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Von Nalini Singh : Lord of the Abyss Desert Warrior (Royal House of Shadows)  before purchasing it in order to 
gage whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Lord of the Abyss Desert Warrior (Royal House of 
Shadows): 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen5 von 5 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. ich hab 
geheult... es war so schn geschrieben...Von Hanna Rosenstahlwie jedes buch der royal house of shadows reihe kann 
man auch dieses alleine lesen. jedes buch bedient sich eines bekannten geschichtenthemas, wie alice im wunderland, 
goldlckchen und die drei bren, die schne und das biest, etc.kurz zur vorgeschichte: der bse (wirklich abartig bse und 
verkommene *schauder*) blutmagier berrennt elden und bringt das knigspaar um. bevor dieses seinen letzten atem 
aushaucht, zaubert es ein letztes mal, um seine kinder in sicherheit zu bringen - aber mit dem in ihnen brennenden 
wunsch nach rache.so. in diesem buch wird die geschichte von der schnen und das biest aufgegriffen. und ich hab so 
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heulen mssen. weil es war so verdammt gut geschrieben. hier gibt es auch nicht die 08/15 heldin, die eh super aussieht 
und berhaupt awwww ist. liliana ist die tochter des oben beschriebenen blutmagiers und eine blutmagieren. allerdings 
ttet sie kein lebewesen fr ihre blutmagie, sie benutzt, wenn berhaupt, nur ihr eigenes blut. sie wurde auch seit kindheit 
an von ihrem vater auf das belste zugerichtet. einzelheiten bitte lesen. ihr werdegang macht sie gerade deshalb so 
glaubwrdig im verlauf der geschichte. sie ist auch keine schnheit. im gegenteil... sie hat ein hliches "hexen"gesicht, 
kaum oberweite, dafr ein kurzes bein und ordentlich hintern und schenkel. und sie wnscht sich nichts sehnlicher, als 
das ihr vater fr seine verbrechen bezahlt. aber wer wrde ihr schon als tochter des blutmagiers trauen wollen?mihca ist 
das jngste kind des verstorbenen knigspaares und hat natrlich auch keine erinnerung an seine vergangenheit. er ist 
wunderschn mit seinem blonden haar und den wintergrnen augen. allerdings steckt er in einer rstung fest, die sich nach 
bedarf um seinen krper schliet, um ihn wchst. er ist der wchter des abyss, in denen alle kreaturen geworfen werden, die 
bse sind. er ist auch absolut unbedarft in romantischen dingen und zudem gewhnt, dass ihm alle wnsche, wenn er diese 
denn hat, erfllt werden. er ist allerdings kein bser mensch - er ist einfach die absolute gewalt in seiner domne und er 
wei das auch. allerdings macht ihn das auch sehr einsam, weil alle angst vor ihm haben.und pltzlich landet liliana 
direkt vor seinen fen, als sie sich mit einer beschwrung in seine domne rettet um A ihrem vater zu entkommen und B 
den letzten der eldensprsslinge zu finden, ihn an seine vergangenheit zu erinnern und zum tag x (der nun wirklich in 
ein paar tagen bevorsteht) nach elden zu bringen, damit dieser mit seinen geschwistern ihren vater vernichtet - wenn 
sie das nicht schafft, ist elden verloren...und so versucht sie sich mit list das vertrauen des herrn des abyss zu erlangen. 
sie wird seine kchin und erzhlt ihm geschichten und geht so ganz anders mit mihca um, wie dieser es von seiner 
wenigen dienerschaft und untertangen gewhnt ist...die romanze, die sich dabei ganz zart entwickelt ist umso 
berhrender, weil es immer wieder rckblicke in die erschtternde kindheit von liliana gibt und in ihre gedankenwelt, in 
der sie sich so verzweifelt bemht mihca zu retten - auch wenn sie sich selbst dabei opfern muss. denn um ihren vater 
zu tten, will sie zum richtigen zeitpunkt ihr eigenes leben opfern...1 von 1 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension 
hilfreich. Schade,...Von Misato...da wr doch mehr mglich gewesen. Der Anfang der Story ist noch spannend und 
macht Lust auf mehr. Leider geht dann fr die Hauptcharaktere einfach alles zu leicht. Der Lord of the Abyss muss gar 
nicht erst darum gebeten werden, sich zu ffnen, er schmeit sich Liliana in vielen Szenen frmlich nach. Die weiteren 
"sehr schweren" Prfungen, die sie bestehen mssen, rasen an dem Leser vorbei, inkl. der Lsung. Als "schwer" habe ich 
keine wahrgenommen, so schnell war ich durch die Stelle... Ich hab mir das Buch gekauft, weil ich groer Nalini Singh 
Fan bin, aber hier bin ich nicht auf meine Kosten gekommen.

KurzbeschreibungOnce upon a timethe Blood Sorcerer vanquished the kingdom of Elden. To save their children, the 
queen scattered them to safety and the king filled them with vengeance. Only a magical timepiece connects the four 
royal heirs. Now they must return and save Eldenand time is running out.As the dark Lord who condemns souls to 
damnation in the Abyss, Micah is nothing but a feared monster. He has no idea he is the last heir of Elden. Only one 
woman knowsthe daughter of his enemy. Liliana sees past his impenetrable black armor to the prince inside. To help 
Micah remember, she must brave his dark, dangerous lair. Because they only have until midnight to save 
Elden.KurzbeschreibungOnce upon a timethe Blood Sorcerer vanquished the kingdom of Elden. To save their 
children, the queen scattered them to safety and the king filled them with vengeance. Only a magical timepiece 
connects the four royal heirs. Now they must return and save Eldenand time is running out.As the dark Lord who 
condemns souls to damnation in the Abyss, Micah is nothing but a feared monster. He has no idea he is the last heir of 
Elden. Only one woman knowsthe daughter of his enemy. Liliana sees past his impenetrable black armor to the prince 
inside. To help Micah remember, she must brave his dark, dangerous lair. Because they only have until midnight to 
save Elden.Leseprobe. Abdruck erfolgt mit freundlicher Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber. Alle Rechte vorbehalten.He 
was the most beautiful monster she had ever seen.It was the first thought Liliana had as she lay weak and drained 
across the black marble of the floor, her face reflected in its polished surface. As she watched, the one they called the 
Lord of the Black Castle rose from his ebony throne at the head of the room and walked down the ten steps with a lazy 
grace that spoke of power, strengthand death.Trying desperately to close her hand into a fist, she attempted to push 
herself up onto her knees, unwilling to meet him at such a disadvantage. But her body was debilitated beyond bearing 
by the blood she had spilled to make the crossing, her wrists spotted with it, though her magic had sealed the wounds. 
Her father would've sacrificed another without a thought to the life he took, would call her a fool for using her own 
blood."Weak." He had spit the judgment at her more than once. "I took a beautiful witch to wife and got a hatchet-
faced mewling brat in return."Sensing the vibration of the monster's boots getting ever closer, she took a deep breath, 
able to feel it rattle in her throat. It wasn't meant to be like this. The spell should have deposited her in the forests 
outside his domain, not in the midst of his great hall, where he stood as the lone, lethal shield against the vicious 
beings beyond. She could feel eyes on her, hundreds of them. And yet no one made a sound.The boots were almost to 
her now.Cruelty was no stranger to her, not after having grown up with the Blood Sorcerer for a father. But this man, 
this "monster," was meant to be completely without heart, without soul. His castle held within it the gateway to the 



Abyss, the place where the servants of evil were banished after death to suffer eternal torment at the hands of the 
basilisks and the serpents, and he was the guardian of that terrible place. It was said that even the most inhuman of the 
dead quivered when confronted by his visage.But that was a lie, she thought as he crouched down beside her, his boots 
heavy in her line of sight. He was not ugly at all.Strong hands gripped her by the shoulders, pulled her roughly to her 
knees.And she found herself staring into the face of a monster.Sun-kissed hair, eyes of winter-green and skin that held 
the golden brush of summer even in this black place devoid of warmth, he could have stood in as the model for the 
mythical Prince Charming spoken of in childhood storybooks. Except Prince Charming did not wear armor of 
impenetrable black, and his eyes were not full of nightmares."Who is this?" A quiet, quiet question.It made the hair on 
the back of her neck rise. She tried to force her tongue to work, but her body refused to cooperate even that much, still 
stunned from the leap she'd made from her father's stolen kingdom to this place that stood as the dark ward between 
the living and the most depraved of the dead."An intruder." He stroked her hair off her face, the act almost tenderif one 
ignored the fact that he wore gauntlets over his forearms that extended to his hands in spiderwebs of black. A spray of 
razors rode over his knuckles, while his fingers were tipped with bladed claws the same shade as his armor. "No one 
has dared enter the Black Castle without invitation in" A flicker in the green. "Ever."He didn't remember, she realized, 
looking into that face that was only of the Guardian. There was no echo of the boy he must've once been. None. Which 
could only mean one thingaccording to legend, it was Queen Alvina who had cast the final desperate spell that had 
thrown her children from Elden, but Liliana's father had ever gloated that he'd thwarted the queen's magic with his 
own.What only Liliana knew, because he'd once betrayed it in a rage, was that the Blood Sorcerer believed he had 
failed. Perhaps he had with the three oldest children, but not with the youngestwith Micah. Her father's blood 
enchantment had held strong as the child grew into a man, into the dread Lord of the Black Castle.Oh, he would be 
pleased. So, so pleased. For those he bespelled rarely, if ever, broke through the veil and found themselves again. 
Liliana's mother had notshe haunted the hallways of his castle to this day, a slender woman with skin of the dark, lush 
honey-brown that spoke of Elden's southern climes, and eyes of uptilted gold.Irina believed herself the chatelaine of a 
great keep, childless and with her only duty being to see to the needs of the mastereven if those needs meant nights 
filled with screams and bruises ringed around her neck more often than not. Her gaze glanced off her daughter even 
when Liliana stood directly in her path and pleaded for her mother to remember her, to know her.By contrast, the 
winter-green eyes on her face right then saw her when she wished they would not. She had meant to slip unnoticed 
into his household, learn all she could about him before attempting to speak the truth of his past. She'd been ready to 
cope with a lack of memory, for he had been only five when Elden fell. But if he was caught in the malicious tentacles 
of her father's sorcery, then her task had become a thousand times harder. The Blood Sorcerer's work had a way of 
mutating over time, so there was no knowing what other effects it might've had."What do I do with you?" the Lord of 
the Black Castle and the Guardian of the Abyss asked in a tone that held a faint, dangerous amusement. "Since I have 
never had an intruder, your presence leaves me at a loss."Playing with her, she thought; he was playing with her as a 
cat might with a mouse it fully intended to eatbut wanted to torment first.Anger gave her the will to stare back, her 
defiance born of a lifetime of fighting her father's attempts to break her. Perhaps it was futile, but she could no more 
help it than a cornered animal could stop itself from striking out.He blinked. "Interesting." Steel-tipped nails grazed 
her cheek before he moved both hands to her shoulders again and pulled, bringing her to her feet as he rose.She 
wobbled, would have pitched forward if he hadn't held her up. As it was, one of her hands slammed up against the cold 
black of his armor. It felt like rock. Her father's sorcery she thought, had grown upon itself, turned his mental prison 
into a physical truth. To counteract the spell, she'd first have to remove his armor.Of course, before she could attempt 
any such thing, she had to survive."The dungeon," the monster said at last. "Bard!"A heavy tread, one that made the 
ground tremble. A second later, Liliana found herself being picked up in huge tree-trunk arms as the monster watched. 
"Take her to the dungeon," he said. "I'll deal with her after I hunt those destined for the Abyss tonight."The command 
echoed ominously in Liliana's mind as she was carried from the hall in a hold that was unbreakable. In contrast to the 
strange whispering hush that pervaded this castle of harshest stone, she could feel a big, steady heartbeat against her 
cheek, the speed of it so slow as to be nothing human. Unable to turn her head, she couldn't see whowhatit was that 
carried her with such ease until they passed through a hall of black mirrors.His face appeared as if it had been formed 
of clay left in a child's hands. It was all knots and bulges, misshapen and without any true form. He did have ears, but 
the large protrusions stuck up far too high on the sides of his head. And his noseshe couldn't truly see it, but perhaps it 
was the small button hidden between his distorted cheeks and below the overhanging jut of his brow.Ugly, she 
thought, he was truly ugly.That made her feel better. At least one being in this place... 


