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      The author writes in a wide variety of genres, including works for children.

      Be advised that this is, indeed, a dark fantasy collection, and contains some content that might not be suitable for some readers.

      This includes descriptions of violence, child abuse, and death, among other things.

      If this collection is not your cup of tea, please disengage for your own wellbeing.
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      Three Worlds. Three Fates. One Thread of Darkness.

      In this collection of haunting dark fantasy tales, mortals and spirits alike wrestle with destiny, sacrifice, and the cost of power.

      In The Breath Borrower, a sacred thief of breath must choose between duty and mercy in a city where life and death hang on a whisper.

      The Withering follows a lone scholar through the dream-infested Underland, seeking a cure for a dying world—even as her own body fades.

      And in Vapors of Misuse, a cursed twin races against time to use forbidden magic against a ruthless tyrant—before he is consumed by the very power he wields.

      These are not stories of easy victories or neat endings. They are stories of survival, of sacrifice, and of what lingers when hope is gone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Sometimes the dark offers the only way forward.
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            The Breath Borrower

          

        

      

    

    
      I slip through the window, quieter than the breath I seek.

      A merchant this time with gurgling snores at the start of every inhale. The sound buzzes around the room as if a tired bee is trapped against a pane of glass.

      Moonlight dims the purples and reds of the ornate rug beneath my feet. Extinguished candles, the thickness of my arm, tower upon the tables next to the carved wooden bed. A thin, embroidered bedcover stretches across the man’s portly form.

      Moving closer, I catch sight of his bed companion. A slight, younger man—if not a boy—his cheeks rich with peach fuzz. His breathing is deep and free from the incessant hum. The musky scent of mingled bodies emanates from them, blending with sweet wine and a lemony whiff of…

      Glancing toward the solid pools of candle wax, I see the dry leafy remnants of Nightsinger. I stifle a grunt. Neither of them will be aware of me this night.

      My silent footsteps end beside tapestry slippers and I stand listening to the buzz, hesitating. I know I will not enjoy this one, but the Receiver cannot wait.

      Bending to a hands-breadth above the man’s face, I focus, and match my breaths with his.

      Two breaths. Three. Then, I have the rhythm. I open the space granted to me by the Great One. An extra pocket to store the air needed elsewhere. The grace of a third lung.

      My chest expands. The fermented odor of the man’s drink and drug is repulsive, not intoxicating. But it is what was requested. I pull it in deeply, watching the man’s chest fall lower than before. It fails to rise for two of my own breaths, then returns to its previous vibrating hum.

      I pull away with a last look at the companion, bare chest rising in a smooth, slow rhythm. His breath would have been sweeter, but I am not the one who chooses.

      Returning to the window, I ease out onto a narrow ornamental ledge running the length of the brick building. I lower myself down and hang by my fingertips, the move difficult with the extra pressure in my chest. I drop to the balcony below, a huff of my own breath expelling with the landing.

      Preparing to cross to the next balcony, my straps loosen and slip across my ribs. It had not been my night for Borrowing and in my rush to prepare for the assignment, I had failed to secure my wrappings tight enough. Crouching below the level of the railing, I reach inside my fitted tunic and tug at the cloth strips that bind my breasts. I know I should loose them and do away with the binding. Most of the other Borrowers do. It allows more space for the air. But it was so much easier to be a boy when I was young. It is a hard habit to break.

      Cinching the straps tight, I twist my torso back and forth to make sure it stays snug. Satisfied, I peer over the top rail at the surrounding buildings. This four-story building is one of the tallest in this district and allows me a view of the entire street. The sweet shade of night dulls the white-washed walls, many dotted with flowering plants hanging outside shuttered or curtained windows. The swept cobbled streets are deserted and still, but for the breeze rustling the curtains and brushing the leaves of the plants.

      Satisfied no eyes are about, I stand and gain the next balcony to access the adjacent roof. With sure steps I cross the curved roof tiles and head east, to the temple district.

      A gibbous moon lights my way across the rooftops and provides deep shadows in the alleyways to hide me. Covered from head to toe in the dark gray hues of shadows, I am seldom seen on my assignments. Those that do glimpse me pretend they have not. I do not know if they realize who or what I am, or if they believe me to be just a thief.

      I suppose I am, but a holy one… now.

      I prefer the rooftops, but there are areas of the city where my weight creaks the roof beams, and I’d rather not join the inhabitants below. The air is sweeter here; the wind carrying away the faint stench that snakes along the tight streets and alleyways belonging to most of the city. Echoes of the night are softer, too. The scrapes and thumps less ominous. And the view; a blend of stone, tiled, and wooden roofs, with patches of thatch sprinkled throughout the poorer districts. All bathed in sleepy moonlight. Clean and peaceful in its deception.

      The buildings grow farther apart as I move closer to the temple district. I leap with more force, rejoicing in the exertion and the breeze that blows through my thin clothing. The recent rains have left a light layer of moss across the roofs, and as my foot hits the shingles of the next roof, I slip.

      Falling forward, I land on my forearms, protecting the breath in my chest. Fingers scrabbling against the slick wood to find purchase, I slide off to my thighs.

      Pay attention, Najidah.

      I inch myself toward the peak and sit for a moment, assessing the surrounding buildings. I spot a set of stairs leading down from a room behind a tavern. With care, I make my way to its roof, drop to the top landing and descend to gain the alleyways. Hopping down the last few steps, I startle a cat, finishing a meal of rat. The gray tabby growls at me.

      The corner of my mouth tugs upward. There were never enough cats to keep the rat population down when I was young. My feet still bear the scars from bites of the wretched things.

      “Sorry, little one. Good boy. You finish your meal.”

      My eyes widen and my right hand flies
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