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  EPILOGUE 


Trigger Warnings 

Butterflies and Blades contains themes and scenes that may be distressing to some readers, including:

- Physical violence and combat

-Kidnapping and captivity

- Emotional trauma and past abuse (implied)

-Mild blood and injury

- Discussions of powerlessness/self-worth

- Political manipulation and betrayal

Please take care while reading, and skip scenes as needed for your comfort.


,Welcome to the world of ancient trees, shimmering wings, and dangerously guarded hearts.This story is for the soft-spoken rebels, the fierce romantics, and the ones who never quite fit into neat little boxes.Seraphina and Alistair's journey is a slow-burn dance of shadows and light, duty and desire-and I'm so honored to share it with you.There will be laughter, longing, sharp blades, and sharper truths. There will also be butterflies. Lots of them.Thank you for being here. If you ever feel a little too much or not enough-this book sees you.











Chapter One – Seraphina

The palace of Aethermoor shimmered in the midmorning sun, its spires pale gold against a sky so blue it looked almost painted. Somewhere far below, the river whispered along the cliffs, the wind carried the scent of mountain heather, and inside the southern wing, Seraphina was hiding.

She crouched beneath the linen-draped table in the Hall of Scrolls, the ancient tapestries above her rustling with ghost-thin movements. Dust tickled her nose. The scent of old parchment and lilac ink surrounded her like a memory. It wasn’t the first time she’d escaped here, though at nineteen, most expected her to have grown out of such things.

But expectations never suited her.

Her brothers had been bickering again—Caius and Renan loudest of all. Too loud. Too tense. The looming political summit in Ravaryn had everyone on edge. She'd felt it like static in the air, prickling at her skin, even during breakfast. And so, as they argued over border patrols and trade tariffs, she'd slipped away. Quiet. Unseen. Like always.

A warm beam of sunlight filtered through the high window, casting golden light onto her skirt. The soft lilac silk shimmered faintly. Her mother insisted the color matched her eyes—"Fae-kissed lavender," she’d say with a smile. Her hair, a pale tumble of moonlight curls, was braided neatly today, though several strands had escaped in her retreat.

Seraphina closed her eyes and breathed.

"You’ll be found eventually, little light."

The voice startled her.

She peeked out from beneath the tablecloth. A tall figure stood just beyond the stacks of scrolls, arms crossed, his obsidian armor muted in the dappled light. Alistair.

He looked almost sculpted in the quiet, a shadow against the sunlit room. Dark-skinned, with close-cropped curls and sharp, serious features, he stood at ease, though his presence always felt like a drawn blade. There was something grounded about him, something immovable. Even now, with amusement flickering in his gaze, his body remained perfectly still.

“Shouldn’t you be practicing sword forms or glowering at diplomats?” she asked, crawling out slowly.

He offered her a hand. “I already glowered. Three fainted.”

She huffed a laugh and took it.

His hand was rough, calloused, warm. As he pulled her to her feet, she noticed a faint smudge of blood at the edge of his jaw—training, no doubt. He didn’t bleed easily.

“You disappeared again,” he said. Not accusing. Just noting.

“I like quiet.”

He glanced toward the hallway. “The Queen is looking for you.”

“Mother or grandmother?”

“Nyx.”

Seraphina winced. “She’ll make me train.”

“She says you need discipline.”

“I have discipline. I’m extremely good at evasion.”

Alistair gave her a look. One brow arched. “Even shadows sharpen their edges eventually.”

“I’d rather be soft.”

“Soft doesn’t mean weak.”

She blinked. He rarely said things like that—words that landed heavy and real, lingering in the air like mist.

“You’re not supposed to encourage me,” she murmured.

He gave her the ghost of a smile. “I’m not supposed to do a lot of things.”

Their eyes held for a moment too long.

She broke it first.

“You’re not on duty,” she said, stepping back. “Why are you even here?”

“I was passing through.”

“That’s not very convincing.”

“I don’t lie well.”

She gave him a knowing look. “Then don’t start.”

He inclined his head, saying nothing more. But his gaze lingered. And it wasn’t the first time.

“Fine,” she sighed. “Take me to my doom.”

He offered his arm. She took it.

Together, they walked the marbled halls in silence, past guards in golden helms and attendants who bowed as they passed. Everyone knew Seraphina. The King’s youngest daughter. The only daughter. The light of the House, some whispered. Untouched by politics, preserved like a butterfly beneath glass.

But lately, she'd felt the crack in that glass.

They reached the training hall. Nyx was waiting, arms folded, silver streaks in her dark hair shimmering like lightning.

“You’re late,” she said.

“Blame the table,” Seraphina replied.

Nyx gave Alistair a pointed glance. “And you?”

“Ensuring she made it safely.”

“Hmph.”

But a hint of fondness curled her lips. Nyx adored her granddaughter, fiercely. Yet she never coddled. Never shielded her from truth. Seraphina loved her for that.

“Grab the staff,” Nyx said. “We’re starting light today.”

Seraphina glanced at Alistair.

He leaned against the wall, arms crossed, watching.

The staff felt unfamiliar in her grip. She squared her shoulders anyway.

Nyx attacked.

The wooden crack echoed through the chamber as staff met staff, and Seraphina moved, less with skill, more with instinct. She dodged, parried, spun back. Her heart thundered. Her breath came fast.

And for a moment—just one—she felt something flicker deep inside. Not fear. Not pain.

Power.

It pulsed in her chest like a second heartbeat.

Nyx noticed.

They paused. Nyx’s gaze narrowed. “Again.”

And as they clashed once more, Seraphina felt it again—that shift, that stirring.

Alistair, from his post, saw her stumble.

But she didn’t fall.

Not this time.





Chapter Two – Alistair


The courtyard echoed with the clash of steel and the thud of boots. Alistair’s blade moved in swift arcs, each strike sharp and intentional. He fought not for show but for mastery. Precision was everything to him. Power was earned—not gifted.


He didn’t have magic. He never would.


But he had something else.


Discipline. Control. And loyalty that had never once wavered.


He sheathed his sword with a smooth flourish, stepping back as the sparring session ended. Around him, knights collapsed in panting heaps, while he remained standing, his skin dark with sweat and the early spring sun. His braided hair clung to his temples, and the dark rings of his sleeveless tunic soaked through with effort.


“Again?” he offered coolly, but the others groaned in defeat.


“You’re not a man. You’re a shadow given form,” one grumbled, and Alistair merely shrugged, eyes flicking to the overlook above the barracks.


Lysander stood there.


The High Lord of Shadows and former Prince Consort turned silent advisor. He rarely spoke unless necessary—but when he did, Alistair listened. Not out of fear. Out of something bordering reverence. The man had trained him when no one else would.


Lysander nodded once before vanishing into mist. Alistair saw it for what it was—approval.


He turned to leave the yard, mind already shifting toward patrol routes when movement caught his eye.


She was there.


Seraphina.


In a storm-blue dress cinched with delicate silver stitching that glinted under the sun. Her curls were unruly today, wind-tossed around her face like a halo of mischief. She held a book in one hand, clearly having been reading while leaning on a column, half in shadow. A half-smile touched her lips like she’d seen something she shouldn’t have.


Their eyes met.


Alistair looked away first.


He hated that.


She shouldn’t look at him like that—with amusement, with curiosity. With the kind of softness no one ever pointed his way.


He moved past her, keeping his steps measured.


“Alistair,” she called, voice like sunlight, warm and uninvited. “Your form’s improved.”


He halted but didn’t turn.


“I trained,” he said flatly.


“Oh, is that what it’s called?” she teased, rounding the column and stepping into his space like it belonged to her. “Because the last time you fought, I distinctly remember you limping for three days.”


A breath. Then two. “I slipped.”


“You were thrown.”


“I let him.”


She laughed, rich and musical. “Of course. Very generous of you to let someone toss you like a sack of potatoes.”


Her laughter was dangerous. It made things inside him shift.


He gave her a look, that signature quiet glare that usually made grown warriors rethink their entire approach.


She didn’t flinch. Of course she didn’t.


“I don’t know why you talk to me,” he muttered under his breath.


“Because you’re fun to annoy,” she replied brightly. “And because you never smile. It’s a challenge.”


Alistair's jaw ticked. “I’m not a game, Seraphina.”


She tilted her head, assessing him. “No. You’re something else. I haven’t figured it out yet.”


And just like that, she turned and walked away, curls bouncing, leaving him standing there like a fool.


He watched her until she disappeared into the palace’s eastern wing. Then he exhaled slowly.


The girl was trouble. All sunlight and clever words. And she had no idea the sort of shadows he carried.


He would not fall. Not for her. Not for anyone.


Alistair’s past was a scar beneath his skin, one he didn’t talk about. His magicless bloodline, hidden beneath the crest he bore. Orion had raised him like a son, true—but even that loyalty had limits. Alistair’s secret had teeth.


He could never be weak. Never falter. Never attach.


And Seraphina? She was everything dangerous to a man like him.


Because every time she smiled at him, he wanted to believe it was real.



---


Later that evening, Alistair returned to his quarters, his limbs aching pleasantly from a full day’s training. His room was as austere as ever—bare walls, a weapons rack, simple bedding. He didn’t need comfort. He needed clarity.


The letter sat on his desk.


Unmarked. Sealed with the royal emblem.


He opened it with a frown.


You’ve been selected to escort Princess Seraphina on the coming journey to the Vale of Mists. An extended presence will be required.


Alistair’s eyes narrowed.


The Vale?


That was far. Dangerous terrain, full of pockets of magic and ancient borderlines. Not ideal for someone like him to be tested. Not when his lack of magic might show under pressure.


And they were sending her there?


A princess. Sheltered. Bright-eyed.


A storm stirred in his chest.


No. He’d go. He’d protect her. That was the job. He had no choice.


But he’d keep his distance.


She could laugh. She could tease. She could sparkle like moonlight on water.


But he would not fall.


He was a blade.


And blades were not meant to feel.





chapter Three


The sun rose behind the eastern wing, casting soft amber across the palace walls as Seraphina leaned









































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































