I am a queen, not a prize. That I bow to no one. But the words dissolve into nothing when his teeth scrape the sensitive skin beneath my ear, when his magic twines with mine like vines claiming stone. Instead, my nails rake down his back, drawing a hiss from him, and when he pulls away just enough to meet my gaze, his eyes are molten gold, his breath ragged. "Say it," he demands, voice rough as gravel, as the promise of ruin.

      And I do.

      "Yours."

      The word hangs between us, thick with the weight of a future I cannot see but can feel—coiled tight in the space where our bodies press together, in the way his pulse thrums against my palm. His smile is all teeth, all triumph, before his mouth crashes back to mine, deeper this time, his hands sliding beneath my thighs to lift me as though I weigh no more than a whisper. I lock my legs around his waist, my wings trembling against the ridged muscles of his back, and when he pins me to the cavern wall, the cold stone at my spine is a cruel contrast to the inferno of him against my front.

      Outside, the hunt continues. The Queen’s spies slither through the dark, their daggers sharp with betrayal. The poison in Draconius’ veins twists deeper, a slow, creeping rot no magic can fully purge. But here, in this stolen moment, none of it matters. There is only the slide of his skin against mine, the way his power tangles with my light, the way his voice in my ear makes my breath hitch. "Mine," he repeats, and this time, it is not a command. It is an oath. A vow carved into the marrow of my bones.

      And I—foolish, reckless queen that I am—believe him.

      But dawn is coming.

      I feel it in the way the air cools, in the faintest grey creeping at the edges of the cavern’s maw. The world will not wait. It will not care that something fragile and fated has begun to bloom in the heart of this forgotten place. It will come for him, as it always does. And when it does, I do not know if I will be strong enough to stand between him and the storm.

      His fingers tighten in my hair, his forehead pressing to mine. "They will come," he says, and for the first time, I hear the thread of something raw beneath the steel in his voice. "And when they do, you will not follow."

      I want to argue. I want to swear I will stand at his side, that I will burn the world before I let them take him. But the weight of his gaze holds me fast, his golden irises burning even in the dim. "Swear it," he growls, the words a blade at my throat.

      And because I am a coward, because the thought of losing him now—when I have barely had him—is a wound too deep to bear, I lie.

      "I swear."

      The words taste of ash and betrayal.

      He kisses me one last time, slow and thorough, as though he can sear the memory of me into his very soul. Then he pulls away, his expression shuttering, the dragon retreating behind a mask of ice and command. "Go," he says, voice hollow. "Before the light finds you."

      I do not look back as I flee, my wings carrying me into the waiting arms of the forest. But I feel his gaze like a brand between my shoulder blades, hot and unrelenting. And I know—with a certainty that terrifies me—that I have not left him behind.

      I have only just begun to fall.
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            Blood of Wonders

          

        

      

    

    
      The truth struck me like a blade between the ribs—not clean, not quick, but twisting, carving through the delicate illusions I had spent centuries upholding. Draconius’ fire, that glorious, devastating inferno curling between his fangs in waves of blood and molten gold, was never his to claim by right. It was stolen. Torn from the throats of his ancestors by the very court I had knelt before, the same hands that had shaped my devotion now slick with the old sins of thieves. They had flayed his lineage of its birthright, then spun their lies into gospel, painting him as nothing but a ravening beast, a thing to be hunted, broken, erased.

      My body rebelled. A sour, burning tide rose in my throat, my fingers clawing at the air as if I could rip the truth from the sky and hurl it back into the abyss. How had I never seen it? How had I stood in those gilded halls, my wings trembling with pious fury as the elders hissed their warnings—dragons are destruction, dragons are hunger, dragons are the end of all fair things—and never once questioned the rot beneath their honeyed words? They had fed me pretty falsehoods, each one a poisoned sweetmeat, and I had swallowed them whole, had let them settle in my bones like lead.

      But worse than the revulsion was the hunger.

      It unfurled low in my belly, a serpent’s coil of something dark and wanting. The court had built my world from fear, had bound me in silk and obligation, but now the threads were snapping, one by one, under the weight of his truth. He was no mindless horror. He was history given flesh, a living rebuke to every lie I had ever believed. His breath was heat against my palm, his scales rough as old bark beneath my fingers, but the magic thrumming through him was softer than any courtly blessing—a pulse of silver fire, searing into my skin like a vow.

      And then he marked me.

      Not with ink or oath, but with something older, something that burned through the marrow of my bones. The brand was possession. It was protection. It was the first honest thing I had ever been given. My tutors had spoken of surrender as weakness, had warned me of the peril in bending to another’s will. But this—this was not submission. This was choice. This was the sharp, sweet ache of recognition, the moment when two broken things find the edges where they fit.

      The air between us was thick with smoke and the scent of scorched earth, the remnants of his fury still clinging to the night like a ghost. Moonlight spilled over his scales, turning them to liquid silver, and I realized, with a jolt that stole my breath, that I had never been so alive. The court’s warnings echoed in the back of my mind—He will consume you, Sylphine. He will leave you hollow.—but their voices were thin now, the whimpering of cowards who feared what they could not chain.

      I traced the curve of his jaw, my pulse a wild, reckless thing. His eyes held galaxies—whole lifetimes of loss, of fire, of a history so vast it made my own existence feel like a candle guttering in a storm. And yet, when his breath ghosted over my skin, warm as a lover’s sigh, I did not flinch. I leaned in.

      Somewhere in the distance, the ancient oaks bore witness. The magic between us was a living thing, a current pulling me under, and I let it take me. I was no longer the queen they had shaped, the dutiful blade of a court built on lies. I was something new. Something dangerous. His fire had woken my own, a flicker of defiance in the dark, and it whispered of things I had never dared to name—redemption, perhaps. Or ruin. The line between them had always been so thin.

      In that silence, where the world narrowed to the heat of him and the thunder of my heart, I understood: my allegiance had already shifted. Not to the throne I had served, but to the creature before me, to the raw, unbroken truth of him. My path was no longer the court’s. It was wild now. Untamed. A destiny that would unravel more than just my life—it would tear through the tapestry of our shared history, thread by bloody thread.

      And for the first time, the thought did not terrify me.

      It thrilled me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            Prophecy in the Smoke

          

        

      

    

    
      The prophecy did not arrive like thunder—it slithered, a serpent’s tongue tasting the air after centuries of silence, its words coiling through the fairy court’s veins before the first whisper even reached my ears. I felt it before I heard it, a vibration in the marble beneath my bare feet, the pulse of the palace itself quickening as though the stones remembered something I did not. The courtiers froze mid-dance, their jewelled goblets suspended in the air, laughter dying in their throats like choked birdsong. The revelation did not speak—it breathed, a sigh of dread that curled around my ribs and squeezed.

      When the fire of the wyrm and the essence of the Fae entwine as one, the Veil shall either seal or sunder, and the fate of both realms shall hang upon the breath of a single choice.

      The words were a blade dragged across my skin, slow and deliberate. Some clutched their chests as if already bleeding; others turned their faces to the vaulted ceilings, where the ancestors’ carved eyes stared back, cold and unyielding. The Veil—a wound that had festered since the Great Sundering—was not merely threatened. It was the fulcrum upon which everything balanced. And the solution? Madness. To bind fairy magic to dragonfire? The very thought was a sacrilege, a memory of scorched earth and abandoned ruins. Yet prophecies do not lie. They are the bones of time itself, and if they had begun to stir after so long, it could only mean one thing:

      Draconius was near.

      Or perhaps—oh, gods—he was already here.
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      The court was a viper’s nest, all silk and venom, where every smile was a fang bared in the dark. And there, moving through the throng like a shadow given grace, was the one who had mastered the art of the unseen strike. They were not the brightest jewel in the room, nor the loudest voice—but when they spoke, the court leaned in, drawn by something older than charm. Their laughter was honeyed, effortless, but their eyes? Too sharp. Too hungry. They watched me the way a wolf watches a doe drinking from a poisoned stream.

      The traitor.

      Years they had spent weaving their deception, layering it so thickly that even my seers had not seen the rot beneath. But I saw it now—the way their fingers twitched around their goblet, the way their gaze flicked to the throne, to me, as though measuring the distance between my heart and their blade. The prophecy was not a warning to them. It was an invitation. If the Veil could be torn asunder, why not be the hand that did the rending? Why not feast upon the mortal world’s riches while our own realm starved? A few thousand lives? Collateral. Necessary.

      Their plan was already in motion. Rumours had been planted, doubts sown like thorns in my path. They thought me naïve. Idealistic. Predictable. And perhaps I was—because I had sought the dragon. I had believed sealing the Veil was salvation.

      I should have known better than to trust the court’s whispers.

      I should have known the moment their goblet touched their lips, the wine catching the light like shattered promises, that they were already savouring my ruin.
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      The betrayal did not come as a single blade. It came as a storm.

      A scream first—a courtier, one of my most trusted, collapsing to the marble, black veins blooming beneath their skin like ink in water. The air turned to tar, thick with the stench of dark magic, and then another fell. And another. My hands were already alight with defensive spells, but the traitor’s trap had been sprung long before I realised I was standing in it.

      “You fool,” their voice hissed from the shadows, smooth as a dagger’s slide from its sheath. The glamour melted from them like wax, revealing skin like polished obsidian, eyes burning with stolen power. “Did you truly believe I would let you stand in my way?”

      The court exploded. Spells clashed, a cacophony of light and scream. Fairies scrambled for the doors, only to find them sealed, the walls themselves shifting to bar escape. My magic flared, gold and defiant, but I was outnumbered. Outmanoeuvred. The traitor had spent years ensuring it.

      And then⁠—

      The palace shuddered.

      Draconius did not enter. He unmade the ceiling, fire and fury and molten copper scales coiling through the throne room, his wings casting the court into shadow. The courtiers screamed, throwing themselves to the ground, but he paid them no mind. His gaze found me, and the world narrowed to the space between us—my breath ragged, my magic bleeding from my fingertips, his presence a storm I had no hope of outrunning.

      The traitor snarled, hurling a bolt of black energy at Draconius’ flank. It struck, his scales hissing, but he did not falter. Instead, he unfurled his wings, shielding me as the ceiling groaned above us, ready to collapse.

      “You,” the traitor spat. “This changes nothing. The Veil will fall.”

      Draconius’ voice was the growl of distant thunder, vibrating through my bones. “Then we will make sure it buries you beneath it.”
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      We fled.

      There was no strategy, no plan—only the desperate, pounding rhythm of survival. Draconius tore through the palace walls like they were parchment, and I clung to his spine as we launched into the night. Below us, the court burned, the traitor’s laughter chasing us like a curse.

      We did not stop until the world beneath us was nothing but a blur of forest and starlight, until the only sounds were the rush of wind and the ragged gasp of my breathing. Draconius landed in a hidden glade, his body trembling—not with exhaustion, but with something far more dangerous. Hunger.

      I slid from his back, my legs unsteady, my hands still glowing faintly with spent magic. I turned to face him, and for the first time, I truly saw him. Not as a weapon. Not as a beast. But as the one who had chosen me, as I had chosen him. His eyes, vast and golden, burned with an intelligence that needed no words. I reached out, my fingers brushing the heated scales of his muzzle, and he exhaled sharply, smoke curling around my wrist like a lover’s claim.

      “They will come for us,” I whispered, my voice raw. “They will hunt us until we are broken or dead.”

      His voice was a growl, a vibration against my palm. “Let them.”

      And then⁠—

      There were no more words.

      The air between us crackled as he shifted, his form rippling, shrinking, until he stood before me not as a dragon, but as a man—tall, broad-shouldered, his skin marked with the same coppery hues as his scales, his eyes still burning with that same fire. He reached for me, and I did not hesitate. Our mouths crashed together, a collision of teeth and desperation, hands gripping as though we could merge our very souls through touch alone.

      Clothing was torn away, discarded like useless armour. I arched against him as his hands mapped the curves of my body, his touch searing where it lingered, as if his fire ran just beneath his skin. A gasp tore from my throat as he lifted me, my back pressing against the rough bark of an ancient oak, his name a prayer on my lips. He answered with a growl, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin of my throat before his mouth claimed mine again, swallowing my moans as his hips pinned me against the tree.

      This was not tenderness. This was survival. This was defiance. Every thrust was a vow, every cry a promise. The world beyond this glade did not exist—only the slick heat of our bodies, the way our magic twisted together, gold and crimson, weaving a bond that burned brighter than any spell. His hands gripped my thighs, his claws pricking my skin just enough to draw blood, and I welcomed it, welcomed the sting, the proof that this was real, that he was real.

      When the climax crashed over us, it was not merely pleasure—it was a revelation. The glade erupted in a burst of light, the trees bending away as if caught in a gale, our combined magic surging outward in a pulse that shook the earth. I screamed his name, my nails raking down his back, and he roared in answer, the sound tearing through the night like a blade.

      And in that moment, we were no longer two beings. We were one—a force untouchable, unbreakable. A living, breathing defiance against the darkness that sought to consume us.

      The traitor would come. The courts would hunt us. The prophecy would demand its due.

      But for now?

      For now, we had this.

      And it was everything.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 5

          

          
            The War Between Mouth and Magic

          

        

      

    

    
      The space between us—once a mere accident of fate, a stumble into each other’s ruin when the world had already forgotten us—now twists, darkens, becomes something else entirely. A blade. A living, breathing storm not forged in the cold duty of crowns, but in the molten core of desperation and need. His fire, that ancient, banked ember of the power he once wielded like a king’s wrath, stirs—not for my magic, not for some whispered incantation, but for the raw, trembling heat of my own wanting, the kind that starts in the marrow and spreads like wildfire.

      I watch, my breath trapped in my throat, as the flames around us change their rhythm. No longer the sluggish, dying gasps of a forgotten hearth, they rear and snap with sudden hunger, twisting in patterns that mirror the chaos beneath my ribs. The air thickens, grows heavy with the scent of smoke and something sweeter, something that belongs only to us. The stones of his lair, once cold and indifferent, now hum beneath my palms, their pulse syncing with the frantic beat of my heart. Even the shadows, those stubborn remnants of his endless torment, shrink back into the cracks they’ve clung to for centuries, as if this new fire between us is a light they cannot bear. For now.

      And then—oh, gods—then I know.

      This is no noble sacrifice. No pitying hand extended to a fallen beast. The magic that binds us is not so easily appeased. It does not want half-truths or hesitant fingers. It demands. It demands the raw, unfiltered truth of hunger, the kind that claws its way up from the soul, unashamed and ravenous. It demands that I stop hiding behind the tattered veil of martyrdom, that I stop lying to myself—that this is anything less than what it is: a need so fierce it terrifies me.

      Because it is easier to face his fangs, his claws, the monstrous bulk of his dragon’s form, than to face the truth of my own desire. Easier to stand before a beast than to stand bare—soul and sinew—before the male beneath the scales. The thought of letting him see the rawness of my longing, the depth of my craving, makes my fingers tremble. But the flames do not lie. The magic does not lie. And neither, I realise with a sharp, aching clarity, does he.
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      What follows is not tender.

      There is no cautious mapping of unfamiliar skin, no hesitant exploration of two strangers learning the shape of desire. No, this is something far older, far wilder—a collision that borders on violence in its intensity, yet is built, impossibly, on a foundation of trust neither of us saw coming. Each time his claws graze my skin, I brace for pain. Instead, there is only heat, a searing brand that marks me as his, that steals the breath from my lungs in a shuddering gasp. He traces me with a reverence that belies his ferocity—the sensitive hollow of my throat, the dip of my waist, the trembling inside of my thigh—first with the pad of his thumb, then with the wet heat of his tongue, then with the delicate, dangerous press of his fangs. Each touch is a question. A challenge. A vow. And I answer in kind.

      I show him I am not made of glass. That I will not break beneath the weight of his need, nor crumble under the force of my own. When his mouth finds the pulse at my wrist, when his breath scorches the skin there, I do not flinch. I arch into him, my own fire rising to meet his, a storm of embers and longing. He growls against me, the vibration of it sinking straight into the core of me, and I realise—he is afraid too. Not of me. Not of this. But of the sheer, overwhelming rightness of it. Of what it means that I can match him, flame for flame, temper for temper. That I do not merely endure his passion, but return it, tenfold.

      The air between us is alive, thick with the scent of smoke and something sweeter, something that is only us. His hands—no, his claws—dig into the flesh of my hips, not hard enough to draw blood, but enough to leave marks, enough to make me gasp. And when I do, he stills, his golden eyes locking onto mine, searching. Always searching. For what? Permission, perhaps. Or maybe just the confirmation that I am still here, still choosing this, choosing him.

      I give it to him without words. I drag his mouth back to mine and kiss him with a ferocity that leaves us both breathless. His lips are scorching, almost unbearable, but I do not care. I want the burn. I want the proof that this is real, that he is real, that I am not dreaming.
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      Where our skin meets, where his transformed flesh—smooth and scaled in some places, rough and human in others—presses against mine, something impossible happens.

      The cursed borders that have festered for centuries, the blackened, jagged lines of magic that have kept him trapped in this half-life, begin to shift. Not all at once. Not dramatically. But at the edges, where the darkness has always been deepest, a faint, golden light seeps through, like dawn breaking over a horizon that has known only night. Hope. Actual, tangible hope, fragile as a sparrow’s first breath, but no less real for its delicacy.

      I feel it in the way his breath catches against my neck. In the way his claws flex, not in warning, but in wonder. In the way the very air around us seems to hum, a low, resonant note that vibrates through my bones. We are mending something. Not just him. Not just the curse. But the broken, jagged pieces of ourselves that we have carried for so long, the parts we thought were beyond saving.

      Every kiss is a stitch in the tearing fabric of his solitude. Every touch is a balm to the wounds neither of us knew we carried. And when he finally—finally—presses me back against the warm stone of his lair, when his body covers mine and the weight of him is not a cage but a sanctuary, I understand the truth of it: we are surrendering. Not to each other. But to something greater than both of us. A force that has been waiting, patient and eternal, for this exact moment.
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      The shadows do not vanish entirely. They never do. But they retreat, pulling back like a tide unwilling to leave the shore. And in their wake, something new takes root.

      His heart—that stubborn, battered thing—begins to thaw. I feel it in the way his breaths come deeper, steadier, in the way his touch softens, not with weakness, but with something like awe. We are standing on the edge of a precipice, the two of us, balanced on the blade’s edge between ruin and redemption. One wrong move, one misstep, and we could plummet into the abyss below. But for the first time, I do not care.

      Because this—this fire, this madness, this terrifying, exhilarating freefall—is worth the risk.

      What began as a spark, a flicker in the dark, has become an inferno. It licks at my skin, my soul, my every thought, until I can no longer tell where I end and he begins. The tapestry we weave in those moments is not one of delicate threads, but of wild, untamed forces—fear and courage, despair and hope, the past and the future, all tangled together in a knot so tight it can never be undone. And I do not want it to be.

      I no longer fear the damage that might come from this entanglement. How could I, when every second spent in his arms feels like coming home? When his desire twines with mine, not as a chain, but as a lifeline, pulling me deeper into the storm even as it anchors me to the earth? If this is madness, then let me drown in it. Let me burn.

      Because in the sacred, trembling space between our hearts, where the barriers grow thinner with every shared breath, every whispered confession, every gasp and groan and sigh—something unbreakable is forming. A bridge. A bond. A promise.

      And when the darkness comes again, as it surely will, we will face it together. Not as two broken souls, but as one unyielding flame, bright enough to defy even the longest night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 6

          

          
            Chains of Courtesy

          

        

      

    

    
      The court’s vipers slithered into the ruins, their boots grinding sacred moss into the earth, their blades thirsty for more than blood. The last light of dusk painted the stones in gore, and the seals embedded in the rock pulsed like a dying heartbeat—defiant, desperate. The air here was thick with the scent of old magic, the kind that clung to the throat like a lover’s threat. They had no right to be here. No right to breathe the same air as her.

      Their voices dripped with poisoned honey. "Your place is at court, Your Majesty." A man’s fingers steepled in false piety, his gaze raking over the dirt smudged on my skin, the wildness of my hair. "The priest worries. The nobles... miss you." His smile was a knife’s edge, sheathed in silk. Another stepped forward, her perfume cloying, her words sharper. "You’ve had your little rebellion. Now come home." As if I were a lost trinket, misplaced and waiting to be reclaimed.

      They saw a crown, not a queen. A jewel to be polished, not a storm to be weathered. Their words were chains, and the thought of them tightening around my wrists made my teeth ache with the need to bite.

      I did not kneel.

      The wind carried the ruins’ whispers, urging me to stand firm. My fingers curled, nails digging crescents into my palms. Let them see the fire in my eyes. Let them remember what happens when you corner a thing with claws.
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      Draconius was a storm given form, his fury a living thing, coiled and waiting. His muscles tensed beneath his scales, every breath a controlled exhale of smoke. How dare they. The words seethed through his mind, a litany of wrath. How dare they look at her like something to be broken, like a thing to be leashed. I was no doll. I was the spark before the inferno, and they wanted to snuff me out.

      His instincts roared—mine—a possessive thunder in his chest. He could reduce them to ash with a thought. But he held. Because this was my battle. My defiance. And if I called, he would answer. He would burn their precious court to the ground before he let them drag me back.

      His claws flexed against the stone, his breath coming in sharp, smouldering bursts. But he waited. Watching. Always watching.
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      The air between us hummed, thick with the weight of unspoken things. The courtiers’ hollow smiles, my refusal to yield, the dragon’s presence like a shadow at my back—it all wove together, a tapestry of rebellion. We were hunted. And in that, we were bound.

      I felt him before I turned. The heat of his body, the steady rhythm of his breath, the way his presence wrapped around me like armour. It was intoxicating. Dangerous. Mine.

      When I finally broke free of their suffocating circle, it was not flight—it was surrender. To him. To the inevitable. The ruins sighed as I pressed against him, my body trembling not from fear, but from the sheer, overwhelming rightness of it. His arms closed around me, vast and unyielding, and for the first time since they arrived, I breathed.
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      The reunion was a desperate thing.

      My fingers twisted in the scales at his chest, my forehead pressed to the heated plane of his collarbone. I felt the rumble of his growl vibrate through me—a warning, a worship. His claws traced my spine, careful, reverent, as if I were something fragile. But I was not fragile. I was alive. More alive than I had ever been in their gilded cage.

      And oh, how he saw me.

      His breath was fire against my temple, his voice rough as crushed stone. "You are magnificent." A vow. A brand. I tilted my head back, meeting his gaze—gold and endless—and saw myself reflected there: wild, untamed, free.

      The world beyond dissolved. The courtiers, the ruins, the court’s looming threats—none of it mattered. There was only the press of his body against mine, the heat of him seeping into my skin, the way his touch ignited something deep within me, a spark that threatened to consume us both.

      I arched into him, my lips finding the softness beneath his scales, the rough texture giving way to the surprising silk of his skin. He tasted of smoke and storm, of the untamed places I had only ever dreamed of. His breath hitched, and I smiled against him. "And you," I murmured, "are mine."
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      It was not an end. Not yet.

      The court would come. They would try to drag me back. But as Draconius’ wings unfurled, casting us in shadow, I did not flinch. I stepped closer.

      Let them try.

      I was no longer a pawn. I was a queen. And queens do not beg—they burn.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 7

          

          
            Ember Rite

          

        

      

    

    
      The storm wasn’t just wind and rain—it was alive, a writhing, ancient thing with claws of lightning and a hunger for ruin, tearing at the bones of the forgotten ruins like a beast denied its prey. The doorway before us erupted in a blaze of white fire, jagged and searing, casting fractured shadows against the bruised sky as though the heavens themselves had split open to watch us defy them. That light—holy, brutal—pulsed in time with my heart, each beat a hammerstroke against the prophecy that had hunted us since the moment our fates became entwined.

      The air thrummed with raw power, thick and electric, like the taste of lightning on my tongue. It raised the fine hairs along my arms, sent shivers racing down my spine, not from fear, but from the sheer, intoxicating weight of what we were about to do. My wings, silver and strong enough to ride the fiercest gales, trembled—not in terror, but in anticipation, as if they already knew what was coming.

      Above us, the prophecy loomed, a storm cloud heavy with the weight of inevitability, pressing down like the crushing depth of the sea. It wanted sacrifice. It demanded it. The choice was laid bare: my light, bright and endless as the first dawn, torn from me to feed its hunger—or his fire, that wild, untamed blaze that had burned in his chest since the gods first carved his name into the world, snuffed out forever.

      I could feel it—the prophecy’s fingers curling around us, whispering of surrender, of the ease of giving in. But I had never been one to kneel.

      Neither had he.

      Across the churning vortex of raw magic, Draconius stood like a monument to defiance, his massive form silhouetted against the blinding light. His scales, black as the void, caught the fire’s glow and scattered it like shattered stars across the ruins. But it wasn’t his monstrous shape that held me captive—it was his eyes. Those golden, burning eyes, deep as molten sunsets, locked onto mine with a ferocity that stole my breath.

      In that moment, I didn’t see the dragon, the beast whose name had once made empires tremble. I saw him—the fairy king trapped within that form, his spirit still wild with the fire of the Summer Court. His gaze was a storm of its own, desperate and unyielding, a silent vow that mirrored the rebellion raging in my own chest. I saw centuries in those depths—the sorrow of lost years, the fury of a prince stolen from his throne, his body twisted into something monstrous. And yet, beneath it all, the unbroken will of a warrior who refused to break.

      I knew that look. I had worn it myself.

      And in that shared defiance, something between us shifted.

      The prophecy wanted blood. It wanted surrender. It wanted one of us shattered upon the altar of fate.

      But we had never followed the rules.

      Instead of yielding, instead of letting destiny carve our end, we turned our backs on the path laid before us and chose to burn a new one—one forged in fire and will, in a love so fierce it could bend the world to its knees. It was rebellion. It was a spark in the dark. It was the moment fate realized it had made a mistake.

      It had underestimated us.

      The ritual wasn’t spoken—it was felt, a language older than the stars, written in touch and heat and the twining of our magics. Fire and light, storm and sky, two halves of the same defiance. His hands found my face first, large and warm, calloused from centuries of war yet impossibly gentle as they cradled me. The contrast sent a shudder through me—his strength, his size, the way his claws could have torn me apart, and yet here he was, holding me like I was made of starlight, something precious and fragile. His thumbs brushed my cheekbones, and the touch sent a wave of heat through me that had nothing to do with the storm.

      Then his mouth was on mine.

      The kiss wasn’t soft. It wasn’t gentle. It was a collision—lips and teeth and desperation, a claim staked in the heart of the tempest. Our tongues tangled, each stroke a vow, a promise that we would not be torn apart—not by prophecy, not by fate, not by gods who had long forgotten what it meant to love. He tasted of smoke and spice and something wild, something that made my wings flutter against his chest, the delicate membranes catching on the ridged scales of his body.

      His hands slid from my face, trailing fire down my neck, over my shoulders, before gripping my waist with a possessiveness that bordered on pain. It was a claim. A warning. As if he feared that if he loosened his hold, even for a breath, the storm would steal me from him. The heat between us was a living thing, a furnace hotter than the lightning splitting the sky above, each bolt a jagged reminder of the power we defied. My body pressed against his, skin slick with rain and the sheen of exertion, every curve molded to the unyielding planes of his form. My fingers traced the raised patterns of his dragonhide markings, warm and ridged like brands seared into his flesh—and now, through the magic humming between us, into mine.

      A gasp tore from my throat as his teeth grazed the sensitive skin of my neck, the sharp sting sending a jolt of white-hot desire straight to my core. My wings arched, trembling, as a shudder wracked my body, the pleasure-pain of it making my claws dig into the unyielding muscle of his shoulders. He growled against my pulse, the sound a dark, approving rumble that vibrated through my bones, before his lips pressed open-mouthed kisses along my collarbone, each one a brand, a claim.

      His voice was a rough rasp, the words spoken in the old tongue of the fairy courts, a language of whispers and power, of promises that could not be broken. "Mine," he murmured, the word a thunderclap between us, "as I am yours. No prophecy will take you. No fate will dare." Each syllable was a spark, igniting something deep within me, something that burned hotter than the storm, hotter than the fire in his veins. His breath was hot against my skin, his lips tracing the shell of my ear before his teeth closed gently on the lobe, tugging just enough to make me gasp, my body arching into his.

      The wind howled around us, the storm screaming its fury as we stood there, defiant, our magic twining together in a brilliant, blinding light. The prophecy shuddered. The world itself seemed to hold its breath.

      And in that moment, we knew—fate had just sealed its own undoing.

      It had forgotten what happened when love refused to break.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 8

          

          
            Crown of Ash - Throne of Choice

          

        

      

    

    
      The storm rages through the Veil, its fury a living thing—wild, untamed, its magic lashing like a whip of raw lightning. The air is thick with it, electric and metallic, clinging to my skin, my lungs, the space between my teeth. My fingers dig into the damp earth at the edge of the rift, my pulse a frantic drumbeat against my ribs, threatening to crack them open. The flames surging from the breach are no mere fire; they writhe, sentient and ravenous, golden and crimson tongues licking the sky as if tasting the sacrifice they’ve been promised. The prophecy slithers through my mind, a serpent’s hiss: my wonder or his fire—one must be surrendered to seal the breach forever.

      I swallow the bile rising in my throat. My wonder—the magic thrumming in my veins, the very essence of me—or him, the dragon they’ve honed into a blade, a thing to be traded like coin. The thought of losing either is a dagger twisting slow and deep. But then—his presence, not in words, but in the resonant hum of his being, a vibration that shudders through my bones. A reminder: he is here. He is more than what they made him.

      I turn, and my breath stalls. His eyes—molten amber, burning with the same fire that devours the sky—hold something far more dangerous than flames: hope. Defiant. Untamed. A spark that refuses to die. His massive form is coiled tension, scales rippling over muscle, the storm between us crackling after centuries of restraint. The air thickens, heavy with the unspoken vow: we will not yield. We will not be broken. We will carve our own fate from the ruins of theirs.

      "There is another way," I whisper, my voice trembling but unbroken, my fingers lifting to trace the ridge of his jaw where scale meets flesh. His skin is a contradiction—hard as forged steel, yet yielding beneath my touch like silk over stone. I feel the weight of his centuries there, the battles, the betrayals, the times he was forced to be a monster when all he ever wanted was to be free. "We don’t have to surrender. Not to their will."

      A low growl rumbles in his chest, his breath hitching, and I know he hears me—not just the words, but the truth beneath them. We are done being pawns. Done being sacrifices. Together, we will burn their rules to ash.

      And so we begin.

      Our magic doesn’t clash—it dances. His fire doesn’t consume my wonder; it cradles it, twining around the luminous threads of my power like a lover’s embrace. The incantations we weave aren’t the rigid, ancient verses of the court, but something raw, alive, born from the desperation of our hearts. My fingers trace sigils over his scales, each touch a spell of binding, of devotion. His claws—no, his hands—find my waist, pulling me against the furnace of his body, and when his lips crash into mine, it isn’t just a kiss. It’s a covenant.

      The air shimmers, warping with the force of what we’re creating. The prophecy never accounted for this—for us. It never imagined love could be a magic stronger than fear, that choice could be a blade sharper than sacrifice. The realm trembles, the storm above us churning as if the heavens themselves are watching, breathless.

      Then—transformation.

      It starts as a shudder, a ripple beneath my fingertips. His scales dissolve like sand through an hourglass, revealing the flesh beneath. I gasp as his true form emerges—not the beast they forged, but the man he was always meant to be. First, his face—sharp, beautiful, all angles and fierce grace, his amber eyes now framed by lashes dark as midnight. Then his torso, broad and powerful, unmarred by the past, his skin glowing faintly with the embers of his fire, now tempered into something warmer. Something human.

      But not just human.

      Mine.

      A sob tears from my throat as he pulls me against him, his new hands cradling my face with a tenderness that belies their strength. "Sylphine," he breathes, my name a prayer, a spell wrapping around us like armor. "My queen. My equal."

      The rift behind us screams.

      Its flames writhe, twisting as our magic lashes out—not to destroy, but to remake. The old spell was built on fear, on the idea that one of us
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