
        
            
                
            
        

    



The Fang Prince’s Vow








A Dark Vampire Queen Romance of Bonded Obsession, War, and Lust Erotic Story





She was chosen to kneel. She rose to rule.










When Isla is forced to become the blood bride of a vampire prince, she expects chains, cruelty, and a collar she’ll never escape. But Prince Caius is no ordinary monster—he’s cold, ancient, and obsessed. And when their bond ignites, it doesn’t just mark her body—it threatens to awaken a forgotten power buried in her blood.










Court betrayal. Ritual punishment. And a deadly rival queen rising from the south.










As war erupts between vampire empires, Isla must choose between love and sovereignty. Between claiming her mate… or claiming her throne.










She was supposed to be his.










But now the entire kingdom may burn for

 

her


 
.










This is book one in a dark, steamy fantasy series with:










●

 
       

 
Dangerous bonded obsession



 









●

 
       

 
Blood magic & vampire royalty



 









●

 
       

 
No moral high ground, no easy choices



 









●

 
       

 
Savage romance, brutal lust, and a queen who doesn’t flinch



 









Perfect for fans of

 

King of Battle and Blood


 
,

 

Ruthless Boys of the Zodiac


 
, and

 

The Serpent and the Wings of Night


 
.









Chapter One – The Crypt Below the Crown










The candle flame bowed to her as she passed.










Even fire, it seemed, knew how to kneel before a bride of the blood.










Isla Delvane walked in silence down the endless staircase, her heels silent against obsidian stone. The corridor below the palace was older than any king above it—older than the court, the crown, and the long-forgotten gods who once fed on sacrifice. The veil over her eyes made everything shimmer like she was walking through wine, but she kept her spine straight and her pulse even.










They would not see her tremble. Not tonight.










Not even when she was marched into a crypt beneath the throne and offered like a lamb to a prince she had never seen.










The guards flanked her, saying nothing. Their armor smelled like dried blood and cold iron. She hated the way they looked at her when they thought she couldn’t see. Like she was already half-naked. Already bent.










She touched the chain around her throat.










A ceremonial piece, the priestess had said. Forged from the fang of a slain blood wolf and dipped in bridal ash. A sign of worth. A symbol of grace.










But all she felt was the weight of it tightening.










“You will kneel when you enter,” one guard said as they reached the final archway. His voice was low and unimpressed. “Do not speak unless commanded. Do not cry when it happens.”











When


 
, not

 

if


 
.










She said nothing.










He pushed the door open with a heavy groan of ancient stone.










And the crypt swallowed her.










It was not what she expected.










No altar. No throne. No torches.










Just shadows that breathed.










The room was shaped like a cathedral long since collapsed—circular and vast, with vines carved into the walls like veins. In the center stood a long obsidian table, etched with runes and claw marks. Two chairs sat on either side.










Only one was occupied.










She couldn’t see his face at first. The light came from above—a single hole in the ceiling where moonlight poured down like judgment. He was sitting in its path, still as the grave, one hand wrapped around the throat of a wine goblet he hadn’t touched.










She stopped at the threshold.










Not because she wanted to, but because the air turned thick, metallic. Tasting of rust and cold iron.










“You were told to kneel,” the guard hissed from behind.










She didn’t move.










A slow exhale came from the shadows ahead.










And then—he rose.










Not all at once. Not like a man. Like something unfolding.










His silhouette stretched tall and precise, and for one moment Isla could only stare at the glint of his shoulders beneath the sheer black cloak, the leather straps across his chest, the tattooed symbols that ran down one arm like scripture carved in flesh.










She still couldn’t see his face.










Only the mouth.










And the smile that did not belong to a man.










“I said…” the guard began again, stepping forward.










But the prince moved first.










There was no sound. One blink, and he was at her side.










The guard hit the floor with a wet crack, throat crushed before he even screamed.










Isla gasped.










The prince turned to her slowly, his face now bare in the moonlight—and her breath caught in her throat.










Not because he was beautiful.










Because he was not the prince she was meant to marry.










This was not the third-born scholar-prince she’d been promised.










This was the eldest.










The exiled one.










The one they buried in stories and sealed behind oaths.










“Hello, little bride,” he said, voice smooth as smoke. “They sent you to me instead.”










She stepped back—but there was nowhere to run.










“Y-You’re not—”










“No,” he cut in, fingers brushing her veil. “But I will be.”










He took it from her slowly. Not torn. Not thrown. Unveiled her like a gift.










And then—he inhaled.










Not like a man admiring her perfume.










Like a predator scenting a wound.










Her heart hammered. “You can’t. This isn’t your—”










“You’re already here,” he said, mouth at her throat. “You’re already in red. The gods don’t care which brother drinks.”










She didn’t scream.










She should have screamed.










But his hand gripped her waist, pulling her tight against him, and his breath was fire and frost at once. Her knees weakened. Her will slipped. And when he lowered his lips to her neck, it wasn’t fear that made her gasp.










It was heat.










She should have pushed him away.










Instead, she whispered, “What’s your name?”










He smiled.










“Caius.”










And then he bit.









Chapter Two – The Fang That Chose Her










She woke with blood on her lips.










Not hers.










Not anymore.










The sheets were black silk, cold where her thighs stuck, and her wrists were wrapped in velvet rope—loose enough not to bruise, tight enough to mock the idea of freedom. Candlelight flickered low along the curved walls of the chamber, tracing gold patterns over the marble ceiling and the edge of a sword propped by the door.










Isla blinked once.










Twice.










Then sat up too fast.










Her vision tilted. Her stomach churned. Something burned under her skin—like fever, but not. Her heartbeat no longer matched the rhythm she knew. It pulsed deeper now, slower, as if calibrated to something older. Hungrier.










She tasted iron. Her throat ached.










She touched her neck and flinched.










Two puncture marks. Neat. Clean. Still weeping red.










A sound stirred the silence—like leather flexing over muscle.










She looked up.










And he was there.










Sitting in the velvet chair across the room, legs spread wide, elbows resting on his knees like a king with no crown, no patience, no rules. He was shirtless now, black pants hugging long legs, dark hair tousled, and eyes like dusk before a storm. Not red. Not gold. A ruined grey that looked centuries old.










He didn’t smile this time.










“You’re awake,” he said simply.










Isla’s mouth opened, but no words came out.










She remembered everything.










The crypt. The blood. The vow.










“You bit me,” she finally breathed.










Caius tilted his head. “You bleed so well.”










She hated the heat that bloomed between her thighs.










“You weren’t supposed to,” she whispered.










“No,” he agreed, rising slowly. “But that didn’t stop me.”










He walked toward her, barefoot, moving like someone who forgot how to be human. The muscles across his abdomen flexed with each step, and she couldn’t stop staring.










“You should be dead,” she said.










“Probably.”










“You were exiled—”










“For killing a councilman. Two, technically. One heart split, one spine shattered.”










He stopped at the edge of the bed.










“And now… you’re mine.”










Her breath caught.










“That’s not how the binding works,” she snapped, the rope around her wrist tugging as she moved. “The vow requires consent. It has to be spoken. There are rites, relics—”










“There is blood,” he said, voice low. “And your blood is mine now.”










He leaned in, one hand bracing the mattress beside her. His scent hit her all at once—cedar smoke and cold rain and something sharp, like winter steel.










She should’ve slapped him. Bitten him.










But instead she whispered, “Why me?”










Caius’s lips brushed her ear.










“Because they gave you to my brother. And he doesn’t know what to do with something this… alive.”










A shiver ran down her spine.










She wanted to hate him.










Instead, her thighs clenched.










“I won’t be your toy,” she hissed, even as her voice betrayed her.










“I don’t want a toy,” he said. “I want a weapon. A queen. Someone they’ll never forget.”










He reached down, fingers trailing the slit of her gown, until they brushed her bare thigh.










She gasped.










“But I’ll make you beg first,” he added softly. “Because even queens must kneel when claimed by blood.”










Her heart thundered.










And her body betrayed her.










She was already wet.









Chapter Three – The Bride Who Bit Back










The palace bells tolled at dawn.










Four slow, thunderous chimes — one for each pillar of royal blood.










Isla stood in front of the mirror in silence, her throat bandaged in black silk, her wrists bare. The gown they’d given her to wear now was nothing like the one from the crypt. This one was

 

white


 
. A lie. An insult.










Caius had told her nothing.










Just pressed a kiss to her bandage, whispered,

 

“Stay close. Don’t speak. Let me lie for both of us,”


 
and vanished into the shadowed halls like he’d never existed.










Now she was left alone with her reflection — and the bruised proof of what he’d done.










She didn’t understand how it had happened. Not fully.




But she knew this:

 

the vow had taken.











She could

 

feel


 
him in her.










A pressure behind her ribs. A tether, invisible but real — like a second heartbeat that didn’t belong to her. Her skin still flushed hot and cold when she thought of his mouth, his voice, the bite. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.










The blood vow was sacred.










It was ceremonial, precise. Performed with relics. Supervised by high priestesses. Spoken aloud.










Not torn into her in a crypt by a banished monster prince with hands like carved stone and a mouth that ruined her.










And yet—










When the door opened, and the guards stepped in, she didn’t move.










She followed them through the golden halls like a bride walking to her own execution.










The throne room was already packed.










Court members lined the marble walls in shimmering silks, vampire nobles with teeth too sharp and smiles too polished. The high priestess stood to the left of the twin thrones, frowning so hard her cheekbones looked carved from ice.










And beside her—his brother.










Prince Casian.










The one Isla was

 

meant


 
to marry.










He was as beautiful as a painting: golden skin, black robes, eyes like starlight. Polite. Cold. Perfect.










He didn’t look at her as she entered.










Didn’t move.










Not until the priestess spoke.










“We begin the binding reckoning.”










Isla swallowed.










Caius still wasn’t here.










“We are gathered,” the priestess intoned, “to witness the final seal of the Vow of Blood, between mortal and royal bloodlines. Per tradition, the bride shall speak first. She shall affirm her intent. Her consent. Her surrender.”










Silence.










Everyone stared at her.










She opened her mouth.










And then—










The room darkened.










It didn’t fade like clouds across sun—it

 

dropped


 
, like a curtain pulled down from the sky.










The candles flickered. The guards reached for weapons.










And the shadows behind the throne shifted.










He appeared without ceremony.










No trumpet. No proclamation.










Just

 

him


 
, stepping forward with blood still on his cuffs and his smirk barely restrained.










Caius.










The room gasped.










Casian’s jaw tightened.










“My lady,” Caius said, low and delicious, as he stepped beside her. “Did you miss me?”










Isla blinked once.










Then slowly… she knelt.










The court erupted.










Voices. Screams. Accusations.










The priestess stepped back like she’d been burned.










“That is not the chosen prince!” someone shouted.










“He was banished!”










“She was promised—!”










But Caius ignored them.










He bent beside her, brushed her hair from her cheek, and whispered loud enough for them all to hear—










“She chose me.”










“You drank from her illegally,” the priestess hissed. “The rite was not performed—”










“She bled,” he snapped. “I bled. The vow is sealed.”










His voice dropped.










“Or would you deny the old gods now?”










Silence fell like a sword.










The priestess trembled.










Because she couldn’t.










Old magic was older than the crown. Older than law.










And if the blood had taken… no priestess could unbind it.










Isla rose, shaking, but stood tall.










“I am claimed,” she said softly.










And then —

 

she smiled


 
.










Not because she meant it.










But because they couldn’t kill her now.










Not without killing a prince.










And her.










And the very vow they worshipped.










Caius turned to the court, holding out his hand like a man inviting applause at a funeral.








“Long live the bride,” he said.







Chapter Four – The Body Remembers










The wing of the palace Caius occupied wasn’t marked on any map.










There were no servants. No guards. No courtiers whispering behind fans. Just long, echoing halls that curved like ribs through stone, lit by flame and shadow, guarded only by silence.










Isla walked behind him with her chin high.










But her knees wanted to bend.










Her blood still felt… altered. As if it flowed thicker now. Slower. Hotter. Her fingers tingled. Her lips stayed swollen. And every time she blinked, she swore she saw faint threads in the air—like spider silk, red and glistening, tying her to him.










The vow wasn’t finished with her.










Her body remembered him too well.










The way he’d pulled her against him. The sound of his voice in her throat. The way her legs had trembled when his mouth had pressed to her pulse point like a seal.










She should have felt shame.










She felt…

 

powerless


 
.










And part of her liked it.










Caius pushed open a black oak door at the end of the hallway. It groaned like it hadn’t moved in a decade.










Her new chambers.










Her cage.










He turned to her before she could step inside.










“You said nothing in there,” he said, tone unreadable. “Why?”










Isla met his gaze without flinching. “Because if I’d spoken, they would’ve heard the truth in my voice.”










He arched a brow. “Which truth?”










“That I hate you,” she whispered. “And that I want you.”










His eyes darkened.










She stepped past him, into the chamber.










It wasn’t what she expected.










No dungeon. No stone floor. No chains.










Instead, the room was… warm.










Not in light. But in scent, in shadow, in velvet.










A bed the size of a battlefield sat under a high-arched ceiling of black and gold. Silk curtains wrapped each post. Candles lit the corners, thick and red, dripping wax down golden bowls. One wall was a fireplace. Another was covered in weapons—blades, whips, cuffs, and things she couldn’t name.










The air pulsed with magic and sex.










And in the corner stood a mirror.










Tall, gold-framed, older than empires.










She caught her own reflection and froze.










Her eyes.










They shimmered red for a second.










Then gone.










“What—” she turned sharply. “What did you do to me?”










Caius shut the door behind them. He didn’t answer.










She crossed the room, grabbed a candlestick from the mantle, held it up like a weapon. “You changed me.”










He stepped closer. Slow. Deliberate.










“I bound you,” he said. “I tasted you. You tasted me.”










“That’s not an explanation,” she hissed.










He moved faster than thought.










The candlestick flew from her hand.










Her back hit the wall.










And his body was flush against hers before the scream reached her throat.










He didn’t kiss her.










He pressed his mouth to the bandage on her neck and

 

exhaled


 
.










“You were always meant to change,” he whispered. “The vow doesn’t just bind your soul. It carves it. Rewrites the parts that don't know how to belong. Your body’s remembering now.”










Her pulse pounded.










He licked the edge of the bandage. A tease. A threat.










She gasped. “What is it remembering?”










He smiled.










“That it likes being bitten.”










He pulled back, slowly.










And then walked toward the fire.










She stood shaking.










Furious. Flushed. And undeniably wet.










She hated the way her body reacted.










The way her nipples tightened under her dress.










The way her thighs felt slick without touch.










She crossed the room in a daze and stood before the mirror again.










The shimmer in her eyes returned.










Only now… she saw something else.










A second pulse. A thread running through her chest, into her belly, down between her legs.










It throbbed.










With

 

his name


 
.









Chapter Five – The Lesson of Obedience










By dawn, she was bathed, dressed, and collared.










Not in gold.










Not in silk.










But in black leather — stitched with blood-thread, clasped with a rune lock she didn’t recognize. It hugged the base of her throat like a whispered dare, uncomfortably warm against her skin. She could still feel where his fingers had fastened it the night before. No instruction. No warning. Just a command muttered low into her neck.












“You’ll wear this when we’re alone. You’ll learn what it means.”














She hadn’t asked what it meant.










She was starting to understand.










A woman greeted her in the chamber beyond the bedchamber.










Tall. Pale. Dressed in ceremonial red robes with bare feet and cold eyes. She bowed not to Isla, but to Caius—then turned her gaze like a scalpel.










“This is the consort?” she asked, unimpressed.










Caius didn’t answer.










The woman stepped closer, studying Isla like a butcher examines livestock.










“She has the mark. But no grace. No etiquette. No use.”










Isla bristled. “Excuse me?”










“You’ll address her as Mistress Varza,” Caius said, stepping past Isla to pour wine at the table.










“I will not—”










He looked at her once.










Just once.










And her mouth closed like a slammed door.










Mistress Varza smirked.










“You’re raw. Untrained. Wild. He may like that for now,” she said, circling like a vulture, “but the court will not. The Council will not. If you wish to survive in this wing—let alone at his side—you’ll learn to obey.”










Isla met her stare. “And if I don’t?”










Mistress Varza stepped aside.










Caius answered.










“She gets punished.”










The next hour was not a lesson in etiquette.










It was a lesson in surrender.










Mistress Varza brought out a scroll. Not paper. Flesh parchment. Inked with rites, rules, and the roles expected of a consort.










“You’ll memorize the words. Recite them daily. You’ll walk only behind him, not beside. You’ll bow to the elders. You’ll eat what’s given. You’ll speak only when—”










“No,” Isla snapped.










Varza blinked.










Caius didn’t.










He was already behind her.










She felt his presence before his touch.










Then—cold leather unwrapped from his belt.










The

 

crack


 
echoed like thunder.










The strike landed across her thighs.










Isla gasped, stumbling.










“No!” she shouted again, whipping around.










“Don’t raise your voice at me,” he said, too calm.










Another strike. Lower.










Her legs buckled.










She caught herself on the chair, eyes wide, breath jagged.










“You think this is a game?” he murmured, voice dangerously close. “You walk into a kingdom of teeth and dare to bare yours?”










“You bound me without consent!”










“

 

And you woke up wet.


 
”










She froze.










“Do not mistake your rebellion for strength,” he said. “It is a delay. Nothing more.”










Another strike.










This one across the curve of her ass.










She whimpered—but didn’t fall.










Instead, she looked up, eyes glinting.










“Is that all?” she hissed. “Is that all it takes to break me?”










Caius dropped the belt.










And grabbed her throat.










Not hard. Not cruel. Just

 

final


 
.










“You haven’t seen what breaking looks like, little bride,” he whispered.










And then—he kissed her.










Hard.










Bruising.










Tongue claiming every breath she had left.










Her knees did give then.










Because the kiss burned.










It was punishment and possession, heat and hate, need and hunger all tied into a single ruinous promise.










When he pulled back, she was panting.










Eyes glossy. Body trembling.










And Mistress Varza only smiled.












“Lesson one,” she said. “Don’t mistake mercy for lenience.”














Isla didn’t speak for the rest of the day.










But when night came—










She didn’t remove the collar.










And she recited every word of the scroll.









Chapter Six – The Ceremony of Thorns










The altar was made of bone.










Not marble. Not wood.










But carefully sanded vertebrae, pale and silent beneath the palace’s great spire where the sky bled blue and violet through stained glass windows. The Blood Council sat in a semicircle around it, robed and veiled, their fangs hidden but their judgment not.










Isla stood alone before them.










Draped in ceremonial crimson. Her dress was sheer down the middle, exposing the length of her body from throat to navel—

 

a vulnerable invitation


 
, Mistress Varza had whispered as she stitched her into it. Gold dust shimmered across her collarbones. Her lips were painted with clot-thick pigment. And at her throat, the leather collar remained.










Caius watched from the edge of the dais.










Not seated. Not crowned.










But standing. Waiting.










He was dressed in black formal armor, not a robe. No cape. No weapons.










He

 

was


 
the weapon.










And his eyes never left her.










“This is the Ceremony of Thorns,” the High Priestess announced. “The final seal before public acknowledgement of a consort’s claim.”










Isla didn’t flinch.










Even when the first official stepped forward holding a thorn-tipped dagger.










The ritual had been explained: she would be marked once on each arm, once at the breastbone, and once on the inner thigh. Not to harm.










But to remind her where she could be touched.

 

Where she belonged.











She was not allowed to cry.










She was not allowed to speak.










She only knelt, heart hammering, and extended her arms.










The first slice was shallow. Sharp. The thorn cut cleanly along her left forearm. A drop of blood slid down, soaking into the altar bone.










Then the second.










Right arm. Slower. A whisper of heat beneath her skin.










She clenched her teeth.










Then her chest—










The priestess pressed the thorn into her sternum. A single line. A ritual red bloom beneath her collar.










She didn't move.










But then—










A hand touched her thigh.










Not the priestess.










Not the officiants.










A man from the Council. Stepping out of place.










He crouched low beside her and

 

brushed his thumb along the inside of her leg


 
, just above the final thorn mark, just below the curve of her sex.










Isla flinched.










And something inside her

 

snapped


 
.










Caius moved.










He didn’t shout.










Didn’t speak.










He simply appeared—one breath, one flicker of shadow—and the man was on the ground, throat in Caius’s hand, blood blooming from his mouth.










“He touched what’s mine,” Caius said, voice low and shaking with fury. “That is not a sin. That is an offense.”










He dropped the body like ash.










The room fell silent.










The priestess trembled. The court didn't breathe.










But Isla…










Isla stood.










She turned.










She walked to Caius in full view of everyone.










And she

 

sank to her knees


 
before him.










He looked down, rage cooling into heat.










“You felt it,” he said.










She nodded.










Her fingers curled around his belt.










“You felt me through the bond,” she whispered. “When he touched me. You burned.”










“I still am.”










The Council stared in horror.










But she didn’t care.










Her blood ran to him now.










And as she licked the last drop from her inner thigh, eyes locked to his—










She smiled.









Chapter Seven – The Bond Beneath the Skin










The walk back to his wing was silent.










Not solemn. Not angry.










Just

 

tense


 
.










Like the moment between lightning and thunder.










Caius said nothing as they passed the inner gates, nothing when the guards bowed low, nothing even as the black oak doors swung open for them, revealing the velvet-dark of their shared chambers.










Isla stepped in first.










Her thighs were still damp.










Her lips still red.










And her heart—traitorous, loyal, vicious—was pounding.










She waited for him to speak.










He didn’t.










He closed the door.










Bolted it.










And when he turned around, the silence between them shattered.










“Strip.”










Just one word.










It rang like a collar snapped tight.










Her fingers moved before she did. Unfastening the sheer gown, letting it fall like spilled wine across the floor. She stood in nothing but the collar and the thorn-marks, still raw and glowing faintly crimson against her skin.










He circled her once.










No touch.










Not yet.










“You let him put his hands on you,” he murmured, voice low and tight.










“I didn’t know,” she breathed. “I didn’t want—”










“You

 

felt


 
me.” He stepped in front of her. “You knew I burned.”










“I did.”










“And you stayed still.”










His hand rose. Not to strike. To stroke the mark on her breastbone with one single finger.










It burned.










“You don’t understand what this bond means, little bride. You think you still have choices. You think you’re just playing the part until you can run.”










She said nothing.










But her breath quickened.










Caius stepped closer, his mouth brushing her ear.










“You belong to me now. Not in front of the court. Not in titles.

 

In blood.


 
”










She turned her head. Met his eyes.










“Then show me,” she whispered.










And he did.










He bound her wrists in silk rope.










Behind her back. Elbows tight. Shoulders stretched.










Then bent her forward over the edge of the bed so her thighs parted and her back arched like a bow drawn for ruin.










He didn’t tease.










Didn’t waste time.










He slid a hand between her thighs and groaned low when he felt how wet she was.










“This,” he growled, “is mine.”










She gasped as two fingers plunged in deep, curling just enough to make her cry out.










But he didn’t move them.










Not yet.










He pressed the flat of his palm against her sex, holding her in place with heat and weight while his other hand slid a leather strap between her lips.










“Bite,” he said.










She obeyed.










He fastened the gag.










“You will not speak,” he murmured, voice like storm rain over fire. “You will not look away. And when I take you, you will remember who you scream for.”










She moaned softly, the gag muffling it into something desperate and sweet.










Then—










He entered her.










All at once.










No warning.










Thick, hot, stretching her wide, dragging a scream from her lungs even through the gag.










Her legs shook.










Her hips bucked.










And still he held her down, one hand gripping the ropes at her back, the other pressed to the small of her spine as he drove into her again, and again, and

 

again


 
.










Not gentle.










Not slow.










Punishment.










Possession.










Claim.










She moaned into the leather, eyes rolling back, tears slipping down her cheeks not from pain, but from the brutal heat flooding every inch of her.










He bent low, mouth to her ear.










“Do you feel me now?” he hissed. “When I’m inside you—do you still think you’re alone?”










She sobbed through the gag.










And came.










Hard.










Trembling around him, muscles locking, vision fading to white.










But he didn’t stop.










He kept going.










Harder.










Deeper.










Until she thought she might break.










Until she

 

wanted


 
to.










Because the truth was simple.










The vow wasn’t in the blood anymore.










It was in her body.










And she loved it.









Chapter Eight – The Taste of Control










By the second night, she could hear footsteps before they touched the floor.










By the third, she could taste the shift in the air before he even entered the room.










And by the fourth…










She could feel him

 

watching her


 
from across the wing, even through walls, doors, and stone.










The blood bond was no longer just a tether.










It was a current. A heat under her skin. A

 

pull


 
that grew stronger the longer she denied it. It pulsed between her thighs in the middle of the night. It made her chest ache when he wasn’t near. And when he was?










It made her want to kneel.










Caius didn’t explain it.










He didn’t

 

need


 
to.










He watched her stumble through it like he was watching a match catch fire in wet wood—slow, crackling, inevitable.










Tonight, he said nothing when she entered the room.










He just pointed to the balcony doors.










She opened them without question.










The courtyard outside was lit in red torchlight. Tall stone walls enclosed the square where the Council would gather at midnight. Beyond the shadows, she could already hear them arriving — footsteps in pairs, ceremonial steel scraping floors, the dull hush of immortal breath.










And then she saw it:










A velvet lounge placed right on the balcony. Cushions. Furs. Wine.










Two glasses.










She turned back.










He was already behind her.










“Tonight,” Caius said, voice low, “you will sit on my lap. Wear nothing beneath your gown. And keep your thighs open.”










Her pulse pounded.










“And if I don’t?”










He smiled.










“You will.”










The dress was black this time.










Thin. Slit high. Open-backed. It whispered around her like permission denied.










He sat first on the velvet lounge.










Wide-legged.










Relaxed.










Danger incarnate.










Then patted his thigh.










She climbed onto him in silence, heart hammering, body flushed, the bond between them

 

buzzing


 
like a secret only they could hear.










Her knees rested on either side of his hips. Her bare sex settled against the rigid heat of him through his pants.










And he didn’t let her adjust.










He

 

held her there


 
.










One strong arm around her waist. The other slipping between them. His fingers found her clit instantly, swollen and soaked.










“You're already dripping,” he whispered. “And the Council hasn’t even looked up yet.”










She whimpered.










But didn’t move.










Not when his fingers circled her.










Not when they dipped lower and pressed inside.










And not when voices rose below.










The Council had gathered.










Ten of them. Sitting in carved thrones. Reading scrolls. Chanting names.










No one looked up yet.










But they would.










He knew it.










She knew it.










And still—he didn’t stop.










He fingered her slowly.










Deeply.










Cruelly.










Each thrust of his fingers felt like a challenge. Each curl of his touch dared her to moan. To gasp. To show them all.










“You will not come until I say,” he murmured against her throat. “And when I say, you will come like you’ve been broken open.”










She shook in his arms.










Tried to breathe.










Tried to hold it in.










But when the first Councilman looked up—










Caius pressed his thumb hard to her clit and whispered,

 

“Now.”











She shattered.










Silently.










Violently.










Every part of her clenched.










Every part of her

 

burned


 
.










But she didn’t scream.










She didn’t moan.










She came… beautifully.










Eyes glazed. Lips parted. Skin flushed.










And when the Council looked away again—










Caius kissed her temple and whispered,












“You belong to me now, little bride. Even in silence. Even in front of them. Especially then.”














And she—










She didn’t argue.










She only sat on his lap…










And let herself throb.









Chapter Nine – The Kneel of No Return










The banquet was set like a trap.










Velvet-lined tables groaned beneath silver dishes, goblets filled with dark wine, and crystal bowls of blooded fruit. Red light flickered off the arched ceiling, casting moving shadows across the crowd of immortals and honored dead.










Isla stood beside Caius at the head of the feast, her body still aching from the night before, her throat marked with the faintest bruise where his teeth had pressed, not bitten. Not yet.










Her gown tonight was sheer up the sides, laced from hip to ribcage with black ribbon and fastened tight by gold thorns. No underthings. No safety. Just skin. Just submission.










She could feel the bond between them humming like a heartbeat behind her sternum. Every time Caius exhaled, her breath followed. Every time his hand ghosted near her waist, her thighs pulsed in anticipation.










But she wasn’t the only one being watched tonight.










The court was waiting.










Not for the food.










Not for the wine.










But for a mistake.










She spotted her immediately.










Lady Virelle.










Once consort to the eldest prince.










Now widow.










Now viper.










She moved like wind over silk—sharp, soundless, unavoidable. Her dress was blood-red and cut low, breasts nearly bared, her silver hair coiled like a crown of bones. She held a goblet in one hand and poison in the other.










Not real poison.










But worse.










Words.










She smiled at Caius first, a cruel, elegant thing.










“Prince Caius,” she purred, “you’ve finally brought your pet out in public.”










Isla’s spine snapped straight.










Caius didn’t flinch.










“She’s not a pet,” he said calmly.










Virelle turned her gaze on Isla.










“Then why doesn’t she speak? Why doesn’t she stand beside you like a consort instead of behind like a servant?”










Isla stepped forward.










Caius’s hand brushed her hip. Warning. No.










But Isla ignored it.










“I speak when I choose,” she said coldly. “And I stand where I’m wanted.”










Virelle laughed.










“Is that so? Then kneel.”










Isla blinked.










“What?”










“If you're so devoted,” Virelle said louder now, drawing eyes, “then kneel. Show us. Right here. At his feet. In front of every noble and every court whisperer.”










The room went still.










Caius turned to Isla, voice low. “You don’t have to.”










But she could feel it—










The pulse.










The bond.










The

 

need


 
.










She wanted to run.










She wanted to burn.










She wanted to

 

belong


 
.










And belonging to him… was fire.










She stepped in front of him.










Lowered herself.










Bent one knee.










Then both.










And placed her hands behind her back.










Chin lifted.










Throat bare.










Eyes locked to his.










A hush fell over the feast.










Caius stared down at her for a long, burning moment.










Then—he touched her cheek.










Soft. Reverent. Possessive.










“My queen,” he said. “Look how perfectly she obeys.”










Whispers flooded the chamber. Some shocked. Some aroused. Some furious.










Virelle turned away, wine forgotten.










And Caius?










He leaned down.










Gripped Isla’s jaw.










And kissed her, slow and deep and brutal, right there on the floor as if she were

 

his altar


 
.










Because she was.










And when he pulled back, breathless and hard beneath his robes, he whispered,












“You just declared war for me, little bride.”














And Isla smiled.










Because that had been the point all along.









Chapter Ten – The Collar and the Craving










They didn't return to their wing.










He took her to the throne room.










Past the sleeping guards. Past the shadows of judgment. Through doors carved with death and power and bloodlines etched into gold leaf.










And when the doors shut behind them—










Caius turned the key.










The chamber was empty.










Silent.










Lit only by the dying flames in the wall sconces and the moonlight bleeding through the stained-glass ceiling. The twin thrones loomed ahead—his father's old seat, his brother’s unclaimed one beside it.










But tonight…










He had something else in mind.










“Crawl.”










The command cracked across the floor like a blade.










Isla dropped to her knees without hesitation.










The marble was cold beneath her. Her bare legs trembled. Her breath came shallow, fast, sweet with desperation.










She didn’t look up.










She

 

crawled


 
.










Each step forward made her thighs brush open. The air kissed her folds. Her collar pulsed with magic. By the time she reached the bottom stair of the dais, she could feel her slick trailing behind her.










Caius descended slowly.










Boots echoing.










Eyes hungry.










“Good girl,” he murmured, circling her. “Your kneel in front of the court made me hard for hours.”










She whimpered.










His fingers slid beneath her chin. Lifted her gaze.










Then he revealed it.










A new collar.










Not leather.










Steel.










Polished obsidian and gold, carved with sigils older than law. At the center: a fang, set in black stone. A

 

permanent


 
collar.










He held it out.










“Do you accept your place?”










Her lips parted. “Yes, my prince.”










“Say it.”










“I am yours. Your bride. Your blood. Your toy. Your queen.”










The collar clicked shut around her neck.










A shudder rolled through her.










Her core clenched.










The bond snapped

 

tight


 
.










Her body

 

screamed


 
for him.










“Please,” she whispered, crawling toward his legs. “Please let me—”










“No.”










He stepped back.










Unfastened his belt. Freed his cock.










She moaned at the sight—thick, flushed, dripping with need.










But he didn’t offer it.










He

 

tapped it against her cheek


 
and said:










“You don’t get to come tonight.”










She whimpered.










“I— I did everything you asked—”










He stroked himself slowly, standing over her.










“You did. And you were

 

perfect


 
. That’s why you’ll wait.”











He reached down and tapped her clit once.










She flinched.










“I’m going to edge you. Over and over. In front of the throne. And you’ll thank me after every time.”










He shoved two fingers inside her, quick and deep.










She

 

screamed


 
.










“Thank you, my prince!”










He curled them, found her spot, pulled back.










She sobbed.










“Thank you, my prince!”










Again. And again.










He edged her seven times.










Her legs quivered. Her voice broke. Her thighs were soaked and shining. Her pussy throbbed, empty, wet, ruined.










And he never let her come.










Until—










He knelt behind her.










Pressed the tip of his cock between her folds.










And whispered, “Only my queen comes on the throne.”










He buried himself deep.










And made her scream for real.









Chapter Eleven – The Rite of Water and Want










The sacred bathhouse wasn’t built for sin.










But sin had a way of soaking into stone.










The floors were marble, veined with silver. Steam coiled from hidden vents, perfuming the air with crushed lavender, myrrh, and bloodroot. Pools glittered in the candlelight—clear, still, impossibly deep. Each one was a rite. A cleansing. A test of worth.










And behind the silken curtain that divided the temple from the carnal?










Priests waited.










Eyes lowered.










Ears listening.










Caius had brought her here without a word. Just a leash on her new collar, pulled tight in his hand, leading her barefoot across the polished halls like an offering prepared for sacrifice.










She followed with no resistance.










Only heat.










Only

 

need


 
.










They entered the center chamber.










He tied the curtain shut behind them.










Soft music played from unseen corners—harps made of bone, stringed in human hair. The scent of sex hung faint under the incense. And the largest pool steamed like a mouth waiting to swallow.










“Undress,” he said.










She did.










Slowly.










The robe slipped off her shoulders, fell to her ankles.










She was bare beneath.










Still red from the edging. Still wet from denial. Still flushed from last night’s collaring.










Caius walked behind her and fastened the blindfold over her eyes.










Soft velvet.










Total darkness.










“You’ll feel more this way,” he whispered against her ear. “They’ll hear every sound you make. But you won’t know where I am.”










Her heart slammed in her chest.










“They?”










He didn’t answer.










Just guided her forward.










Into the pool.










The water was warm. Deeper than it looked. She stepped until it reached her thighs, then hips. And when he whispered “stop,” she froze, body trembling, arms loose at her sides.










A moment passed.










Then hands—

 

his hands


 
—lifted her hips, bent her forward against the pool’s edge.










Her breasts spilled onto the stone. Her ass lifted out of the water. Her thighs spread wide and dripped.










She moaned into the marble.










Then stilled again as footsteps padded beyond the curtain.










She could feel them.










The priests.










Waiting.










Not watching.










But hearing.










She whimpered.










And then—










Caius entered her.










Hard.










One deep, punishing stroke.










She bit her lip to stay silent.










He didn’t let her.










One hand reached around and

 

flicked her clit


 
as he began to fuck her—slow, deep, dragging every inch out before slamming back in. The sound of his hips against her ass echoed off the tiles.










Slap. Slap. Slap.










The water rippled.










Her thighs shook.










And still the priests didn’t speak.










But they

 

heard


 
.










Caius grabbed her hair.










Pulled her head back.










“You wanted to kneel,” he growled. “You wanted to wear my collar. Now let them hear what it means.”










She moaned louder.










He fucked her harder.










And when her orgasm built, rising like a tide she couldn’t stop—










He yanked her blindfold off.










She saw only his eyes.










And came.










Screaming his name into the temple of silence, her body clenching around him, her thighs soaked, her hands clawing marble.










Only then—










Did he come inside her.










Groaning into her throat.










Filling her until it leaked down her thighs and into the water below.










Neither of them spoke for a long time.










But from behind the curtain—










A single voice whispered.












“It is done. She is bound.”













Chapter Twelve – The Crawl Back to the Throne










The throne room was colder the next night.










Not in temperature.










But in

 

tone


 
.










The court had gathered again. Fangs painted, power veiled, their eyes sharper than ever. Whispers slipped like knives through silk—curious, cruel, waiting to see if the new bride would stumble now that her knees had bled on sacred marble.










And stumble she did.










But not how they expected.










The vampire prince from the southern isles arrived without warning.










Tall. Bronze-skinned. Veins laced with silver. Eyes like black fire.










His name was Kael.










And his smile was ruin.










He came bearing a gift—a chained wolf daemon and an offer of allegiance between courts. But when he bowed before Caius, his gaze drifted sideways.










To her.










To Isla.










And lingered.










Too long.










“Your bride is exquisite,” he said with a grin. “If she were mine, I’d keep her gagged at all times. Not to silence her—but to keep her from begging for mercy in public.”










Laughter.










Low. Dangerous.










Caius said nothing.










But Isla...










She laughed, too.










Soft. Dry.










A crack in her foundation.










She hadn’t meant to. She hadn’t

 

planned


 
to. But the bond inside her flickered—wavered—and for one moment, she forgot the weight of her collar.










Caius rose slowly.










The room hushed.










He didn’t look at her.










Didn’t speak to her.










He simply turned to Kael and said, “My bride forgot her place.”










Then he sat.










And Isla knew she was in trouble.










He didn’t punish her that night.










Not with ropes. Not with cock. Not with blood.










He punished her with silence.










Three days.










No eye contact.










No touch.










No commands.










She slept alone. Ate alone. Watched the throne from afar like a pet left behind the glass.










The bond ached.










She wanted to scream. To cry. To beg.










But he gave her nothing.










Until—










On the fourth day—










He summoned her.










The throne room was empty except for the nobles of the inner court.










Twelve of them.










Each seated. Watching.










The floor between the doors and the throne was long.










And at the base of the stairs—










He waited.










Caius sat on his throne.










Robed in black.










Expression unreadable.










At his feet: a leash.










At his side: her collar tag.










“You forgot what you are,” he said to her across the chamber.










She knelt.










“Show them you remember.”










The crawl began.










On hands and knees.










Naked.










Humiliated.










Burning with need and shame.










The cold stone bit into her palms. Her knees throbbed. Her breath shook. But she didn’t stop.










Each foot forward was an apology.










Each breath: a vow.










Eyes watched.










Whispers stirred.










But she never looked away from him.










Caius.










Her prince.










Her master.










Her anchor.










When she reached the stairs, she lowered her forehead to the floor and whispered,












“Forgive me, my king.”














He stood.










Walked down.










Hooked the leash to her collar.










Lifted her chin.










And looked into her eyes with heat that melted punishment into mercy.










“You crawl beautifully when you’re broken,” he murmured.










Then leaned in.










Bit her lip.










And pulled her into his lap like a throne of her own.









Chapter Thirteen – Blood on the Hunt










The Hunt was never meant to be peaceful.










It was ritual—yes. Tradition, power, seduction dressed in ancient ceremony. But beneath the feathers and silk, beneath the black-painted hounds and horn-blown procession, the truth still bled:

 

something always dies


 
.










And tonight, Isla was the one expected to kill it.










They dressed her in furs, not gowns.










No jewelry. No perfume. No gilded makeup to veil her. Just boots laced tight, a dark crimson sash to mark her consort status, and a knife she could barely hold steady. Caius watched her in silence as she adjusted the belt across her waist, his own weapons already strapped—blade, bow, and the jagged spear passed down from his mother’s line.










She turned to him once, breathless.










“Do I have to make the kill?”










His answer was not soft.










“No. But you have to

 

try


 
.”










The forest beyond the blood walls was feral and thick with fog. Old gods slept beneath the roots, and bones of past hunts littered the underbrush like forgotten prayers.










Isla stayed close behind him.










She didn’t speak.










Didn’t need to.










The bond thrummed like a warning—stronger here, sharper in the open dark. Every snap of a branch, every flicker of movement, she

 

felt


 
before she saw. Her senses burned. Her blood felt louder than her breath.










They moved like hunters.










But they were not alone.










The first attack came without sound.










One moment: silence.










The next—steel flashing in the moonlight, a blade aimed for Caius’s throat. He deflected with the shaft of his spear, driving the attacker back with force that cracked bone. Two more figures emerged from the trees. Dark robes. Northern tattoos. The scent of poison slick on their blades.










Assassins.










Court-trained.










Sent for

 

him


 
.










But Isla wasn’t a bystander this time.










She moved.










Instinct more than skill.










The first assassin lunged for her, thinking her untrained, unarmed. He didn’t see the dagger leave her fingers until it sank hilt-deep into his thigh. As he screamed, she stepped forward and ripped it free—then plunged it into his throat.










Hot blood sprayed across her chest.










Her hands trembled.










But she stood.










Still.










And alive.










Caius killed the second.










The third tried to run.










He didn’t make it far.










The prince retrieved the fallen spear, took aim, and threw—clean through the back, splitting spine from chest. The body dropped without a sound.










Then, silence returned.










Except for her breathing.










And his.










She turned, face streaked with blood, eyes wide and wild.










“I killed him,” she whispered.










“You saved me,” he said.










Then he was on her.










He didn’t drag her back to the palace.










He took her against a tree, hard and filthy, with her dagger still slick on the ground.










The moment her back hit the bark, he was inside her—rough, claiming, panting against her throat as he fucked her like she’d

 

earned


 
it. His teeth grazed her neck, his hand covered her mouth.










“You hunt like a queen,” he growled. “And now you’ll come like one.”










She did.










Twice.










Sobbing into his palm, legs locked around his waist, blood and come running down her thighs as the forest whispered their names.










By dawn, they returned in silence.










But something had changed.










She wasn’t just his consort now.










She was his

 

equal


 
.










His queen.










Blood-marked. Kill-made.










And the court would never forget it.









Chapter Fourteen – The Bite That Binds










The sky bled purple as twilight settled over the castle. Light filtered through the high stained-glass windows, casting muted shadows across the stone floors of the binding chamber. This was not a place of politics or pomp. No guards. No audience. No whispers. Only stone, and symbols older than law carved into the floor in concentric circles.










Isla stood in the center.










Naked.










Bathed.










Waiting.










Her heart thudded like a war drum beneath her ribs, not from fear—but from expectation. Every part of her felt stretched thin, as though her body anticipated something her mind could barely understand. Her lips were still sore from Caius’s last kiss in the forest. Her thighs still marked with bruises shaped like his hands. And yet this was different. Bigger.










Sacred.










Behind her, the iron door opened with a slow groan.










She didn’t turn.










She

 

felt


 
him before she saw him. That ever-present hum beneath her skin, the bond pulling tighter as he approached. Her collar seemed to throb with awareness.










Caius entered like a shadow woven in silk—bare-chested, blood-flecked, eyes dark with hunger and reverence. A chalice hung loosely in one hand, filled to the brim with dark crimson liquid. His own blood. Cut with hers.










When he reached the edge of the circle, he didn’t speak.










He poured the blood into the center bowl.










Then stepped inside.










“You know what this means,” he said, voice like velvet over a blade.










She nodded.










“If you let me mark you,” he continued, “you’ll be mine. Not just by vow. Not by collar. By flesh. Mind. Soul.”










She met his eyes.










“I already am.”










Caius stepped forward and cupped her face in both hands. His thumbs brushed her cheekbones as if committing her to memory. Then his lips found hers—not bruising this time, but deep. Full. Steady. A kiss that meant something. A promise made in heat.










He pulled back, just enough to whisper.










“On your knees.”










Isla sank without hesitation.










The stone was cool. Her breath shallow. Her pulse thrummed in her ears.










Caius circled behind her and knelt.










He wrapped one arm around her waist, pulled her back into his chest.










Then slid his hand down between her thighs.










She gasped when he touched her—his fingers stroking her with slow, cruel reverence.










“You’ll come first,” he whispered. “Then I’ll bite.”










She moaned, hips already rocking against his hand. The pressure built fast. Too fast. Her body had no defenses left. She was open. Raw. Wanting.










He teased her clit with maddening patience, two fingers sliding inside her, curling just enough to make her sob. His breath was hot against her neck. His cock pressed thick and heavy against her lower back.










She tried to hold it back.










Failed.










She came hard, gasping into the dark, hips jerking as her climax rippled through her like fire and silk.










And then—










He bit.










His fangs pierced her throat just as her body trembled with aftershock.










White-hot pain.










Blinding pleasure.










Her scream echoed off the chamber walls, pure and wordless, a sound ripped from the center of her.










The bond ignited.










Her mind split open.










Visions. Memories.

 

Him.











Every time he’d touched her.










Every glance.










Every burn.










Every word she hadn’t known she needed.










And beneath it all—his voice, deep in her bones.











Mine.











When the bite ended, she collapsed into him. Shaking. Moaning. Marked.










Caius held her like she was something sacred.










“You’re bound to me now,” he whispered. “Forever.”










She turned her face into his chest, still panting, still half-floating in the aftermath.










And whispered,










“I was bound before the bite.”









Chapter Fifteen – Trial by Blood and Bond










They didn’t give her time to rest.










Not even a day.










The collar was still raw against her neck, the bite mark still weeping with pleasure-laced pain when the summons arrived—sealed in black wax, delivered by a silent servant with eyes too old to be human.










She read the words once.










Twice.










And understood.










The Blood Assembly had called her.










Not as a guest.










Not as a queen.










As a

 

challenge


 
.










The ink bled with threat:

 

“A bond made in lust is not a bond at all. Let the mortal prove herself. Before the courts. Before the gods.”











She knew what it meant.










If she failed—










They would strip her.










From the collar.










From Caius.










From

 

life


 
itself.










She didn’t ask for permission.










She dressed in silence.










Boots. Leathers. A black sash soaked in her own blood. She left her throat bare. Let them see the mark. Let them

 

feel


 
what she was becoming.










Caius didn’t stop her.










But his goodbye was fierce—his hand gripping the back of her neck, his mouth crushed against hers, his words nothing but heat on her tongue.










“You don’t fight to prove you're mine,” he said. “You fight to show them they were too late to stop it.”










Then he let her go.










And the doors to the Assembly opened.










They stood in a circle.










Twelve elders.










Ancient. Unmoved.










Their skin faded into parchment, their eyes sunless and cold.










The chamber smelled of old bones and old magic. The floor beneath her boots was cracked marble, stained with battles long past. At the center lay three weapons—a curved dagger, a steel chain, and a whip.










Choose your trial.










The voice came not from lips, but from the minds of the Assembly, old and dry and merciless.










Isla stepped forward.










Looked down.










Her hand hovered.










And chose the

 

chain


 
.










The Assembly didn’t react.










But the floor shifted.










Rumbled.










And from the shadows stepped her challenger.










Not a man.










Not a vampire.










A creature built of bone and muscle and shadow. Long claws. No eyes. Just hunger.










It growled low.










The chain in her hand burned cold. Heavy. Alive.










She didn’t run.










Didn’t blink.










She

 

charged


 
.










The first swing missed. The second landed hard—chain wrapped around its wrist, yanked down with all her weight. It roared, stumbling forward, swiping at her with claws that ripped fabric and skin alike.










Pain bloomed.










She didn’t stop.










She spun.










Climbed its back.










Wrapped the chain around its neck and

 

pulled


 
.










Harder.










Harder—










It thrashed, howling, but she held. Every muscle screamed. Her knees dug into its spine. Her mouth bled where her lip had split. But her eyes never closed.










“

 

You don't get to take him from me!


 
” she screamed.










And the creature fell.










Dead.










Heavy.










The chain slid from her hands like a snake releasing its prey.










Silence fell over the chamber.










Then, one by one, the elders stood.










The voice returned—clearer this time.











“The bond is real.”











A door opened.










And Caius was already there.










He crossed the marble without hesitation, took her into his arms, lifted her like she weighed nothing. Blood ran down her arms. Bruises darkened her thighs. But she smiled.










He kissed her in front of the Assembly.










No restraint.










No subtlety.










Mouths crashed.










Tongues clashed.










His hand gripped her ass as she moaned into him, already leaking from the thought of what came next.










And when he pulled back, just enough to whisper, she knew it was over.










“You’ve earned your place beside me.”










He didn’t take her to their chambers.










He took her to the

 

throne


 
.










And sat her on his lap, legs wide, still filthy from the trial.










So the court would remember exactly what power looked like.









Chapter Sixteen – The Night of Shared Power










The invitation was sealed in crimson wax and delivered in silence to every noble of the inner court. No name. No explanation. Just one line beneath the sigil of the Prince:











Come dressed for pleasure. Stay only if you dare.











By nightfall, the Palace of Teeth pulsed with anticipation.










The great hall had been transformed—no longer a seat of politics, but a playground of shadows. Velvet ropes replaced banners. The dais where speeches were once delivered now held an enormous bed carved from obsidian, draped in silks so fine they shimmered like water under candlelight.










Chalices brimmed with blood-wine. Perfumed smoke curled from censers in the corners. Music played low and slow from stringed instruments made of bone and gut. The floor gleamed, polished for bare feet and knees.










But the throne remained untouched.










Sacred.










Dominant.










And it was from there Caius and Isla descended—together.










He wore nothing but a black open robe, his chest bare, the silver scars of old battles visible like declarations of ownership. At his side, Isla walked barefoot, draped in transparent red silk, her collar gleaming in the firelight. Her breasts were bare beneath the fabric, her thighs still streaked with faint bruises from the Assembly’s trial. She wore no crown, but no one questioned who she was.










The bond between them radiated like heat off coals.










She was no longer just his.










She was

 

with


 
him.










Equal.










Queen.










Dominant in her own right.










The nobles watched as they reached the bed.










No words were spoken.










Only expectation.










Caius sat first, legs spread.










Isla climbed into his lap, facing the court.










And smiled.










Tonight would not be about submission.










Tonight, she

 

led


 
.










He whispered into her ear, low and filthy.










“Take what you want. Show them who you’ve become.”










She rose to her knees on the bed and pointed to a young noble—Lord Adrien, sharp-cheeked, always smug, always staring at her too long in court.










“You,” she said, her voice steady. “Crawl.”










He hesitated.










Caius didn’t.










He snapped his fingers.










Adrien dropped to his knees.










The court stilled as he crawled across the floor, shame burning in every breath, until he reached the base of the bed.










Isla leaned forward, the red silk slipping off her shoulder.










“Lick the blood off my feet,” she said softly.










The moment his tongue touched her skin, the court erupted into motion.










Some moaned. Others gasped. A few nobles dropped to their knees and began pleasuring each other, emboldened by the queen’s command.










But Isla’s eyes remained on Adrien.










She pressed her foot against his mouth harder.










He kissed it like a desperate man.










Caius chuckled behind her, hands gripping her hips. He pulled the silk aside, baring her completely, then spread her open for the entire room to see.










“She’s mine,” he growled. “But tonight, you all get to

 

witness


 
.”










He slid two fingers inside her.










Isla gasped.










Adrien whimpered.










She moaned louder—then yanked Adrien’s hair.










“No looking,” she hissed. “Only

 

worship


 
.”










Caius kept working her open with his fingers, slow and deep, until she was dripping. The court had stopped everything to watch.










When her orgasm crashed through her, she arched her back, grinding against his palm, her cry sharp and wild like a song meant to be heard by gods.










And then—










She stood.










Her thighs shook.










But her eyes were fire.










“Bring me another,” she said to the court. “A woman this time.”










A noblewoman stood up, breathless, already wet between her thighs.










And the night had only begun.









Chapter Seventeen – The Queen’s First Kill










They came for her in the dark.










Not in the throne room. Not during a ritual or ceremony where the law could shield her in golden decorum.










They came when her body was still flushed from pleasure, when her thighs still ached from riding her prince, when her lips still tasted of power.










They came while she slept alone.










Which meant—










They thought her

 

weak


 
.










The figure moved like shadow, silent through the arched doorway of her private chamber. A dagger coated in vampire’s ash gleamed faintly in one hand. No scent. No heartbeat. A consort turned traitor, trained in the old techniques of the southern rebellion.










But Isla didn’t flinch.










She’d been waiting.










The bond had warned her before the door creaked.










She lay still until the figure reached the edge of her bed. Until the blade hovered above her throat.










Then she

 

moved


 
.










Fast.










Precise.










She grabbed his wrist, twisted, and slammed the dagger straight into his own thigh before flipping the traitor onto his back. The scream he let out was muffled by her hand, and when she pulled the dagger free, blood gushed warm across the silk sheets.










Isla stood over him, naked, bloody, glowing with fury.










“You tried to kill a queen,” she said calmly, dragging him by the collar to the center of the chamber. “Let’s see how your tongue explains

 

that


 
.”










By dawn, the court was summoned to the public square.










Not by decree.










But by the sound of

 

screaming


 
.










Nobles gathered in silks and leather, some still drunk from the night before, others already whispering. The gallows had not been used in years. Executions, when needed, were private—quiet deaths, respectful of pedigree.










This was different.










This was raw.










At the center of the platform stood Isla, clothed in nothing but a black breastband and crimson wrap soaked in the traitor’s blood. Her hair was braided tight, her collar gleaming, her bite mark on full display.










And at her feet knelt the would-be assassin.










Bound in silver chains.










Mouth gagged.










Caius watched from the steps of the throne dais, hands folded, expression unreadable. He hadn’t said a word since she summoned the guards.










This was her judgment.










Her

 

right


 
.










She turned to the crowd, voice low but sharp.










“He crept into my room while I slept. He put a blade to my throat. He would have gutted me in silence—

 

had I not already been a queen.


 
”










A murmur rippled through the court.










She removed the gag.










“Do you deny it?”










The man—Jareth, second cousin to a minor duke—spat blood at her feet.










“Whore. You’re not his equal. You’re just the hole he fucks when he tires of his throne.”










The court

 

froze


 
.










Caius stood.










But Isla didn’t blink.










She leaned in.










And whispered.










“Wrong. I’m the queen who

 

survived


 
him. And now I make you

 

mine


 
.”










She stepped behind him.










Wrapped the chain tight around his throat.










And

 

pulled


 
.










His choking gasps rang through the square.










His knees buckled.










She held.










Eyes open.










Jaw steady.










When his body finally stilled—tongue swollen, piss streaming down his leg, face frozen in terror—she released him.










And turned back to the court.










“Let this be law,” she said, voice cold and clear. “Betray the crown, and

 

I


 
will come for you.”










Not a single noble met her eyes.










But all of them bowed.










Even the old ones.










Even the proud.










And when she walked down the platform, blood still dripping from her palms, Caius met her at the bottom step and knelt.










Not in mockery.










Not in show.










But in

 

truth


 
.










“Long live the queen,” he said.










She smiled.










And pulled him to his feet by the collar.









Chapter Eighteen – Whispers Beyond the Wall










The first rumor reached them on the wings of a raven.










A peasant girl in the northern wilds had slit the throat of her village elder, claiming she’d been commanded by the queen in a dream. She’d whispered Isla’s name with her final breath, eyes wide, drenched in blood.










The second rumor came from deeper still.










A rogue battalion once loyal to the late king had begun carving her collar sigil into their chests. Not Caius’s. Hers. They spoke of a new kind of queen. One who kills. One who takes what she wants and offers no apologies for the fire she leaves behind.










The third was more dangerous.










An old power was stirring in the north. A coven of frost-bound witches—long thought extinct—had declared Isla’s rise unnatural. A tether forged by blood, they claimed, would snap the balance of vampire rule. Their leader, known only as the White Widow, had sent a warning sealed in bone.










The message was simple.










“Return the queen to ash. Or we’ll do it for you.”










Isla stared at the bone for a long time.










Then snapped it in half with her bare hands.










Caius didn’t hesitate.










He summoned the black hounds. Packed provisions. Called for a cloak lined in obsidian thread.










They were going north.










Not with armies.










Not with advisors.










Alone.










Two shadows walking toward the storm together.










The journey through the cold lands was long and unkind. Wind battered their cloaks. Ice crusted their boots. Villages they passed whispered Isla’s name with reverence and fear. Some brought their children to her, begging for blessings. Others hid behind locked doors, peering out through frost-bitten windows, mouths moving in prayer.










At night, she slept in his arms beside a fire fed with bones.










He didn’t touch her unless she asked.










But every time she curled against him, the bond pulled tighter. Hungrier.










It wasn’t just sex anymore.










It was something deeper.










Something

 

dangerous


 
.










They reached the threshold of the witchlands on the fifth night. The air tasted of magic. Trees stood frozen mid-bend, as if time itself had cracked and stopped. No birds. No wolves. Only the sound of snow crunching beneath their boots.










Caius paused at the edge of the ancient circle, his hand at his sword.










“They’ll try to turn you,” he said. “That’s what witches do. They offer truth. Wrapped in lies.”










“I’m not afraid of truth.”










He looked at her, something unreadable in his gaze.










“You should be. Especially if it’s the kind you want to hear.”










They stepped into the circle.










And the world changed.










No sound.










No sky.










Only white.










And a voice that slithered through the cold.










“Isla. Daughter of nothing. Queen of no bloodline. Come learn what you truly are.”










A figure emerged through the frost.










The White Widow.










Tall. Ageless. Skin pale as bone. Her eyes were holes cut through time. And when she smiled, Isla felt the bond to Caius shiver.










Not break.










But bend.










“I could free you,” the witch whispered. “No collar. No master. No throne to serve. Only

 

power


 
.”










Isla didn’t answer.










Not with words.










She stepped forward.










Reached out.










And touched the witch’s cheek.










Soft.










Then fast—










She drove her blade into the White Widow’s side.










The witch hissed, reeling back.










“You don’t understand,” Isla said calmly. “I

 

chose


 
this.”










The snow screamed.










Magic burst outward in a storm of knives.










And the battle began.









Chapter Nineteen – The Bond Breaks or Binds










The storm came alive.










Ice twisted into spears midair. Branches splintered under the weight of magic. The White Widow's shriek echoed across the frozen clearing as blood bloomed from her side—black, not red, thick as tar. Still, she did not fall.










Witches never die easily.










Isla’s blade sang in her grip, but already the frost was biting into her skin, crawling up her legs, slowing her breath. Every step forward was like dragging herself through snow-wrought chains.










Caius didn’t wait.










He moved faster than thought—fangs bared, blade drawn, rage in his eyes. He lunged at the witch with brutal precision, slicing through her shoulder as she raised her hand.










She hissed, spun—










And struck him with a spell.










It wasn’t loud.










Just sudden.










Caius froze mid-step, gasped like the air had been yanked from his lungs.










Then fell.










Isla screamed.










She dropped to her knees beside him, hands already searching for a wound, a pulse, anything.










His skin was cold.










Too cold.










His eyes open but unfocused, lips parted, no sound escaping.










The bond flickered.










Thinned.










Like a thread burning at both ends.










“No. No. No—”










The White Widow approached, her smile now cruel and triumphant, black blood still dripping from her side but her power undimmed.










“I didn’t kill him,” she said softly. “Not yet. But he is unraveling. The bond makes you strong—but also

 

fragile.


 
You tied yourself to a dying god, girl. And now he pulls you down with him.”










Isla stood slowly, the blade in her hand trembling.










“What do you want?”










The witch circled her like smoke.










“I want you to understand. You don’t have to love him. You don’t have to

 

need


 
him. There is a place beyond bond. Beyond man. Beyond prince. You can live without his name on your tongue. But only if you let him go.”










The wind whipped Isla’s hair across her face.










She looked down at Caius again.










His lips were pale.










His hand twitched, reaching—










Even now.










Still reaching

 

for her


 
.










She shook her head.










“No.”










The witch tilted her head. “No?”










“I don’t want to be above love,” Isla whispered. “I want to be

 

inside


 
it. Buried so deep it burns.”










And with that—










She pulled the blade across her own palm.










Let the blood spill.










Bent over his chest.










And pressed her hand over his heart.










“Caius,” she said, voice trembling. “Come back. I choose the bond. I choose

 

you


 
.”










The moment her blood touched his skin, the magic cracked.










The witch screamed.










The world split.










Heat poured from her body like fire, like light—like

 

life


 
. The bond surged between them, snapping back into place with a force that knocked Isla onto her back.










Caius gasped.










Coughed.










Then sat up like a man rising from the grave.










He looked at her.










And for a long second, nothing else existed.










“You came back,” she whispered.










His voice was rough. “You called.”










Behind them, the White Widow staggered, weakened now, magic fractured. The forest was quiet again, the snow dead still.










And this time, it was

 

Isla


 
who rose first.










She didn’t speak.










She just walked forward, wrapped her blood-soaked palm around the witch’s throat, and stared into those empty eyes.










“You’ll never understand,” she said softly. “You never loved anyone enough to

 

die


 
for them.”










Then she twisted.










Snapped the witch’s neck in one clean motion.










The corpse crumpled like paper.










Isla stood over it, breathing hard, blood dripping from her chin and thighs.










Behind her, Caius whispered, “My queen.”










And this time, when she turned to him, she smiled through the blood.










“I’m not done yet.”









Chapter Twenty – The Queen’s War Begins










They burned the body under moonlight.










No rites. No mourning. Just fire. Isla lit the pyre herself, staring into the flames as the White Widow’s remains turned to ash. The wind carried the scent of scorched magic and bone through the forest, a scent the wild things would not forget.










By morning, the frost-bound trees had bowed toward her.










Not in submission.










In warning.










The witch’s death had torn something loose in the world.










She felt it.










So did Caius.










They rode north again, this time not in silence but in tension—winds howling louder, birds gone mute, even the hounds snapping at shadows. Something stirred beneath the surface of the kingdom, something that had been waiting.










They reached the village of Lornedge by dusk.










Or what remained of it.










Smoke hung thick in the sky.










Ash coated the snow.










Bodies—dozens of them—lay scattered across the square, some torn in half, others drained dry. Children curled against mothers, teeth marks on their necks.










Not the work of beasts.










Vampires.










Sloppy ones.










Turned ones.










Wild.










Isla crouched near a body, fingers brushing the collar on the woman’s neck. Shattered. Ripped apart. Not royal issue.










A cheap copy.










Beside her, Caius knelt.










“They’re turning the villagers,” he murmured. “And binding them with false collars.”










“Who would do this?”










Caius looked up, jaw clenched.










“A rival queen.”










Her name came three days later.










Delivered in ink and blood by a surviving scout.











Queen Aradia.











Once a noble in the southern courts, exiled for blood treason. Now returned, armed with witch-magic, stolen collars, and a growing army of feral-bonded. She promised a new era. One where no bloodline ruled. No throne controlled. Only strength. Only chaos.










And she was marching north.










Toward them.










Toward the throne.










The war council met beneath the old cathedral of wolves, an ancient stone structure deep in the northern forest. A round table, carved from a fallen god-tree, filled with lords, consorts, bonded warriors, and half-feral defectors who had pledged themselves to Isla.










But all eyes were on her.










Not Caius.










Her.










She wore leather and ash, the mark of her trial still visible on her throat. She didn’t sit. She stood. One boot planted on the stone bench, hand on her sword.










“She has numbers,” one elder warned. “Twice ours, maybe more.”










“She turns the weak,” Isla answered. “But they don’t

 

follow


 
her. They obey out of fear. That’s not loyalty. That’s rot.”










“Still,” a consort murmured, “you’ve never led in war.”










“No,” she said. “But I’ve killed a witch. I’ve bound a prince. I’ve survived more than any of you expected. And I’m not asking you to trust me.”










She looked around the table, her voice low.










“I’m asking you to follow me. Into the blood. Into the dark. Into whatever it takes.”










A silence fell.










Then the wolfborn general—a woman with braids like iron ropes—rose from her seat.










And knelt.










“My sword is yours, Queen Isla.”










One by one, the others followed.










Until only Caius remained standing.










He smiled.










And bowed—not as her lover, not as her prince.










But as her first.










Her

 

bound


 
.










That night, the army formed.










Drums pounded.










Armor gleamed.










And in the center of it all, Isla stood tall—cloaked in crimson, eyes sharp with fire, collar gleaming like a crown.










This was no longer about survival.










This was

 

dominion


 
.










The war of vampire queens had begun.










Chapter Twenty-One – A Queen’s Mirror










The battlefield was a frozen lake, slick and wide, surrounded by a jagged crescent of black pines. A perfect place for a duel. For blood. For spectacle.










Queen Aradia chose it herself.










She stood at the far end, long red coat rippling behind her like a war banner, boots crunching over cracked ice. Her skin was pale blue in the winter light, her hair woven with the teeth of those she’d turned. Her eyes were almost human.










Almost.










Behind her, an army of half-feral vampires snarled and twitched—barely held back by makeshift collars and shadow chains. They were starving. Waiting. Watching.










Across from her, Isla stood alone.










No armor. No crown. No consorts.










Only a sword at her back and her name in her mouth.










She walked barefoot across the ice. Each step steady. Controlled. Her breath visible, her body warm with rage.










Aradia smiled when she reached the center.










“So you came,” the rival queen purred. “Tell me, do you still taste him when you sleep?”










“I’ll taste your spine when I’m done,” Isla answered coldly.










Aradia’s lips curled, but her eyes gleamed with something darker. Not hate. Not even rivalry.










Recognition.










“You and I,” Aradia whispered, circling, “we are the same. You just haven’t accepted it yet. But you will. When the bond breaks. When he screams your name and doesn’t remember why.”










Isla gripped the hilt of her blade. “Say his name again.”










“Oh, I won’t need to. Not after you see what he

 

really


 
is.”










She raised one hand.










And the air cracked open.










Magic. Old, rotting, and full of stolen blood.










A cage formed in the ice between them—translucent, rune-carved, humming with corrupted energy. Inside it, bound in enchanted chains, was

 

Caius


 
.










Naked.










Eyes wide.










Breathing—but only barely.










“No,” Isla whispered.










Aradia laughed softly. “He fought well. But he breaks like any other man when you strip him of what he thinks makes him strong. That bond you clutch like a rosary? It’s leaking. Dying. Just like him.”










Isla drew her blade.










“You want a duel?” she spat. “Then bleed for it.”










Aradia didn’t hesitate.










Their swords clashed with a sound that split the silence of the lake like thunder. Metal against metal. Teeth bared. No guards. No spells. Just queens trying to destroy each other.










Aradia was fast.










Isla was

 

angry


 
.










She ducked a slice toward her ribs, countered with a slash across Aradia’s thigh. Blood sprayed—blue-black and steaming. Aradia hissed, pressed forward, struck again. A slice across Isla’s collarbone. A kick that sent her skidding back across the ice.










But she didn’t fall.










She

 

never


 
fell.










Aradia grinned. “You’re fun when you’re feral.”










“You haven’t seen feral.”










Isla leapt, blade flashing, slicing across Aradia’s face in one clean, vicious arc. The witch queen staggered, shrieking, hand clutching her bleeding cheek.










Behind her, Caius groaned.










The cage pulsed.










And then—










It began to collapse.










Not break. Not shatter. Collapse

 

inward


 
.










It was a trap.










The duel wasn’t the goal.










It was distraction.










The cage would fold him into magic, crush his soul and bond, and

 

erase


 
what made him hers.










Aradia smirked through her blood. “You lose him, I win. That’s how this ends.”










Isla dropped her blade.










And screamed.










Not in pain.










In power.










The bond surged from her chest in a pulse of crimson light, blasting outward, cracking the ice beneath her feet. Her scream became a spell. A command. A demand that the world

 

listen


 
.










“

 

He is mine.


 
”










The cage cracked.










Faltered.










Then burst.










Caius fell, gasping, into the snow.










Isla rushed forward, caught him, cradled him against her chest, blood pouring from her own wounds.










He blinked up at her, eyes swimming with pain.










“You came,” he whispered.










She kissed his forehead.










“Every time.”










Behind them, Aradia staggered to her feet, face twisted in fury. She raised her sword—










And Isla turned.










Still bleeding.










Still on her knees.










But she raised her hand.










And called the bond again.










Not for love.










For

 

war


 
.










The ground cracked.










The trees screamed.










And the blood beneath the ice rose up to

 

answer her


 
.









Chapter Twenty-Two – The Red Myth










The ice shattered beneath her.










Not broken by blade or spell—but by the ancient blood that lived in Isla’s veins. Blood she never knew she carried. Blood older than any royal name, older even than the collars and courts. It answered her cry not as a subject, but as an ancestor.










As a god.










Aradia stumbled back as the lake split wide, blood pouring up in impossible waves—liquid crimson rising into the air like smoke and fire. Not blood spilled from wounds.










Blood

 

called


 
.










Blood

 

summoned


 
.










The soldiers on both sides fell silent.










Even the ferals dropped to their knees, whimpering, collars pulsing with fear.










Isla stood in the center of the storm, her body glowing with runes that hadn’t been there seconds before. Her skin no longer bled. Her wounds healed as fast as they were made.










Caius, still on his knees behind her, shielded his eyes.










He’d seen power.










He’d tasted war.










But he had never seen

 

this


 
.










Not in any prophecy.










Not even in his worst nightmares.










She was becoming legend before his eyes.










Aradia screamed.










“You don’t know what you’re doing—this magic

 

eats


 
queens! You’ll tear yourself apart!”










But Isla’s voice was calm. Cold.










“I’m not tearing. I’m

 

shedding


 
.”










And with that—










She moved.










No sword.










No steel.










Just her hand.










She reached across the battlefield with a gesture like breath—










And the blood answered.










It coiled around Aradia’s throat. Pulled her into the air. Spun her like a doll.










The rival queen gasped, choked, clawed at her own neck, magic bursting around her in waves of cold—










But it wasn’t enough.










The bond Isla shared with Caius flared behind her, steady, whole again. Strengthened not by obedience, but by

 

choice


 
.










She had saved him.










And now, she would end

 

everything


 
else.










The blood crushed Aradia’s collar.










Shattered it.










Then wrapped around her heart.










“Mercy,” Aradia rasped, barely audible.










Isla stepped forward, her bare feet silent on the frost.










“There’s no mercy between queens.”










She clenched her fist.










And ripped Aradia’s heart from her chest.










It beat twice in the air.










Then burst into ash.










Aradia’s body fell like a curtain being drawn.










The war ended with that sound.










No cheer rose.










Just silence.










Pure. Reverent. Terrified.










Isla turned slowly.










Her army stood frozen, eyes wide.










Even Caius did not speak.










She looked at her hands, slick with blood and still glowing. Then down at her collar.










It had melted.










Her power had

 

burned it off


 
.










And still she stood.










Still she was queen.










The first uncollared queen in centuries.










No master.










No chain.










No compromise.










Only will.










Only fire.










When she walked back across the ice to Caius, he was already standing.










He met her gaze. Saw the storm still crackling behind her eyes. The blood of an empire dripping down her thigh.










And he

 

knelt


 
.










Not because of ritual.










Not because of bond.










But because there was no other choice.










“My queen,” he said softly. “My everything.”










She touched his cheek.










“I choose you. Again. And again. But never above myself.”










“I wouldn’t want it any other way.”










Then she kissed him.










Not as a reward.










But as a promise.










And as the blood receded into the earth, and the ferals lowered their heads in worship, and the first snow of a new season began to fall—










Isla whispered the name of the next war.










Because she knew this wasn’t the end.










Only the

 

ascension


 
.









Chapter Twenty-Three – The Crown Without Chains










The blood lake had frozen over again.










No trace of the war remained—except for the broken collars scattered like bones beneath the ice, and the silence of the forest holding its breath. The bodies were buried. The ferals either freed or executed. The wolves returned to their dens. But the myth?










That stayed.










They called her the

 

Uncollared Queen


 
.










The Red Curse.










The Bride of No One.










And her name spread faster than fire.










The throne room was rebuilt in black stone.










Gone were the gold-veined pillars of the old court. Gone the velvet banners, the sweet perfumes of the royal line. Isla had ordered them all burned. What replaced them was brutal and honest—cold iron torches, obsidian floors, bloodwood carvings that pulsed when the moonlight struck them just right.










At the center, the throne.










Not silver. Not bone.










Stone. Cracked and unfinished. A seat meant for weight. Meant for history.










She sat alone upon it.










Caius stood to her left, no longer crowned. He wore leather armor and bore the symbol of her bond not as a mark of power, but as a vow. His role had changed. Not ruler. Not shadow. But

 

consort to the fire


 
.










He’d died for her once.










Now he lived

 

under


 
her.










One by one, the northern lords pledged loyalty. The wolfborn general knelt first. The last feral commander, now free of his broken collar, kissed her hand second. A former enemy bent the knee without needing to be asked.










Isla never smiled.










Not once.










But she watched.










She learned.










She remembered every name, every inflection, every secret they tried to keep behind their polished lies.










She was a queen now.










Not just in name.










In blood.










On the seventh night of her reign, as the torches burned low and the court emptied into darkness, an emissary arrived.










No name.










No horse.










Only a cloak the color of dried petals and a scroll sealed in flesh.










The guards stepped aside. Something about the way the figure walked made them forget how to speak.










Caius rose to block the way—but Isla lifted her hand.










“Let them speak.”










The figure knelt, head bowed.










“You are not the only queen who’s torn off her collar.”










That got her attention.










The emissary unrolled the scroll.










A map.










Old. Cracked. Stained with something that looked like dusted bone.










It showed the vampire kingdoms she knew.










But also others.










Across the sea.










Hidden under mountains.










Buried beneath sand.










Places ruled by queens no one spoke of. Forgotten courts. Sleeper monarchs. Ancient monsters.










At the center of the map—circled in ink the color of dried blood—was a mark shaped like her rune.










“This is your invitation,” the emissary whispered. “To the Gathering of the Lost Crowns.”










Caius stiffened. “That’s legend.”










The emissary met his eyes. “So was

 

she


 
.”










Isla leaned forward, gaze locked on the map.










And for the first time since her ascension, she smiled.










“I think it’s time they met me.”
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