
Summer Queen

Julie’s skin paled, her features tightening in fear, but as her eyes flicked briefly 

to the face of his mistress the fear turned to anger. Malum turned to look at his 

mistress, registering the smirk on her face. Turning back to Julie he could see from 

the set of her jaw, the flash of her eyes that she was going to challenge him. His 

stomach clenched with anticipation.

“If an heir is so important to you, why don’t you set me aside and take another 

as your queen?” Julie bit the words out but froze as soon as she had spoken them, her 

features twisting with terror and rightly so. Though there were many things that 

evoked Malum’s anger, nothing enraged him more than when

Julie talked of no longer being his queen. She was his and nothing was ever 

going to part them. Even on the winter solstice when for that single night she could 

return to her realm, Malum stayed close, ensuring no brave mortal tried to rescue her. 

She was never going to escape him and yet she continued to hope he would release 

her. Never!

A red haze blinkered his vision, his teeth gnashing, a menacing growl rippling 

out of him.

“Out!” Malum roared, hurling his mistress from him. Both she and the servants 

quickly fled in fear. His hand whipped up to grab Julie by the hair and, ignoring her 

futile struggles, he dragged her to



the far side of the room where manacled chains hung down from the ceiling. 

Chains he always kept there for his pleasures and her punishments.

“I will never set you aside Julie, you belong to me,” he roared.

Julie trembled but did not cry out as he pushed her against the wall and forced 

her hands above her head. As Malum locked the manacles round her wrists a dark and 

powerful sense of lust caught hold of him.

“It has been too long since your last lesson sweetling.” His voice had dropped 

to a low rasp and as he ran his hand down the side of her face, her half closed. “And 

you need to be punished for your defiance.”

Julie’s pale face betrayed her fear and his burning gaze moved over her body, 

her breasts rising and falling with a rapid movement. So lovely, so enticing. And she 

thought she could stop being his queen?

Once again Malum’s vision turned hazy, his rage gripping him, and with a 

snarl he began to tear at her gown. Her whimpers and sighs stoked his heated 

emotions and soon the thin fabric was torn from her, leaving her naked and helpless 

before him. Grabbing her shoulders he spun her around to face the wall and forced 

himself to step away. He needed to regain control or he could easily hurt her, which 

would interfere with his plans.

Breathing deeply, Malum stepped to the bed and swiftly removed his clothes. 

However this played out, it would end with him buried inside her or one of his 



mistresses so he had no need for clothing. As his shirt and trousers dropped to the 

floor, Malum turned to look at Julie, his breath catching at the sight. The graceful 

curve of her back, the swell of her buttocks, the dark spill of her hair against her pale 

skin, the tremble of her muscles as she hung from the chains.

Waiting for him. Waiting to feel the sting of the lash or the touch of his fingers. 

She was so lovely and so utterly at his mercy. Lust . . . heated, possessive, consuming 

lust wracked his body. He needed to touch her, to feel her, to force her body to react 

to him.


