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        His savage need will not let her go.

      

        

      
        Now that his future is tied to Amara in more ways than one, King Malloron wants her back under his control.

      

        

      
        Whether she accepts it or not, she belongs to him, and he is prepared to overcome every obstacle to repair the damage he has caused.

      

        

      
        Devastated by King Malloron’s deception, Amara refuses to let him have any more control over her.

      

        

      
        But when he offers her one more deal that will give her the chance to complete her mission, she realizes it may also be a way to escape his hold.

      

        

      
        Succumbing once again to his carnal possession, Amara tries to keep her distance, knowing he will betray her again if he gets the chance.

      

        

      
        But their heated connection is wild and all-consuming.

      

        

      
        And when Malloron’s corrupt kingdom turns on them both, neither of them is prepared for the revelations they both hold close to their chests.

      

        

      
        BEWARE: This story is only for those who love an obsessive, manipulative king and battle-of-wits dark romances. See author website for full warnings.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        MALLORON

      

      

      

      King Malloron’s rage knew no bounds.

      He stormed to his temple, his mind empty of all thought except one; he had ruined his mate. Amara’s beautiful, stunning eyes that he loved to see harden with anger, the gorgeous blue that had captivated him so deeply at first sight, were gone. And in their place, a blank, white nothingness. It did not change her obvious beauty, but it left her with no character, no expression, no fire.

      He didn’t doubt that she was also deaf. She hadn’t responded to his voice or sound of any kind. She simply lay on his bed, still and limp, completely unresponsive to anything he did. That passionate, smart-witted woman who was to be his queen disappeared, turned into a shadow of her former self. It wasn’t supposed to have happened!

      He yanked open the door to his temple and headed straight for the spell book. Flipping to the page made of different parchment, he examined it again. He had followed every instruction; he’d waited for the dark moon, woven the spell correctly, and selected the right woman. Nothing suggested why it went so wrong.

      He threw the book down and roared as his anger overwhelmed him. Throwing out his hands, he executed sharp gestures that swept all the beakers and potions from their shelves. As his rage blossomed into true savagery, he tore the books from their shelves, toppled the cabinets until they smashed down to the floor, threw orbs that punched into the walls, making the whole room shudder. He did not stop until he’d destroyed the entire room, leaving only the altar, which was protected by Ancient Tongue inscriptions.

      He breathed heavily, finally still in the center of the carnage he created. Ripped books, jagged glass, and spilled potions surrounded him, but he didn’t see any of it. Nothing in that room would help him fix what happened to Amara—what he had done to her. There was no spell, no potion, no procedure that would return her to what she was. He knew because he’d already tried to fix the last woman he’d done it to, his last queen, who’d been a Beta.

      She had also become deaf and blind as soon as the tenebris entered her, but he had expected the side effects because she hadn’t been an Omega. He’d been willing to accept any risk and so had she—for the right price. Once she held the tenebris, he could draw it into him regularly, reinforce his body, and maintain his Talent with no pain and, most importantly, without the immobility. Unfortunately, the tenebris had burned the Beta woman from the inside out. She couldn’t hold it for long; it had been too powerful for her.

      Although she died as his queen, he could never refer to her as that again. How could he, after such a pure and thrilling experience with Amara? Never had he had anything close to what he just experienced mating Amara in her Haze. It sent him reeling—beyond anything he could have imagined. It ascended above fucking, above words or games, above power struggles and agreements. She belonged to him in every way. In that moment when they were locked together so intimately, when she lay her head on his chest, he wanted to wrap himself around her and never let her go. He’d caught himself wondering whether she was with child yet and when he could knot her again to ensure it. She was indeed his true queen, the one that was supposed to be at his side. And now she would likely suffer the same fate as the Beta woman.

      The energy in the room shifted, and the inscriptions on the two wooden beams of the altar shimmered and then glowed a soft, muted gold that brightened slowly.

      Malloron turned to watch it, holding out his hand again and creating multiple shimmery magical orbs to prepare for what was happening—he had never seen this before, but whatever it was, he was prepared for it.

      Streams of brilliant bright magic gathered in the center, revolving and pulsing until it stretched into a portal. His brother stepped through.

      Elion froze as the portal closed behind him; his face dropped in shock as he looked around the room.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” Malloron growled.

      “Did you do this?” Elion slowly stepped out of the altar, his expression deepening to disbelief and horror. “What have you done, Malloron?”

      “Why are you here?”

      Elion stilled. He turned to face Malloron, eyeing the orbs hovering around his hands. “Have you finally gone mad?” Anger crept into his tone. “You better hope that most of this can be salvaged.”

      His anger renewed, Malloron growled as he shot the orbs directly at his brother. Elion moved quickly to protect himself, curving and jutting his arms to pull together a shield of magic. But he wasn’t quick enough. The orbs hit his shield, destroying it, and the remaining momentum knocked him backward.

      He yelled as he fell heavily onto the debris behind him.

      Malloron advanced, creating new orbs as he approached. “I dislike having to repeat myself, Elion,” he snarled.

      Elion looked up at him, his jaw hard, but resignation in his eyes. “There is a protection spell on the temple,” he muttered. “If the temple, or any of its contents, come under threat, then the altar summons the next appropriate family member with Visant blood and sufficient skill in the Talent to protect it.”

      Malloron sneered down at him. “And you were summoned?”

      “I am not as weak as you think,” Elion snapped. “Whatever secret you have been keeping to maintain your strength, it is not your genuine power. It has falsified your Talent to keep you strong. But you’re not that much stronger than I am.”

      “You do not know what it takes to be strong,” Malloron shot back. “Admit that and accept it, and stop getting in my way.”

      Elion slowly got up. “I would love to never have to see you again,” he said, his face dark. “But my responsibility is to the Visant family. You are destroying centuries of work and research. You don’t have the right to take such action.”

      “I will do whatever the fuck I want,” Malloron bellowed. “I am king.”

      “And yet I am here,” Elion shouted back. “Summoned by such an important spell and you didn’t even remember it.”

      Malloron breathed heavily. Had he been aware of that spell? He thought back to when his father was alive. The first time he’d been shown the temple was with all of his siblings. He’d been young, certainly under ten years old. Their father had let them look at everything in the room before explaining the importance of the history that the room held and the need to ensure it was protected. He vaguely remembered something like what Elion mentioned, but it was so long ago. The most prominent memory he had of being in the temple was the day his father told him he was the heir and would take the throne.

      Malloron glanced down at the spell woven into the rug on the floor that was in place to protect the room from intruders. It wasn’t active. The room was no longer protecting itself. He dispersed the orbs and lowered his hands. The inscriptions on the altar were extremely powerful to have transported Elion from Khayola straight into the castle and disabled the ancient spell to hide the temple. If he forgot that was possible, what else had he forgotten? He glanced around the room. The parchment. The parchment the procedure had been written on was older than the book someone had sewn it into.

      “Whatever your reasons are for doing this,” Elion said, his voice low, “I hope they are worth your throne.”

      “And how do you hope to overthrow me?” Malloron snapped. “Whatever you think you are doing here, you will never take the throne.”

      “I do not want the throne,” Elion said hotly. “I already told you that no other member of the family will rule Eiros and keep the royal name in existence. But you have now destroyed any chance and hope of being able to combat whatever the other rulers are planning. This is the worst time that you could have destroyed your most valuable resource.”

      Hard pounding on the temple door interrupted Malloron’s answer.

      When he opened it, Emric leaned against the door frame, bent over panting and panicked. “Your Majesty, I’ve just seen your… guest floating over the city,” he blurted out. “She is floating!”

      Malloron's stomach dropped. “What the hell do you mean? She’s in my bedroom.”

      “No, Your Majesty,” Banon said as he caught up to Emric. “We were heading to the port as you requested, and we saw her in the air. I don’t know how she is using magic in Eiros, but she is.”

      Malloron pushed past them and ran down the corridor. It couldn’t be true. How could she have left his bedroom? She couldn’t see! Had there been some kind of side-effect that he was not aware of that allowed her to use magic? Her beacon, the pulse in his palm, had stopped the moment the tenebris entered her so he could no longer tell where she was, and he didn’t think he would need to. A dread coiled in his stomach the closer he got to his bedroom.

      He burst through his bedroom door and saw the confirmation for himself. His bed was empty, and the windows were wide open, but he hadn’t left them open. He scrutinized the room carefully. How could she have walked from the bed to the window? And why would she? Was she trying to kill herself? He couldn’t let that happen. Regardless of her condition, there was no way he was going to let her consider that as an option. She was still his. And even if she could never see or hear again, she was his mate and would remain his until they both took their last breaths. She didn’t know it yet, but she would. He would find a way for her to understand.

      Emric and Banon arrived at the room and stood in the doorway. “What would you like me to do, Your Majesty?” Emric asked, still out of breath.

      Malloron went to the window. To one side were the royal gardens, and the other led to the castle city. “Where was she?” he asked, turning to face them both.

      “She was over the castle city, heading toward Norryth.” Emric froze, suddenly alarmed. “She was heading to Norryth, Your Majesty. Toward Lord Brecc’s magical breach.”

      Malloron’s face contorted in anger. She was heading toward Brecc and his foolish attempts to create a power source to best Malloron. And Malloron no longer even had the tenebris. Without it, he would eventually suffer the effects of not being able to feed from it, and that would impact him being able to get his Omega back.

      Focusing his mind, he drew on magic to surround him. “Get to the port and focus on our visitor from the Southern Lands,” he said to Emric. “Bring him back to the castle and do not let him leave.”

      With that, he jumped out of the window after Amara.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        AMARA

      

      

      

      The vibrations around Amara made up a new world. As she drifted, they pulsed and danced and flittered and trembled, existing both within her and around her. They held distinct qualities that were beautiful and somewhat fascinating.

      Amara willed herself to slow and the surrounding air stilled. She tilted herself one way, and then the other, experimenting with the feel of the vibrations. Recognizing the pull of the earth, she determined which way was upright, and righted herself. Sending her awareness out around her, she noticed that the air was silky and smooth with minimal vibrations, while busier and rougher vibrations stretched into the distance below her. She examined them closer, and the more she held her attention on them, the more defined they became until the intricate complexity of them stunned her. It was too confusing to pinpoint every vibration that existed; they each vied for her attention, and she pulled back, suddenly afraid of how energetic and alive they felt. What were they? How could vibrations fill her entire existence? The only thing she knew of that penetrated every single thing was magic… Was she feeling magic?

      Taking a breath, she focused her mind the way she was taught to when about to engage magic by will, and then sent her awareness out again. The vibrations were indeed magical, and they turned toward her, aware and alert, as though waiting for her to take action. In her mind’s eye, they unfolded to create a shimmering, vibrating scene of her surroundings, and suddenly… she could see. It wasn’t the same as using her eyes, but she recognized the shape and landscape of Eiros city as buzzing, shifting, trembling vibrations. She observed the scene in her mind’s eye in wonder.

      She hovered high above one of the markets, a little distance away from the castle, and it all looked incredible as magic. The vibrations of the people and objects moved, dancing along with each action, making it just as interesting as any performance from the royal theater company. It was vibrantly colorful, each color harmonizing and contrasting with the others to create a canvas of unequal beauty.

      As she watched, she noticed a thick blanket of multi-blue magic smothered the entire area. That had to be the king’s spell to prevent magic—it was the only thing she could think of that would cover such a wide area. No matter where she turned, the thick multi-blue magic spread out into the distance, powerful, thick, and consuming. But… something was wrong with it. Amara peered closer and noticed that the magic trembled, twisting slightly as though something was pulling it on one side. She followed the disturbance toward the edge of Eiros and discovered that the mass of vibration that had initially caught her attention was eating into the blanket of magic and causing it to quake and lose potency.

      What was this mass of magic? She didn’t recall any such magical power existing in the Western Lands. Curious, she headed toward it.

      The mass of magic vibrated so strongly the closer she came; its tremble reached deep within her. She sighed with a relief, her heart lifting, glad she could feel something beyond the cold, numb despair. She studied it, trying to figure out what it was. As she focused her attention, it noticed her and turned to her.

      Amara was suddenly unsure again. She stilled, wondering if it was alive. The Mothers had always said that magic was a living energy source that permeated everything, but it’d never felt conscious to her like it did now. Deep within this mass of magic, an unnatural combination of energies that did not belong together twisted and revolved as they tried to escape their forced consolidation. It contorted violently, trying to free itself, desperate to escape its capture but unable to. Such energies could only ever be volatile—why would anyone force them together? Without thinking, she reached out for it using her will—just as she would to weave magic—and connected with it.

      A rush of power shot through her body, and an exhilarating thrill flooded through her. Testing out the mass, she identified the various energies and the spell that conjoined them and unraveled them.

      The mass unfolded, becoming wilder and larger as it unraveled, filtering into separate energies. But just as Amara reached the point at which it would disperse, someone suddenly yanked it back into formation and a blast of magic slammed into her body from the ground. She lurched back, but before she could react, another blast hit her. And then another and another. The blasts shuddered through her body with such force they knocked the wind out of her, sending a shock through her as she propelled backward in the air. She embraced the feeling, finally glad to experience something sharp and biting. Searching below for the origin of the attack, the scene materialized in her mind—a group of men surrounding the magical mass were firing hard blasts of magic at her.

      As more blasts hit her, she angled toward the vibrations, wondering if it would be possible for them to kill her. Her team had made it safely to Madis and would head further west to regroup. There was no need for her to continue existing like this—she couldn’t help her sisters or the children in this state. The Mothers seemed to have been prepared to give up on the children, which was a shock that had eclipsed the news about her captured team. She couldn’t believe the Mothers no longer prioritized the children. Surely, they were planning something else; they had to be. But that wasn’t her problem anymore. Amara was useless now. Tears sprung to her eyes as she realized how deeply true that was; after two years of so much planning and preparation, she had failed spectacularly.

      The blasts increased, and she welcomed it into her body, twisting the magic to inflict herself with as much pain as possible, trying to drown the agony deep within her that mourned her failure.

      As she moved closer to the onslaught, seeking a harsher, more painful experience, another vibration materialized far in the distance. This one was different—highly complex, more enticing than the other vibrations, more familiar, and intriguingly captivating. She turned toward it, drawn to it, and as she focused, a realization came.

      “Alpha.”

      Everything in her urged her to head to him; a visceral need to be in his presence dominated her mind and her senses. But although she breathed the word with her mouth, she could not hear herself say it. And that was the reminder of what he had done to her—what she was to him, and what the rest of her life would be. However, there was no reason to remain loyal to their agreement anymore. Malloron had said as much—agreements were games, and she had the next hand to play. To win.

      She turned away from the Alpha back to the blasts that were still coming from below, increasing in strength each time. She accepted the blasts into her body, putting up no resistance and enhancing their strength until they became almost unbearable—rocketing through her so strongly, she gasped with each one. Connecting with the mass of magic again, she unraveled it quickly this time, yanking it toward her as it dispersed in a rush. It hit her with a blast so strong; she cried out, relishing the pain. Her body lost feeling and went limp, and the air rushed past her ears as the sensation of falling twisted in her stomach.

      She closed her eyes, relieved as the blackness encroached. Hopefully, this was the end.
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        MALLORON

      

      

      

      Malloron raced toward Amara, cursing furiously as he felt her in the distance. How the hell had she already reached the Norryth border? She couldn’t have been gone from the castle that long, but clearly something had changed. He could now feel her as a hum within him, as though she were part of him, whereas he had felt nothing like that from her earlier when she was in his bedroom. The tenebris was connected to his blood, so he obviously had a connection to it within her, but this was completely new. The urge to get to her and have her under his control overpowered him. It was all he could think about, and as every moment passed, the desperation increased. She was never supposed to have left his side, and now she was exposed to Brecc and his foolish attempt to play with magic he had no business meddling in.

      The power source that Elion had warned him about vibrated strongly across Eiros—its strength did indeed signify a significant attempt by Brecc. From a distance, he glimpsed an enormous ball of jagged white-blue magic squirming and revolving within an area contained by gems that kept it in place just beyond the border. Brecc’s Talent-crafters had somehow pulled together magic from a variety of sources and combine them in order to create some kind of weapon. It would have taken many years of experimentation to get energies to combine so well. Much longer than the few weeks since he’d cut Brecc’s throat. The man had been obviously preparing for something like this for a long time.

      The prevention spell that settled over Eiros trembled and twisted more wildly as he neared the border. The energy from the power source was eating away at it at an alarming rate, but the spell preventing magic from being accessed wouldn’t easily unravel. It had been reinforced by every king that had taken the throne since his great-great-grandfather wove it. He was almost certain that these Talent-crafters wouldn’t have any idea how to destroy it.

      Suddenly, a rush of magical energy burst from the area, and Amara’s hum rapidly descended. He pushed himself to go faster, an uncomfortable sharpness rising at the sudden dimming of her hum. He needed to see her to make sure she was all right, but he was still too far away. She could be among Brecc’s Talent-crafters and who knew what would happen then. Anger coursed through his entire body that he had not been more vigilant. He knew the tenebris would affect her differently and yet he never imagined she could manipulate magic to such a degree. He should have watched her more closely.

      By the time he arrived at the border, the magical energy had dispersed completely. He felt for Amara, searching the scene below, but she wasn’t there. Her hum was moving farther away. He scanned into the distance, into Norryth, and saw Duke Brecc’s manor. Of course. Brecc had her.

      He shot toward it, pushing himself to go as fast as he could. His Talent-crafter army would arrive shortly to deal with the breach to his territory, but he needed to focus on getting Amara.

      As he approached the manor, Brecc climbed out of a carriage parked out in the yard. Several robed men—Talent-crafters—exited from the same carriage, surrounding him, and they hurried to the entrance. Amara’s hum was further long, already inside the house.

      “Halt!” Malloron slowed to hover above them, strengthening his shield around him.

      All their heads snapped up and Brecc snarled at him.

      “Return her to me,” Malloron ordered. “She is mine.”

      “What is she?” Brecc called, not even bothering to deny he had her.

      “That is not your concern,” Malloron bellowed. A harsh annoyance tore through him that they had dared to hold her—he could barely hold himself back from launching a spinning orb to rip out their faces.

      “I caught her in my territory,” Brecc shouted, “interfering with my operation.”

      “Are you referring to the operation to tear down my spell and attempt to overthrow me?”

      “So you sent her?” Brecc’s face tightened. “You sent her to attack?”

      Before Malloron could respond, Brecc gestured to him sharply with his head. His Talent-crafters immediately began chanting in the Ancient Tongue and sweeping their arms in elegant, unified movements, drawing together many violet-blue magical orbs around them.

      Malloron clenched his fists. Brecc honestly thought his Talent-crafters could put up some sort of resistance against him? It was insulting.

      He simply watched them as they pulled together shards of magic, working as one to create a complex series of magical attack weapons. As they shot the weapons at him, he simply expanded his shield and rebounded them back, adding a gust of his own magic to propel them faster. The orbs slammed into the crafters, who staggered at the force. But before Malloron could deliver the final blow, the manor behind them shook, and the ground trembled.

      Malloron was suddenly highly alert. The feel of Amara, her hum, increased and seemed to encompass the entire house. He watched, hovering in the air as the entire area quaked. The Talent-crafters staggered wildly and the carriages in the yard toppled over, but he kept his eyes firmly on the manor. The magic within the house was changing and shifting highly unusually. He held himself tense and remained vigilant. He’d never witnessed magic behave this way before, and it could be dangerous when it was unpredictable. This was too unique to be Brecc—it had to be Amara’s doing.

      In a sudden gust, starting from the ground up, the manor transformed from solid matter into a wispy smoke of magic that expanded out slowly, drifting in midair. As the magic cleared, Amara hovered in the middle of the smoky debris.

      She looked stunning. The night tunic he had dressed her in and her raven black hair floated around her as though buoyed by water. Magic traveled both around her and through her, as though her body was the conduit. And the most interesting thing was, not only could he feel her as an extremely powerful being, but he couldn’t tell the difference between her and the tenebris. Her entire form hummed, calling on his deeper instincts. This was a completely new experience of the tenebris than he expected, and he found it somewhat pleasing he could feel her in this way.

      Malloron kept his eyes locked on her, feeling the strength of her hum increase even further. He summoned her, using his connection with the tenebris to call her to him. She remained still, hovering as the smoke drifted around her.

      Below, Brecc screamed and shouted, gesturing wildly. Malloron ignored him, keeping his eyes on Amara and increasing the strength of his summons. She should feel compelled to come to him, which was the easiest way to stop her. Her escape had revealed abilities he’d been completely unaware of, and that changed his ideas about how to fix her. This new ability of hers could give them options. He just needed her to obey him. She may not want to, but there was no point in her fighting the tenebris; she wouldn’t be able to resist its call to him, and being his mate, her instinct to be with him should dominate her, too.

      Amara shot away, speeding through the smoke away from him into Norryth. Malloron stared after her, shock resounding to his core. How did she resist the summons? It shouldn’t be possible. His mind reeled that she could actually resist him. What did that mean? She was supposed to be his now; his to control and his to keep. She should not be able to ignore or reject any summons. An uncomfortable feeling embraced him. If she could truly reject him, it would be difficult to keep her with him. He had relied on the tenebris to keep her attached to him, and the realization that she was his mate meant they would be together, regardless. But if she could resist, did that mean those bonds were broken?

      He shot after her, leaving Brecc to mourn the loss of his manor. She was moving faster than he expected and had already crossed several miles in a matter of moments. It seemed to come easy to her, almost as if she wasn’t even trying, while he was pushing himself to go as fast as possible. She was heading to Norryth sea, which made sense since it was the largest body of natural water in Norryth. She was most likely drawn to it. But if she was drawn to that, why didn’t she submit to his summons? He clenched his jaw and fists hard. She hated him. That was why. But she had to realize that she belonged to him. It was what they had agreed, and he would never let her go.
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        AMARA

      

      

      
      Destroying the house had been easy. When she focused after she woke, a room had materialized around her, just like when she viewed Eiros—through the magical vibrations in the room. They swayed a little, pulsing and trembling, even in objects that were clearly stationary. The men in the room thought they could restrain her, touch her, attack her with magic, and in her effort to protect herself, she’d destroyed everything. All she had to do was connect to the vibrations in the solid matter like she did with magic. She willed herself upward as the building fell apart. The furniture and fixtures dissipated. The entire building became a wispy, floating collection of magic swirling around her as all solid masses reduced down to the particles responsible for their existence.

      But he had been there—the Alpha—watching her, summoning her, and the draw to him was deeper and stronger than anything she’d felt before, even the magic she’d just experienced. It penetrated every part of her, making him almost impossible to resist, but she didn’t even turn her head to him. Forcing herself in the opposite direction, she headed to the wild natural energy source she had sensed nearby.

      It stretched along the ground wild and deep, existing in a natural basin extending into the ground. She stared at it, transfixed by the vibrations it emitted. The magic within it sparkled, shimmied, and swirled, and within that, further vibrations flicked and twisted and swerved. Everything moved so fluidly, so beautifully, that she could barely drag her attention from it. It was fascinating to watch, and the fresh scent that drifted up from it calmed her turbulent emotions. She slowed to a hover above it and, as more vibrations materialized deeper and deeper, she realized she was staring at a wide body of water—possibly a sea. As she examined it, she felt its attention turn to her like all the other vibrations. She drifted over it in thought, wondering what would happen if she connected with it. How would water react to a connection with her? Would it differ from the other magic?

      Before she could contemplate too long, the Alpha breached her awareness again. He was closing in on her fast.

      She quickly became alert, turning to face him finally, the raw anger and resentment bubbling up within her.

      Within the visual magic she could see in her mind’s eye, he was the most powerful vibration she’d witnessed since waking. Magic flowed from him, from every ounce of him, and did not tremble—it was firm and steady, exuding authority, strength, and dominance. He was clearly not just any other Talent-crafter. Even without the white lightning that he had forced inside of her, he was a powerful man in his own right. Strangely, she could feel him differently from how she felt the men in the building. They were simply vibrations, just like solid matter, but the Alpha felt more complex. There seemed to be intention and mood surrounding him. And every single particle of magic that exuded from him demanded that she submit.

      Amara drifted backward slowly as he approached, trying not to be affected by the intoxicating draw of his energy, but as she did, he came closer. She moved back farther until she was far over the middle of the sea, but he navigated forward to match her speed. They hovered above the sea in a moment of stillness. Amara remained alert, watching his form, waiting for him to make a move, but he didn’t. The compulsion to move closer to him increased, and suddenly she realized he was doing it on purpose. He was calling to her.

      Taking a risk, she focused her mind and connected with his energy, but she realized too late that it was a mistake.

      When she connected to the other energies, she was the one in control, but she was not in control here. A new awareness opened up within her that she was sure was him. It was clouded and somewhat closed off from her, but it was dominant. He pulled her toward him, somehow in control of every inch of her body, as he slowly closed the gap between them. Amara tried desperately to pull away, but it made no difference. No matter what she did to escape his hold, he held fast.

      Desperate, Amara turned her attention back to the sea. The water was still waiting, the magic
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