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      Dion’s breath hitched.

      Damn, the sun fae queen was hot. And not just because she, like all her people, carried a touch of the sun’s radiance within her.

      No, she was tall with long legs and breasts that would fill his hands perfectly—and he was a large man. Her dress was a scrap of gauze the color of ripe apricots, and her face was mesmerizing—exotically tilted eyes and a full mouth that begged a man to taste…suck…bite.

      She approached his hiding place in the stream, flanked by three other sun fae—a regal copper-haired lady and two big blond bodyguards. The sun slanted through the trees, making her bright hair gleam like a river at noon. The short skirt fluttered around long, golden thighs.

      Dion’s entire body heated despite the cool water. It wasn’t the first time he’d seen Cleia, but he’d been careful not to get too close, knowing she used her looks as a weapon. He hadn’t expected this immediate, gut-level response. The woman was pure, undiluted sex.

      “What a beautiful day,” she said to the other woman, and lifted her hair to cool herself. The movement raised her breasts, pressing her nipples against the gauze.

      He drew a ragged breath and she glanced in his direction. He ducked beneath the surface. He was a river fada, a shapeshifter with a Gift for blending into water and wetlands. The four fae would see nothing but a ripple in the stream.

      But Cleia was powerful. If she tried, she could probably penetrate the illusion. He was counting on the fact that she felt safe here on the lush, flower-filled grounds of her own compound.

      He waited, heart slamming, until she turned away. Then he slipped between the cattails, lifting his head to watch her pass. Her scent filled his nostrils, sweet and tart, like a fresh-plucked orange.

      She was close…so close. He could’ve reached out and dragged her into the stream.

      His gaze fixed on the vulnerable curve where her hair had fallen forward over one shoulder, exposing her nape and the delicate pointed ear of a pureblood fae.

      His fingers flexed on the stream bed.

      It would be so easy to take her. He was a master of the quick, silent death. But her bodyguards were just steps away. If they caught him, his clan would be embroiled in a war, and weakened as they were, they just might lose.

      Besides, killing a woman didn’t sit right—even a heartless siren like the sun fae queen.

      He had a better idea.

      The two women continued past. He angled his body upstream after them. As he flowed into the dappled shade beneath a massive willow, the other woman murmured something and Cleia threw back her head and laughed—a full, throaty sound that stroked down his spine like a promise.

      He clenched his jaw. She would not hook him like a foolish young fish.

      This was the glittering, party-girl queen who’d lured some of his best warriors, then cast them aside. The men returned home pale, worn out. And with each man she stole, the clan’s fishing grounds grew less fertile, the children weaker and more sickly. Even Rock Run’s vineyards produced half of what they once had.

      And it had been going on for twenty years. Twenty fucking years.

      Enough. No more would Cleia take his men to feed her royal ego. She’d revealed a weakness to his youngest brother Tiago, and Dion intended to take advantage of it.

      He’d seen all he needed. But he hesitated, strangely reluctant to leave.

      When he realized he was waiting for another burst of laughter, he cursed and turned abruptly downstream. Water slapped against the bank. The guards rushed toward him.

      He called on his power. Energy rippled over his skin, cool and refreshing as a summer storm. His limbs changed to fins and a tail, his gills grew more prominent, and scales formed a shimmering armor.

      By the time the bodyguards arrived, he was an enormous silver fish.

      They snarled. “Thrice-damned river fada.”

      A fae ball seared through the air in a fiery arc, just missing his head. He flexed his tail and dove deep, heading back to his river.

      Soon, whispered the water as it slid past his scales. Soon.
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        * * *

      

      The Rising Sun compound was eight miles from Rock Run as the crow flies. The way home took Dion across the Susquehanna Flats, a shallow area at the top of the Chesapeake Bay.

      As he swam, he plotted. The sun fae were at their weakest during the dark nights of the new moon. He’d have to wait two weeks until early June.

      He turned up the Susquehanna River. From there it was a short swim to Rock Run, his home creek. A sentry in river-dolphin form swam toward him, whistled a hello. Dion flicked a fin in greeting and continued to the Rock Run base.

      The entrance was six fathoms beneath the surface. He arrowed down through an underwater passage, surfacing in a small grotto that appeared to be a dead end. Even if human divers—or the fae—made it this far, they’d never guess this was Rock Run’s main entrance.

      He shifted back to man and slipped through a hidden door into the base’s twisting system of caverns, where he shook himself dry, pulled on a pair of shorts and headed for his quarters.

      Luis, his second-in-command, stepped out of the operations room and wished him a formal good evening. “Boa noite, meu senhor.”

      Dion nodded. “Boa noite. Something wrong?”

      Luis had been the fourth Rock Run warrior ensnared by Cleia. She’d kept him as her lover for a little more than a year. He’d returned in better shape than some of the others, but his mating had produced only one child in five years and he’d never regained his full strength.

      The warrior had always been wiry, but now he was gaunt, his cheeks bruised hollows in his face. The clan’s healers had done what they could, but Luis was growing weaker by the month.

      Somehow the queen was still draining Luis’s energy even years after his return. She had to be stopped.

      “Perhaps,” his second replied. “You know the new earth fada alpha?”

      “Adric?”

      The Baltimore Earth Fada Clan had been rocked for years by a bitter internal struggle for alpha. Apparently some young whelp—this Adric, a cougar shifter—had finally come out on top.

      Luis nodded. “Rodolfo saw Adric and a couple of his men on our land near the western border. Two cougars and a black panther. The three of them spent about an hour scouting around—checking out the vineyards, looking over the local humans.”

      “He’s sure it was Adric?”

      “Sim. He recognized his scent.”

      “Damn.” The last thing the clan needed right now was a clash with the Baltimore shifters. They’d been sniffing around Rock Run for years, waiting for a chance to grab a piece of it. “They must have heard we’re in trouble. Someone must have talked, damn it. I thought I made it clear—”

      “Someone always talks. They don’t mean to, but—” Luis shrugged. “And hell, if I was Adric, I’d pounce, too. As the new alpha, he needs something big to hold onto his followers. If he could grab a piece of our territory—or better yet, kick us out of Rock Run altogether—they’d fucking crown him king.”

      “Not going to happen. I’ll slit his throat myself if I have to.”

      “So. What do you want to do?” Luis leaned against the wall, exhaustion pinching his face. At Dion’s sharp look, he pushed himself upright again.

      Dion hesitated, tempted to order Luis to get some rest, but his second would take it as an insult. “What have you done so far?”

      “I ordered the sentries to double their patrols in that sector.”

      “Good. Keep the double patrols for the next few days and inform the tenentes we’re on alert. Warn the locals as well.”

      The local humans were farmers and employees of the vineyards and winery, descendants of the people who’d emigrated with his parents from Portugal. The clan took their protection seriously.

      “And notify me ASAP if anything else happens. I don’t care what time it is, I want to know.”

      “Of course.” Luis headed back into the operations room.

      Dion continued to his quarters. The past few years, he and his men had been forced to hire themselves out as mercenaries and assassins to keep the women and children fed. It was a role all too easy for them to fill.

      Every fada male had a cold-eyed, ruthless animal inside of him—literally.

      Sometimes Dion felt uneasy at what hard bastards he and his warriors had turned into, but right now he welcomed that ruthless streak.

      Because if young Lord Adric proved to be a problem, Dion would have no qualms whatsoever with taking the S.O.B. out.

      But first, Cleia.

      His lips peeled in a feral grin.
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          TWO WEEKS LATER

        

      

    

    
      Cleia revved her sport bike and shot across the Susquehanna River bridge, pushing the solar-powered motor to its limit.

      Her bodyguards raced to keep up. She was being irresponsible, but she just didn’t give a damn. She’d woken up that morning edgy, wanting…something, she wasn’t sure what.

      She turned down a dirt road and went another mile or so before turning up a narrow path—straight into Rock Run River Fada territory. Behind her, she felt Artan and Grady’s disapproval, but to hell with it. They were her bodyguards, not her brothers.

      The shapeshifter was planted in the center of the path, big and broad and arrogant in jeans and a sleeveless T-shirt, a scarf wrapped around one bulging bicep. She had to swerve to miss him.

      For a heart-stopping moment she fought for control of the bike before screeching to a halt just beyond him. She whipped around.

      “You ass—" She swallowed. Hard.

      Holy mother, he was gorgeous. A mane of black hair, bold Mediterranean features, a heavily muscled chest that strained the fabric of his T-shirt. Bare feet, a dead giveaway that he was a river fada. They hated shoes.

      Not that she wouldn’t have known he was a river fada anyway. Not with that big body and screw-you attitude. She’d bet her favorite jewels that if she’d ridden past, he’d have laughed and turned away—leaving her the one wondering.

      Excitement sparked low in her belly. She was a two-hundred-year-old fae, and with her powerful glamour, could have just about any man she wanted. But she was tired of men who came too easy.

      Something whispered that this man was dangerous…and she was jaded enough to want him even more.

      She activated her glamour and swung off the bike, removing her gloves and helmet and shaking out her hair.

      “Olá, Senhor,” she said in Portuguese, his clan’s preferred tongue.

      He stared back with eyes the same silver-blue as the river in spring, startling against his olive skin.  “Bom dia, Cleia.”

      No “Queen Cleia.” She raised a brow. “You know who I am?”

      “Of course.” His gaze swept insolently down her body, clad in brown biker’s leathers and a yellow top.

      Heat jolted through her. She stared back, caught by those odd light eyes as if he’d thrown a net over her. All her senses came alive. Her lips parted and her breath skidded in and out.

      Then Artan and Grady pulled up on either side of her and the river man shuttered his gaze.

      Her fingers clenched on her gloves. He seemed somehow…less. But why should that bother her? She’d already decided she wanted him.

      With a shrug, she amped up her glamour and beckoned him closer. “Come, ride with me.” It was an order and they both knew it.

      He glanced at the guards and remained where he was. Waiting for them to back off. She hesitated. But what could he do in the split second it would take Artan and Grady to get back to her?

      “Move back,” she ordered. The two men grumbled but did as she asked, wheeling their bikes to a spot several yards away.

      She turned back to the river fada. “Ride with me.”

      He stepped forward to take her hand. Electricity shot up her arm and she jerked, but he firmed his grip. Not hurting her. Just letting her know he’d release her when he decided.

      Their eyes met, clashed. His nostrils flared.

      “Cleia?” Artan started forward, Grady on his heels.

      “Stand down,” she snapped without taking her gaze from the man before her. Stars, they acted as if she were a defenseless little girl, not the most powerful sun fae in the world.

      The guards halted but remained where they were, midway between their bikes and her.

      The river man stared at her lips. It felt as if he’d tasted them; they tingled and ached for more. She moistened her bottom lip with the tip of her tongue. He followed the motion with his gaze and then gave her a slow, knowing smile.

      A tremor fluttered up her spine. It was as if he saw through her glamour to the woman beneath. The real woman, the one she never allowed outsiders to see.

      “Who are you?” she whispered. She swallowed and repeated the question more forcefully. “Who are you?”

      He turned her hand in his. After that first jolt, his fingers were cool; his touch, like all the river people, as soothing as rain.

      “Dion.” A low voice that slid over her skin like rich, raw silk. “Dion do Rio.”

      Dion of the River.

      She tugged at her hand and this time he let it go.

      Shoving her hands into her pockets, she regarded the big, barefooted man, wondering if she were about to make a huge mistake. Certainly, Artan and Grady were glowering at him suspiciously, but their family had guarded hers for centuries and trusted almost no one.

      Most fae looked down on the fada, said they were little better than animals. Descendants of Dionysus and his wild followers, the fada were shapeshifters created during the god’s infamous bacchanals, a mix of fae, human, animal and the god himself. Insular and clannish, they lived closed to nature in underground caverns and dens.

      The other fae were right. Fada were dark, untamed…ruthless. But what the other fae didn’t know was that fada made the best lovers.

      And it had been a long time since a man’s touch had affected her so strongly. A very, very long time.

      She drew in a breath. “Well, Dion of the River, will you come with me? Of your own free will, you agree?”

      “Sim.”

      “Say it. Say you will come with me freely.”

      “Yes.” She watched as those firm lips spoke the words. “I come with you of my own free will.”
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      Dion settled onto the bike’s pillion and placed his hands on Cleia’s waist.

      The queen was clever, he’d give her that.

      She lured a man with that seductive glamour—he’d sensed her turn up the power and had had to draw on his own strength to resist falling under her spell—and then she drew promises from the unlucky bastard’s own lips. Binding him as securely as if her surly blond guards had wrapped him in iron chains.

      But Dion, a powerful lord and alpha in his own right, wasn’t so easily bespelled. And wise to the tricks of the purebloods, he’d been careful to promise nothing but the truth. He was going with her of his own free will.

      What he planned to do with her once they were alone was another matter.

      She set her helmet on her head. This close, he could see her bright hair was made up of strands of gold, platinum, and copper braided into a single gleaming plait. He nudged the braid out of the way and set his lips to the downy skin beneath.

      She stilled, and then with a low laugh, put the bike in gear and roared off.

      They rocketed up a hill and he tightened his clasp on her, intensely aware of her lithe, warm body. A sun fae’s metabolism burned hot and fast. He could feel her heat through his jeans. His muscles tightened and his cock, already half-hard, lengthened even more.

      He gritted his teeth and leaned into a curve as she accelerated into it with a dizzying nonchalance. He’d been surprised to see a fae on a motorcycle, but the metal frame was encased in plastic and she wore leather pants and gloves to further protect her skin from iron’s poisonous effects.

      She took another sharp curve and for a heart-stopping second, they hung on the edge of a ravine with nothing before them but blue sky and a steep drop to the boulders below.

      She tossed him a taunting glance. “Having fun?”

      He grinned back, enjoying himself more than he cared to admit. Like her, he preferred motorcycles to cars, and he could tell she was in complete control of the speeding machine.

      “Faster,” he growled against her velvety nape.

      With a delighted gurgle, she opened the throttle. “You asked for it.”

      His mouth took a feral curve. “I did, didn’t I?”

      They crossed the Susquehanna River and entered the Rising Sun Fae Clan’s territory. The very atmosphere changed, growing brighter, airier.

      They zoomed through a patchwork of rolling hills, green forests and newly planted fields, and then turned up a smooth dirt road flanked on either side by fruit trees. To the left was a cornfield with the plants already knee high and to his right marched rows of plump red strawberries.

      Everything reeked of fertility, promising a bountiful harvest. The contrast to Rock Run’s struggling lands left an acrid taste in his mouth.

      He wanted to wrap his hands around his hostess’s pretty neck and demand she cease whatever she was doing to his people. But her big blond guards were right behind them and even though he was pretty sure he could take them, they’d be enough of a distraction that she’d escape and then he’d never again get within a mile of her.

      “Here we are.” Cleia drove up the hill to the compound he’d seen the other day and halted before a mansion of cream-colored granite.

      Dion dismounted the bike and looked up—and up. Set on a circular foundation, the mansion rose four stories, each layer a circle smaller than the one below and set with rows of windows crowned by gilded arches. From a pole at the top, a flag fluttered—a gold sun spreading its rays across a midnight-blue field.

      It figured. He set his hands on his hips and took in each of the four cream-colored layers. The woman didn’t live in a sensible, easily defended cave or bunker, she lived in a damned wedding cake.

      She parked the sport bike herself in the garage. A surprise, that. He’d have figured she’d leave it for a servant. When she returned, they walked together up the mansion’s wide marble steps and into a huge circular foyer. Large windows let in bright sunshine and a door marked each of the four cardinal directions.

      Presiding over the foyer was an enormous gold-and-crystal chandelier. The thing had to weigh several hundred pounds. Sunlight sifted through the dancing crystals, casting rainbow shards across the walls and the floors.

      He followed the show with his eyes, entranced, even as his lip curled at yet another example of sun fae excess.

      Two women crossed the foyer toward them, Cleia’s housekeeper and the copper-haired fae she’d been with two weeks ago.

      “This is my cousin, Lady Olivia,” she told Dion.

      The fae lady favored him with a curt nod before pulling Cleia to one side. “What are you doing?” she demanded, low-voiced. “He’s not what he seems. The man reeks of power. You can’t mean to take him to your apartment. Especially tonight. Have you forgotten what time of month it is?”

      Dion tensed, but Cleia just retorted, “Of course not.”

      The two engaged in a whispered argument. With his shifter hearing, he could hear every word. They had to know that, but apparently didn’t care. Idiotas.

      “This one’s even more dangerous than that one a couple of years ago—that do Mar man. Damn it, Cleia, you’re playing with fire.”

      Dion came alert. Rui do Mar had been his second-in-command before he’d fallen prey to the fae queen’s glamour. The man had been Rock Run’s best hunter and tracker. Now he was fit for little but wine and women.

      “But you’re forgetting one thing,” Cleia retorted. “I’m a sun fae. I like the heat.”

      “You’re going to regret this—”

      “Enough.” Cleia’s power flared, turning her face blindingly beautiful—and as cold as a marble statue. And then as quickly it subsided and she patted her cousin’s arm. “I know what I’m doing. Do you really think he’s stronger than me—even at this time of month?”

      Olivia shook her head. “If you say so.”

      “We’ll have dinner in my apartment,” Cleia told the housekeeper while Dion scrutinized her surreptitiously, unsure if that flare had been as powerful—and dangerous—as it appeared. “Don’t disturb us unless absolutely necessary.”

      “Very good,” the housekeeper replied.

      Lady Olivia’s mouth firmed but she remained silent.

      Cleia reached for Dion’s hand. Again, there was that small shock as their skin touched. Her expression didn’t change but he scented her jolt of arousal. It acted on him like an aphrodisiac. His grip tightened on her fingers, but he kept his face blank.

      “This way.” She indicated a spiral staircase that ascended through the mansion’s center. Together, they mounted to the top, the guards on their heels.

      Her apartment took up the entire fourth floor. Built on an open plan with only a few low partitions between sections, it was large and airy with pale yellow walls, billowing white curtains and floor-to-ceiling windows that made the cave-dwelling fada in him uneasy.

      The furniture was a warm oak with curving legs and carvings of flowers and trees. At one end of the apartment was a large bed, its headboard carved with a rising sun picked out in gold leaf.

      He was aware of the queen’s gaze on him as he released her hand to walk onto the balcony. This high up, the view was dizzying. He instinctively looked southwest. He could see all the way to the Susquehanna, eight miles distant, and the place where Rock Run territory began.

      He gazed at the shining ribbon of water. It steadied him, bringing home what was at stake here—and it was not this constant, inconvenient hum of attraction between him and the sun fae queen.

      When he came back inside, she was sending her guards to dinner.

      “We’ll station someone outside the door.” The big blond men scowled at Dion.

      She shrugged a shoulder. “As you wish.”

      They bowed and left. A wave of her hand locked the door behind them.

      She turned to him. “Welcome to my home, Dion do Rio.”

      He inclined his head. The best way to induce Cleia to let down her guard was to appear harmless. He wanted her to think of him as just another adoring slave. “Thank you, my queen.”

      To his surprise, disappointment flitted across her face. She dragged a hand down her braid.

      “Erika will bring dinner in a few minutes. Would you like to clean up in the meantime?”

      “I would.” He was dusty from the ride and besides, a river fada rarely turned down a chance to get into the water. He stepped closer, traced a finger down her cheek. “Why don’t you join me?”

      Her eyes drifted shut. Her lashes were a dark brown tipped with gold, as if they’d been dipped in fairy dust.

      His heart thumped. He cupped her nape, pressed a kiss to each soft eyelid. “Por favor, my beauty?”

      Her pulse thrummed under his thumb, but she shook her head. “You go ahead. I’ll wash up and see to your dinner.”

      “Very good.” He stepped back.

      Careful. Remember what she is.

      The bathing room could have been designed by a water fada. The tinted blue-green windows cast a calm light, and the bathtub was the size of a small pool. The walk-in shower was made of earth-toned tiles with shower heads that rained water over him from five different directions.

      Dion took his time. There was no hurry. Best to wait until full dark when the queen would be at her weakest.

      By the time he rejoined her, twilight had fallen and the apartment was lit by golden balls of fae light floating near the ceiling. A table had been set with a heaping platter of fish and a basket of crusty bread. Salad, fruit, a cheese board, and several bottles of Rock Run’s own vinho verde rounded out the meal.

      His stomach contracted. He was always hungry these days. Whatever food there was went first to the women and children.

      Cleia stood on the balcony gazing out over the fields, so he helped himself to a chunk of bread and some cheese and fish. Hunger assuaged, he poured two glasses of wine and took them to the balcony.

      The queen had freed her hair from the braid and changed into a dress the intense blue of a summer sky. A storm was coming. Far-off thunder rumbled.

      She gripped the rail and raised her face to the wind, hair streaming behind her in a glossy flag. Her round bottom faced him, the flimsy blue skirt whipping about her thighs to expose tantalizing glimpses of smooth golden skin.

      Holy mother of Deus. She was naked under the dress.

      Dark talons of lust sliced at him. His eyes went night-glow, his animal rising to the surface. He fought the desire to bend her over the rail and take her, hard and furious as the coming storm.

      And if her people saw, well, it would only demonstrate that her unchecked reign was at an end.

      He drew a breath, took that single step forward. Then halted, hands tight around the wine glasses.

      Rein it in, you idiot. Wait for night.

      Cleia glanced at him over her shoulder, a tiny line between her brows.

      He shuttered his eyes and offered her the wine. She accepted it unsmiling, her wariness palpable.

      He went back inside and sat on the floor, pretending to be calm while inside, his mind worked overtime. If she called her guards, he could grab her and escape down the wall. But it would be a hell of climb, four stories down and with a struggling woman over one shoulder—not to mention the fact that she had her own powers to call on.

      Cleia had that faint frown on her face again. His weak smile was only partly feigned. She returned it with a half-hearted curve of the lips.

      Outside, the wind blew harder and the sweet scent of rain filled the air. Inside, his heart slapped in hard beats against his rib cage as he waited to see what she’d do.

      She glanced around one last time and came back inside. “It’s going to storm soon.”

      He released a breath. “Sim.”

      She relaxed onto a nearby chair, one leg slung over the chair arm in a pose so casual it was insulting. “Did you eat?”

      “A little. But food can wait—unless you’re hungry?”

      “I had something while you were in the shower.”

      She propped her head on one hand, sipping wine and studying him as if he were a tasty fillet about to be served to her on a platter.

      He tamped down his power even further, sending it instead into the gathering storm, which would also increase the cover for the two Rock Run warriors stationed just outside the compound. The sun fae hated getting wet. Everyone but the guards would’ve taken shelter by now.

      Cleia sighed and suddenly he understood what was wrong. She didn’t want harmless. She wanted danger.

      The lady was bored with men who danced to her tune.

      Ah. He’d be happy to provide the queen with a little…excitement.

      He crouched before her and put out a hand. “Give me your foot.”

      She hesitated and he waited, unmoving. In this dance, she would learn that he was the leader, she the follower.

      She slanted him a look from under her lashes, then set her wine on the floor and placed a slender foot in his palm. It was clad in a jewel-encrusted sandal: rubies, emeralds, diamonds. A good-sized family could live on the proceeds of those pretty stones for a year.

      It was yet another weakness, something he could use against the shallow, party-girl queen.

      Right now she wasn’t thinking about jewels, though. Her gaze was all for him. Her hands clenched on her lap, but she held still, waiting to see what he’d do next.

      Keeping his eyes on hers, he undid the sandal strap and slid his finger under her arch, tracing a slow path down the sensitive skin. Her breath hitched.

      He removed the sandal and pressed a kiss to her instep, then placed her foot on the chair seat so that her knee was bent, opening her to him.

      “Keep it there.”

      Her throat worked but she obeyed.

      He removed the other sandal and kissed that instep as well. Her breath released in an audible whoosh.

      His lips curved against her soft skin. “You like that.”

      Their eyes met and he inhaled sharply. Deus, her irises were beautiful. A tawny, sun-touched brown.

      “Mm,” she murmured. “More.”

      Their gazes locked, but when he simply stared at her unmoving, she added, “Please.”

      Triumph streaked through him. He’d won. She just didn’t know it yet.

      “As you wish, querida,” he said, and sucked her big toe into his mouth.
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      Cleia moaned and gripped the armrests.

      By the sun and all the stars, could anything be more erotic than the sight of the big man crouched at her feet, suckling her toes?

      He hadn’t put his shirt back on after bathing, leaving him naked from the waist up. Dark hair curled over his broad chest and arrowed down the warm olive of his abdomen. His erection strained against his pants.

      One hand held her foot while the other caressed her calf. With each pull of his mouth, electricity arrowed straight to her womb.

      His gaze collided with hers…intent, crystalline blue touched with silver.

      A predator’s eyes. Wild. Dangerous. Untamed.

      His eyes went night-glow. The silver deepened, blotting out the blue as his animal rose to the surface.

      Even as a sensual shiver skated down her spine, she knit her brows. What was going on? One minute he seemed so unassuming, almost weak; the next hard and powerful.

      And there was something familiar about those eyes…

      He nipped her toe and she gasped and forgot everything but the sensations he was inducing. Her hips rocked, her skirt bunched up around her thighs. She burned for more, was desperate for his touch—there, between her legs.

      She opened her mouth to tell him so, then closed it again.

      He’d made it clear he liked to be in charge. She’d never admit it, but it was exciting to have him direct her, to allow him to decide when and where to pleasure her.

      The dark, hard-faced fada seemed to read her mind. He draped both of her legs over the armrests so she was wide open to him, then pushed her skirt up and studied her, his gaze hot.

      “You’re wet. I can see your heartbeat…here.”

      He touched a finger to her throbbing clitoris and she sucked in a breath as another bolt of electricity shot through her. He smiled but kept his gaze on her flushed, glistening labia, sliding the finger through their center, stroking in and out of her sex, before bringing it to his mouth.

      His lids lowered and he sucked the finger clean.

      She moistened her lips. “Please,” she rasped, forgetting to power her glamour, forgetting Olivia’s warning to be careful, that this man was more than he seemed. Forgetting everything but the desire searing her in slow, sweet waves.

      “Please—?” he prompted huskily.

      He touched a thumb to her clit. She waited for him to move—to slide, circle, anything—but he held still.

      He was playing games with her. He wanted her to beg; she’d played such games herself countless times, although usually with herself as the tormentor.

      She should resist. Who was he to toy with her?

      But she couldn’t stop herself from giving him the words. “Please touch me.”

      “Here?” His thumb circled once, teasingly.

      Her stomach muscles jumped. “Yes. Right there.”

      But maddeningly, he stilled again. She flexed her hips, silently asking for more.

      He leaned forward to give her a light lick. She felt his breath, cool against her burning cleft, and nearly shot out of the seat.

      “Yes,” she managed to say. “Do that, please.”

      “Good girl,” he purred against her skin, his accent thickening. “I like to hear you beg. Tell me. Tell me what you want.”

      A small voice cautioned that this was risky, that she shouldn’t allow him to seize too much power. But she was safe on her home grounds, a guard stationed outside the door. What could happen?

      She arched into him and begged.
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      Darkness reared up in Dion, churned in his veins. His cock, already impossibly hard, throbbed against the confining pants.

      He longed to rip the damn things off and thrust himself deep into that hot, lush mouth.

      He drew a harsh breath and forced himself under control. There would be time enough for that when he had Cleia safely back at Rock Run. For now, it was enough to drive the proud, jaded queen wild.

      Taking hold of her hips, he held her still for his mouth. She moaned but allowed it. He rewarded her by taking her needy bud into his mouth and suckling it, swirling his tongue over the sensitive nerves.

      She gripped his head and tried to force him closer, but he lifted his head and took hold of her wrists. He set her hands on the armrests.

      “Keep them there or I’ll stop.”

      Her eyes narrowed but he stared back, refusing to relent. Her throat worked. “All right.” She waited until he brought his mouth back to her sex before adding, “Bastard.”

      He smiled. “You have no idea,” he murmured against her tender flesh.

      She gasped and gripped the armrests.

      He settled in to bring her to climax. She was so hot and wet, it wouldn’t take long. He could almost believe she hadn’t had a man since Tiago had returned two months ago, wrung out from a mere week with her.

      She’d been merciful in that, at least, rather than keeping him for years as she had his other warriors. Tiago believed he’d escaped, but Dion found that hard to credit. More likely Cleia had tired of the youth and planted the idea of escape in his mind. Lord knew he was irritating, constantly questioning and arguing.

      And he was Dion’s youngest brother. The fae queen had finally gone too far. She had to be taken down.

      Cleia stared down at him, brow puckered. He put his brother from his thoughts and settled in to blow her mind.

      The first thing was to get rid of the dress. He came to his knees and pulled the skirt up to her waist.

      “Raise your arms.” When she obeyed, he removed it and tossed it aside.

      She put her hands back on the armrests without being directed to and his lips quirked. She was a quick learner; he’d give her that.

      But she’d had time to come back to herself. A glamour shimmered over her body, giving her a damn-near irresistible radiance.

      He frowned. “Drop the magic crap already. You’re fine as you are.”

      “Am I?” She lifted a brow, her expression world-weary and a little sad.

      His scowl increased. What game was she playing? Surely she knew how sexy she was?

      “Have you never had a man without your glamour?” He raised his hands to her hair, sifting the silky strands through his fingers and running his thumbs over the delicate points of her ears.

      She tilted her head into his hands, catlike, enjoying his touch. “A few times. When I was very young.”

      “And didn’t anyone tell you your hair holds all the colors of the sun’s rays? That your breasts are full and firm as ripe fruit?” He weighed the lush orbs in his hands, lightly pinched the tight copper nipples.

      “No…”

      Her eyes were bright with pleasure, her cheeks flushed. Her body gave off the salty musk of desire.

      He glided his palms over her torso. She was narrower than he’d realized. Fragile.

      A large man like himself could easily break her—and wasn’t that his intention?

      He shook off his uneasiness and moved his hands to her hips, smoothing over her succulent bottom. Indulging himself in the shape and feel of her.

      “And didn’t they tell you that your ass is round and linda…” His voice was gritty as the shifting seabed now. “Muito, muito linda.”

      “No,” she whispered. “No, they didn’t tell me that.”

      “Idiotas.”

      He captured her face in his palms and thrust his tongue into her mouth, taking her in a hard, dominating kiss. She moaned and sucked on his tongue, drawing him deeper inside.

      Heat balled low in his belly.

      He fisted his hand in her hair and drew her head back. A pulse beat in her throat. He brushed his lips over the fluttering skin and nipped her. She jolted and he soothed the bite with his tongue before moving on, giving her another love bite, then another.

      Marking her as his, if only for tonight.

      He brought his mouth back to hers, unable to get enough of her. Her taste was hot, enticing, more addictive than Rock Run’s finest wine.

      When he lifted his head, they were both breathing raggedly, and he was through with teasing. He released her hair to stroke a thumb over her kiss-swollen lips.

      “Bend over the chair.”

      She hesitated, searched his face. He waited, hands at his side. He wouldn’t force her, however hard lust rode him. Despite what he had planned, whether or not he fucked her was her choice.

      Her gaze dropped to his erection. Her lips curved in a slow smile and she turned around.

      He exhaled audibly. Thank all the gods. Despite his good intentions, he wasn’t sure what he’d have done if she’d refused him.

      He guided her into position over the chair, her long legs spread, that lovely round bottom lifted to him. He pressed a palm on her lower back, silently directing her to remain where she was, and shucked his pants.

      “Dion?” She glanced over her shoulder at him, her expression a mix of excitement and apprehension.

      He raised a brow, his flushed, very ready cock in his hand. “Sim?” He glided his fingers up and down the stiff stalk.

      Her eyes darkened. She touched her tongue to her full lower lip and he stifled a groan. His hand tightened on himself.

      Her lips curved in a sultry smile. “I’d like to touch you…taste you. I’m good—you’ll like it.”

      His mind swam with enticing pictures of her on her knees, those coral-colored lips enclosing him, but he shook them off. If he wasn’t careful the woman was going to regain control.

      “Next time. Right now I have something else in mind.”

      She tossed her head, the queen never far from the surface. “But—”

      He’d counted on her objecting. “I see I have to convince you.”

      He crossed the room for the scarf he’d left draped over a chair. When he turned back, she was on her knees watching him, her body half turned so that he had a profile of firm, pointed breasts. He smiled darkly. He was going to enjoy this.

      Crossing back to her, he lifted her by the waist and bent her over the chair again. He looped the silky length of material under her hips and caught hold of the ends. “Now I can ride you,” he informed her.

      “Oh.” A quiver went down her spine, her eagerness for what came next palpable.

      His slow smile would’ve frozen all but his clan’s most dominant members in their tracks. “Sim, minha bonita. Yes, my pretty one.”

      He took the ends of the scarf in one hand, holding her where he wanted her, and with the other grasped his cock so he could rub the tip over her sex.

      She let out a broken moan.

      Good. He wanted her feverish with desire, unable to think…unable to resist.

      He positioned himself at her entrance and pressed inside. Groaned. Lord, she felt good. Tight, slippery and incredibly hot.

      He pumped slowly in and out, reveling in the feel of her fisted around him, all thoughts of revenge temporarily forgotten. She gripped the edge of the seat and pushed back, undulating on him in leisurely circles.

      Heat slammed up his spine. His thighs clenched and his balls tightened.

      “Deus,” he gritted. “That’s—”

      He inhaled deeply and focused on giving her pleasure, bending forward to run his free hand over her, playing with her nipples, rubbing her swollen clit.

      “Having fun?” he taunted, echoing her question as they’d swooped around the ravine’s edge.

      She moaned. “Stars, yes.”

      “Let me see…should I go fast”—he thrust quickly in and out of her several times—“or slow?” He stroked in at an excruciatingly slow pace and paused.

      “Dion.” She flung back her head and he dropped the scarf to bury his hands in her hair, tugging just enough to give her the added spice of pleasure/pain. Her inner muscles clenched on him. She arched her back. “Oh, Goddess. Take me. Now. Hard, Dion.”

      Still giving orders, he thought with the small corner of his brain still able to form words. But she’d recalled him to his purpose.

      His lips peeled back in a grin that betrayed his animal roots as he reached for the scarf again.

      She ground herself against him. “Please. I need—”

      “Sim, sim,” he crooned. “I’ll give you want you want, minha linda.” He reached a hand under her to swirl his fingers around her needy little nub until she keened out her pleasure and began to convulse around him.

      He slowed his thrusts and as she sobbed out his name, he wrapped the scarf around her eyes. It had been prepared with a binding spell cast by another powerful fae, impossible for anyone but him to break.

      “Dion?” She reared up under him. “What—?”

      He knotted the ends tightly and then gripped her shoulders. His balls exploded and he came, pumping into her in powerful, euphoric bursts. He barely remembered to draw on the power of the storm.

      Lightning flashed, and all over the mansion, fae lights shattered. He opened to it, using his Gift to harness the huge surge of power so as not to harm her more than necessary, then released it, sending the current sizzling through her.

      The pleasure spiked impossibly high.

      Cleia screamed in ecstasy and then slumped forward, unconscious.
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      Cleia returned to consciousness in slow stages.

      From somewhere nearby came the sound of running water, but she was warm and dry, tucked into a large, comfortable bed. She smoothed a palm down the cover. A soft, woven cotton, it rested lightly on her naked body.

      Her brow furrowed and she turned her head restlessly side to side. Something was wrong. Her bedroom was airy, light-filled. But everything was dark, the air moist and smelling of earth and stone.

      She forced herself the last few degrees to consciousness. When she opened her eyes, the world was still an unrelenting gray. Horror skittered up her spine and her hands flew to her face. Then she gave a sob of relief.

      She wasn’t blind. Something was covering her eyes, preventing her from seeing.

      She frowned, trying to recall what had happened. The river fada—Dion—had given her a climax that had all but fried her brain, and then…nothing.

      She inhaled sharply. The bastard must’ve knocked her out, and then brought her here—wherever “here” was.

      She tugged at the light silk, tentatively at first and then harder, then hooked her fingernails under it and tried to rip it off, but it stayed put as if made of the strongest iron. And if anything, it was getting tighter the more she tugged on it.

      Even though she knew it was hopeless, she delved deep within for her magic.

      Nothing.

      Her breath sucked in and she scrabbled frantically at the binding. It tightened painfully around her head.

      Footsteps sounded. She froze.

      “Easy now.” His voice, calm but firm. “It’s bespelled. No one but me can remove it. The more you pull at it the tighter it gets. Let it be before you injure yourself.”

      She swallowed. He was almost certainly telling the truth. The fae, even the fada with their diluted blood, found it difficult, not to mention extremely painful, to lie. And now that he’d mentioned it, she detected the faint scent of binding herbs: apple, cedar, ivy.

      She panicked in earnest then. Without her sight, she couldn’t perform even the simplest spell. She was helpless, at the mercy of this man. This fada.

      “No.” She clawed at the scarf. “Take it off, you, you—”

      He remained silent but she sensed him standing there, watching and waiting. Her lungs seized. Everything bad she’d ever heard about the fada raced through her mind: their dark rituals, their animal nature. The way they treated their women.

      She’d never fooled herself that her Rock Run lovers were tamed; they’d only been under her spell. Without her magic to protect her, who knew what this man would do to her?

      She gave a last, despairing tug at the scarf but it only tightened more until she whimpered and let go to curl into a ball. Her chest heaved. Panic was a vise clamped around her rib cage, compressing it so that she couldn’t get enough air.

      She gasped, her mouth opening and closing soundlessly as she desperately sought oxygen.

      A light touch on the binding. She flinched, but the pressure eased.

      “Acalme-te,” Dion murmured. “No one’s going to hurt you.” He placed his palm on her bare upper back where she lay curled onto her side. “Breathe.” He rubbed the skin. “There you go. Now another. That’s it…”

      Her breath whooshed in. For several endless moments she lay there panting, humiliated at her loss of control.

      “Are you all right now?” he asked.

      She jerked her chin. Yes.

      “All right then.” He removed his hand.

      She struggled to sit upright while keeping the blanket around her. Now that she was calmer, she realized the scarf wasn’t opaque. She could discern light and dark, and while she couldn’t see Dion’s face, she could make out his general shape.

      She turned in his direction. “Where am I? What have you done, fada?”

      “Still the haughty bitch, I see.” His tone was amused, but there was an edge to it. “We’re nothing but beasts to you, are we? Good for nothing but to get your gold-plated buceta off.”

      “I—you—bastard. That’s not true—”

      “No?” he scoffed. “But to answer your question, you’re in my own apartment deep underground where your people will never be able to track you. In my territory—which means you, minha senhora, are in my power.”

      Her hands fisted on the blanket. “Who are you? And I want the truth this time.”

      “I didn’t lie—my name is Dion do Rio. But you can call me Lord Dion—or Dionísio, to give you my full name.”

      “Dionísio. Stars, I’m an idiot.”

      Not the original god of wine and ecstasy, but a direct descendant on his father’s side, who’d been a Portuguese river fada with a lineage stretching back to the dark, wild god himself. Which meant this man was indeed a lord—and the Rock Run alpha.

      Goddess, what had she done?

      “Don’t be too hard on yourself,” Dion remarked in condescending tones. “I was using a sort of glamour as well, only I tamped down my power to make myself appear less than I was.”

      She absorbed that in silence. She should’ve sensed his power. She was a sun fae, and more to the point, her people’s Conduit. Power, energy, was her stock in trade.

      Perhaps she had grown arrogant over the years. Certainly, she’d been willfully blind, drawn to the man’s dark sensuality. She was angry and afraid, but even now a small part of her couldn’t help noting that if that was how he appeared with his power tamped down, he must be as beautiful as a god when it wasn’t.

      He touched her shoulder. She tensed, painfully aware she was naked and defenseless beneath the thin blanket.

      He growled. “Calm yourself. I don’t force myself on helpless women.”

      Her hands clenched. Helpless? She itched to unleash her full power, a radiance that could literally blind him.

      But she couldn’t. Her magic was dependent upon her ability to see. With her eyes bound she was as helpless as any mortal.

      It was her Achilles’ heel—and no one but Olivia knew that. And Olivia would die before she told anyone.

      So how in Hades had he found out?

      “Here.” He slid a big arm around her shoulders and brought a cup to her lips. “Drink this.”

      She shook her head and pressed her lips together. The blanket slipped, exposing the tops of her breasts. He stilled and she concealed her triumph.

      The man wanted her even without her glamour; she could practically smell his lust. Maybe she could use that. She let the cover remain where it was.

      The cup nudged her mouth. She turned her face away. She was so thirsty her tongue felt thick and too big for her mouth, but she was even more afraid of being drugged.

      “It’s only water,” he told her.

      When she still hesitated, he blew out a breath. “For God’s sake, drink. You have to be dehydrated—you’ve been out since last night. I don’t need to drug or poison you. The binding keeps you prisoner.”

      He was right. With her eyes bound, not only was it impossible for her to access her magic, she couldn’t see to escape an underground cavern anyway. She took the cup from him. The water was cool and sweet. She drank thirstily, draining the cup before handing it back.

      “More?”

      “Yes, please.”

      He refilled the cup. When she was finished, he took it from her, saying, “That’s enough for now. You don’t want to make yourself sick.”

      He set the cup somewhere nearby and then came back to stand next to the bed. She felt him considering her.

      A chill slid over her skin. All of a sudden, trying to seduce her way out of this seemed like a bad idea.

      Unbidden, she thought of the only bacchanal she’d ever attended. She’d been barely out of her teens and too curious for her own good. Fortunately, Artan and Grady had tracked her down and brought her home. Her parents had confined her to her room for a week with no visitors save a servant who brought her food and water. When she’d begged to be let out, her dad had said she was lucky he hadn’t turned her over his knee.

      But she’d been punished worse than he knew. The nightmarish scenes had lived in her mind for years: wine and magic and dancing that turned primitive…carnal…frenzied. Women—and men—taken against their will. Harsh whippings for the slightest resistance.

      The baccha brought out all that was wild and dark in the fada, allowing their feral side full rein so that a fada in the grip of the Delírio was more beast than human.

      She’d watched from a dark corner, using her glamour to take on the appearance of an old, sick crone until Artan and Grady found her. By then she was curled up with her hands over her face, praying no one would see through her disguise.

      The silence thickened. Cleia drew the blanket up to her chin and firmed her jaw, hoping the fada wouldn’t notice her trembling fingers.

      “Why?” she asked.

      “You know why, minha senhora.”

      My lady, not Queen Cleia.

      The nuance made it clear she was a prisoner.

      “But I don’t. You say you’re not going to force me—and that’s the only way you’d have me now.” He chuckled darkly but she ignored him. “So if you haven’t brought me here for sex, then why? Without my magic, I’m not much good to you. Unless you intend to hold me for ransom—”

      He made scornful noise. “I wouldn’t risk war for a handful of pretty stones.”

      “Then why?”

      “You’ve developed a taste for river fada. Of your last ten lovers, eight of them were my men.”

      “So? They were adults. They came to me of their own free will and were treated like honored guests while they lived with me, and then were returned to you unharmed.”

      “Like hell,” he snapped. “Rodolfo was the first. You kept him three years, and then took Miguel soon after. They both returned home with half their strength, and are as yet unmated. Emanuel and Luis you kept for a shorter period of time, and they’ve managed to mate, but only Luis has had a child from these matings—and just one in five years. I don’t know yet with Jorge and Benny because they shifted to their dolphin form as soon as they returned and are lost to the currents.

      “And Rui”—his voice tightened and she guessed Rui do Mar was special to him—“was about to mate with a fada woman. You kept him for a year. By the time he came home, he’d lost interest in his woman and is as yet unmated. He was my second-in-command—a strong, capable warrior—and now he’s a drunk, fit only for fishing.”

      “I’m sorry. I had no idea—” Something struck her: those oddly familiar silver-blue eyes. She felt a sinking sensation in the pit of her stomach. “And Tiago?”

      “My youngest brother.”

      “Your…brother?”

      “Sim,” was the grim reply. “You only kept him a week, and he appears healthy enough. But the idiota thinks he’s in love with you. He mopes around the base like his life is over.”

      “But—” She shook her head.

      She’d been shocked to find out that Tiago was only twenty-one—an adult as the fae counted these things, but just barely. She wasn’t the evil succubus the Rock Run alpha seemed to think her, draining men dry and then tossing them back, so she’d sent him home. “He’s very young,” she said lamely.

      “Exatamente,” Dion gritted out. “But you couldn’t resist him, could you?”

      “He approached me. It was a few days before I realized he’d done something to make himself appear older—bought a spell, cast a glamour…I’m not sure what. He said he’d fallen in love with me. I—there was something about him…”

      She trailed off. Tiago had radiated the same untamed power as his older brother, except that in the youth it was weaker, still developing. But oh, what a man Tiago would be. She’d promised he could return in seven years if he wished, then cast a spell that made him think he’d escaped and set him free on the banks of the Susquehanna.

      His feelings must have been stronger than she’d realized if he was still pining for her. She frowned. She’d genuinely liked the boy—had never intended to hurt him.

      Something occurred to her: Tiago had seemed so young and naïve that she hadn’t taken him very seriously. Had she been careless enough to let him discover her deepest secret—that her power depended on her ability to see?

      Silence fell. She felt the alpha’s gaze on her, his dark, brooding presence filling the cavern. The skin on her nape tightened. She rubbed her upper arms, wishing she could see his expression.

      “Are you all right?” he asked abruptly.

      “Yes.” A little shaky, but she’d crawl across a bed of nails rather than admit it.

      “Good. I kept the voltage low so as not to harm you.”

      “How kind,” she muttered.

      Something about the joining of a sun fae and a river fada could cause a power surge—probably the mix of water and energy. She’d occasionally experienced a low voltage sizzle with her river fada lovers. It made the sex that much more exciting, which was why she kept seeking them out. But the current that Dion had sent through her had been a hundred times more powerful.

      How had he done it?

      She remembered the sex, wild and earthy…him thrusting into her, deep and hard, filling her until she was sobbing with pleasure...binding her eyes…and then lightning. Her very veins had burned with it. Even now she hummed with remembered ecstasy.

      But the power…that had exceeded anything she’d ever experienced. She suspected he could’ve easily killed her—but he hadn’t, which meant he wanted something.

      “I understand you’re upset,” she said carefully, “but what’s done is done. My people have a saying: The sun cannot reverse its path across the sky. I—”

      “I want it back,” he ground out. “What you stole from my men, you will return. You owe us. For twenty years you’ve stolen from us. Twenty years. And not just the men. We’re all weaker—the women and children, too. Even our vineyards are affected.”

      “What are you talking about?” She scraped her fingers through her hair. The man was as crazy as his wine-swilling, fornicating namesake. “I stole nothing. How can I return the time we spent? How can I return the lovemaking? And even if I could, what does that have to do with the rest of you? I haven’t touched your women and children and I’ve never even been in one of your vineyards. You’re out of your mind.”

      He slapped his palms on the mattress and leaned in close so that she felt his breath on her cheek, hot and dangerous.

      “Don’t lie to me,” he said in a low, hard voice, “or put me off with your fae half-truths. Or I’ll make you sorry you were ever born.”

      She stilled, excruciatingly aware of how vulnerable she was. The only sounds in the room were the running water and his jagged breathing.

      Instinctively, she tried to call on her magic…but of course, nothing happened. It was like shouting into a dark, echoing void.

      She tightened her grip on the blanket, her heart rapping like a wild thing. Her magic had always been there. Without it she was merely a woman in the sights of a large, furious man.

      He blew out a breath and drew back. When he spoke again his tone was calmer.

      “You stole life-energy from my men, and what is stolen can be returned. Think on it, my lady. Maybe a few days as my guest will prod your memory. For now, I’ll send someone to attend you. You’ll want for nothing, I assure you.”

      She heard his footsteps receding even as she opened her mouth to protest that she could consider it until the sun fell from the sky, but that didn’t mean she could accomplish the impossible.

      Thrice-damned, irrational fada. She growled and, snatching up a pillow, threw it across the room.

      She heard another dark chuckle. Then a door closed and she was alone.

      She tossed the cover off and sat on the edge of the bed. With one hand she grasped the headboard. It was made of stone. In fact—she traced the headboard with her fingers—it had apparently been carved from the cavern wall itself. She put her feet on the floor. It was stone as well, cool under her bare feet.

      For some reason that brought it home to her: she was being held prisoner in a cavern. Deep underground, far from the sun.

      Panic threatened again. Her hands went to her blindfold, tugging at it even though she knew it was hopeless.

      She couldn’t stay here. She couldn’t.

      The door opened and she heard footsteps again. Not Dion’s. These were slower and somehow comfortable sounding. She took a deep breath and straightened her shoulders. She might be a prisoner, but she was still a queen.

      A kind, motherly voice spoke in Portuguese, as had Dion, although Cleia had been too upset to notice it. Thank the Goddess, her Gift for tongues was intact.

      “Good afternoon, Senhora Cleia. My name is Isa.”

      Cleia peered at her through the blindfold. She could see enough to tell that the newcomer was short and wide. “Peace to you and yours, Senhora Isa.”

      “Peace to you and yours,” she returned. “And how are you, minha senhora?”

      “Fine,” Cleia found herself replying, although that was ludicrous, considering she’d been kidnapped, stripped of her power and left naked in a strange bed by a pissed-off fada.

      “Good, good. Now, what can I do for you?” The pillow she’d thrown was replaced on the mattress and Isa continued talking without waiting for a reply. “Why don’t we get you dressed first? Raise your arms now.”

      Isa dropped a dress over Cleia’s head as the woman continued to mutter soothingly. Unlike the fada, sun fae preferred to go about fully clothed, but their metabolism ran fast and hot, so they wore light, airy attire year-round.

      Cleia fingered the skirt. It was a soft cotton gauze, and a perfect fit.

      “Lord Dion brought some of your dresses back with him,” Isa said, reading her mind.

      “I see.”

      “That’s better now, sim? Aren’t you linda?” Isa patted Cleia’s arm as if she were a child. “I nursed Lord Dion, his three brothers, and his sister, too. The alpha is a good man. I’m sure the two of you will work this out.”

      Cleia snorted disbelievingly but Isa just took her hand. “I’ll get you a snack—how does bread and cheese sound, minha senhora? And then you can take a nice, long soak in the alpha’s pool. It’s right over there—do you hear the waterfall? And in a few hours we’ll be having dinner—fresh trout tonight. Won’t that be a treat?”

      So she was in alpha’s own quarters, in the heart of the Rock Run base. Even though it was what Dion had told her, her heart sank. The base was notoriously well protected by both concealing spells and the fada themselves. Even if Olivia somehow tracked her to the base, she might not be able to rescue her.

      “You do like fish?” Isa was asking.

      “Yes,” Cleia murmured, allowing herself to be swept along.

      Now that she thought about it, she was hungry—her fast metabolism burned through calories at a rapid rate—and still shaky. If she was going to escape, she needed to be at peak strength.

      And she would escape.

      Because if she didn’t return home by the summer solstice, not just her life was at risk, but the life of every sun fae on the planet.
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      The woman was going to be difficult. Dion expelled a breath as he exited his quarters.

      He’d expected her to crumble into a hundred pleading pieces as soon as she understood how hopeless her situation was. She was a sun fae, shallow and frivolous. She should’ve caved as soon as she realized she was alone, stripped of her magic and completely in his power.

      But after that momentary panic, she’d sat there, that proud chin raised, and refused to let him intimidate her. A part of him couldn’t help admiring her spirit.

      But his darker side had wanted to keep pushing, to take what she’d so recklessly offered when she’d taunted him with those high, firm breasts, teach her how risky it was to provoke a man who was part animal. He’d wanted to pin her to the bed and tease her mercilessly with his mouth and hands until she was writhing with pleasure and begging to give him anything he wanted…

      Then he’d scented her fear.

      His insides had twisted in self-revulsion. Queen Cleia owed him and his clan, big time—but when he realized she was truly afraid of him, he’d immediately backed off. And then, to his disgust, he found himself directing Isa to treat the woman as an honored guest, although he’d also ordered that she be kept confined to his quarters.

      Tiago stepped out of a doorway, causing Dion to swerve so as not to
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