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  Author Note


The Mated Myths series is inspired by ancient Greek mythology. 

I have taken creative liberties in the descriptions and abilities of characters, places, and objects. 

Please do not go into this with expectations of historical accuracy, it is fiction after all. 



Seducing Scylla is book one of  a six-book series of interconnected standalones.


While each book can be read separately and will have their own HEA/HFN, you will have the best reading experience if read in order.





Please be advised that some matter in this book may be triggering for some readers.


The next page covers the content warnings for Seducing Scylla.








  
  Content Warnings


Seducing Scylla contains, but is not limited to: graphic violence, murder (on page), explicit sexual content and scenes, kidnapping, body shaming, attempted sexual assault (on page), trafficking, sexual harassment (historical), non-human sexual appendages, infertility, IVF (historical), miscarriage (implied, historical), and an epilogue baby (no pregnancy).
Kinks, including but not limited to: restraint, tentacles, anal, double penetration, and oviposition

If you believe something has been missed, please reach out to 
lexloganauthor@gmail.com








  
  To the Fates. 

Life has had a funny way of working out just right.
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Morgan


Fog swirls up from the pavement with each of my steps, the morning sun warming the brisk autumn air as I make my way through the busy city streets to work. I hoist my satchel on my shoulder before squirreling my hands under my armpits inside my cardigan to stave the residual cold away. Sirens and the occasional toot of car horns wail in the distance, a cacophony of city noise that brings me comfort in the chaos. Someone yells at someone else who curses back, causing me to duck my head, a smirk teasing its way onto my face. My breath filters out before me in a cloud as I sidestep the bustling crowds of people traveling to their nine-to-five before heading to the local bars or restaurants with their friends and colleagues until late, before doing it all again tomorrow. Rinse and repeat. 
That used to be me. BD. Before Divorce. My failed relationship with my ex-wife siphoned a kernel of something away from me and I haven’t managed to find it again. I try, I really do. I plaster a smile on my face, making sure other people feel valued and seen. I pretend to be on the outside what I wish I felt on the inside. Fake it ‘til you make it, and all that. I’m not depressed, I don’t think. I don’t want to catapult myself off a bridge or anything. I’m just, you know… here. Okay, maybe I am depressed. I’ll pocket that thought for my therapist.
Dodging cars, I cross the road and skip through an ornate wrought-iron archway and into the park in the middle of the city, where the library, my work, sits smack bang in the center. A monolithic building of colonial design with its white stone façade framed by tall, looming pillars. A parking lot sits off to one side, full to the brim, and I’m thankful I don’t have to drive into the city. 
I follow the pathway through the trees and flowery bushes, a chill washing over me as the canopy blocks the weak morning sun from warming the path. Birds titter as a couple passes me on their morning walk, and a shirtless man, layered in a thin sheen of sweat that glistens as the sun hits his skin, throws a ball for his dog on the grass. The retriever, getting distracted, bounds over to me in the process, nearly knocking me flat on the path. 
“Hello, my sweetie pie,” I croon, sticking out a hand for it to sniff before bending down and giving it a thorough back scratch.
“C’mere, Bulldozer! Sorry about that!” The man jogs over, calling for his dog. 
I wave a ‘no problem’ with a laugh before giving Bulldozer one last scratch behind his ear. I’m still smiling to myself as I enter the library foyer, Bulldozer being the perfect pick-me-up.
“Morning, Joe!” I wave to the library security guard, an elderly man, with short greying hair, matching stubble, and crinkles around his eyes like he’s spent his life laughing.
“Hey, Morgan, how you doin’, darlin’?” He tips his navy cap off to me, ever the gentleman.
I shrug with a smile. “Oh, you know, same old, same old.”
“Same shit, different day, my Pa used to say, s’cuse my French.”
I laugh and nod. “Same shit, different day.”
Working the weekday shift at the library is my favorite. Hardly anyone comes in besides some college students and a few people sleeping rough, who just want to sit inside somewhere for a while and aren’t going to be ordered to leave. At least, they’re not on my shift. I’m quite happy for anyone to come in. The state’s paying for the resource, so everyone should be entitled to use it. They might even find comfort in a good book while they’re here.
I walk between the aisles, pushing my returns cart, stopping now and then to shelve a book or tidy a stack. I grab a copy of The Odyssey to return it to its rightful resting place, scanning the call number on the spine and then those of the books on the shelf, mumbling the alphabet as I go. I huff, noticing someone has put the wrong book in the place where The Odyssey is meant to go. Pulling it out, I quirk an eyebrow at the beautiful alien woman on the cover. I haven’t read this one, but it looks interesting, so I add it to my returns cart to check it out later and go to pop The Odyssey in its place. 
As I reach up, I spy a young woman sitting at one of the library booths through the gap in the books. She’s got the gray hood of her washed-out black denim jacket up, and shaggy purple hair hanging out the sides and over her face like a curtain. Her attempt at being inconspicuous makes her stand out all the more. I haven’t seen her around here before, but I think she’s one of the few who seek refuge inside these warm walls. A tall man with dark hair stands next to her table. His back is to me, so I can only assume he’s talking to her, but she looks like she’d rather be anywhere else, her eyes flitting around as if looking for someone, or something, to help her escape. I narrow my eyes, all too familiar with uncomfortable interactions. How many times had I been followed to work, my heart rate picking up as some man decided he wanted to talk to me and wouldn’t take no for an answer? Or the vulgar catcalls from construction workers in the city as I passed by building sites, minding my own business?
Pushing The Odyssey into the empty space, I flatten out the skirt of my dress, a plan forming in my head. For once, I can actually do something. I plaster a big fake smile on my face and push the cart out the end of the aisle. I hum to myself, keeping the young woman in my peripheral vision as I near her table.
“Oh!” I yelp, pushing my returns cart into the back of the man’s legs, and dramatically fall to the floor, landing on my hands and knees.
“What the fuck!” he shouts, whipping around to see what hit him, dark eyes flitting between the cart and me kneeling on the timber floors. 
The woman doesn’t miss a beat, taking her cue and quickly sliding out of the booth, hightailing it toward the foyer. 
“Oh, I’m so sorry! I tripped. I’m so clumsy!” I say, trying my best to keep the amusement from my voice while pulling myself up off the floor and dusting off my dress.
He growls in frustration, whirling back around to where the woman was sitting, his hand running through his short dark hair when he realizes she’s gotten away. He lets out a string of curses, eyes flitting back and forth over the library, trying to catch a glimpse of where she could’ve gotten to. 
“Can I help you find anything?” My voice is saccharine, and I continue to stare at him with a pleasant smile, my sea-green eyes wide and falsely apologetic. 
He turns back around, and I gulp, my smile slipping just a little. His eyes are dark and dead as he stares at me, gaze raking over my body, and I suddenly feel very self-conscious of my curvy hips and bust. I’m not petite. I’m no size six, and I’m fine with that. I like my body, but I don’t like the way his gaze makes me feel like I shouldn’t. I shudder.
“No.” He grunts and dismisses me, turning around and stalking out to the foyer.
I mutter an obscenity under my breath, hoping the woman has managed to get far enough through the park that he won’t see her once he’s outside. 
“That man botherin’ you?” Joe strides over.
I shake my head, brushing an unruly curl behind my ear. “Not me. That girl that was sitting here. I thought I’d offer her a distraction so she could skedaddle, but I think he’s followed her outside.”
Joe hums and pats my arm. “I’ll check out front, make sure she got away.” 
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The rest of my shift passes uneventfully, with Joe finding no evidence of the man I hit with my returns trolley or the young woman he was harassing. Closing time rolls around and I make my rounds of the library, ensuring no one gets left inside after hours. 
“Sorry, Bruce, you gotta head out for the night. I’m locking up.” I usher one of the regular visitors out of the booths at the far end of the library. 
Bruce grumbles, looking sheepish. “Sorry, Morgan.”
“Me too, hon. Me too.” I give his arm a sympathetic squeeze as Joe escorts him out to the foyer and locks the doors after him. Joe returns and we begin our routine of flicking each light off and checking each window and door is locked as we circle the interior perimeter. When we’re back at the foyer, I grab my satchel from the locked drawer at the front desk and flick the last light off before exiting into the brisk night air, feeling glad for my fluffy pink cardigan.
“You want me to walk you home, Miss Morgan?” Joe asks as I lock the front doors behind us and tuck the key away in my satchel. 
I shake my head. “I’ll be alright. Thanks, Joe. It’s only five, plenty of people still around.” 
I gesture out to the park where people are still, in fact, around, despite the slowly darkening sky. Plus, I know Joe has a bus and a train to catch before he makes it to his home in one of the outer suburbs of the city. 
“A’right, you be careful now. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
I give Joe a quick hug and wave him off in the direction of the bus stop. 
My eyes flit around the park before heading in the direction of the path, when I spot an older-looking camper van parked in the far corner of the library parking lot, its rear window covered in stickers from all over. The kind that people collect on family road trips. 
Sighing, I make my way over to the vehicle, tilting my head to peer into the front as I approach, not seeing anyone in the driver’s cab.
“Yoo hoo, anyone home?” I knock on the rear passenger door. “You can’t park here overnight. City council will have you towed when they come to lock the gate in an hour!”
The door opens with a dull click of the handle. I paste a friendly smile on my face, expecting a bedraggled tourist to open the door. What I’m not expecting is the dark-eyed man from earlier today. 
“You.” His growl is a deep timbre. 
Uh-oh. My danger radar goes from green to blaring red in ten seconds flat.
“Oh, hello!” I pale. “Sorry again about earlier. I’m so clumsy. I tripped over my feet. Um, you can’t park here overnight. The council will have you towed. When they lock the gate.” 
I wave my hand lamely at the parking lot gate, my mouth not taking the cue to stop talking. My smile slips slightly.
The man’s eyes flash dangerously. I gulp, taking a step backward, prepared to run, if need be. I’m suddenly feeling grateful that I wore flats to work instead of heels like some of the women at the high fashion retail stores.
“You cost me my catch, and now I’m short a body.”
“Uh, body?” I squeak.
Pearly white teeth peek out as a grin splits his face. It would be handsome, if not for his dead eyes, instead, it’s just menacing. I let out a whimper, my eyes darting back and forth to see if someone has eyes on us, but the sky has deepened, and most people have since moved on to more well-lit areas. 
My mind races a mile a minute. His mention of a catch and a body has me thinking I’m about to be in a bit of a pickle. Whirling on my feet, I make a break for it, not waiting to find out if I’m about to become somebody’s lampshade like I’m imagining. I make it two steps before a strong hand grips me around the back of the neck. My feet fly out from under me as the man yanks me backward and I let out a small grunt as I fall into a hard body. His arms quickly wrap around me, and a hand covers my mouth to smother the scream I’m seconds away from letting loose.
My nostrils flare as panic rips through me, and I thrash in his arms, my breathing short and sharp. Black spots creep into the edges of my vision at the lack of oxygen filtering through his palm.
“Get me the stuff,” he grunts to someone. 
Oh my god, there’s more of them. I whimper, trying to breathe through my nose in squeaky inhales and exhales. All the crime documentaries I’ve watched run through my head. Are they going to stuff me in a freezer? Cook me up and dish me in a pie? I don’t want to be a pie! 
The man removes his hand for a brief moment, allowing me to suck in a deep breath of air, but the relief is short-lived as his hand comes back up again. I shake my head back and forth, a shrill keening slipping from my lips. My legs swing, trying to make contact with any part of him I can, to no avail. He wrestles my jaw with his hand, a damp cloth coming over my nose and I unwillingly inhale a sickly-sweet smell. My vision clouds at the edges and sleepiness creeps in as my limbs gradually give up their fight and hang limply in the man’s arms.
The next lot of tourists can just get towed. 
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I’m rocking, my gut twisting with the motion. My eyeballs hurt and my lids do not want to open at all. I let out a pained moan and go to crush the heels of my palms into my eye sockets just to ease the pressure. But I can’t. I’m restrained somehow. The sharp ache in my shoulders comes rearing into focus with full force, the stiffness of being stuck in one position for too long burning in my limbs. I can’t even feel my fingers. Forcing my eyes open, the room spins and sways. Is it possible to spin and sway at the same time? 
A familiar, sickly-sweet scent lingers in my nose, trying its hardest to cover the other more unpleasant smells of my surroundings, but only succeeds in making me nauseous. The smell brings forth the panicked moments of before. Of the dead-eyed man and his hands around my face and body. The panic. Not being able to breathe. I still can’t breathe. 
My eyes bulge, and I register a thin keening noise before realizing it’s me. I gasp a shuddering breath before I heave. The sour tang of bile fills my mouth before forcing its way out and splattering on the floor. The motion has me tumbling, overbalanced, and I unceremoniously land face first in the sticky bodily fluids I just expunged, given the tang infiltrating my nostrils. I retch again, a sob quickly following. 
Lying in my own filth, arms
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"I WOULD SACRIFICE MYSELF AT THE FEET OF
THE GODS TO LOOK UPON HER AGAIN. TO
TOUCH HER. TO LOVE HER."

LEX LOGAN






