
  
    [image: Enveloped]
  


  
    
      ENVELOPED

      ELEMENTAL PASSIONS BOOK TWO

      
        ELEMENTAL PASSIONS

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        SKYE TURNER /SLOANE NICOLE

        C.J.  PINARD

        DANIELLE  JAMIE

        DARLENE TALLMAN

        JULIE  MORGAN

        LIVELL JAMES

      

    

    
      SKYE TURNER BOOKS

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

    

    
      
        Book Three is coming!

      

      
        Join the Reader Group

      

      
        Skye Turner

      

      
        Sloane Nicole

      

      
        C.J. Pinard

      

      
        Danielle Jamie

      

      
        Darlene Tallman

      

      
        Julie Morgan

      

      
        Livell James

      

      
        Playlist

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Enveloped

        Elemental Passions Book Two

        By: Skye Turner, Sloane Nicole, C.J. Pinard, Danielle Jamie,

        Darlene Tallman, Julie Morgan, and Livell James

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        eBook Edition

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Touched Authors ©2025

      All rights reserved.

      This e-book is the sole property of the authors and may not be reproduced or transmitted without the permission of the authors.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the authors’ imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, places, events, or occurrences is purely coincidental unless otherwise noted below.

      The authors acknowledge the real people or places and copyrighted or trademarked status and trademark owners of the following wordmarks mentioned in this work of fiction: Colorado, Guardians of the Galaxy, Groot, Lord of the Rings, Marvel, New Orleans, New Orleans Police Department, The Matrix, and Superman.

      Touched Authors: Skye Turner, Sloane Nicole, C.J. Pinard, Danielle Jamie, Darlene Tallman, Julie Morgan, and Livell James

      Cover Design: Megan J. Parker-Squires/ EmCat Designs

      Beta Readers: Jodi, Kerri, Kristin, and Louise.

      Editing and Formatting by: Through the Booking Glass Literary Services and C.J. Pinard Editing Services

      *Due to graphic sex scenes and strong language, this book is not intended for readers under the age of 18.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        For the hearts that stay rooted even when the earth quakes.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      Muddled sounds interfere with my sleep, though I don’t feel like I’m rested. As the deep succumbs of slumber abandon me, I tense with the throbbing agony I find myself in.

      What happened?

      Everything hurts.

      Hells!

      I groan as vivid memories of the battle flood my mind.

      Kalilith… her Dark Army.

      Laric… my home…

      My head is pounding as fiercely as the agony in my side, no, my entire being.

      Why am I in pain? Fae heal…

      The sounds become louder… clearer. It’s voices. A myriad of them. But I cannot make out who they are or what they’re saying.

      Callum…

      Damnit, she tried to kill him as she saw the mystical cloud dome descend around us. We were anchored to the ground. Held down, protected by the roots and vines of the Earth. They covered us like a shield as they ascended up our bodies.

      It wasn’t me.

      I didn’t do it. I could have if I hadn’t been so embroiled in the battle, but I didn’t.

      So, who did?

      Kalilith swung her blade with such malice at Callum. I knew he couldn’t deflect it with his daggers, so I yelled for him to move, and he listened. We quickly turned as one and I met her blade with my axe with such force… currents ran through my arms and chest. I used Callum’s back for support. I’d have fallen to the ground otherwise.

      Her black blade ricocheted from the impact of the metals meeting. It caught me…

      I felt. the searing pain of a thousand suns as it sliced through my side. From my ribs down.

      What happened after that? We survived?

      I survived?

      I survived.

      How? Where am I?

      A hand gently settles on my shoulder. I attempt to raise my arm, to fight off whomever it is. It’s futile. I don’t have the strength it requires.

      A worried voice sounds directly in my ear. “Cyrus. Cyrus, are you awake? Can you hear me?”

      Her voice sounds like music to my ears and infinite calm immediately settles over me. Her warm breath drifts over my cheek, feeling like a lover’s caress.

      Devyn.

      Somehow, my heavy lids manage to rise, though only a sliver. The strength required to do it almost causes me to black out again. Bright light blinds me. I close my eyes to block it out as my head protests even louder. A groan escapes me, echoing within my head, causing yet more anguish.

      “Cyrus?” she asks again.

      Someone else approaches, I feel their presence beside me before she speaks to them. “I think he’s coming to. He’s moaning. He’s in pain. He needs more White Willow Bark, Turmeric, Devil’s Claw, and Boswellia. Callum, hand me that tonic.” Urgency enters her tone. “The amber bottle right there.” A moment later, something cold presses against my lips. Devyn says, “Cyrus, open your mouth. I need you to part your lips. I’m going to give you something for the pain. Come on. Open up. You need to swallow this tonic. I know you can hear me.”

      I do as she says, though it’s very difficult.. It feels as though there’s a disconnect between my mind and my limbs. Pungent liquid coats my tongue, and I force myself to swallow it. Almost instantaneously, I feel weightless, and the pain recedes.

      I try to stay awake. I want to stay awake, but the darkness calls to me.
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      It’s eerily quiet when I awaken. I still feel fuzzy, though I’m not in any pain. That feeling is short-lived as I move slightly, wincing as my side pulls a bit. My small gasp echoes in the silence of the room.

      What the hells?

      Why didn’t I heal?

      I hear a slight shuffling and turn my head to the right, the direction the sound came from. My eyes slowly lift, though it takes me a moment to adjust to the dimness. Long dark hair and golden eyes stare at me from a small chair. Aeris, my younger sister, smiles slightly. “Hey, Cy. You’re awake. How are you feeling? Are you in any pain?”

      Opening my mouth, I attempt to speak, but no sound comes out. My mouth feels as though it’s coated in spiderwebs. I manage to mutter, “Water… need water.”

      Nodding, she quickly jumps to her feet and reaches for a small bowl made from smooth, hollowed-out driftwood. She pours from it. The water flows into a cup made from the same wood as she leans over me, gently tipping it to my mouth. “Slowly. Not too much. Just wet your throat.” I do as she says and moan as the cold liquid runs over my tongue, washing away the dryness and flowing down my parched throat. “More?” she asks. I shake my head no and she sets the cup down on something beside me before cupping my cheek with her warm palm. “You scared me, Cy.”

      I manage to croak out, “What happened? Did we win?”

      She chuckles, but before she can answer, another voice sounds from behind her. “We did. Thanks to you saving my life, Devyn practically pulling us underground and ‘Grooting’ us, Aeris covering us with a fucking magick cloud, and your dad creating a badass tornado monster that practically sucked the FaeDorcha into outer space.”

      Callum.

      I feel my brows pull tight as I grunt, “Grooting us?”

      Callus exclaims, “Groot… Guardians of the Galaxy. Badass living tree that walks around and protects the universe with his friends. Only one of the best Marvel characters ever! We have got to get y’all some televisions.”

      What is he talking about? What is a Marvel?

      Aeris laughs and the airy sound lifts my heart. “Callum, we can explain movies to him later. And I’m not certain televisions belong in Laric, but we’ll certainly discuss it. Right now, we need to assess his wound and catch him up on what’s happened since the battle last week.”

      Last week?

      She turns to someone in the room. “Can you go grab Devyn and let her know Cyrus is awake? Our parents will want to see him, too.”

      I manage to make out a young Fae standing near the door. She nods and hurries from the room.

      As she leaves, I finally look around, taking in the space I’m in. My eyes widen as I see the tall, smooth rock walls, the beautiful climbing plants upon them, and the wisteria-covered ceiling. I hear water babbling as though a water source is inside the room. My head turns and I gawk at the intricate carvings on the windows and doors. I gasp, “Are we inside the castle?”

      Aeris nods. “We are. The eastern side was mostly undamaged from the battle, except for the smoke. The western side is being repaired and rebuilt..” Her hands wring in front of her. “Everyone is within the castle. Well, all of the survivors. It’s the only thing left standing. All of the homes and structures were badly damaged or destroyed.” She sighs. “Laric is a mess, Cy.”

      We’re in the castle? All of the survivors… how many didn’t make it?

      Laric is a mess… our home is a mess.

      Callum wraps his arm around Aeris’s waist and pulls her tightly into his side. She settles there as he says, “It will be rebuilt.. Everything will be rebuilt.. We’re already working on it. By week’s end, we’ll have some structures complete. Laric might be a mess, but it’s still here… and it’s home.”

      Home?

      Home for Callum? Of course, he is Aeris’s Kindred.

      Who all now resides within Laric?

      Where is Devyn?

      As if I conjured her from thin air, she walks into the room. Her toned legs and arms are on full display as she moves. Her tunic is dark sage, almost an olive color, and it shows off her long dark hair the color of the garden soil after a good rain. Her cinnamon eyes seem to light up as she looks at me. My heart races within my chest at the sight.

      She’s happy to see me.

      Immediately, she crosses to me, stopping only as she reaches the bed. Her calloused palm covers the back of my hand. Warmth shoots up my arm. Her eyes lock on my face and she quips, “You’re awake. It’s about damn time.”

      What? It’s about damn time?

      How long have I been out?

      I stare at her, a little put off at her tone.

      Does she think I was taking a leisurely nap?

      I frown. “How long was I out?”

      She simply looks at me as she casually says, “Six days.”

      Six days! I was unconscious for six days?

      Remembering Kalilith’s black blade connecting with my side, I snap, “Well, my side did meet a Dark Fae’s blade while I was saving Callum’s life.”
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      Cyrus is awake. Thank heavens.

      I’ve been so worried. And he’s right, his side did meet a FaeDorcha’s blade… a poisoned one.

      Luckily, I was able to drain the wound and remove all of the tainted flesh and sinew before the poison penetrated too deeply.

      He’s a fighter. Though unconscious for almost a week, he’s still been valiantly battling the infection. An infection that could easily have been fatal.

      His tone reflects that he’s annoyed with me for insinuating he milked his grave injury. I think no such thing. But he doesn’t need to know that.

      I retort, “It did. Kalilith’s blade was poisoned. Not only was the blade made of Nightshade- infused iron, but it was coated in Black Hellebore tonic.” His eyes widen. “But we got you to the castle and I was able to get all of the infected area scraped, cleaned, and poulticed. You’re going to be just fine. Once you get off your very nice ass and start to recuperate that is. You can’t laze about and expect to regain your strength.”

      Shit! I did not mean to let that part about his nice ass slip out. But he does have a nice ass… a very firm, very nice ass.

      All of him is very nice.

      Aeris and Callum stand beside the bed on the other side, blatantly watching our exchange. From my peripheral vision, I see Callum grin and Aeris try to cover her smile with her hair.

      Cyrus coughs as his cheeks heat, but not with embarrassment. He’s getting angry. The healthy color looks good on him. Especially since he’s been so pale, and I wasn’t certain he would pull through when we first got him into the castle. Every day, I saw him getting a little better, but he wouldn’t wake up. This morning was the first time he roused and showed a hint of life. But he passed back out as soon as I gave him the tonic that would ease his pain.

      If goading him now that he’s awake will help push him over that hump and get him up and beginning to move about, I’m going to piss him off.

      His beautiful, vibrant eyes the color of the grass first thing in the morning pulse as he glowers at me. His full lips pinch and his nostrils flare. I watch as his fists slowly close at his sides. “You just told me I was gutted by a poisoned blade after saving my sister’s Kindred in a dangerous battle where my home was attacked and many of my people were tortured and/or killed. And yet, now you’re calling me lazy because I’ve been unconscious for almost a week.” His voice is hard.

      I nod. “You were unconscious. Now, you are not. I expect you out of that bed by tomorrow.” Turning my head, I look at Callum and Aeris and blithely say, “I’ll be in the Great Hall. It’s dinner time. You two should also eat. Aeris, you’ve been here all day. He’s awake. He’s fine. Go, eat. We all need to keep up our strength and our wits. We defeated the FaeDorcha at Laric, but the war is far from over. And we need to be ready to move when the time arrives. Goodnight.”

      Turning on my heel, I leave the room and head into the hall. I pass Aren and Caira, Cyrus and Aeris’s parents. His mother stops me with a hand on my arm and asks, “How is he?”

      He’s good.

      He will be fine. Once he’s able to move about without fear of reopening the wound, he can train.

      And he’ll be better than ever. Stronger than ever. More gorgeous than ever.

      Can I handle that?

      I say none of that to her though. Instead, I simply nod and reply, “He’s awake and he’s doing fine. With time, he’ll be as good as new.”

      They both smile at me and hurry into the room, eager to check on their beloved son.

      Bypassing the Great Hall, and all of the chatter within it while everyone, Fae, Sirens, trolls, goblins, and centaurs eats their dinner, I head toward my chambers.

      My relief that Cyrus is awake and healing is welcome, but I’m bone weary from all of my sleepless night at his bedside while his fate was so uncertain.

      He will be well.

      Sleep. I need some sleep.
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      I awaken alone in the room the next morning. Blinking open weary eyes, I try to orient myself. Something smells delicious and my stomach rumbles. As I go to sit up in the surprisingly comfortable bed, I hiss at the pain that forms in my side. Pushing the blanket aside, I look down to see the large gash made from Kalilith’s poisoned blade looking gnarly, but it’s no longer open. Thanks to Devyn cleaning the blood around it and applying a poultice of herbs and what appears to be sap, it’s now just a healing wound. A scab is even forming over it.

      The smell comes from a plate of food sitting covered on a small table next to the bed. Because I’m still recovering, I feel tired. My body feels… heavy. I’m healing from a wound that could have easily killed me. I’m obviously not lazy—as Devyn inferred that I was. My arm lifts, but I don’t yet have the strength to grab the tray from the table.

      It’ll hit the floor. And Devyn will be on my ass about that.

      Why is she suddenly so intent to antagonize me?

      It’s almost like she’s angry at me for being wounded.

      I don’t have the energy to think about that. I’m starving.

      I raise my hand, able to command a vine climbing up the rock wall. It wavers in the air before winding around the handle of the metal covering the food and lifts it, holding it there. On the plate is herb seasoned potatoes and fried pork. More of the amazing smell wafts over to me and my mouth waters. With a swirl of my hand and fingers, I urge the vine to wrap around the tray and bring it across the space between the table and the bed. The vine wavers slightly, but I manage to coax it to set the tray on my lap. I grin, proud of myself, relieved that the poison from Kalilith’s blade didn’t affect my affinity. Glancing down, I’m grateful the carved utensils are laid beside the food on the tray. With a light flick of my fingers, the vine retracts back to the wall, settling against the rocks. Its roots seemingly dance as it firmly realigns with the earth below this dwelling. Before my eyes, it slithers up the rock walls much like a snake, spreading out, creating more vines that appear as though they’ve always been there. Small pink flowers appear… bleeding hearts. I sigh at the beauty of nature.

      I’m not healed but I can still manage my ability!

      As I eat the delicious food and drink water from the wooden cup arm’s length away at my bedside, I think about what Devyn said and try to tamp down my anger.

      How dare she call me lazy. I was out for six days!

      Then, I remember the look in her eyes as she said it.

      Was there a hint of something playful there? Was she intentionally goading me?

      There’s no way she truly meant it. Right?

      I obviously don’t know her all that well, but from our interactions, and the chemistry we seem to have, I know she doesn’t hate me.

      In fact, she saved all our asses last week.

      Then, there were the times we had alone in the cabin in the bayou as we were waiting for Callum to return. I’d been sick with worry, since Aeris was so anxious. Devyn calmed me down. Soothed my fret and talked me down from baring my wings and flying through the wards to make sure Aeris’s Kindred was safe and sound.

      More than once, I’ve thought about kissing her. Devyn. But I don’t think it would be welcome…

      Or would it?

      Sometimes it seems like she cares. Like she’s attracted to me. But then, other times I feel as though she’s simply fulfilling some duty I’m unaware of.

      She taught Callum how to find his power. Fought the Trahans alongside us. Showed the Fae here in Laric how to connect with their affinities before the battle. And she used her power and warrior prowess to protect Laric, our home. And me…

      Did she even receive any thanks?

      During the times, when we were alone while Aeris slept or took walks, we would talk for hours. There was something about her that pulled me in. I was unable to look away. Almost like she was drawing me in, summoning me to her aura. She made me feel safe and grounded when I was the one who should have been making her feel safe. The rules and unwritten laws in Laric are the same as virtually every other realm: the males protect the females. I’ve found that some females don’t like this, but that’s the way it is. In all of our long conversations, I’ve never asked Devyn where she was from. She’s talked to me about her upbringing and familial structure, and her role in her clan of woodland Fae growing up, but I have never caught where she actually hails from.

      How have I missed asking her, and how has she never mentioned it?

      I finish my meal in time to hear the door open and look over.

      “You’re awake!” Aeris excitedly says, heading toward the bed.

      “Hey,” I greet her, happy for the company.

      She looks down at my empty tray and her brow arches. “How did you get that? I wouldn’t think you would have the strength yet. I would have fetched it for you if you’d simply called out, Cy.”

      Lifting my shoulder in a shrug, I grunt at the discomfort it causes before letting it fall. “Eh, I managed.” I jut my chin toward the vines on the wall. Unwilling to reveal how much the simple command took out of me.

      Aeris grins and chuckles. “Of course. Good use of your power.” Taking my empty tray and utensils, she sets it back on the side table.

      “Any news?” I ask.

      I’m kind of out of the loop. I’ve been out of it since the battle. I need to know what’s going on. Ma and Da wouldn’t tell me much last night.

      “Not really,” she replies, chewing her lip, showing her unease, as she plops into the small chair next to my bed. She sighs. “What’s left of the council convened early this morning, and⁠—”

      “What’s left of it?” I ask, frowning.

      She throws me a sympathetic look. “We lost people in that battle, Cy. Quite a lot of them. The castle— it was a primary target. The queen is— she’s gone… So is Ambassador Ellis.”

      Oh…

      The queen… she’s gone. And Ambassador Ellis…. Her second-in-command.

      “Fuck,” I groan, earning a raised brow from her.

      She quips, “Really, Cy? Now you’re the one using human curse words?” A slight smile creases her lips in the midst of her visible turmoil.

      I grunt, though she’s correct. I recently pointed out her use of them as well. Choosing to ignore her small smile, I retort, “That’s horrible. Who else?”

      She sighs. “Three other council members… and the secretary.”

      That’s half of the governing body of Laric… who’s in charge?

      I shake my head in sadness. Laric’s bureaucracy is very similar to the human world. We have a queen, accompanied by a council, that rules over the land in a fair, democratic way. The Queen is the symbol of Laric, but the power comes from the people of Laric. Our Ambassador is similar to a governor, from what I’ve read in the books I’ve snuck from Aeris about the human world. So essentially, we’ve lost our second-in-command, Ellis. That means someone else has to step up. Laric isn’t all that big of a place, so losses like this are huge. Sadness tugs at my core but I know that this is the price of war. We were a peaceful species and Laric was a nonviolent, pacifist place for decades… until this. All we need are the elements to ground us and keep us stable. Our balance with nature keeps things running smoothly and our people peaceful and placated.

      Until now.

      “I’m sorry I had to be the one to tell you. But we’re already rebuilding. You’ll need to help. Once you’re out of here anyway, Cy. The Earth Fae are harvesting trees and using their affinities to rebuild the dwellings. They’ve made good progress. The castle was their primary focus as it was the largest and most secure structure. Everyone is within the walls, for now. But you’re one of the strongest of us, Cy. Your help would certainly be appreciated." Her gaze travels down my bare chest to my side. “Your injury— it looks to be healing well.”

      Glancing down as well, I nod. “Yeah, it stings but nothing like the pain of when it happened.” I suppress a small shudder at the memory of the agony.

      A smile tips my sister’s lips. “Devyn was quick to find herbs to heal you. She took charge and ordered us to get you to the castle as quickly as possible.”

      She did?

      I don’t know what to say to that, so I just shut my mouth. Of course, Aeris isn’t having it.

      She stares at me uncomfortably for several seconds before carefully saying, “I sense a closeness in you two. Something is there, Cy. Do you—do you think she could be your Kindred?”

      I wish she were, but I don’t know!

      Me longing for it doesn’t make it so. Annoyed, I shoot her a look and snap, “Just because you found your mate doesn’t mean you need to go around playing matchmaker to everyone else! Besides, if she was, I think I’d know. It’s not like it can be missed!”

      Rolling her eyes, she smirks. “Oh whatever,” she mimics. “Please. I know you’re attracted to her. You are very invested, Cy. I have eyes.” Her arms cross over her chest as she stares down at me loftily. “And I can just tell.”

      My hand darts out to playfully smack her arm but she easily moves out of the way. I’m still sluggish from this injury and those herbs to manage my pain. I don’t like it. I don’t like it one bit.

      Aeris sticks her tongue out and laughs musically as she backs out of the room. “I’ll let everyone know you’re awake.” Then she points at some kind of electronic thing on my nightstand. “Callum loaded up that Guardians of the Galaxy movie on that thing. He says it’s a laptop and you should be able to watch. Turn it on right here,” She points to a small black piece poking out of the side of the laptop—as she called it. “Then, you touch the small arrow on the screen.” She jabs at it. “Right here. It’ll start the movie. In case you get bored.”

      My forehead furrows as I stare at the strange human contraption. Then, I look back at her. “Uh, sure. Whatever.”

      Laughing, she leaves, closing the door behind her with a quiet click. I stare back at the gadget. Then, curiosity overcomes me. Quickly picking up the device, I set it on my lap. It takes me a few minutes to figure out how to turn it on, regardless of her instructions. And then, I cautiously touch the arrow on the screen. Immediately, I jolt.. Very strange-looking creatures, loud noises, and music blast from the device. I jab at it to make it stop. Curiosity gets the best of me, and I touch the screen again, watching with wide eyes.

      This is human entertainment?

      Strange.
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      I sit on the roots of a tree, meditating and grounding myself. After a trauma, we’re taught to find our center and rebalance with nature. I would be a fool if I didn’t admit it was a difficult. task after such a grueling battle. I’ve only been alive a little over a century, but I’ve never been through anything like that in my life.

      Blowing out a breath, I direct the vines holding my arms down to release me. I sometimes have to restrain myself, force my body to stay on the ground so I don’t prematurely stop my self-healing. One hour is a long time to sit and do nothing, but I need it. The whisper of the air and the feel of the earth underneath my body breathes life into me. I was taught this as a fledgling. More than once during my visits to the human realm, I’ve overheard the humans say to one another, “You need to go touch grass or something,” during an argument. Like it’s some kind of insult. intending to force them to calm down. I simply laugh at the words because, little do they know, it really will do them well to do so. The Earth was created for all to enjoy, humans and Fae alike. And humans have connections with the elements, too. Most are just too blind to see it.

      I think back to my childhood in Grath. It’s not dissimilar to Laric, except we have a much larger population. And everywhere you look is woodlands. The closest human population is hundreds of miles away. I was born there. My parents still dwell there. They’ve repeatedly told me to stop traveling, stop wandering, and settle down in Grath. But I cannot help myself. The people, the culture of this area has always called me. It’s almost like something was guiding me here, like a beacon. This area is all so fascinating to me. So much rich foliage and tall, wispy trees surrounded by twisting bayous. Different from the mountain rivers, brooks, and streams I grew up with. Everything is so lush and green and vibrant. Carbon dioxide seems to breathe life into me. It’s like a rejuvenation boost.

      I stand up, smoothing the linen of my short dress over my hips, and head back toward the castle—where Cyrus is recuperating. When I first laid eyes on the brooding Earth Fae, he took my breath away. I’ve never reacted to anyone that way. There was something about the way his vivid green eyes met mine, so sure. So direct. They reminded me of the leaves on an oak tree in full bloom. That’s when I realized we were the same—Earth Fae. He seemed captivated by me in the same way, our souls seemingly connecting on an elemental level. As we’ve spent more and more time together, my attraction has only grown. Seemingly too much.

      When I witnessed Kalilith slice into him with that poisoned blade, my heart nearly stopped. Kalilith is vile, just like the rest of the FaeDorcha from the Ichold realm. Some even refer to it as Hades or Hell, and it’s a realm most do not visit because they rarely return. I shudder at the memory of that revolting black blade connecting with Cyrus’s side. It was almost as if I felt the blade penetrate my side as well. Unimaginable rage I cannot fully put into words flowed through me, both rejuvenating and driving me to do something—anything—to help Cyrus.

      There’s a deeply ingrained need to be near him, to protect him, that I don’t understand. When I’m close to him, it’s as though we are two vines of the same plant, being pulled together, weaving to form one.

      What are you even blabbering about, Devyn?

      Two vines forming one.

      Of course, this isn’t something I’d ever admit. To anyone.

      It’s preposterous.

      I’m one-hundred and twenty-six years old. If he is twenty-five, I’d be surprised.

      Not that it would matter. We are both considered adult. Fae.

      Stop it. Enough. Absolutely not.

      The very idea is insane. I just want him to be well. He’s someone we need if we are to win this war. That’s all it is.

      Lies.

      Yesterday, I saw the look in his eyes as he caught sight of me when he awakened. I wanted to rush to his bedside. Instead, I told him he needed to stop lazing about and get off his ass. To help to rebuild Laric. I couldn’t have others seeing right through me.

      As I stroll, my bare feet caressed by the new grass, my dark hair blows behind me, tickling my shoulders and back. I wonder what I’m still doing here—in Laric. I could go back to Grath and live my life. Settle down as my parents have asked for the past several decades. My younger sisters probably aren’t even worried about me, living their own life with their tiny Fae children and their Kindreds. Sometimes I envy them, and other times I’m glad it’s not me. I’m not even sure I’m the domesticated type. But then, I’ll sometimes have an urge to procreate. For me sex is primal, an animalistic thing. An outlet that is mutually beneficial to both parties. Or it has been. Though lately, the only person I picture lying down beside and baring my body to is Cyrus. He’s the only one I want to open up my legs and let inside. To feel him moving in and out of me. Hear him whispering words of love in my ear while he ravishes me.

      Love?

      I don’t love him. I cannot.

      Can I?

      Cyrus alone fills my dreams… my fantasies.

      Does that mean we are Fated? Or do I simply want him?

      Stop it, Devyn.

      I don’t know the answer to this perplexing question, and I refuse to dwell on it.

      Enough.

      Harshly pushing open the door to the castle, I head up the stairs to the room where he is recovering. Why are there butterflies flitting about in my stomach at the very thought of seeing him? I was just here, mere hours ago, to check on him as he slumbered. But his pull on me is strong. Too strong. It makes no sense.

      After a deep breath of clean air, I don’t bother to knock, pushing open the door. He’s in bed, half sitting, with his muscular arm behind his head and some kind of human electronic on his lap. He’s staring down at it, completely captivated.

      He is shirtless—like always…not that I mind. I watch as his stomach muscles ripple and bunch while he laughs at something he’s looking at on the strange device.

      He doesn’t seem to notice me entering, giving me the opportunity to stare raptly at his perfect profile. Strong, stubbly jaw. I haven’t seen facial hair on him before. He tends to keep himself clean-shaven. His nose is straight, and his dark hair slightly flops over the side of his head in an effortlessly unkempt way. His full lips light up his face as he smiles, and my breath hitches within my chest. I must make a sound because he turns to look at me, finally noticing me. His bright green eyes narrow.

      His jaw tics and his smile drops. “What do you want?” His voice is flat.

      I frown, wondering why he’s suddenly aggressive. “I’ve come to check on you, Cyrus. Obviously.” I feel the furrow upon my forehead form at his tone.

      Shaking his head, he laughs. No humor is within the sound. “Right. Like you care.”

      I chew my lip, realizing he’s upset with me.

      What is this? He’s never spoken to me like this.

      “I do.” I reply, puzzled.

      “Sure, you do.” The words are drawn out. “As you can clearly see, I’m just lazing about. Doing nothing.” He glares. “So, you can go.”

      Ouch. He is upset with me. For what I said yesterday.

      Crossing the room, I carefully perch in the chair next to his bed. My hand raises to his arm but drops before I make contact. I sigh. “I’m sorry for what I said yesterday, Cyrus. I’m just worried…” His eyes widen and he stares at me. I quickly rush past the jumping of my heart. “I’m worried for Laric.”

      He nods curtly. “Why are you even still here?” he asks, emotionally stabbing me once more.

      Because I can’t leave. I don’t want to.

      “Because I care about Laric.” My back straightens as my temper ignites. “Can’t you see that?” I quickly retort, annoyed by his continued aggression.

      He sets the device on the table next to his bed and lifts his chin. “The battle is over. It’s time to rebuild. Why don’t you just go back to… wherever it is you came from.” His hand flaps dismissively, further stoking my anger.

      Refusing to let him continue to insult. me, I jump to my feet, pointing down at him. “The battle is over… the war is just beginning. I’m from Grath, but for the past forty years, I’ve spent the majority of my time in the Barataria Preserve. That has been my home while I kept my promise to Lanie LeBlanc, Callum’s grandmother. You know. You found me there.

      “Why am I still even here?” I glare at him as he watches from the bed, his nostrils flaring and his fists bunching atop the light sheet. Color is high in his cheeks. He too is incensed, but I don’t care. I continue with my tirade. “I’m burdened! I can’t eat or sleep! I’ve been worried sick, for you! But apparently, it’s all been for naught!” I huff out a breath as his eyes widen with my near shout. “I’ll leave you to your human entertainment!” Disdainfully eying the black-rimmed device in his lap, I whirl to leave before I succumb to the urge to slap his too perfect face.

      I’m almost at the door when, to my surprise, his warm grip curls over my forearm. He pulls slightly, preventing me from leaving. Turning my face to him, intending to light into him once more, I falter. Cyrus is standing behind me, a pained look on his face—likely from getting out of bed so fast. He spins me to fully face him, and I gasp, glaring into his defiant stare.

      “What?” I grit out through my teeth, looking down pointedly at his hand on my bicep. Purposefully disdainful, I drag my gaze back to his impossibly green eyes.

      “Look… Devyn. Hells!” He grimaces. “I’m sorry. I just…” He trails off.

      “You what, Cyrus?” I scoff, pursing my lips, waiting for a response.

      His eyes lock on mine. They’re glowing emeralds of intensity. “I’m just pissed you said I was being lazy. Because I’m fucking not! That was discourteous.”

      Okay, I deserve that. He is really comfortable with these human swear words now.

      Nodding as I swallow from the sudden tension in the room. It’s so thick I can barely breathe. I gently disentangle myself from his grip. I want nothing more than for him to keep touching me, but I know I have to show him I’m not going to put up with being manhandled. My eyes purposefully lock on his hand as he reaches out, intending to touch my forearm with it once more. He freezes and part of me withers at the absence of his touch, but I say, “I don’t think you’re lazy, Cyrus. I just said that.” I sigh, feeling my gaze soften. “I
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