
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Embers of Ecstasy

© Sai Marie Johnson


 


Prologue:

Spell Crafting Revelation

 


Whoosh!

 


An arctic wind fluttered across the
landscape, lifting fallen leaves in a swirl that carried them in a
dancing motion across the village yard. It was an eerie sort of
morn, the sort that caused chill bumps to rise upon one’s arms. And
surely, the few villagers who were awake at this early hour
understood that a change was coming with those Autumnal winds – a
change that meant the death of most things and a deep hibernation
for all others. And yet one particular woman with intoxicating
cerulean eyes peered from her cabin with a deadly expression etched
within her flawless visage. So utterly beautiful and with a name of
equal beauty. Rumored to be one of the fairest in all the village,
Rhiannon was destined to be a great Queen, but pagan beliefs were
well on the outs with the advent of the Christian mission –
destroying so much of her culture and that of her people, that
Rhiannon opted for the sweet name that fell from her lover’s lips
on such an icy day,

 


“Sahalie?”

 


Sahalie’s heart leapt in her chest, nearly
drawing her breath from her lips as she turned to rush into the
warm embrace of her beloved.

 


“Viktor!” she exclaimed, rabid kisses falling
from her lips in a spray across his cheeks. Having been met with
such enthusiasm – did not sit well with Viktor, who flung Sahalie
away with an expression of pure disgust.

 


“Hurry on about your daily tasks, wench!
Surely, there are a few herbs your mother could use for her
elixirs. I haven’t the time for your pawing annoyance.” He stated,
brushing past her as Sahalie hit the ground.

 


OOMPH!

 


Crystalline tears filled the
rims of Sahalie’s eyes – her heart clutching in her chest. Deep
sky-blue eyes peered up at Viktor as she fought to understand why
he was even colder than the uninviting howl of the wind
outside.

 


“I’ve done nothing but love you, Viktor. I
don’t understand.” Her soft voice murmured from the floor.

 


“You bore me with. How such a whining bastard
is the daughter of the Great King and Queen I shall never
understand. Imagine that, we’re both vexed.” He stated.

 


SLAM!

 


A tremor rippled through
the cabin and Sahalie found herself pining over the affection she
felt wholly robbed of. Sahalie felt at a loss, such a reaction had
never been customary for her. The beautiful daughter of Brigitte
Thorsen, the queen of the Howling Wind
Clan. Born with such deep blue eyes that
it was said from the moment anyone looked within them they were
destined to fall in love with Rhiannon. It was this brilliant
beauty that brought on the nickname Sahalie, meaning Heaven. For
certainly, the moment anyone gazed at her, Sahalie would revel them
with but a sweet batting of her curled lashes. She had even been
called enchanting when young men ran into trees – distracted by her
passing as she collected herbs, and flowers for her mother’s many
healing remedies. Being crafters of the best elixirs, and toxins in
the village, Sahalie often spent hours scouring over the forest,
and seemingly Sahalie need not do anything but steal a single
glance before she had them all
battling for her favor. Hair the color of blood
paired eyes like a cloudless summer day – destiny had smiled upon
her and the angel was soon renown for her impeccability. But, this
same beauty was much like a stain for her and reflecting on
Viktor’s harsh treatment, Sahalie grew angry, resentful and
curious. Three elements which were utterly devastating for a woman
with little else to do and a deep knowledge of all things mystical.
Just months before a completely different man had presented himself
to her. Could the changing season be the cause? A smoky memory
freed itself of her mind as she reflected on the first heated
summer night, just weeks ago – as if it were a completely different
life.

 


“Heaven?” a husky male voice slithered
through the trees, wrapping around Sahalie’s ears as she turned to
face the inquiring voice.

 


“Yes?” A woven basket of flowers and herbs
rested on her arm, innocent blue irises lifting to meet with the
smoldering dark eyes of a man she knew well – his fame proceeded
him and his talent at the raid was a skill of which few could out
boast him. He was tall, well over seven feet, which made the petite
Sahalie grin slightly as he towered over her.

 


“Do you know how unwise it is,” the man began
as he stalked closer – his eyes never leaving her own, “how very
dangerous for a woman of your beauty to be in the woods all
alone?”

 


“Ah, Viktor, but you see I am never alone.
Least of all in these woods.” Sahalie muttered in a playful voice.
His lips widened and stepping forward his rough and calloused hands
met with Sahalie’s left wrist – the same arm which held her
basket.

 


“Viktor, have you cause to touch me so?” she
grinned slightly, unsure of what action to take as her blood seemed
to burn slightly -radiating from the place where his fingers met
with her skin.

 


“I could want nothing more – finding myself
bewitched by a rose is what I’ve done.” Viktor mumbled, pulling
Sahalie closer into his frame as he looked down at her. His hands
slid up both her arms, only to draw one beneath the small jut of
her chin – his finger lifting her face as he leaned down – tongue
darting between her waiting lips as he kissed her for the first
time. If rumor were true, now Sahalie knew by experience that
Viktor Jurgensen could draw the very breath from any woman’s
quivering bosom. Sahalie found her desire rising by the moment and
the previous playful coquettish kitten in her quickly evolved – a
raging tigress clawed from within her - aching to satiate the
scorching heat that flamed through her blood.

 


“Ah, and just like a rose you will only
blossom for a masterful hand,” Viktor groaned, the scent of
Sahalie’s arousal hitting his nostrils like an intoxicating plume
of smoke that sent a raging jolt of need straight through his body,
“Like a mewling kit, I shall show you how a man can quench that
thirst, Heaven.” He murmured – breaking the kiss as his lips
lingered mere inches from hers – his breath hot and sweet as
Sahalie quivered in his embrace.

 


“You’ve hexed me with your own spell, Viktor
– such that I can scarcely think, like the pierced bird between the
hawk’s talons, my heart bleeds from a need only you can banish.”
Now completely unable to soothe herself with every touch given, a
sweet moan slid from Sahalie’s lips – smitten by the holds that
held her. And so, it happened that mid-afternoon, that she became
the bindless to Viktor’s every beck and call – so enraptured by
their passionate tryst that soon enough her heart had melted into a
shape that Viktor could call his and his alone.

 


Sahalie’s mind shifted back
to the present, lifting her hand to gently wipe the tears from her
porcelain cheeks – ‘Something is awry and
I shall uncover it with utmost haste.’ She
thought, standing as her hands reached for her flaming tresses,
fingers plaiting the strands to form a long and striking plait
which she tied off which a small leather bind. “I will not be
broken by anyone, least of all a man.” She murmured, walking out
into the cold with a deep green cloak resting over her braided
hair.

 


CLANG! CLANG!

 


First the clanging on the village drum,
followed by the village horn bellowing diverted Sahalie’s attention
from her task, eyes shifting with curiosity. ‘Are we about to be
pillaged?’ she wondered.

 


“Members of the
Howling Wind Clan we have cause for great
celebration! Our beloved Viktor Jurgensen has announced a bride!”
Sahalie’s eyes filled with wonder, ‘Could it be true? Will he ask
me now to be his wife?’ she considered in
excitement – wanting nothing more than to be free to love Viktor
for all her life. Perhaps she had misjudged his earlier actions. A
foolish woman caught in her emotions could ruin something beautiful
such as a public engagement – she scorned herself silently for
making such a fool of herself
earlier.

 


“Yes, it is true,” Viktor
began, stepping up beside the bugler, he lifted his hand and held
out his palm as his eyes darted to one illustrious and innocent
looking blonde goddess; a testament of purity and grace with a
tender and faint blush that seemed to emanate from her cheeks,
“Griselda, grace me with the honor of giving me your hand?” Viktor
asked, his knees bowing before him as he held the beautiful young
woman’s hand. A rush of anger fluttered through Sahalie, her
excitement shifting to a simmering rage as a burning pain seeped
into her chest. ‘What is going on here?’ she thought, her beautiful
features contorting as her brow line began to seep with a golden
line of perspiration. ‘To think he had
called me Heaven.’ The thought of having
been defiled by the man she had thought loved her, Sahalie’s eyes
flickered, a fiery new awareness rooting itself within her mind and
the quiet hours spent amongst the forest drew out a natural talent
she had never before recognized.

 


“Mark my words,” she whispered, disappearing
to the comfort of the woods as she stared at the happy couple,
Viktor – who had held her for the whole summer, whispering the
enticing words only he could weave so well. Words, which indeed had
been a spell that she could never abolish from her seared memory,
“you will pay for your crime against me, Viktor Jurgensen.”

 


CRUNCH.

 


Her bootheels meet with the fallen leaves as
she moved through the underbrush – intent on never returning to see
Viktor marry Griselda. Though midday, a greying mist still
lingered, inching up her skirts as she trod through the
undergrowth. The thicket seemed to swell all around her as she
swept her gaze over her surroundings. There was mystery and
uncertainty all around her, but Sahalie knew she had a lot of study
to do and the very ritual she considered was dangerous, her mother
would roll in her grave with upset if she knew what Sahalie were
about to do.

 


“Not much further,” she murmured, as a
strange rock structure loomed before her. She recognized the altar
even as vines had overtaken it from deep within the forest. A
tugging grin pulled at her lips as she pulled the tendrils free of
the shrine, “And with but blood and intent I shall wake thee,
milord,” she began, slipping a bone dagger from her cloak, she drew
the blade out in a wide arc across her left palm, hovering it above
the altar as she lifted her eyes.

 


“Rashaan, arise as we draw
closer to the Sabbat, I beg thy invocation – by blood for blood,
come unto me.” She muttered, squeezing her palm over the altar
plate.

 


Whoosh!

 


A quick breeze fluttered through the
trees.

 


RUSTLE. RUSTLE.

 


The trees danced, their
branches interlacing like reaching lovers’ fingertips too long
denied. Sahalie’s eyes darted around the woods. She spun about
face, losing her footing slightly as she stumbled over a
branch.

 


SNAP.

 


Her eyes swept back over the altar as she
noted the blood pooling on the offering plate.

 


“Damn,” she muttered, “Of
course, it wouldn’t bloody work.” She murmured, disheartened by the
lack of reaction that resulted from her first spell cast.
‘Miserable failure, is all I am.’
She thought, wandering deeper into the shadowy
darkness of the woods. Long ago, her mother had told her of the
cabin – the one just beyond the altar. The one her family had been
royalty amongst – until they had abruptly moved. As a child, it was
rumored that a dark entity had been robbing the children of the
villagers and fearing her safety, Sahalie’s family moved her to the
open gale where Viktor had announced his engagement to the
unnerving Griselda. And knowing nothing but the rumors, Sahalie
found the allure of the dark woods to be a sanctuary with what her
heart resonated. Like the summer passing behind her, the fall of
leaves reminded her of the rebirth she was determined to
undergo.
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