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Chapter 1 — When The Door Wouldn't Stay Closed
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Kael never meant to open the door.

He only meant to shut it—firmly, decisively, the way someone does when they’re done for the night, when the ghosts of old vows and new emotions need to stay outside where they cannot reach tender skin or deeper places of the heart.

But the door didn’t close.

Not fully.

It drifted open again with a soft, deliberate whisper of wood over stone, as though someone—something—was standing on the other side and breathing against it.

Kael froze.

Not because fear stopped him.

No—fear he understood. Fear he could name. Fear he could manage like a familiar, unwanted companion.

This was not fear.

This was pull.

A gravitational tug beneath his ribs, a pressure behind his heartbeat, a sensation like someone’s fingers slipping just beneath his skin and curling inward.

The door cracked open another inch.

And a voice—low, rough, edged with shadows—spoke through the small opening.

“Kael,” it whispered. “You summoned me.”

His breath hitched.
No. No, he did not summon anything. Not intentionally. Not knowingly. He had fought enough battles with magic—his own and the world’s—that he knew better than to speak a desire too loudly. The Vowfire had taught him that much.
But the voice on the other side wasn’t wrong.

The terrible truth was: something in him had called out.

And something had answered.

Kael swallowed hard. “Who’s there?”

The door swung wide.

And the demon stepped through.

He wasn’t what legends described. No horns. No monstrous form. No dripping fangs or claws reaching for blood. He appeared almost—almost—human. Lean but carved in a way that made Kael’s pulse skip. Silver-threaded black hair fell loosely around high cheekbones. His skin held the faint shimmer of heat beneath the surface, like embers breathing slowly.

But his eyes—

His eyes were molten red.
Alive. A fire that had learned how to look back.
Kael’s hand shot to the hilt of his blade on instinct. “Don’t move.”

The demon’s lips curled into something almost like amusement. “I cannot leave. The threshold won’t let me.”

Kael blinked. “What?”

He glanced at the door—still open, but the demon did not cross deeper into the room. He stood just inside the frame, as though bound by invisible wires.

Kael tested the door again.

He pushed.

It closed.

He took one step back.

It opened—smoothly, gently, as if inhaling.

And the demon stayed exactly where he was.

Kael’s heart stuttered. “You’re trapped.”

“Bound,” the demon corrected softly. “To you.”

Kael’s stomach dropped.

No.
No, no, no.
Not after the Vowfire.
Not after burning vows to ash.
Not after choosing his own heart for once instead of being chained to magic he barely understood.
He stepped back. “Undo it.”

“I can’t.”
The demon tilted his head. “You called me. I answered. Now the Binding holds.”
“I didn’t call anyone.”

A soft exhale slipped from demon’s lips—a sound nearly human, nearly tired, nearly sad.

“You wished,” he said simply.

Kael’s breath caught.
A memory flickered: a moment of exhaustion, of pressure, of wanting help or escape or something—someone—who wasn’t burning with vows and love and fear. A moment of whispering into the dark: “I wish someone else understood.”
The demon’s gaze softened, glowing.
“I understood.”
Kael clenched his jaw. “Astrael and Riven—”

“Already know?” The demon’s voice warmed. “No. Not yet. But they will.”

Kael wanted to deny the heat rising under his skin. Wanted to deny the flutter of something dangerous in his chest.

“I don’t want this.”

The demon stepped closer—

—or tried to.

His body jerked, halted by an unseen force. A crackle of magic rippled against the doorframe, like chains pulled taut.

He grimaced, breath unsteady. “It seems,” he said, “that wanting is no longer optional. For either of us.”

Kael hated the way those words scraped along his spine.
Hated how they sounded like truth.
The demon lifted his head again, and for a moment the molten color in his eyes softened into something unbearably gentle.

“I am not here to harm you,” he said. “I am here because you were alone... and the world heard it.”

Kael’s throat tightened.
Heat pricked at the corners of his vision—not tears, not fear, but something heavier: the weight of being seen too clearly, too intimately.
He stepped backward until he hit the far wall. “You can’t stay here.”

The demon’s voice dipped, quiet and almost apologetic.

“I can’t leave.”

Kael’s heart sank.

Because even before he could fully process the fear, the implications, the violation of magic, he felt it—the pressure, the warmth, the unmistakable pull between their bodies.

A connection that throbbed like a second heartbeat.

The Proximity Binding.

Kael whispered, “What have you done to me?”

The demon shook his head slowly. “Nothing. Not yet.”

Before Kael could react, footsteps echoed down the hall.
Two sets—one steady, one deceptively light.
Astrael.
Riven.
The demon inhaled sharply, eyes glowing brighter.

“They’re coming,” he murmured. “And when they see me... you will not be the only one who changes.”

The door swung wider at the sound of Astrael’s voice outside.

And the demon looked at Kael the way someone looks at a miracle they shouldn’t have believed in.

“Kael,” he whispered, “I am your demon now.”

The door finished opening.

Astrael and Riven stood in the threshold.

And everything broke open.
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Chapter 2 — The Demon Who Could Not Leave
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Astrael was the first to move.

His silver eyes swept over the room, assessing threat, assessing magic, assessing Kael—always Kael—before landing on the demon standing trapped in the doorway. The air cooled instantly, that particular, silent fury of his settling around the room like frost on glass.

“What,” Astrael said, voice gentle in a way that meant nothing good, “is this?”

Riven stepped in behind him, hand already on the hilt of his blade, body angled forward—not reckless, but ready. Golden lines flickered to life under his skin, the faint glow of his power responding to perceived danger. “Kael. Why is there a demon in your room?”

Kael tried to speak.
Astrael did not let him.
“A better question,” Astrael said, taking one measured step forward, “is why the demon cannot cross that mark on the floor.”

Kael hadn’t noticed the faint shimmering line until Astrael pointed to it—a thin ring of gold and black magic fused together at the threshold, pulsing like a heartbeat.

The demon gave Astrael a small, almost apologetic smile. “I am bound.”

“By what?” Astrael demanded.

“By him,” the demon answered simply, nodding once toward Kael.

Riven stiffened. “Bound how?”

“Through desire,” the demon said. “Through need.”

Astrael’s eyes snapped to Kael—sharp, cutting, but laced with a deeper emotion Kael couldn’t name. Hurt, maybe. Fear, definitely.

Kael raised his hands, palms open. “I didn’t do anything. I don’t know how he’s tied to me.”

“You wished,” the demon murmured.

Riven’s head whipped around. “He what?”

Kael groaned. “Not aloud. And not—specific. I was tired. I said something stupid.”

Astrael stalked toward the threshold, stopping mere inches from the demon.
The demon straightened, not in challenge—more in instinctive caution.
Astrael extended a hand as though touching the boundary.

Magic crackled.
The room brightened.
The floor pulsed.
The demon winced—but didn’t move back.
Astrael lowered his hand and exhaled slowly.
“It’s not demonic magic,” Astrael said, eyes narrowing. “It’s Vowfire residual. I can feel the signature of our last burn.”

Kael swallowed hard. “So this... is our fault.”

The demon laughed softly. “Not fault. Fate.”

Riven stepped forward abruptly. “You don’t get to speak about fate when you’re standing in our doorway like a threat.”

The demon tilted his head. “If I meant harm, you would already be on the ground, bleeding.”

Riven stepped closer. “Is that a promise?”

Kael moved before he thought—instinct, fear, something deeper—putting a hand on Riven’s arm.
Riven looked at him.
And Kael realized something horrible:
the demon reacted too.
The moment Kael touched Riven, the demon’s breath caught, as though Kael had touched him instead.
His eyes flared brighter, molten gold streaking through red.
Astrael saw it instantly.
“Don’t move,” he told them sharply.
Riven froze.
Kael froze.
Astrael circled the demon, studying every flicker of expression, every shimmer of aura.

“Kael touches Riven,” Astrael murmured, “and you react.”

The demon gritted his teeth, barely nodding.

Riven’s brows drew together. “So the bond—”

“Goes both ways,” Astrael finished, quiet, dangerous. “His emotions bleed into Kael. And Kael’s touch bleeds into him.”

Kael’s chest tightened. “So what I feel—”

“—he feels,” Astrael confirmed.

Kael’s mouth went dry. “And what he feels...”

The demon met his gaze.

It was like staring into a living flame—hungry, lonely, yearning so hard it felt like heartbreak in the shape of a man.

“Yes,” the demon whispered.
“You feel it too.”
Riven stepped between them instantly, hand pressed to Kael’s chest as if shielding him. “Enough. We break the bond.”

“You can’t,” the demon said softly. “Not without hurting him.”

Astrael swung toward him. “Explain.”

The demon looked at Kael again—not threatening, not smug, but unbearably gentle.
“His heart called for something,” he said. “I am the answer to that call. Remove me, and you tear the wish out by the root.”
Kael felt sick. “So I doomed us.”

Riven grabbed his arm. “No. Not you. Magic. It’s always magic.”

But the demon shook his head.
“No.”
He lifted his hand, fingers brushing the boundary that kept him locked in place.
“It was loneliness.”
Kael’s breath stopped.

Astrael’s jaw tightened.

Riven’s eyes darkened in pain.

Kael whispered, “I wasn’t lonely.”

And all three of them, even the demon, looked at him with the same expression.

You were.

The silence was heavy.
Dragging.
Astrael broke it, but his voice was softer now, low and almost human in its vulnerability.

“What do you want?” Astrael asked the demon.

The demon hesitated—just enough to show he was afraid of answering.

Then he looked Kael in the eyes, and said the truth.

“To stay.”

Astrael inhaled sharply.
Riven cursed under his breath.
Kael’s pulse kicked painfully against his ribs.
The demon stepped forward instinctively—

And the binding snapped tight, magic crackling, sparks scattering from his skin.

He gasped, falling to one knee.

Astrael reached out on reflex—then pulled his hand back.

Riven looked torn, as though instinct screamed to help but pride refused.

Kael moved first.

He didn’t think.
He didn’t plan.
He touched the demon’s shoulder.

A pulse of gold and red light exploded beneath his hand—warm, familiar, deeply wrong and deeply right all at once.

The demon inhaled sharply, eyes fluttering.

Astrael cursed. “Kael—”

Riven whispered, “He needed you.”

The demon lifted his gaze, voice rough with the shock of relief.

“I cannot leave,” he whispered. “Not the room. Not the bond. Not...”
He swallowed.
“...not you.”
Kael’s hand trembled on his shoulder.

The demon trembled beneath it.

And Astrael, voice barely audible, spoke the truth none of them wanted to face:

“Then we are no longer three.”

Kael’s heart pounded.

Riven exhaled shakily.

The demon closed his eyes.

“And nothing,” Astrael finished, “will ever be the same.”
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