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THE PRINCE WOULD CHOOSE TO SAVE HIS REALM.

BUT THE BEAST WOULD FOLLOW HIS HEART . . . TO ME.

After Daniella, a human with magical healing powers, saved fae Prince Kalyll’s life – and his kingdom – he released her back to her own life, choosing his duty over the passion that burned between them.

But when the darkness in Kalyll takes over once more, Daniella is kidnapped from her world for a second time. This time, she truly is a prisoner in the fae realm, held in a high tower above the Seelie capital of Elyndell.

As Kalyll battles with the good and evil within, both his kingdom and heart stand at risk – and Daniella must choose between the prince who left her behind, and the beast who wants her back. Meanwhile, the beautiful façade of the fae court has begun to crack, revealing a web of deceit and manipulation that could change everything . . .




Sometimes, it’s okay to let Mr. Hyde out.

Those who truly love you will understand.
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WÖLFE

The fool would have let her go, would have sacrificed everything for nothing.

Not me.

She was mine.

Daniella Sunder belonged to me. I made her mine at dawn, and after a taste of her, there could be no one else. She now bore my mark, and she would bear it forever.

DANIELLA

Kalyll let me go home, but the beast came back for me.

When he took me, I had no chance to say anything, do anything. He rendered me unconscious and then . . .

Warmth bathed one side of my body as I slowly awoke. A spot in my neck hurt, the pressure point he’d used to make me lose consciousness.

Tender hands caressed my hair, pushed it away from my face. I was afraid to open my eyes, to discover where I was and why.

“Wake up,” he said, his voice an octave lower than his already normal deep timbre.

Holding my breath in fear, I did as he asked.

He—not Kalyll—was kneeling next to me, his face sharp and angular with wildness. He smiled when our gazes met, pointed canines flashing his satisfaction.

I took a quick second to assess my surroundings. He had laid me atop a pile of furs in front of a wide fireplace brimming with crackling logs. The furniture’s medieval look and the stone walls told me I was back in Elf-hame.

“You’re safe, melynthi. You’re with me.” He kissed me, his possessive lips sending a jolt of desire through me.

I reined in the instant rush of passion he unleashed in me and pushed it down, down. It was a monumental effort, but I managed. Awkwardly, I got up from the floor, skirting around him.

“Why . . . why am I here?” I asked, casting my eyes around to better assess my situation.

He remained kneeling on the furs, his cobalt eyes shining with the warm fire as they roved over the length of my body. A salacious smile stretched his lips.

When he took me from my bed, I’d been wearing nothing but my bra and panties. Feeling self-conscious, I took several steps back and hid behind an armchair. Venturing another quick look at my surroundings, I saw the room was dominated by a massive canopy bed draped with gray curtains. All the simple but elegant décor suggested this was a rich male’s chamber. I marked two sets of windows, both shuttered.

“Shy, are we? You weren’t so bashful in the clearing as I recall.” He chuckled, then rose to his full height and proceeded to remove his jacket, a mid-thigh velvet affair with a wide lapel and gold trim. He discarded it on the armchair in front of me, then took off his shirt and offered it to me.

I snatched it from his hand, doing my best to ignore his muscular torso and to shove aside the memories of how it had felt to touch all those perfect muscles, to trace his tattoos. I quickly pulled the shirt over my head and stuffed my arms in. The hem came to my knees, and I had to push back the sleeves to free my hands.

“Thank you,” I said reluctantly, resisting the temptation to sniff the fabric and enjoy his masculine scent.

“Don’t think I’ll let you keep that on for too long.” His face was full of sexual hunger as he said this, leaving me no doubt of what he intended to do.

He walked to a bureau, where he poured two amber drinks from a crystal bottle. He offered me one, then took a sip of his. I did the same, hoping to settle my nerves. It was the same expensive Scotch I’d tasted in Imbermore, Glenfiddich, or something like that. Peering over the rim of the glass, I watched him.

Two gold chains hung low on his chest, and rings adorned his fingers—two things I had never seen him wear. His midnight blue hair was unbound and wild, and there seemed to be something restless trapped in him, something that made him pace the length of an intricate rug in front of the bed.

“What am I doing here, Kalyll?” I asked.

He whirled. “No.” He pointed a finger at me. “Not Kalyll. I’m not that weak male.”

Oh, God.

What was going on? Some sort of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde situation? A rush of panic washed over me as I felt the truth of it. I’d already been thinking of him as something different, someone other than the Kalyll I knew. Before Mount Ruin, even when he’d been half wild, it had still been him when he was in his human shape. But this . . . I didn’t recognize him.

The demon energy I’d used to save his life . . . I had to entwine it with his heart in order to bring him back from the dead. I’d hoped there would be no consequences. I’d hoped the prince would be strong enough to keep that evil force at bay, but my hopes had been in vain. Was Kalyll even in there anymore?

What if Kalyll was gone and some hell dweller now possessed his body? I nearly started sobbing at the thought. He couldn’t be lost.

“Who are you then?” I asked, fearing the answer. “A demon?”

He shook his head and waved a hand in the air.

“Not a demon, though part of one is in here.” He placed a hand on his bare chest and slid it across one of his pecs, causing my mouth to go dry. “It was always there, if dormant.”

I tore my eyes away—the male was a walking temptation, and it didn’t help that I’d had a taste of him and knew how good he felt. I tried to focus on his words: not a demon. That was a good thing. Maybe it meant there was still hope.

“I must thank you,” he continued. “This feels wonderful, freeing. He has so many . . . principles. It’s stifling.”

“If you’re not Kalyll, what should I call you?”

“I don’t know. Whatever you want. It doesn’t matter.”

I frowned.

“How about . . . More? You’ll be saying that a lot soon.” He chuckled, a deep rumble in his chest and a lecherous look in his eyes that immediately had my desire rising like a tide.

“I don’t like your sense of humor.”

“Are you sure about that?” His nostrils flared as he sniffed the air. “I smell a hint of arousal.”

“You’re mistaken.”

He didn’t argue. He only raised an eyebrow, letting me know my denial was useless. I couldn’t lie to him. Not about that. His senses were too sharp.

“Call me . . .” He thought for a moment. “Wölfe.”

“Wölfe?”

“Yes. I liked being the wolf. Such wanton savagery. It’s a shame he’s gone.”

Relief nearly drove me to my knees. He couldn’t shift anymore. At least there was that. The beast had been completely irrational—not that I had any proof that he, Wölfe, was much better.

I set the glass down on a table behind me. “Okay, Wölfe, tell me why I’m here?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” He looked at me as if I were stupid.

I played along. “No. I’m supposed to be back home. The deal was that I would help you, and then you would let me go.”

“I never made a deal.”

“I need to talk to Kalyll then. Where is he?”

“Not here, obviously.” He gestured with a hand around the room.

“When can I see him?”

“Never.”

I shook my head. Did that mean Wölfe had complete control and Kalyll couldn’t fight his way back? Before, the darkness used to lose its hold as soon as the sun came out. Was that not the case anymore? Dawn couldn’t come fast enough. I need to know.

“I can’t stay here,” I said. “My life is back in my realm.”

Wölfe walked closer, came around the armchair, and set his glass next to mine. “You belong to me, and you will stay here.”

I shook my head adamantly. “I don’t belong to anyone.”

“You’re mistaken, Melynthi.”

Melynthi? He had called me that before. What did it mean? I was about to ask, but he wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me to him with such force that I nearly lost my breath.

“You are mine,” he said. “Body and soul.”

What? Had he gone crazy?

“We can’t be together,” I said. “You’re engaged. You have to worry about the fate of your kingdom.”

“Again, none of that has anything to do with me. Those are Kalyll’s worries. He’ll take care of them.”

I paused, latching on to his words. Did he mean Kalyll would be in charge at some point? Or did he mean he would pretend to be Kalyll and take on his princely duties? And in either option, where did that leave me?

Voice trembling, I asked, “So Kalyll will marry Kryn’s sister. Is that what you’re saying?”

He shrugged and let me go. I stumbled backward and had to hold on to the chair. A million questions whirled inside my head. I did my best to wrangle them and ask the most important one.

“And what happens to me in that scenario? What am I supposed to do?”

“You can live here,” he said. “Have everything you want.”

“Here? In this room?”

“Everything you could possibly desire is here.” He threw a pair of double doors open and gestured inside. “Clothes, jewelry, shoes, hats, anything.” He marched to the other end of the room and opened another set of doors. “Thousands of books. You like to read, don’t you?”

When I did nothing but stare at him, he swaggered in my direction, grabbed me by the arm, and shoved me into the second room. I extricated my arm from his tight grip and rubbed the spot, letting my eyes rove over a three-story room full of books, a library such as I’d never seen. There were shelves upon shelves, each at least twelve-feet high and equipped with sliding ladders. Several tables with ornate lamps and settees bedecked with blankets and pillows sat in the middle of the room. A massive chandelier hung from the ceiling, glowing with fairy lights that cast a perfect glow for relaxed reading. Three reading nooks sat under shuttered windows. The place was a librarian’s dream.

“Best of all,” Wölfe threw his arms open, “you’d have me.” He raised an eyebrow and smiled as if he were offering me a slice of paradise.

I said nothing. Instead, I walked to a window and tried to open it, but the shutters were latched, securely locked. I ran around the massive space and checked several closed doors. They were also barred.

My blood running cold, I turned to face him. “It’s a pretty cage you offer me,” I said, my voice sounding as cold as I felt inside.

Wölfe’s right eye twitched.

“You can’t keep me prisoner.” I turned around and pounded on the door. “Please, somebody help me. Let me out of here.”

“No one can hear you, Daniella. Don’t waste your time.”

“You can’t do this. You can’t.”

“I can do whatever I want.”

“Kalyll would never. He’s better than you.”

He growled and rushed at me, his hands gripping my shoulders and shaking me. I screamed in pain as my skin broke under both my collarbones. Wölfe pulled back and let me go. He stared at the razor-sharp, black claws that had sprung from his fingertips. Blood seeped into his shirt, growing on the white cotton.

“I didn’t mean to do that,” he said, trembling, fangs flashing as he spoke. “Just . . . heal yourself,” he added, offhand, as if it was no big deal, as if he could do anything to me because I could heal my own wounds.

Despite the pain, I didn’t use my healing magic, and instead, allowed the blood to keep flowing, the stain a dark crimson rose that kept opening up, blooming wider and wider. When I didn’t do anything to relieve my own pain, he grunted and pulled me out of the library.

He took me to a lavish washroom almost as big as the bedroom. There, he procured a washcloth which he wetted in a golden vessel sink. He pulled the oversized shirt out of the way and dabbed at one of the wounds. I stood stiffly as he cleaned it and then worked on the second one. He did so tenderly, a worried expression shaping his features.

Still, that same coldness ran through my veins.

When he was done, he threw the washcloth in the sink and planted a kiss on my neck. His mouth trailed a warm path along my jawline, then met with mine. My lips didn’t move.

He pulled back, his eyes dark, angry. “You have to want me,” he said.

I said nothing.

“You made me, Daniella. I am here because of you.”

My heart ached at the truth of his words. “I only wanted to save Kalyll.”

“And you did, but in the process, you also got me.”

“I don’t want you.” There was no emotion in my words, but despite that, the weight of their truth was undeniable.

Wölfe growled and whirled away from me. “Ah, but you will. You will. You have no choice, Melynthi.”

Stomping and cursing, he left the washroom. I stood there, gathering the shirt around my shoulders and wrapping trembling arms around my torso, lonely tears streaking down my cheeks. I didn’t know how long I stood there, but when I walked out into the bedroom, he wasn’t there. Padding silently on bare feet, I checked the library, but he wasn’t there either. Gone.

I hadn’t heard any doors open and close, so I didn’t feel at ease until I checked every square foot of the large space and convinced myself that he had truly left. With that knowledge in mind, I checked every locked door and window, tugging on them and calling out for help.

Exhaustion weighed on me, and hunger gnawed at my stomach. I still hadn’t fully recovered from healing Kalyll. Feeling numb, I lay in the middle of the enormous bed and stared off into space.

My cage was gilded, but it was still a cage.
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