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CHAPTER ONE – THE FROZEN OATH
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The storm had no mercy tonight.

Snow lashed against the trees like knives, each flake a sharpened shard from the gods above, sent to scour the forsaken lands of Eira. Beneath that ruthless sky, Tristan Vale stood still at the edge of a frozen lake, unmoving, a phantom clad in wolfskin and ash. Wind tore at his cloak, the furs snarling like beasts at his back, but he didn’t flinch. The cold didn’t touch him anymore. Not after everything he’d lost. Not after the kingdom he bled for branded him a traitor and exiled him like a common criminal.

His eyes were distant, pale blue like frostbitten steel, locked on nothing and everything all at once. Every breath he exhaled steamed like the memory of something warm—something he could no longer name. The woods behind him whispered, creaking beneath the weight of snow, and the world lay quiet except for the wind and the roar inside his own chest.

Then the ice cracked.

Not a subtle shift, not a gentle warning. It screamed. A jagged snarl that cut through the air and yanked his head toward the sound. His hand went instantly to the hilt at his side—old reflexes he couldn’t unlearn. But what he saw wasn’t an enemy.

It was a girl. No—a woman.

She burst through the ice like a curse, plunging into the frozen black beneath with a splash so violent it stole the breath from his lungs. Red scarf. Pale hands. The glint of metal at her throat. She didn't scream. Just sank.

And with no thought, no hesitation, Tristan moved.

He lunged across the ice, each step calculated, brutal, focused. His boots cracked through the thinner edge and he dropped to his knees, punching through the crust with a dagger. Water surged upward like blood from a wound. He plunged both arms into the dark and felt the bite of ice down to his bones. Nothing. Deeper. Then—skin.

Soft. Cold. Alive.

He dragged her up, drenched and coughing, pale as the snow. Her body was limp in his arms, but her lips were moving, trying to form a word through the frost clinging to them.

“Tristan...”

The name landed like a blow.

He stared at her face, hair clinging to her cheeks in wet strands, blood on her temple, breath ragged. He knew those eyes. That voice. That fire.

“Elira.”

Years had passed since he’d seen her. The child he once swore to protect. The girl with defiant eyes and too much silence in her soul. She wasn’t a girl anymore.

He carried her through the woods, not stopping once, not looking back. The snowstorm howled its fury but he didn’t feel it. Her weight was nothing in his arms. Not compared to the weight of the past crashing back into his chest.

Inside his cabin, heat bloomed from the hearth, logs crackling as he kicked the door open with his boot and brought her inside. He laid her down on the furs in front of the fire, tearing off the soaked scarf and cloak. Her skin was turning blue beneath the fabric. Wet cotton clung to her breasts, rising and falling with shallow breaths. The firelight played across her body in wicked shadows, and he tried not to look. But gods, she had changed.

He stripped her fast, with urgency, not lust. Wet fabric peeled away, revealing curves that didn’t belong to a memory but to a storm. Bruises marred her thighs. A scar cut across her ribs. She groaned as he pulled the last of her blouse away, and her hand shot up, grabbing his wrist with surprising strength.

Her eyes opened.

And there it was. That fury. That impossible heat.

“You,” she rasped. “You bastard.”

Tristan didn’t move. Just stared at her.

“You left me,” she said, voice breaking like a blade ground to the hilt. “You fucking left me.”

“I was exiled,” he growled.

“You swore to protect me.”

“I swore to protect a child. You’re not her anymore.”

She laughed, bitter and raw. “No. I’m worse.”

She tried to sit up. Her body shuddered, legs folding awkwardly beneath her, and he reached for her instinctively—but she slapped his hand away.

“Don’t touch me unless you mean it.”

His jaw tightened. Heat flared low in his gut, sudden and unwelcome.

“I dragged myself out of that kingdom,” she said. “Through fire, through filth, through men who wanted to break me. And I never did. You were supposed to be my shield. You were supposed to kill for me. But you vanished. You ran.”

“I didn’t run.”

“You buried yourself. In snow. In silence. Like a coward.”

He closed the distance between them in a single breath. His hands planted on either side of her, caging her in. “You think I’m a coward?”

Her breath hitched. Her mouth trembled. But her eyes didn’t flinch. “Prove me wrong.”

He didn’t kiss her. Not yet. He stared. Took her in. The rise of her chest. The scent of storm on her skin. The bite of cold still clinging to her nipples, hard and peaked. She was trembling, half from fury, half from whatever storm still lived inside her.

“I dreamed of you,” she whispered. “All these years. I dreamed of the man who swore to protect me. The man who called me little flame. The man who broke every man who looked at me wrong. And now I find you here... caged. Quiet. Alone. You’re not him anymore.”

He grabbed her chin, hard. Forced her eyes to meet his.

“Don’t mistake silence for weakness.”

“Then show me.”

He slammed his mouth to hers.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t sweet. It was years of rage and longing unleashed in a single clash of lips and teeth. She tasted like blood and winter. Her fingers clawed at his shoulders, pulling him closer, dragging him down with her onto the furs. His body pressed against hers, every muscle taut, every inch of him braced like he might snap.

She moaned into his mouth, a sound that shattered something inside him. He gripped her wrists and pinned them above her head, his breath ragged, his mouth trailing down her throat.

“Say it,” he growled.

“Say what?”

“Say you’re mine.”

“I’m not,” she whispered. “But you can try to make me.”

His teeth grazed her collarbone. She arched. Her thighs parted, curling around his hips, and he ground against her, hard and aching. Her skin burned under his touch, and the scar on his chest pulsed with something ancient. Magic. Memory. The vow.

Her nails dug into his back as he bit her lip. She gasped. He pulled her hair, dragging her head back so he could kiss the curve of her throat, the hollow where her pulse raced like a war drum. Her hips rolled, friction building, and he hissed against her skin.

“You’ll break,” he said.

“Then break me.”

He thrust his hand between her thighs, felt the heat, the slickness. She was ready. Furious and wet and begging with her body even as her eyes glared up at him like she’d stab him the moment she got the chance.

She wrapped her legs tighter around him and bucked her hips up.

“Do it,” she snarled. “Or I’ll do it myself.”

His control snapped.

He plunged inside her with a brutal growl, teeth bared, breath shattered. She gasped, then moaned, then bit his shoulder as her body welcomed him, clenched around him, owned him.

He thrust deep, hard, over and over, her cries growing louder, needier, until they were nothing but noise and fire and fury tangled together. Her back arched. Her head dropped back. And then she came, screaming his name like a curse, like a brand, like a vow renewed.

He followed her over the edge with a shout, burying himself deep, emptying all the years of rage and desire into her body until he collapsed, panting, his face buried in her hair.

They lay there in silence.

His heart thundered against her chest.

And when she finally spoke, it was soft.

“Now you remember.”

He didn’t answer.

But he knew the truth.

He would never forget again.
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CHAPTER TWO – HER FIRE, HIS RUIN
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Tristan rose before the sun did.

The fire had burned low, casting little more than shadows across the tangled mess of limbs and fur. His body ached in places he’d forgotten could feel. But it wasn’t the physical pain that made him move—it was the gnawing truth that still clung to the air like smoke: she was here. Elira. Real. Alive. And everything he tried to bury.

She was curled beside him, one arm flung over his chest, dark hair tangled across his throat like a noose. Her breathing was even, lips slightly parted. There was something both innocent and cruel about her like this. Peaceful. Unarmed. But even now, asleep and spent, she was dangerous. A flame without mercy. His ruin, wrapped in silence.

He shifted gently, moving her arm from his chest. Her body stirred, but she didn’t wake. The bruises on her thighs had deepened, vivid against pale skin. He winced at the sight, at the thought that he’d lost himself inside her so fast, so violently, without apology. But she hadn’t asked for softness. She’d asked to be remembered.

He pulled on a tunic, laced his boots, and stepped into the snow-blanketed world beyond the door. Morning crept along the edges of the mountains, icy blue and gray. Crows circled high in the trees, watching like sentinels.

He didn’t make it ten paces before he heard her.

“You always did run in the mornings.”

Tristan turned.

Elira stood barefoot in the snow, a fur cloak clutched around her shoulders. She was still naked beneath it, legs bare, nipples taut against the cold. The cloak dwarfed her, but the way she stood—chin lifted, spine straight—was a challenge he’d never known how to ignore.

“You should be resting,” he said.

She stepped closer, snow crunching under her feet. “You should be explaining.”

“I owe you nothing.”

Her eyes darkened. “You owe me everything.”

He clenched his jaw, fists curling at his sides. “What do you want, Elira?”

She stopped just in front of him. “I want you to come back.”

“No.”

“To fight.”

“No.”

“To kill, then.”

That gave him pause. Her eyes glittered, not with tears, but with ice. There was blood behind them—memories of horrors she hadn’t yet spoken of. And he knew. Somewhere deep in his gut, he knew that what brought her here wasn’t some foolish hope of rekindled loyalty. It was vengeance. And he could feel its weight pressing between them like a third presence.

“Who?” he asked.

Her smile was slow. Bitter. “The ones who murdered my brother. The ones who wear the crown now. The ones who hunted me like prey.”

“You’re the heir.”

“I was the secret,” she corrected. “The bastard flame born of scandal and prophecy. But my brother was the heart of the realm. They gutted him and wore his ribs like thrones.”

Tristan looked away. He could still remember Prince Calen—Elira’s brother—young and bold and foolish. A friend. A king in the making. And now...

“You shouldn’t have come,” he said.

“I made a vow,” she whispered. “One last vow, Tristan. I made it with blood. With my brother’s dying breath still on my tongue. And you—” She stepped close, placed a hand against his chest. “You swore to protect me. I’m calling it in.”

“That was a child’s vow.”

“No.” Her fingers gripped his tunic. “It was a sacred one. Made with power. You bound yourself to me with magic that day, whether you meant to or not. I’m your claim. Your fire.”

He caught her wrist. His eyes burned into hers. “Don’t use those words.”

“But they’re true.”

She was too close again. She was always too close. He could smell the smoke in her hair, the ash of kingdoms long dead, the hint of her body still clinging to his skin.

“Is this what you’ve become?” he asked. “A woman who weaponizes what we were?”

She smiled. “No, Commander. I’m the woman who will burn down the kingdom that broke us. And I’m offering you the match.”

He didn’t let go. He couldn’t.

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Or maybe you like hiding in snow while others fight for your justice.”

He growled and shoved her back against a tree, one arm braced beside her head. Her breath hitched, her mouth parted.

“You think this is a game?” he hissed.

“No.” Her hand slid down his chest. “I think it’s the only thing real we’ve ever had.”

His mouth was on hers before he could stop himself. The kiss was brutal. She bit his lip, and he tasted blood, hers or his, he didn’t know. Her legs wrapped around his waist, and he slammed her against the bark, pressing into her like the last piece of himself had just snapped.

“You drive me mad,” he rasped.

“I hope it hurts.”

He shoved the cloak aside, his hands finding her heat, already slick, already waiting. She gasped as he pushed two fingers inside her, her back arching, eyes wild. Snow swirled around them like ghosts, and her moans echoed through the trees.

“You want vengeance,” he said against her throat. “But you also want this.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I want it all.”

He slid into her with a rough groan, her body tight, clutching him like it never wanted to let go. Her nails raked down his back. Their breath steamed in the cold. Their rhythm was fast, raw, desperate. His hand wrapped around her throat, not enough to choke, but enough to remind her she was his, even if she didn’t admit it.

Her climax came like thunder, legs shaking, cries strangled against his mouth. He followed seconds later, shuddering against her, forehead pressed to hers.

They stayed like that for a long moment, wrapped in heat and ruin.

Then she whispered, voice raw and ragged, “Come back with me. If not for the realm... then for me.”

His silence said too much.

She slid down from his arms, wrapping the cloak back around her. Her eyes searched his face, and this time, there was no fury. Just sadness.

“I’ll leave in the morning,” she said softly. “With or without you.”

She turned and walked back toward the cabin, her footprints disappearing behind her as the snow continued to fall.

Tristan didn’t follow.

But for the first time in years, he wanted to.
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CHAPTER THREE – THE WOLF’S MERCY
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Tristan sat at the edge of the lake long after Elira’s footprints had vanished into the snow.

The storm had calmed, but inside him, the winds had only just begun. Her voice clung to him like smoke, her taste still ghosted on his lips, and the feel of her body—fiery, furious, demanding—still haunted his every breath. She was right. He had buried himself. Dug a grave of silence and frost and curled into it. But she’d unearthed him. With fingernails and fire and a vow he thought had long since turned to ash.

She’d said she’d leave.

With or without him.

He believed her.

But it didn’t stop the war raging in his chest.

Inside the cabin, the hearth crackled. The smell of rabbit stew wafted through the heavy air, and Elira sat by the fire, wrapped in a clean fur, hair drying slowly down her back. She didn’t look at him when he returned. Just stirred the pot with slow, even motions.

“You hunt in silence,” she murmured. “Even now.”

“I learned from the best.”

She tilted her head, just enough to glance at him from the corner of her eye. “Your flattery is late.”

“I wasn’t trying to flatter.”

“No,” she said. “You never do.”

He leaned against the wall, arms crossed. “You still haven’t told me everything.”

“Neither have you.”

“Elira.”

Her name was a warning. A plea.

She turned to face him fully. Her eyes were not warm. Not even close. “Do you know what they did to me after you vanished?”

He didn’t answer.

“They kept me in the lowest tower. No windows. No light. No name. Just the sound of chains and the memory of my brother’s blood cooling under my knees.” Her voice didn’t crack. It didn’t even rise. It stayed steady—flat in a way that only those who had survived the worst could manage.

“They said I was a witch,” she continued. “A curse upon the Vale line. Said I drove Calen mad with my lies. That I seduced his court. That I was nothing but heat and chaos meant to bring ruin.” She paused, lifting a spoonful of stew, watching the way the broth rolled off the edge. “They were right about one thing.”

Tristan stepped closer. “Which?”

“I am ruin.”

She dropped the spoon and stood, cloak slipping slightly down her shoulder. He saw the tattoo then—a jagged mark etched above her hip. Ancient script woven into skin, dark as dried blood.

“What is that?”

“The spell that binds me.”

“To what?”

“To vengeance. To fire. To them.”

She stepped forward, letting the cloak fall completely. She was naked beneath it again, and there was no shyness in her—no shame. Just a raw, impossible power. Her body was a map of survival: scars, curves, and marks of war.

“I need you to help me kill them.”

Tristan stared. “You don’t need me













































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Dark Romance Twisted in Harem Desires





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
NA,T'AI,.IA/RUSEV(\,POIJ

A ”

A Dark Romance Twisted in Harem Desires





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





