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To all the women who struggle with their inner darkness and the men who love them anyway.
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Your mental health is important. Please use discretion, this book contains materials that some may find disturbing or triggering. 



Violent / Mental


PTSD (Mentioned) 
Panic Attacks 
Nightmares About Trauma 
Violence 
Death 
Slut Shaming 
Kidnapping / Abduction 
Murder 
Heavy Torture 
Blood / Blood Swapping
Profanity 
Anxiety 
Sibling Death
Parental Death 
Homophobia 

Sexual/ Misc.

Explicit Sex Scenes 
MMF 
MFM 
MF 
Breath Play 
Primal Play 
Fisting 
Tendrils / Tentacles 
Swapping Bodily Fluids 
Light Impact Play 
Unprotected Sex 
Edging 
Voyeurism / Exhibitionism 
Sex In Public 
Orgy 
Demons 
Ghosts 
Occult 
Witchcraft


Please protect yourself.  
If you are struggling and need help.

 Suicide & Crisis Lifeline  
 988 
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How does one knowingly enter a world of darkness? Is it with their eyes open, ready to face any challenge, or do they close their eyes and hold their breath? I did the latter. The warmth caught me off guard as I placed my hand into Rolan’s. It was a drastic contrast to the icy smoke that swirled off the portal in the entryway of our safe house. I didn't look back at the guys as I took my first step through the portal. If I did, I may change my mind and decide to stay with them instead of walking into the unknown. A blast of frigid air surrounds me, and it leaves me shivering. 
As I emerge on the other side, I wonder what's going through Jensen, Charles, and Leo's heads. They're the men who dragged me into this chaotic world of monsters and the secret society that keeps us safe from them. They saved me from a crazy ex-boyfriend I had in college who wanted the book of magic I found. Then I find out I'm a witch with demonic powers because my parents made a deal with a demon to keep me alive as a baby. That leads me to this very moment, in the hands of the demon that saved my life, who gave me my powers and will now train me. 
The hairs on my arms and neck stand on end as my feet hit the floor on the opposite side of the portal. I have yet to open my eyes because I'm terrified. I've seen enough in my visions to know that this world will not bring me warmth and comfort but will leave me apprehensive and restless. I'll constantly teeter on the edge of fear, not only from this world but who's in it.  
Demons... But namely, a certain demon prince who's currently holding my hand. I'll be alone for an entire day with Azrolan, one of the seven demon princes of Larcaroth. I open my eyes, and we're standing on a massive stone bridge overlooking a ravine. My eyes trail up at what I could only describe as an enormous gothic castle with spires that seem to pierce the inky black sky.  
I stare at Rolan in disbelief, and he gives me a knowing look. "It can be a bit overwhelming when you first see it in person." Rolan wags a brow at me over his innuendo.  
"You live in a gothic castle. It's..." I have no words to describe the dark beauty in front of me. The arched stained glass windows glow from inside, adding some much-needed warmth to the black and grey world surrounding us. The stone has discolored from years of weather beating against it. The turrets are haphazardly placed, adding to the visual interest. The mountain range behind it seems to hug the castle, so it feels nestled in, but not as if the mountain could swallow it. 
"Come. You're cold and aren't wearing proper attire." Rolan tugs at my hand, and I realize my body is shivering. I pull my eyes away from the castle I’ll live in for an undetermined amount of time to look at Rolan. He gives me a warm smile that lights up his black eyes, and I follow him. I should pull my hand from his, but I'm afraid he's what's tethering me here. 
I take this time to look around more as we walk. The ravine has a rushing river at the bottom and a dense forest on the opposite side of the bridge. There are two perfectly manicured gardens on either side as we walk forward. When we get closer to Rolan's massive home, I wonder how old it must be.  
"Ancient. It's looked like this for nearly a thousand years, but my family has built this from what used to be a modest mansion." My mouth practically falls open at this new information.  
"How old is your world?" I ask, curiosity nipping at my mind. 
"Older than yours," he informs me, and my brain physically hurts from trying to comprehend that expanse of time. Changing the subject as we near the castle and the warm glow becomes brighter, I come up with another question. 
“Do you guys have electricity, or are candles used for light and fireplaces for warmth?" I ask. Before we can reach the door, black shadowy tendrils pull the double doors open for us. Those were the same shadowy tendrils that held Leo off the ground, strangling him. The fear of seeing it again stops me. What am I doing here? With a demon I know nothing about, and he strangled one of my boyfriends. Leo tried to shoot him, but he was trying to protect me. Uncertainty and doubt cloud my mind, and I wonder if I made the right choice. 
Rolan notices my hesitation and lets out a nervous laugh. "I won't hurt you," he says before continuing. "But to answer your question, we have electricity. Who do you think gave all those inventors their ideas?" 
"You're telling me you helped invent electricity in my world?"  
"Precisely. They sold their souls for it." It's easy to get lost in Rolan's smooth speech and suave demeanor. Then he says something like that, reminding me he's a demon who bargains for human souls. "I only take what they give to me, love," Rolan reminds me. 
"That doesn't make it any easier." I have to be smart about my thoughts around him, or he'll read me like an open book. 
"Now, please, come inside. Your lips are now a deathly shade of blue.” Rolan tugs me along, and I follow through the massive door without resistance. The tendril disappears as we pass the threshold, and the doors close behind us slowly. How does it do that? It’s fascinating but unnerving how it emerges and then vanishes suddenly. 
I'm greeted by the familiar white marble floors and black walls with gold and black sconces that line the open foyer. Two grand staircases lead to the second floor, with a massive black crystal chandelier hanging above us.  
"Follow me, and you can warm up before the hearth."  
Following him, I notice he moves silently along the polished floors, and my shoes give off tiny squeaks. That's another thing I need to keep in mind. He'll sneak up on me constantly, and I need to prepare my nerves. As we walk down the hall, I can’t help but admire all the things Rolan has in his home. We pass antiques, statues, and paintings that look like they go back centuries. If I saw this in a person’s house on earth, I would consider it gaudy and tacky because the likelihood they were genuine would be slim. I know these are real. I can see the brush strokes and the raised texture of the paints on the canvas. The statues and busts are discolored from age and aren't a bright white alabaster. Suits of armor have a patina, and the antique vases and knick-knacks don't hold the same brightness they once did when they were first created.  
We enter the great room from my vision. This time, we entered from the opposite side of the room, and I never noticed a massive grand piano standing near the fireplace before. 
"Come over here." Rolan waves me over. I've stopped shaking, but the chill has gone bone-deep. I move near the fire, and the warmth melts the cold that's intertwined with every fiber of my body. Rolan moves quickly out of view and returns in the blink of an eye. 
"Here, this blanket will help." He lifts his arms over my head to drape a thick black quilt around my shoulders. His intoxicating scent encompasses me, and I have to stop myself from giving in to the urge to inhale deeply. Rolan pulls it around me until it crosses in front, his fingers gently brushing against the skin on my chest. My breath hitches. I look up to see his heated gaze, but he pulls away. 
“Thank you," I say as I pull the blanket around me tightly. He nods and walks away, and I stare at the flames in the impressive stone hearth. The warmth slowly works through my body, melting away the cold that permanently lingers around us. A familiar, slow, sad melody plays from the piano. Rolan's fingers float delicately across the ivory keys with ease.  
"Moonlight Sonata," I whisper. 
"Ludwig Van Beethoven's Piano Sonata No. 14 C-Sharp Minor Op. 27, No. 2: Sonata quasi una fantasia, but commonly known as Moonlight Sonata," he corrects me. 
"I've always loved this song. There's a haunting beauty to its sound. It's tragic yet romantic." I walk over to the piano. Rolan scoots over, and I take the seat beside him. 
"Beethoven dedicated this song to Countess Giulietta Guicciardi. She was one of his students." His fingers move effortlessly, not missing a single note. 
"So, it is romantic." 
"Well, he was 31 years old, and Giulietta was 16. So maybe not so romantic as predatory." Rolan gives me a mischievous grin. The tune picks up to something new. 
"What's this?" I ask.  
"Same song. Most people don't get past the first movement." He abruptly stops and turns toward me. "Did you eat?" 
The question came out of nowhere. "Uh, no. I didn't, actually." Just then, my stomach grumbles in protest. 
"Let me show you to the kitchen." He moves so quickly my eyes couldn't follow him before he's standing near another hall entrance. I put the blanket on a nearby armchair and follow him. 
After walking through a maze of hallways, we enter a huge kitchen with modern appliances and an old-world hearth made of brick. The two blend perfectly to create a rustic modern kitchen like the ones I've seen in magazines. 
"What would you like to eat?" Rolan asks as he opens the refrigerator and peers inside. He looks so human doing such a mundane task. I guess I never thought of him going into a kitchen for a midnight snack. I just assumed demons didn't eat.  
"We don't have to eat, but most of us love food, so we eat," Rolan informs. 
"Oh. Just a sandwich will do." I lean up against the island that has a cold concrete countertop. I watch him move around and realize I have a literal demon prince making me a sandwich. He looks up at me sharply, then goes back to putting mayo on bread. 
"Don't get used to this. I don't make food for anyone. The staff normally makes all the meals, but considering we came in late, I'll do you this kindness." He looks at me again, and my cheeks heat under his stare. Wonderful, I get to deal with another man who has a gaze that makes me squirm.  
"I can make you squirm with more than just my stare." I swallow a lump that has formed in my throat, and I think of random things.  
"Ugh, you need to loosen up a bit." Rolan slides the plate to me, and it looks like a normal ham and cheese sandwich, nothing fancy. 
"I'm loose enough, thank you." I take a bite, and then what I said hits me. “That's not what I meant. I mean... I meant... Oh fucking Christ, never mind." Then I take another bite, and Rolan lets out a loud belly laugh at my blunder. 
"From what I've seen, I would say you're quite tight," Rolan emphasizes, and I almost choke on the sandwich I'm trying to swallow. Lust-filled mischief plays across his handsome features, and I have to clear my throat so I can breathe properly. 
"Anyway, where will I be sleeping?" I ask, changing the subject. I don't want to give in to him steering the conversation toward sex. He's already seen me naked in a bathtub and having sex with Charles. I don't want to give him any more ideas. 
Rolan quirks a brow at me but says nothing about my thoughts.  
"You'll sleep on the third floor down the hall from my room. That way, if you need anything, I can assist you." I want to roll my eyes at him, but he's still extremely dangerous, and I'm not sure how much sass he'll tolerate, even if he seems to like me. 
I finish my sandwich and yawn. I look around for a clock, but I don't see one. But the sun had set not long before we left, so I am assuming it is still pretty early. Leo and Charles had me doing the sex Olympics earlier, and I’m exhausted but, surprisingly, not sore. I raise my arms and stretch out my back, and I can feel Rolan's eyes on me. I look up, and he's clearly staring at my cleavage, which is peeking out from under my V-cut t-shirt. This time, I roll my eyes, and he chuckles. 
"Let me show you to your room. Judging by your thoughts, you could use some sleep." Rolan stands to his full height, which seems about 6’8. He raises a brow at me and then heads for the hallways we came from. We go through another maze of hallways, up two flights of stairs to the third floor, and down a few more halls. 
"Do you ever get tired of having to walk 20-plus minutes to get anywhere else in your castle?" I ask as I try to catch my breath. I was practically chasing him the whole way. If he takes one step, I need to take about four just to keep up.  
"Well, considering I've been doing it for over 1,000 years, it doesn't seem to bother me anymore." My mouth falls open at his age.  "You look cute with your mouth open." I snap it shut as he opens the door to my room and stands in the door's frame. He holds his arm out to escort me in, but I have to squeeze past him since his body is in the doorway. Our chests brush against each other, and I move quickly inside. Feeling his body makes my heart race and the blood rush to places I'd rather ignore, so I don't focus on that. I'm standing in a dark room until Rolan flips on the lights.  
The room is every goth's dream. Everything is black. The walls are black with a warm mahogany wood floor. The bedding has various textures and patterns that blend seamlessly. The headboard has intricate carvings of vines, flowers, and thorns. The ceilings reach twenty feet high, and the arched windows are just as tall. There’s a baroque-styled vanity with a matching chair. There's a sitting area with a chaise lounge and two armchairs in the same matching style as the bed frame. My eyes finally land on two massive chandeliers with black crystals dripping from the many lights. 
"It's stunning," I whisper in awe. 
"Thank you. Your bathroom is through that door." I hadn't even noticed the door near a large armoire. "My room is just at the end of this hallway. So if you need anything, please knock." This time, he says it the way a proper host would, with no sexual innuendos in sight. 
"Great. I think I'm going to go to bed. I'm exhausted." I place my bag on the chaise lounge and then face Rolan. 
"As you wish. We have a busy day tomorrow. I hope you're prepared." I nod, and Rolan closes the door behind him. I'm not ready for any of this, but I'll do anything to get a leg up on Gage and Olivia. Images of the last week flash behind my eyes, and I realize that was the first time I'd thought of my assault in two days. I'm suddenly feeling alone and wish the guys were here with me to keep my mind occupied.  
I quickly change into pajamas, thankful that I took a shower earlier. I pull back the thick, heavy covers and slide into bed, curling into myself, trying to create my comfort while feeling vulnerable and uneasy. I know I won't get much sleep tonight. I'm in a new place with nothing familiar to me. I’ve gotten used to being with Leo, Jensen, and  Charles for the last month. Now that they aren't here, I miss them more than I expected I would. 
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Sleep didn’t come easily, as expected. It scared me half to death when a little monster, the size of a toddler with flaming red skin, wings of a bat, horns, and a tail, knocked and then walked into my room. It placed a plate of food on a decorative table in the center of the room. Then, he silently jumps up and flies out. I would've run screaming from the room if it weren’t for my visions. I 'd seen so many types of demons and monsters when I placed my hands on the portal to this world. Still, seeing one several feet away was still a shock.
The breakfast was a relatively typical meal: scrambled eggs with cheese and chives sprinkled on top, with bacon slices, and a bagel with cream cheese. There was a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice and water. The similarities to home are unnerving. How can Larcaroth have so many things like Earth? 
After eating, I walk over, unpack my clothes, and place them into the armoire. Grabbing a long-sleeved sweater, jeans, and a thong, I change leisurely. When I pull my shirt down, I hear someone clear their throat, and I practically jump out of my skin. Spinning around, I pull my top down quickly, but Rolan gets a sneaky peek at my tits.
“You've got to stop sneaking up on me when I’m naked… or changing… or having sex,” I scold. He leans against the wall with his arms and ankles crossed, unphased by my words. I’m not sure how he got in here since I didn’t hear the door open.
“I find it rather entertaining to pop in on you.” Rolan watches me like a predator watches their prey. I freeze when he pushes off the wall and stalks over to me. His large frame towers over me, and I take several steps back until my ass hits the bedframe at the foot of the bed. He closes the gap quickly, then leans down so our faces are inches apart. My breath hitches, and I'm paralyzed with fear. I don’t know Rolan well enough to know what he’s thinking or what he wants to do to me based on the wicked gleam in his eye.
“I know what I would love to do to you right now.” He licks his lower lip, his eyes boring into mine, and his breath brushes against my skin, causing my stomach to flutter and my chest to tighten. “But I don’t think you’re ready for that.” Chills skate their way down my spine at his implications. 
“I told you, this is business only.” My voice sounded less confident than I wanted. He smirks at me and then stands to his full height.
“For now, but we have much to cover today, so follow me.” He turns and strides towards the door, and I release the breath stuck in my throat. I follow him, and he takes me through another maze of hallways and staircases until we’re back in the great room.
“Take a seat,” Rolan instructs. I sit on the black crushed velvet couch. I grab a pillow and place it on my lap. My nerves are on edge this morning from lack of sleep and caffeine.
“Would you like a coffee?” Rolan asks, and I look at him to see he’s watching me intently.
“Yes. That'd be amazing.” I grip the pillow tighter at the thought of having a yummy coffee to get me through this.
“Vogmun,” Rolan shouts. 
“What?” Confused about what a Vogmun is. Then something moves in my peripherals. The same little red monster comes walking around the couch toward Rolan. My heart beats rapidly, my breath comes in short pants, and my palms sweat from nerves and the velvet of the pillow.
“Please bring Ms. Rinde a coffee,” Rolan instructs, and the demon looks at me. “What would you like, little shadow? Vogmun can make anything you'd like.” Vogmun continues to look at me expectedly, and I clear the lump in my throat.
“Um, how about a caramel latte with an extra shot of espresso?” Vogmun nods and flies off. My stomach tries to unknot itself as my heart rate slows back to normal.
“What was that?” I whispered once I was sure Vogmun was out of earshot.
“Vogmun is an imp. They’re mischievous little creatures, but he's been one of my attendants for over 200 years. Once the portals closed, it left a lot of imps alone with no one’s company. They can be a pest with all their tricks, but they’re harmless. They really want friendship.” Rolan leans back in the armchair and brings his ankle to rest on his knee, which shows off his impressive bulge, and I scold myself for noticing. It’s hard not to notice when his suit pants are his equivalent of grey sweatpants. I tear my eyes away, hoping Rolan didn’t catch me, but when I look up, he’s watching me intently again. 
“So I don’t have to worry about him trying to murder me in my sleep?” I ask, and Rolan lets out a chuckle.
“Absolutely not. They’re harmless, but be prepared for little pranks.” I sigh and will myself to relax. “Now, there are certain demons you don't want to come in contact with. They'd love to get their filthy claws on you and devour you, and not the same way I want to devour you.” My stomach flutters and my pussy tingles at Rolan’s blunt confession. I try to ignore the growing horniness and focus on the demons who would want to kill me. 
Why am I so horny? I get sex has been in high demand, but holy shit, Rolan just has to look at me a certain way, and my body can’t help but react. 
Focus... I need to focus.
“What kind of demons would want to kill me?” I ask as the fear grows in my gut, pushing aside the horny flutters.
“There isn’t a specific class of demon, but ones that lack a positive disposition in their views on humans.” That isn’t as comforting as he thinks it is. Vogmun walks back into the great room with a large mug of coffee.
“Thank you,” I say when I take the mug from him, and he smiles and skitters off.
“He likes you,” Rolan reveals, and I smile at my cup as I take my first sip. My latte is the perfect temperature; the flavor is rich and smooth. My eyes fall closed for a moment before opening them again as I enjoy the best latte I’ve ever had.
“So, what are we going over?” I ask, then take another sip, rolling my eyes at the pure deliciousness. Rolan’s intense gaze never leaves my face, and I squirm. A self-satisfied smirk tugs at his lips before he answers my question.
“Mainly the rules. I'll give Jensen some of the same rules as well.”
“Why only some?”
“Well, I hate to sound sexist, but there are things here that you, as a delectable woman, can’t do. As I said before, demons would love to get their hands on you.” I stiffen. Did he really just call me a delectable woman? Rolan’s unabashed flirting makes it hard to focus, but I say nothing as I wait for him to continue.
“Rule one: you'll not leave this castle or the grounds unless I’m with you.”
“I mean, that one seems like a given,” I say as I take another sip.
“Rule two: do not touch any of the vegetation. It's all poisonous to humans.” He straightens his sleeve and adjusts slightly in his seat. Which draws my attention back to the outline of his cock in the pants again. 
Jesus. Stop it—poisonous plants. 
“What would happen if I touch it, say by accident?” I realize what I said could be about the plants or the impressive length in his pants. Not that I would. I won’t jeopardize what I have with the guys for Rolan. Again, I force myself to focus on the matter at hand. My curiosity has gotten the better of me, but I'd rather know what would happen versus the fuck around and find out method.
“Well, it depends on what you touch. A tree may give you a searing burn, similar to an acid burn, but it also depends on the tree. It likely wouldn’t kill you, but if left untreated, the burn will fester and spread. The pain would become unbearable, so much so that you would pray for death.” Rolan always seems so nonchalant when discussing someone dying. It's unnerving. “The berries work the same way, but once ingested, the toxins work rapidly, death taking most people in under ten minutes.”
“Noted. Don’t touch the plant life.” That one won’t be hard to remember since a gruesome demise is involved.
“We have a greenhouse. That's where we cultivate a lot of the plants from Earth. That will be the only place you can touch the plants and not perish.”
“Will you show me where it is later?” I ask; sitting in a greenhouse and reading sounds like an excellent way to pass the time. It’s only one day with Rolan alone, and then Jensen will be here. 
“Of course. Rule three: when other demons are here, you'll be by my side or in your room. Nowhere else. I may even tell you to leave. If so, you get to your room as quickly as possible. No questions asked. Understood?” I nod, acknowledging my understanding. He places his hands on the armrest and grips it tightly, his knuckles turning an even paler shade of white. “If you break any of these rules and you end up in the hands of another demon or monster, there's only so much I can do. So I suggest you follow them precisely.”
“I thought you were a demon prince. Don’t you have a bunch of power?” I ask, but I'm not sure how the hierarchy works here. He takes a deep breath, annoyance flashing in his eyes.
“Most demons that come here will be high-ranking or other demon princes. I don’t have any power over other princes. Some of those demon princes aren’t fans of humans. So it’s best to do as I say. As for monsters, if they kill you before I get to you, that’s the end of that.”
I swallow hard at the thought of having to meet other demon princes. I can only imagine what the other demons would be like. The conclusion I come to is they'd likely be terrifying. The silence stretches on for a few minutes before Rolan clears his throat. I look up at him, and his eyes have a mischievous glint to them. 
“Let’s go on a tour of the castle.” Rolan stands and buttons his suit jacket, then brushes it flat so it sits perfectly on his massive frame. He strolls over to me, taking the pillow from my lap as I place the empty coffee mug on the side table. He offers me his hand to help me off the couch. Placing my hand in his to be polite, he leads me out of the great room.
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The early morning sunlight beams onto my face, but I’ve been awake for hours. Sleep was non-existent last night. Amy left with Azrolan through a portal similar to the one we found in the cave outside the safe house. It was carved out of stone, with mystical writing and a large black stone at the top. We've been translating the papers for weeks and digitizing them, but none of that means anything now. All I can think about is Amy. 
I roll from my side onto my back and then run my hand through my hair. After knowing each other for twelve years, she finally admitted to having feelings for me and loves me. We had mind-blowing sex several times before she left, and now all I can do is worry. Rolan made it known, clear as day, that he wants to take her from us, but I'll die before that fucking happens. My anger gets the best of me as I think of Azrolan overstepping with Amy, forcing himself onto her, and we aren’t there to protect her. Especially after Gage raped and tortured her just a week ago; images of that night flash in my mind, but I shove them aside when a knock sounds on my door. 
“Come in,” I shout. Leo partially opens the door and leans in, bracing his weight against the door frame while still holding the knob.  
“Did I wake ya up?” he asks. 
“No. I didn’t sleep,” I admit. I knew exhaustion would hit me later, but I was too anxious to sleep. 
“Same.” He looks down at the floor, his brows pinching together, making him look sad. I know exactly how he’s feeling. Neither of us knows when we'll see Amy again. That thought alone makes my stomach twist with dread.  
“Wanna go on a run? I need a distraction,” Leo finally asks. 
“Yeah, give me ten minutes,” I answer. He nods and closes the door. I sighed deeply and then got out of bed. I run my hands down my face as I approach the dresser to grab clean clothes. I dress quickly and leave my room.  
There's noise coming from Jensen’s room, and the door is open, so I walk in. Jensen opens a large empty duffel bag and places it on his bed. 
“Packing?” I know it’s a redundant question, but I ask anyway to let him know I’m walking in. 
“Yeah.” That’s all he says. Things have been tense between us since he decided he's the one to go to Larcaroth tonight to be with Amy. I wish it would be me, but I have to finish translating the rest of the ‘ORDINEM,’ a book Amy found in the library she works at that contains tons of magic. Plus, Jensen is the occult specialist, so it makes sense for him to go. But fuck, I want to be with Amy. I sit down on the charcoal leather couch in the corner. He moves around the room, grabbing things he’ll need. 
The tension in the room is making it uncomfortable. “When are you leaving?” I ask. 
“Seven,” he says as he places his folded shirts into the duffel bag. Rolan came to get Amy when the sun set around 6:30 last night. I stare at the espresso floor, wondering what Amy's doing right now, which only makes this sadness feel like I’m sinking into a depressive state.  
“I’m going to keep her safe,” Jensen says as I look up at him, and he stares blankly at his bag. Jensen finally looks at me, understanding how this is tearing me up.  
“I know,” I say solemnly. I look back at the floor, nodding absentmindedly.  
“Once I leave, you and Leo need to finish the translating. If we aren't back by the time you're done, I want you to track down Gage. I don’t care what favors you need to call in, but find him.” His voice turns icy when he mentions Gage, and I find myself clenching my fists at his name.  
“Alright. What do we do about Olivia?” I ask, knowing she's Gage’s co-conspirator.
“Call Sarina or Lamar and see if they know anything about it. I think she acted alone with Gage, and the chapter wasn’t aware of her nefarious side dealings.” He walks and grabs more clothes to add to his bag. “Once we get some answers, let the Kansas City chapter know what's happening, and they'll spread the word about Olivia. No one in their right mind will help her after that. They'll deny her from all resources.”  
I nod. “If we find Gage, we’ll likely take a trip for recon, but we won’t make any moves. If you come back and we aren’t here, that’s why, but I'll leave a note in the office safe.” 
He nods and hums in agreement. 
“We’ll talk more later. Leo and I are going on a run,” I say, and he nods as he packs his things. I stand and find Leo, who's waiting in the living room. I catch him up about everything Jensen and I discussed, and then we leave for our run. 
[image: ]
A thirty-minute run along the beach helps to clear my mind. Most of it was in silence since we were trying to escape our thoughts. But Leo, as competitive as he is, challenged me to race back to the house in the last five minutes.  
“How does that dust taste?” Leo taunts. 
“You won by a fucking inch!” I throw my hands up in exasperation as we walk through the back door. 
“Every inch counts. You know that.” Leo wags his brows, and we both laugh. 
“Whatever. I’ll kick your ass next time,” I challenge. Leo walks towards the kitchen as I make my way to the stairs. 
“Tomorrow mornin’. I’ll slay your ass again.” I flip him the bird, he does it back, and we chuckle. Jensen's still busy walking around his room when I pass his door toward the bathroom.  
Turning on the shower, steam fills the room. I undress and then step under the showerhead. The hot water warms my cold and clammy skin. Running near the ocean in late November in North Carolina chills you to the bone during the morning hours. Even though it may be about forty degrees, the humidity is thick and clings to my skin. As I let the water thaw my chilled body, I find my mind wandering to the showers and baths that Amy and I shared. I already miss her scent of vanilla and sage and the way her soft body felt against mine.  
I’ve gotten so used to her being around; now that she’s gone, I can’t stand being alone. I’m not sure when it happened, but this kind of loneliness feels debilitating. I've never felt this way with other women. I didn’t have issues with having space from past girlfriends. Some would consider me distant. I'd plan to see them twice a week and talk or text on the phone. I didn’t have this overwhelming need to be close to them like I do with Amy. I've known Amy for twelve years, and she's shown me sides of her I didn’t know existed. And I miss it. I want more movie nights watching corny rom-coms and pigging out on junk food or cuddling in bed with our arms and legs wrapped around each other. 
I’m not sure how I’ll focus on anything, not knowing if she’s safe or when she’ll return. We know very little about the actual demon world, Larcaroth. No human has gone there and survived. When Jensen decided it was a good idea for Amy to go there, I wanted to kill him. We don’t know who Azrolan is, and again, we know so little about demons because 19th-century people were still heavily involved with the church. Demons were off limits, and we believe most of our information is speculation. Therefore, Jensen felt he needed to get facts for The Order. It would be extremely useful, but if I’m honest, I’m jealous it’s Jensen and not me going.  
After standing under the water for far too long, I finish washing up and wrap a towel around my hips. Once I'm in my room,  I pull my shirt over my head. My phone buzzes. Grabbing it from my bed, I expect it to be some junk email, but it's a text from a restricted number. 

Restricted 
I can’t believe you let her leave with a demon. If you thought what I did was terrible, wait until you see what the demons will do with her. 



My blood runs cold. This could've only come from one person. Then it dawned on me. How does he know she left? It happened at our house last night. Then anger rolls through me as I throw open my door. It slams into the wall with a loud bang. Running to Jensen’s room, I skid to a halt and almost fall on my ass. But he isn’t there. I sprint for the stairs, taking them two at a time and nearly falling again as I scramble to find Jensen and Leo. Their voices carry from the office. The door's already open, and I run in. I begin searching for anything to tip me off on how he'd know what's going on inside the safe house. 
“Woah, what the fuck are you doin’?” Leo asks, surprised as I pull books off shelves and throw them to the floor. 
“Charles, have you lost your fucking mind?” Jensen’s voice is cold as I destroy the office. It has to be in here. It’s where they broke in. Maybe stealing the ingredients page was a diversion from what they really did: planting a bug. I ignore their questions and keep searching frantically.  
“I asked you a fucking question,” Jensen yells over the loud noise. 
“There's a bug,” I say simply as I keep moving. 
“What bug?” Leo asks from behind me.  
“They’ve been listening to us.” I look under the bookshelves, and I see nothing. He would've had to do something close to the window. I turn to look, and Leo stares at me like I have lost my mind, and Jensen tries to make sense of my rambling. 
“Who's been listening to us?” Jensen asks as I make my way near the large hand-carved desk. 
“Jesus Christ,” I say, exasperated as I start lifting things off the desk, looking underneath everything for wires that shouldn’t be there. 
“Jesus? Jensen, he's lost it. It may be time to drop his ass off at the loony bin,” Leo jokes. 
“No, dumbass. Gage has been listening to us.” It’s like the gears finally started turning, and they're both up the next beat, turning shit over, taking things off walls, and looking for a device that shouldn’t be here. After ten minutes of searching, we came up empty-handed. To say I'm feeling paranoid would be an understatement.  
I run my hands through my hair in frustration. I stare at the mess we’ve made; it just doesn’t make sense. How could he know about Amy? That’s when I look at the safe, which hasn’t been moved or touched. It's a large, heavy safe that's freestanding in the office. There's a small crack between the safe and the wall. I walk over to it. Jensen and Leo watch as I stick my fingers behind the safe but can’t get it far enough to feel anything.
“Help me move this.” I gesture toward Jensen. He walks over, and we pull it out a foot from the wall. I look behind it, and there it is — a flat listening device, a couple of wires, and a tiny battery pack. I rip it off. 
“I hope you can hear me loud and clear, you son of a bitch. We're coming for you, and next time, my knife won’t be going through your hand. I will disembowel you as I force you to watch your organs fall to the floor,” I growl through clenched teeth. My anger is getting the best of me as I think about how I want to make him suffer. Jensen grabs the bug, walks over to the fireplace, and throws it into the flames. 
“How did you know there was a bug?” Jensen asks. I pull my phone from my pocket and show him the text. His brows pinch together as he reads it. Leo moves to stand beside Jensen so he can read it, too. 
Leo lets out a low whistle. “That fucker did that.” Leo moves towards the couch and sits down as Jensen hands me back my phone. “So, what're we gonna do about him?”  
“We do as we planned. Finish the translating, and then we search for Gage and Olivia. Thankfully, we didn’t do any translating or discuss what was in the book. But he knows Amy's with Azrolan to learn how to use her demon abilities.” Jensen rubs his chin thoughtfully, then crosses his arms. Just then, another text buzzes through. 

Restricted
I may not hear you anymore, but I know enough to prepare. When I'm done destroying you, I'll destroy your precious whore, too.  


 Jensen and Leo read the text over my shoulder. I yell in frustration, then throw the phone across the room. It smashes against the wall and falls to the floor in pieces. I have a raging inferno brewing inside me, so I stalk out of the room and head upstairs to the gym to beat some shit up.
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Rolan took me on what felt like a never-ending tour of his castle. He has so many rooms and bathrooms, all with similar decor. There's a billiards room, an indoor pool, not one but two libraries, a gym, and a greenhouse. He left me in the greenhouse to read until dinner, which was so peaceful. It wasn’t long until the humidity made the pages soggy, and it clung to my skin, leaving behind a sticky layer of moisture. 
I returned to my room to clean up for dinner. When I open the door, all my clothes are lying in a pile in the center of the floor. I know I put them in the armoire. Then I hear a little giggle, and something red darts into my peripherals. I follow it and see a little imp run out my door and close it quickly behind them. 
“Well played, little imp,” I say to myself as I grab my clothes and put them back. I head to the bathroom to wash away the layer of sweat. After drying my face and neck, I line my eyes with my usual winged eyeliner and put on mascara and lip balm. 
As I walk back into my room, the door opens again. This time, it’s Vogmun. He walks over and grabs my hand, dragging me from my room. I follow quietly as he leads me through the castle until we enter the dining room. It has the same black walls with decorative wainscotting, white marble floors, and a black table with vines, flowers, and thorns carved into the legs that fade into the flat tabletop. The same design is on all the legs and backs of the chairs. Two gold candelabras on the table are lit, casting a soft glow along all the dishes. At the head of the table, Rolan sits casually, leaning back in the oversized chair.
“I hope you weren’t waiting long,” I say. Vogmun pulls out the chair to the right of Rolan. This feels incredibly intimate and makes my stomach twist into knots. My nerves are on edge as I slowly walk toward the waiting chair.
“I wasn’t.” Rolan stands before I can sit. Then we sit together. It’s very gentlemanly, and most guys don’t do things like that anymore. 
“Did you enjoy your reading in the greenhouse?” he asks.
“I did. It was nice to be around all the plants.” I love black, but I also love the green of nature. Evergreen trees are my favorite. The smell and look create a sense of nostalgia, and it makes my inner hippy happy. Even though there weren’t any evergreens in the greenhouse, being around so many plants renewed my spirit.
“Wonderful. It’s nice to know you enjoyed yourself.” At that point, Vogmun had come with a bottle of wine and filled our glasses. 
Is this wine like ordinary earth wine, or is this one of those drinks I need to worry about? I pick it up and look at the glass. It appears to be wine, so I swish it around, aerating it a bit more, then sniffing it just to be safe. It smells like ordinary wine. I won’t pretend to give the different notes, like a fancy wine connoisseur. All I can make out is that it’s alcohol. I can feel Rolan staring at me. I look over, and he has his glass to his mouth, a grin tugging at his lips before he takes a sip. 
“The wine is safe. Even though demons have their own wine and alcohol, which you can drink, I would warn you first.” Rolan sets the wine down. Then Vogmun serves us our meals, placing them in front of us. He lifts the lid. The smell of roasted meat fills my nose. My stomach rumbles, and my mouth waters. A braised lamb shank sits propped up against smooth mashed potatoes with two petite carrots on top with a side of more carrots and asparagus, all sitting in a pool of delicious-looking sauce. I take my first bite with a bit of everything on my fork, and it’s fantastic. 
“Mmm. This is delicious,” I say, my hand in front of my lips so he can’t see the food still in my mouth, and my eyes roll back. The buttery garlic potatoes complement the sweet and tangy wine sauce, which rounds out the savory meat and veggies. 
“I'll be sure to tell the chef,” he says as he takes a bite of his food. He eats slowly and takes small bites like he's been raised and trained in royal etiquette. That makes sense since he’s a demon prince, but it makes my normal-sized bites seem huge. It makes me painfully aware that the only rules I know about etiquette are what I’ve learned from The Princess Diaries as a kid. I hear a snicker from Rolan.
“It’s not funny,” I scold. He tries to straighten his expression, but his grin is plastered to his face.
“It is, though.” We ate the rest of the meal in unnerving silence. I had another two glasses of wine, seeing that it's safe to drink. Once the dinner plates were removed, I got up when Rolan placed his warm hand on my forearm, stopping me.
“Where are you going?” he asks.
“Oh, I thought we were done,” I admit.
“We still have dessert,” Rolan informs me. Feeling a little dumb, I sit back down and wait. I don’t know what to talk about with Rolan. He’s intimidating, and it leaves me on edge. I play with my fingers in my lap as the awkward silence stretches on until Vogmun brings us a slice of decadent-looking chocolate cake with raspberries on top.
“Vogmun, please bring the dessert wine as well.” Vogmun walks off again. 
“Tell me why you’re scared?” I’m not sure why he's asking. He can literally read my thoughts. Then I peek at him, and he quirks a brow. I know he’s listening, but he still wants me to vocalize it.
“Well, for one, what you did to Leo was terrifying, but the main reason is you’re a demon. The only things I know about demons I’ve learned from movies, TV, and religious zealots.”
“Which is?”
“That demons are evil. They're the devil’s spawn sent to corrupt humankind. They tempt, possess, and kill humans. They make deals for human souls to make more demons.” I rattle off what little I know, which all sounds pretty naïve, considering I'm now sitting next to one of the demon princes of Larcaroth.
“Hmm,” is all he says, his eyes on me as he takes a bite of chocolate cake. 
“I know it sounds stupid, but that's all I know,” I admit.
“Well, I can't say it sounds stupid, but most of that is wrong.” He wipes his mouth with a napkin and then places it on the table as he leans back into his seat, getting relaxed.
“So, I got something right?” I ask, still not touching the chocolate cake. 
“Yes, we bargain for human souls and change them to create new demons. Most demons can’t reproduce. Only a select few can, which wouldn’t be enough to keep up our population.”
“Oh.” Now, my curiosity gets the better of me again, and I know this could take us down a slippery slope, but I have to know. “So, which demons can reproduce?”
Rolan quirks a brow at me, and a mischievous smile tugs at his lips. “Demon princes, for one,” he purrs. “Are you interested in birthing demon offspring?” I knew it would lead down a slippery slope, and now I regret asking. His eyes roam over my body, and I shiver. Rolan is gorgeous, and to say he doesn’t turn me on when he says things like that would be a lie. But I’m with Charles, Leo, and Jensen. We still haven’t decided where we all stand regarding our relationship. So I cross my legs and hope the tingling goes away.
“No, I’m not,” I say, but my mind finishes the sentence as ‘but I wouldn’t mind the process.’ When I realize what I just thought and who's sitting next to me, I look over cautiously, and his black eyes burn through me.
“You better watch what you think, Little Shadow. Or I may take it upon myself to make those things happen.” He bites at his bottom lip, his heated gaze never leaving my eyes. “I can only restrain myself for so long, regardless of your other lovers.” I swallow hard, and the throbbing between my thighs only intensifies. 
I grab my glass of wine, which Vogmun filled with the dessert wine that Rolan asked for earlier. I throw it back, emptying the glass, and the sweetness lingers on my tongue as it slides down my throat. I lick the wine from my lips, and I feel light-headed. 
“What's in this wine?” I ask as the room starts to spin. 
Rolan sniffs his wine and yells something in a different language. Vogmun hands him a bottle, and I hear colors and tasting sounds.
“Fuck,” Rolan says harshly under his breath. He shoves the bottle back into Vogmun’s hands and sends him off. 
“Youu have verrry pretty hair.” My words came out slurred as I looked up at him. It’s becoming harder to lift my arms. Rolan shoves himself away from the table, walks over, and lifts me gently out of my chair. I hang there limply. My whole body is so relaxed. I struggle to lift my head and place it on his shoulder. 
“Well, love, you got a taste of demon wine. Let’s get you to bed.” He heads for the door.
“I dooon’t want to goo to bed,” I protest. “I want to hear mooore about youuu.” I struggle to raise my hand but boop him in the nose. Rolan continues toward my room, unphased.
“You need to sleep this off,” he says sternly.
“I’lll sleep youuu off.” The sentence made no sense, but his gaze darkens, or maybe I think it did. It’s hard to tell when everything's all wobbly.
“I’m not even sure what that means, which indicates that you need to go to bed.”
“You'rrre what I neeed.” The wine clearly makes one lose all semblance of inhibition, which is dangerous for me around Rolan.
“Careful, Little Shadow. I'm not a good man, and if you keep saying things like that, I'll have no choice but to ravish you,” he growls. I let out a girlish giggle.
“There isn’t annnnything you could do to me that hasn’t beeen done before, Mr. Bad Man.” Pursing my lips as I speak his new nickname. I let out another chuckle because this wine has me feeling so loose and free. It’s like all the things plaguing my mind melt away. Gage, who's he? I don't know at this point. Olivia, fuck if I know. The Order? A distant memory. But I look back at Rolan’s face; it has gone deadly serious, which sobers me slightly.
“What do you mean by that? That I couldn’t do anything to you that hasn't been done before?” His stare intensifies.
“I... I... meant...” I stutter over my words under his intense stare. I swallow the lump that's formed in my throat.
“What does it mean?” Rolan growls and gives me a gentle shake. My limp body moves sluggishly in his arms.
“Last weeek... I was kidnapped... tortured... and... assaulted.” 'Sexually.’ I couldn’t bring myself to say it out loud, and my words were barely over a whisper. The fury in his expression quickly sobered my thoughts. He stops outside my bedroom door.
“Give me his name.” His voice is icy and harsh.
“Gage... Gage Rockwell.” My voice is so low I’m not sure if he heard me. He pushes the door open and swiftly approaches the bed, placing me gently under the covers. 
“What are you going to do?” I ask as I try to prop myself up on my elbow, but my muscles are so relaxed I struggle to hold myself up.
He turns and heads for the door. “I’m going to kill him, Little Shadow,” he says over his shoulder.
“No!” I blurt out, and he freezes. He turns back to look at me, angry and confused.
“And why not?” Rolan growls between clenched teeth.
“Because they’ve promised me I'll be the one to end his life and watch it drain from his eyes.” Realization hits him, and his angry expression turns devious. 
“Well, well, my Little Shadow has a thirst for blood, does she?” He walks back toward the bed and bends down before me. He brushes my hair from my face, and his thumb runs along my bottom lip, his mouth just inches from mine. I allow myself to breathe him in, and his intoxicating scent makes my head spin.
“Just say when, and I'll deliver that worthless shit on a silver platter.” The demon wine still impairs my thoughts and actions, and I wonder if this is real. Rolan kisses my forehead gently and moves for the door again. 
“Get some sleep, love. You’ll need it.”
My body falls back onto the bed, and I’m asleep before I can think of anything else.
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Iwake to throbbing in my head and nausea turning my stomach. Holy hell, a glass of demon wine, and I feel like I drank all night. I jolt upright in bed when I realize Jensen was supposed to be here last night. The motion makes my stomach even more uneasy, but I try to breathe through it as I roll from the comfortable bed. But no amount of breathing stops the bile and last night’s dinner from rising in my throat. I run to the bathroom, clinging to the black porcelain bowl as my stomach empties, burning my throat and nose. My stomach heaves, and my abs contract so hard it hurts my ribs. I hear shuffling near the door, but I can’t bring myself to look during the slight reprieve to catch my breath, only to heave again. Warm hands pull my hair back from my face, and now I'm suffering from massive embarrassment at whoever sees me. 
“Let it all out, Little Shadow.” Oh god. Of course, it would be Rolan. Why couldn’t it have been Vogmun or Jensen coming to my rescue?
“Go... Away!” I tried to push him away, but my arms are weak, and he didn’t move an inch at my attempt.
“You need assistance.” His smooth British accent makes me feel uncivilized as I empty my stomach into a toilet. Thankfully, the heaving stops, and I rest my head on the arm lying on the seat. I try to catch my breath and feel exhausted from all the exertion.
“I'm never drinking demon wine again,” I mumble, and Rolan laughs as he releases my hair. He moves toward the sink to grab a hand towel, wetting one edge and handing it to me. I wipe my face with the cool rag, which feels soothing against my flushed skin.
“Well, to be fair, you didn’t know you were drinking demon wine. Vogmun played a little cheeky prank on you,” Rolan informs me, and I roll my eyes.
“Great, I was poisoned by an imp.” Rolan lets out a laugh again, making my head throb once more. “You mind keeping the laughing to a minimum? My head is killing me.”
“Don’t worry, it will subside soon. I can always make you something to get rid of it?” 
“Yes, as long as it isn’t more demon wine. I've been on that endless loop more than once and will not do it again.” He looks at me questioningly. “You know, they say when you’re hungover, have another drink in the morning to get rid of it. All it does is get you drunk again. It’s an endless cycle of staying intoxicated. That’s how alcoholics are made,” I snark.
“Well, I'm not trying to get you drunk again. That seems counterproductive,” Rolan says.  “I'll be right back.” He disappears from the bathroom.
How doesn’t he know that? I guess those inner demons that keep people in an endless cycle of alcohol have nothing to do with the demons in this world but the ones of our own making. The thought hurts my brain, so I have to tell myself to stop thinking. 
I haven’t attempted to move, afraid it would make me heave again. But I don’t want to lie on a toilet, so I slowly adjust to lying on the cold tile floor. I let my eyes drift closed, hoping the throbbing would stop.
I hear the slightest shuffle from my room.
“Here you go, Little Shadow.” Rolan kneels and hands me a drink, and it looks suspiciously like a sex-on-the-beach cocktail. I eye Rolan skeptically, and he lets out a little chuckle. “There's no alcohol.”
“You swear?”
“Swear.” Sitting up slowly, I take the glass from his outstretched hand and sniff it. It smells like orange juice, but the red on the bottom makes me think he added grenadine to it. There's a cherry on the ice and an orange slice on the rim of the glass. I grab the straw, place it between my lips, and sip. It’s sweet and tangy, but there is no trace of alcohol.
“It's best if you drink all of it,” Rolan informs me. I push the straw aside and chug it down. Only a tiny dribble of orange juice sneaks past my lips and rolls down my chin. Rolan looks satisfied as I pull the glass away, and he quickly wipes the liquid from my face with his thumb. His hand is warm and soft, and I have to stop myself from leaning into it. His eyes darken as he watches me, and I’m not sure how he can look at me that way when he just saw me barfing my guts out just a few minutes ago.
“Because you're stunning,” he purrs. My cheeks heat, so I change the subject.
“Did Jensen make it here safely?” Rolan looks disappointed I didn’t give in to his compliment.
“He hasn’t arrived yet.” He stands and offers his hand to help me up off the floor. Worry sinks deep into my gut. Jensen wouldn’t leave me here alone. We agreed to one day; he should have been here last night.
“What do you mean he hasn't arrived? Did you stop him from getting here?” I poke at his chest accusingly, my eyes narrowing on him.
“Touch me like that again, Little Shadow, and I'll show you the real meaning of punishment,” he says calmly, but his eyes are ablaze with sinister desire. I pull my hand away from him, but he didn’t answer my question, which led me to believe he stopped Jensen somehow. 
“Answer the question, demon prince.” I sling it like an insult.
“Oh, so demanding. I didn’t stop him from getting here. There's a time difference.”
“How long of a time difference?” I get the sneaking suspicion that he purposely left this information out when we agreed to me being here.
“For every one Earth day, three days pass in Larcaroth.” My jaw hits the floor. Three days... He got us to agree to me being alone with him for three days.
“I can’t believe you tricked me.” I shoulder past him into the bedroom, not wanting to be confined to the smaller space. Rolan grabs my wrist, spinning me toward him.
“This is your last warning, Little Shadow. I don’t take kindly to people touching me when I don’t allow it.” My breathing picks up, and my heart races in my chest; alarms ring in my head at the wild look in Rolan’s eyes. “I didn’t trick you. No one asked about a time difference. Your little boyfriend is an occult specialist; I figured he knew.” I try to yank my wrist from his grip, but he releases me. I’m almost positive I couldn’t free myself without him letting me go.
“You knew we didn’t know. You used that as an opportunity to manipulate the situation in your favor. You hoped you could get me alone. Wine and dine me. Show me your fancy castle and smooth talk me into your bed. You just wanted to get your dick wet.” I cross my arms over my chest, pushing my boobs higher, and he notices,  I roll my eyes.
“Can you honestly blame me? You’re absolutely delectable. You should be thankful I’ve been a perfect gentleman,” he says smoothly.
“A perfect gentleman? Knowing I’m terrified, a perfect gentleman wouldn’t lie to manipulate me to get me alone in his home!” I shout, throwing my arms down to my side in frustration.
“Well, I guess it’s a good thing I’m not a man at all,” Rolan growls.
“No, you’re not. You’re just a demon,” I snap. Rolan moves in closer, invading my space and grabbing my chin, forcing me to look into his eyes.
“I told you I’m not a good man. Never forget that. I will do whatever I deem necessary to get what I want, and you won’t know whether it’s my manipulation or your desires that will drive you into my bed. But once you get there, you will beg to stay.” I swallow hard, and a chill rolls through me. I bite my tongue, not wanting to provoke him further, but my anger tells me to lash out. I want to smack his hand away or give him a good punch to the nose, but I know that would be stupid.
“Indeed, it would.” He steps back, dropping his hand from my face and back to his side. “I expect to see you at dinner tonight.” He walks around me and out the door. I’m so furious I stood there long after he left. 
“Ugh, he’s such an asshole,” I say to myself out of frustration. What did I honestly expect from the Azrolan, Demon Prince of Larcaroth? He's a demon, for fuck's sake, but I didn’t want to judge him based on that. Well, look where that got me. Since I can’t go home, I’ll stay in the room until Jensen gets here. 
Then, I noticed the throbbing in my head, and the nausea from earlier was gone. I’m still not sure what was in that drink since I got distracted by the whole time difference. I want to know, but I'll be damned if I ask him anything after what just happened.
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It’s hard to tell how much time has passed here. The sky is always dark grey or black, so figuring out the time is useless. So I don’t know if I've been hiding in my room for an hour or six, but that’s what I’ve done after my standoff with Rolan. I’ve hidden in my room and haven’t left, and I’m bored out of my mind. I expected him to come in and try to talk to me, but he seems just as stubborn as I am. 
I pace the floor until the door clicks open. Vogmun stands there a moment and walks away, leaving the door open. I guess he’s expecting me to follow him, so I do. I think I’ve been in the room much longer than expected, considering it’s time for dinner. Rolan said he expects me, and I don’t want to push him further than I already have; I'm not sure I'd like the outcome if I did.
“Sit,” Rolan commands as soon as I enter the dining room. I bite my tongue. I want to snap back at him with a snarky comment, but I don’t.
“The least you could do is say please,” I whisper, but I know he heard me.
“You know I've been lenient with your back talk, but it stops now.” His voice is low but harsh. My eyes dart to him, and I can’t help the words that leave my mouth.
“You may be a demon prince, but I'm not one of your subjects. So I will not bow to your every whim. If you continue to act like a prick, I'll figure out how to get home.” His eyes are a bottomless pit of black as his iris covers the whites of his eyes. 
“I haven’t decided if that fire will keep you alive or get you killed.” I take a sharp breath at the threat. Vogmun chose that moment to walk in and place our plates down. Rolan’s eyes shifted back to his attempt at human-looking eyes. When Vogmun lifts the lid, the briny smell of the ocean hits me. There is a lobster tail with clams, muscles, and steamed broccoli. A small ramekin of garlic butter sits in the center for the seafood to be dipped in. 
My stomach grumbles. I haven’t eaten all day, and this smells
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