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CHAPTER ONE: THE SEAM OF SILENCE
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Zaria's knees were bruised against cold obsidian, each breath a silent hymn to pain. She didn’t dare shift. The sanctum demanded stillness, and the gold-sewn seams across her lips pulsed with the threat of betrayal. Magic swirled in the air, thick as incense, tasting of old gods and forsaken oaths. Outside, the bells tolled midnight. Within, her heart beat like a drum summoning war.

She had woven silence into her own flesh. Not out of cowardice. Not even fear. But because the secret buried in her tongue could burn kingdoms. And they would kill her for it. Or worse—make her speak.

Zaria stared ahead, unblinking. She had long since taught herself not to cry, not to flinch, not to give anything away. Not even when her body betrayed her. Hunger had twisted her ribs into shadows. Exhaustion gnawed at her spine. Yet her eyes remained a clear, endless gray—like storm clouds preparing to break but never yielding.

The chains around her wrists had long since rubbed raw, but she no longer noticed. Only the silence mattered. Sacred. Terrible. Unbroken.

The heavy door creaked open behind her.

She didn’t turn.

Footsteps. Slow, deliberate. Each one echoed like a heartbeat into the hollow air.

“Zaria.”

His voice was silk dipped in poison.

Her lashes fluttered, once. She hated how it made her blood heat. Hated that his voice, of all things, could slip beneath her skin like a lover’s hand.

She felt him before she saw him. The air shifted, the temperature dropping even as her body flushed. Daemon had that effect on people. On rooms. On reality itself.

“Inquisitor Daemon,” one of the acolytes murmured reverently behind him. “She hasn’t spoken in—”

“She won’t,” Daemon cut in, voice calm. “But her body will.”

The door shut again.

Silence thickened.

His boots appeared in her peripheral vision, polished black, laced with silver sigils that pulsed faintly. Ritual shoes. He knelt slowly in front of her, his presence overwhelming. The scent of burned cloves, leather, and something darker — ancient fire, maybe — wrapped around her.

Zaria’s lips twitched, a barely perceptible pulse beneath the stitched gold. She had prepared for pain. But not for him.

Daemon tilted his head, his eyes raking her body. His gaze didn’t leer. It dissected. Consumed. Understood.

“You stitched your own mouth shut,” he said quietly, as if marveling at the art. “What did you bury, girl? What power do you protect with such devotion?”

She met his eyes.

Mistake.

His irises weren’t natural. One silver, one onyx, both glimmering with runes. Her magic reacted instinctively, pulsing beneath her skin, but the chains dampened it. The sanctum was built to strip her power. But not her will.

Daemon reached out, brushing his fingers along the seam of her lips. Gold shimmered where he touched, humming softly.

“You’ve made yourself a temple,” he murmured, “and I intend to worship at your altar.”

She jerked back. Or tried to. His hand caught her throat.

Not hard. Not yet.

“Zaria. I’m not here to hurt you.”

Liar.

“I’m here to understand you.”

Worse.

He released her. Stood slowly. Walked a circle around her kneeling form like a hunter sizing up a snared beast. She felt him behind her before his fingers slipped into her hair. Twisting it, slowly.

“I’ve broken countless witches,” he whispered near her ear. “Screamed secrets from behind their teeth. Begged them open. Ripped truths from their throats.”

She shivered despite herself.

“But never one like you.”

He tugged. Her head tilted back, baring her neck. His mouth brushed her throat—hot breath against her pulse.

“Why does your silence taste like prophecy?”

Zaria didn’t flinch.

But her body responded.

Daemon’s tongue flicked the base of her throat, soft as a kiss. She gasped through her nose, hips shifting involuntarily. Heat bloomed at the pit of her belly, shameful and sharp.

He chuckled against her skin. “Ah. There you are.”

His hands moved down her shoulders, thumbs grazing the edges of her shift. Rough fabric fell away with a whisper, leaving her chest bare to the air and his eyes.

He stepped in front of her again.

She didn’t try to cover herself. Wouldn’t give him that satisfaction.

He knelt once more. Stared at her breasts. Not with hunger. With reverence.

He leaned forward and flicked his tongue over one nipple.

Her breath hitched.

He did it again. Then sucked. Hard.

Her body jerked.

“You’re singing now,” he whispered, teeth grazing her. “In a language only I can hear.”

He dragged his tongue lower. Her ribs, her stomach. She trembled, muscles tense with restraint.

He reached between her legs. Parted her gently.

She tried to shift away. He caught her thighs and held her still.

“You want to stay silent? Fine. Let your body confess instead.”

His mouth replaced his hand.

Zaria bit her lip hard. The golden thread pulsed angrily, magic recoiling at the intensity of sensation.

He licked her slowly. Patiently. Like reading an ancient spell aloud, savoring each line. She felt her thighs shaking, tears burning behind her eyes from the effort to remain quiet.

Daemon’s fingers slid inside her.

She gasped.

He worked her with precision, a scholar’s discipline layered beneath a sadist’s glee. Every stroke dragged pleasure higher and higher through her core, and still she fought to stay silent.

When she came, she did it violently. Her entire body bowed. A cry ripped through her throat—

But her lips didn’t part.

Daemon pulled back, panting. His face glistened. His fingers wet.

He stared at her. A mixture of triumph and hunger in his gaze.

“You didn’t break.”

She glared at him, chest heaving.

He stood. Unbuttoned his shirt. Tossed it aside.

Scars marked his chest. Not wounds. Glyphs. Intricate runes carved into his flesh like armor.

“Let’s see how long you last,” he said, unbuckling his belt.

Zaria didn’t flinch.

He pulled her to her feet, lifted her onto the altar behind them. It was cold stone, slick with sweat now.

Her legs opened for him.

She hated that she let them.

He entered her slowly.

Her mind screamed.

Her body melted.

He filled her with a steady pressure that stole breath, that made her whole body stretch around him. She clenched her fists as he began to move, slow and brutal, hips snapping forward with possessive intent.

“This is worship,” he whispered. “Your body is a cathedral. And I am your sin.”

He fucked her like a revelation. Each thrust a psalm. Each groan a blasphemy.

She clawed at the altar. She bled from her lips.

But she didn’t speak.

When she came again, her body trembled violently. The gold seam cracked.

Daemon kissed her then — not on her lips, but her heart. His mouth over her pulse.

And whispered: “We’re only beginning.”

Zaria lay back on the altar, lips glistening with blood, heart a thunderclap, thighs slick with her truth.

He had not made her speak.

But he had heard her.

And the silence was no longer her own.
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CHAPTER TWO: THE CONFESSION OF FLESH
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The seam bled in silence.

A single droplet of blood kissed Zaria’s chin, thick and golden-red where the thread had cracked. She lay on the altar in the aftermath of something primal—half-forgotten, half-etched into her bones. Her thighs trembled with the memory of him, with the unwelcome truth of pleasure. The sanctum air had grown colder in the absence of his body, but the heat he’d poured into her pulsed stubbornly in her core.

She should’ve felt triumph. She hadn’t screamed. Hadn’t begged. Hadn’t uttered a single word. The spell still held.

But the crack remained.

Daemon had touched her silence with something darker than pain. He’d offered worship. And something worse—recognition.

She was still on the altar, arms folded beneath her, bare to the sanctum’s flickering candlelight, when she sensed his return. No footsteps this time. No sound. Just a shift in the magic, the way the room sucked in air like lungs preparing to scream.

“Still silent,” he murmured.

She turned her face away.

He crossed the chamber and stood at her side. His chest was bare, shadows dancing across his runes. He’d washed, or maybe time itself had devoured the evidence of what he’d done to her. What they’d done together.

“I’ve interrogated murderers, gods, fae princes... none of them lasted the night,” he said, his voice low, conversational. “You? You came, bled, cracked... and still you’re sealed.”

He trailed a fingertip down her sternum.

“I wonder if you understand the beauty in your defiance.”

Zaria sat up slowly, eyes never leaving his. Her lips burned. Magic surged beneath the seam, trying to heal, to hold. The spell had fed on years of silence. But it had never known desire.

And Daemon?

He was desire made flesh.

She swung her legs over the altar, sitting now, still nude, unashamed. He didn’t reach for her. He waited.

“You want to protect something,” he said finally. “Something older than shame. Older than fear.”

She nodded once.

His smile sharpened. “Good. Then I’ll show you mine.”

Daemon turned from her and knelt. Not in supplication—but in ritual. He spread his arms. Whispered words in a language that made her bones ache. The runes on his back—long hidden—lit with slow-burning silver.

“Come closer,” he whispered, not turning.

Zaria slid off the altar. Her feet touched the stone like a whisper. She moved toward him slowly, cautiously, watching the patterns glowing along his spine. They pulsed like heartbeats.

She placed a hand on his shoulder.

The chamber shuddered.

He turned to face her then—not with aggression, but invitation. His hand lifted toward her lips.

“I want to touch the seam,” he said. “Not to rip. Not to harm. Just to... understand it.”

Zaria searched his eyes. The silver one gleamed with truth. The black with danger.

She nodded.

His fingers brushed her mouth.

The thread glowed beneath his touch. A pulse of her magic surged into his skin. His eyes widened.

“Oh,” he breathed. “You stitched not to conceal. But to... bind.”

She nodded again, slowly.

“What does it hold?”

She stared into him. And then, trembling, she lifted his hand and pressed his palm to her heart.

Daemon froze.

And for a long, long moment... he simply listened.

His breath hitched.

“You didn’t seal a secret,” he whispered. “You sealed a being.”

Zaria’s hands closed around his wrists. She met his gaze with feral intensity.

Inside her chest, something stirred.

It wasn’t a secret.

It was a voice.

Older than language. Louder than the wind.

Daemon stepped back, staggering.

“You... you contain it.”

She nodded once.

And then the air shifted again.

Not from Daemon. Not from her.

From the thing inside her.

A low vibration thrummed through the sanctum. Candles flickered violently. The stone beneath their feet cracked.

The gold seam glowed like molten sunlight.

Daemon swore under his breath. “You weren’t just hiding it. You were starving it.”

Zaria clutched her stomach, falling to her knees. Her mouth burned. The spell was weakening. Desire had fed the hunger within.

Daemon knelt beside her, hands gripping her shoulders. “What happens if it escapes?”

She looked up, eyes wide.

He understood.

The world burns.

He grabbed her face. “Then don’t let go.”

She tried to nod.

But her body was betraying her.

Daemon kissed her. Hard.

Not gentle. Not tender. A claim. A challenge. His tongue pressed against the seam, and magic sparked between them. The gold flared. And the thing inside her screamed.

Her body responded with another shuddering rush of wet heat. Her thighs opened for him instinctively. He lowered her to the cracked stone, dragging her beneath him.

“I have to anchor you,” he growled. “Now. Before it breaks through.”

She didn’t argue.

Couldn’t.

Her hands grabbed his shoulders, nails raking runes.

He entered her in one thrust.

The room exploded in soundless light.

This wasn’t sex.

It was a ritual.

His hips moved like a chant. Her moans vibrated behind sealed lips, body arching to meet him stroke for stroke. Magic bled from her skin, sinking into his. They glowed together, runes pulsing in unison.

“Zaria,” he gasped, thrusting deeper, harder, filling her to the hilt. “Hold the line.”

She clawed at his back, and the gold thread split a little more.

Inside her, the voice laughed.

Daemon wrapped one hand around her throat, the other gripping her thigh. He fucked her like a prayer, like a punishment, like he could force the creature back with nothing but flesh and will.

And it worked.

The magic stabilized.

Zaria cried out silently as another climax ripped through her. Her whole body convulsed.

Daemon followed with a groan, his release hot and heavy inside her.

They lay together, bodies slick, breathing hard.

The seam had cracked halfway.

But the thing within had gone still.

For now.

Daemon brushed sweat from her brow. “I didn’t come here to fall into your madness.”

She stared up at him.

He smiled faintly.

“But I think it’s too late.”

Zaria closed her eyes.

She didn’t need to speak.

Her silence had already confessed more than words ever could.
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CHAPTER THREE: THE TASTE OF UNRAVELING
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The sanctum no longer slept.

Its walls whispered now, threads of old magic humming in nervous waves, uneasy in the presence of something awakened. The candles had melted into pools of wax, forgotten. Cracks etched the obsidian floor like veins beneath the skin of the world, pulsing faintly with golden light. Something old was shifting. Something sealed no longer accepted its prison.

Zaria sat at the edge of the altar, fingers trembling as she traced the seam of gold stitched into her lips. The edges of her mouth ached—more than physical pain. It was as if every thread unraveling threatened to tear open not just flesh, but soul.

Daemon stood with his back to her, bare from the waist up. His body bore the aftermath of their communion. Her fingernails had dragged across his spine, blood tracing over runes that pulsed with an unnatural rhythm. He was quieter than usual, contemplative. Almost reverent.

“You didn’t break,” he murmured, his voice echoing through the quiet. “But something inside you did.”

Zaria watched him, unblinking.

He turned. His mismatched eyes found her immediately. Silver and black—opposite truths clashing in one man. One tormentor. One reluctant protector.

He moved toward her, unhurried.

“What you hold... it doesn’t just want out.” His voice was softer now. “It wants to be known.”

She didn’t move. Didn’t nod.

But he saw the truth in her eyes.

He reached for her, cupping her chin. “Let me see it.”

A refusal pulsed through her, stiffening her spine.

But then...

She opened her mouth—just enough.

The golden seam strained. Threads whined under pressure, glowing hot. Her breath hissed out in pained bursts through her nose. Magic sparked around her like stars collapsing.

Daemon didn’t flinch. He leaned in, eyes narrowed, watching the threads pulse.

And then he touched the crack.

The sanctum screamed.

Light burst from her lips, blinding and raw. It didn’t take shape, not fully, but it moved. A swirl of gold and shadow, too fast to catch, too angry to name. The force knocked Daemon back across the chamber. He hit the far wall with a grunt, runes flaring to absorb the impact.

Zaria collapsed to her knees.

The creature had tasted freedom.

It would not forget.

Daemon groaned, pushing himself up, blood dripping from his temple.

“Godsdamn,” he muttered. “You’re housing a celestial.”

She looked up at him, heart pounding.

“A fallen celestial,” he clarified, wiping blood with the back of his hand. “Bound to flesh. That’s what you sealed. That’s what’s been fucking you from the inside all this time.”

She bristled.

“I’m not wrong,” he said darkly. “It wants you. And not in the gentle way.”

He crossed to her again, slower this time. He extended a hand, hesitated.

Then, softer: “Let me help you cage it.”

Zaria stared at him. There were no words she could offer. But her silence had grown heavier. Charged. As though it demanded more than consent.

He helped her up, their bodies close. His thumb brushed her cheek, and again, she hated how her body leaned into him, seeking his heat, his touch, his command.

He turned her around slowly, until her back pressed against his chest. His hand wrapped around her waist. The other lifted to the base of her throat.

“You want me to help?” he asked, voice a whisper of temptation. “Then I need access.”

She stiffened.

“I need to reach the center of the binding,” he explained. “The core seal. It’s not in your mouth. It’s deeper.”

His hand drifted lower.

She gasped.

Daemon kissed the side of her neck. “The spell you cast... you didn’t seal it in your voice.”

His fingers found the curve between her thighs.

“You sealed it in your pleasure.”

Her knees buckled. He caught her, lowering her to the stone with reverent ease. She lay back, trembling, lips trembling against the strain of the thread. Her thighs parted on instinct. No longer just lust—this was necessity. Survival.

Daemon knelt between them, eyes darkening with something almost holy.

“Forgive me,” he whispered. “But your body is the vault. And I need to break in.”

He entered her slowly, with aching control. Her head fell back, golden seams glowing hot. The runes on his skin lit in response, as though the entire sanctum recognized the ritual.

Zaria arched beneath him, panting, clawing at the stone.

He thrust deeper. A rhythm not born of pleasure, but of unlocking. Each movement dug into the magic. Drew it forth. The seal responded violently, her lips glowing so bright they nearly burned.

“Give it to me,” he groaned. “Let it open.”

Her back bowed.

Her mouth parted.

The seam split.

Not completely.

But wide enough.

A sound escaped her—not a scream. Not a word.

A note.

It rang through the chamber like a siren’s cry—long, mournful, beautiful, and terrible.

Daemon froze mid-thrust, shuddering.

The sound tore through him, curling around his heart.

The voice of the fallen celestial. Whispered in her pleasure.

Zaria came with a convulsion, eyes glowing, tears streaming down her cheeks. The gold threads burst at one corner of her mouth, blood blooming down her chin. The seal had not broken. But it had bled.

Daemon came too, collapsing atop her, panting, spent.

For a long time, neither moved.

And then, softly, she whispered a single word.

Not a name.

Not a confession.

But a promise.

Daemon’s eyes widened.

He kissed her without speaking.

The voice within her was silent once more.

But now, it watched.

And it waited.
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CHAPTER FOUR: THE WAKING BLADE
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The floor was cold against her spine, but Zaria no longer felt the discomfort. Her nerves were too raw, her soul too unstitched. The broken seam at the edge of her mouth still throbbed, a warning pulse that something ancient and dangerous had stirred. It wasn’t just her lips that had begun to unravel—it was everything that had kept the darkness within her caged.

Daemon lay beside her, silent for once. His chest rose and fell with slow, calculated control, but she could feel the tension humming through his body like coiled steel. He hadn't spoken since the note left her mouth, that eerie, beautiful sound not born of language but memory—memory of another world, of wings that had burned, of light that had turned upon itself.

The celestial inside her had tasted freedom. And it hungered.

Zaria sat up slowly. Her body ached in places that felt holy, defiled, and made anew. The magic inside her was louder now, no longer content to hum beneath her skin. It curled up her spine like smoke, licked behind her eyes, whispered temptations against her thoughts. Every breath she took felt like an argument between her and the creature.

Not yet.
Not now.
Stay bound.
Daemon stirred beside her. He propped himself on one elbow and studied her. His eyes, always too sharp, were unreadable.

“You’re not the only one that woke up,” he said quietly.

Zaria’s gaze snapped to him.

He touched the runes on his chest, and for a moment, they flickered—brighter than before. Not silver. Not red. A deeper, more ancient gold, matching the glow of her broken seam.

“When the voice touched me...” He paused. “It didn’t just speak. It marked me.”

Zaria moved closer, her fingers tracing one of the altered glyphs. It pulsed under her touch, as if answering her presence. Her brows furrowed, lips pressed tightly to keep the pain from showing.

He caught her wrist gently. “What is it doing to you now?”

She hesitated.

Then reached for the dagger hidden in the folds of cloth near the altar. The blade was ceremonial—obsidian kissed with runes—and when she pressed the tip to her palm and sliced, the blood that welled wasn’t red.

It was gold.

Daemon’s expression didn’t change, but his breath stilled.

Zaria let the blood drip onto the altar.

The stone shivered.

And then, slowly, the entire sanctum responded.

Chains hanging from the ceiling rattled. The flickering candles burned blue. And from beneath the altar, a faint chime sounded—like a bell struck in another realm.

A circle carved itself into the floor beneath her feet. The lines glowed.

Daemon stood instantly, his hand at the dagger at his belt. Not attacking. Just ready.

Zaria didn’t move. She stood within the circle as the magic wrapped around her legs, her waist, her chest, caressing and binding her in ways that felt too intimate. She could hear the voice inside her now—clearer.

It wasn’t threatening.

It was remembering.

“I was once a blade,” the voice said in her mind. “I was once light. I was once truth. You sealed me in flesh. But I was never meant to be caged.”

Daemon stepped closer, cautious. “What’s happening?”

Zaria looked at him, her lips parting.

A new seam glimmered, not of gold, but of shadow, stretching across her chest—right above her heart. The celestial was shifting again, moving. Taking root in places that had been untouched.

Daemon saw it too. “It’s changing your body.”

She nodded once.

He growled, low. “Then we need to bind it before it spreads further.”

She stepped out of the circle.

The glowing runes vanished as she did. The air thickened again, falling back into stillness.

Daemon grabbed her shoulders. “You said you stitched your lips to keep it in. But that’s not enough anymore. You need more. Stronger wards. Or...”

She pulled away gently.

Or it would consume her.

He didn’t say the words. He didn’t have to.

She knew.

Zaria turned, walking slowly toward the high wall at the far end of the sanctum. There, carved into obsidian, were the names of those who’d summoned and sealed beings like the one she carried. Some had died in silence. Some had screamed. All had failed.

Daemon followed her, watching every move.

She placed her bloody palm against the wall.

A door opened.

Not one visible. Not made
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