
 
PROLOGUE 

HE STEPPED INTO the temple as a man, left the dragon who was his true self behind, to meet the 

woman standing at the altar as kindred to her.  

A gift, to feel her arms wrap around him, to hold her in turn. 

When he smiled, there were no fangs to the expression, no smoke or steam to rise like they 

would normally from his breast. He walked over the granite floor to stand before the woman 

waiting for him.  

The woman who had come to him in his cave and stood her ground when faced with the beast.  

She’d taught him her tongue; she’d taught him to feel – what it meant to feel something for 

another creature.  

What it meant to care for one’s mate.  

He stood before her, and she reached out to touch his skin, her fingers running over his chest, 

the faint flush of blue scales that hadn’t faded in his transformation.  

Her gaze was wet when she met his stare, and he brushed his hands against her cheeks. 

“Why do you cry, little djinn? I’m here, just as you wished. To bind myself to you, just as I 

wished.” 

“Oh love,” she shook her head, fingers clenched around his wrists where she held him. Her 

shoulders straightened, she forced a deep breath into her lungs, backed away until only their hands 

touched each other. “The priests will be here soon to witness the ritual.” 

“Your khans mean nothing to me. I do not need them to witness our union.” 

Her lips trembled, “I do.” 

He nodded, brow furrowing though he didn’t ask why the blessing of the men who had 

forsaken her time and again meant more than his desire to join them together. He’d not, he realized, 

asked after most of her life outside of what time she spent with him.  

But they would have a lifetime together to answer those questions.  

He could wait until her priests arrived for her comfort.  



The masked servants entered the chamber, and he looked over them, but they meant little. It 

was her face he focused on, her will he obeyed when she told him to hold out his wrists for the 

bracelets that would show their commitment to each other, and he complied, never flinching, 

though she’d chosen iron which burned his skin.  

Such a small pain to bear for her. 

She used a knife across her palm, let a pool of blood fill her hand. Blood djinn worked their 

magic, their will in spells spoken in crimson. She painted the shackles with marks. Her hexes 

traveled over the metal, the iron heating red-hot against his flesh with her curse.  

“Amece—” 

He turned his gaze to look at her, tried to catch her in his arms and pull her to him, stop 

whatever it was she was doing, not knowing what she was doing… 

But he couldn’t move. 

Dragon or not.  

Storm god or not.  

Bound, but not in the way she had promised they would be bound together.  

“Bound by my blood. By my blood, set free.” 

The priests strode forward and linked chains through the cuffs on his wrists. They hauled him 

from the temple, and he could not fight to stop them.  

They carted him to the sea, and they threw him into the deep, and when at last he was free to 

transform, to take back the shape he’d abandoned to be with his betrayer, the men who tossed him 

into the surf sent spears to pin him to the sands below.  

He bled, and he fought, and he begged to be let go, begged the woman that he’d thought to 

love to forgive him whatever he’d done, do not do this thing to him, release him from this prison.  

His only answer was the crashing of the waves. 


