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            "How lovely of you to drop by, dear brother," I drawled, letting my lips curl into a smirk. "Though I must say, your timing is impeccable." I slid my arm around Lyra's waist, pulling her flush against me. "Lyra and I were just… reconnecting." Her breathy gasp sent chills through my body making my dick twitch. She still wasn't pulling away from me. It was sending fog into my mind. The darkness was threatening to take over. 
"Taryk-" My name dripped off her lips like a sirens call and I couldn't keep myself from looking down at her. 
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Prologue
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(LYRA’S POV)

The wind howled like a wounded beast outside my window, rattling the shutters and carrying the sharp scent of ash. Moonlight slanted through the trees beyond the glass, casting silver shadows across my bedroom floor.

I sat up in bed, clutching my stuffed bunny to my chest, my heart thudding too fast. Something wasn’t right. The night was too loud. Too alive.

Then I heard the screaming.

It started as one voice—far off, in the courtyard. Then others joined in. Steel clanged. Someone shouted. And then came the crackling roar of fire.

My body went stiff. I couldn’t move.

The door slammed open.

“Milady!” Marella rushed in, her dark braid unraveling; nightdress stained with soot. “We have to go—now!”

“What’s happening?” I asked, the words sticking in my throat.

“There’s no time.” She grabbed my cloak and tried to fasten it with trembling hands. “It’s an attack. Your mother and father—”

She stopped. My stomach dropped.

“Where are they?” I whispered.

“I don’t know.” Her voice cracked. “Come, child. We must get to the servants’ passage.”

She yanked me forward, her grip tight around my wrist. The hallway was thick with smoke. Shadows moved at the end—some flickering flames, some... not.

Steel rang again. A body hit the floor.

“Keep your head down,” Marella said through clenched teeth. “Don’t make a sound.”

We slipped through the hidden door behind the bookcase in the east wing. I’d played in that passage before, when everything was light and laughter. But now, the walls felt like a tomb.

We didn’t get far.

Footsteps echoed in the dark. Heavy. Intentional.

Marella froze. Her eyes found mine—and something passed between us. Fear. Goodbye.

She shoved me behind a dusty crate.

“Stay hidden. Don’t come out. Not for anyone but me,” she whispered, and then she was gone.

I tried to call for her, but my voice failed. I could only watch as she stepped out into the hall.

The sound of a sword cutting through flesh made me clap my hands to my mouth.

Her body hit the floor just outside my hiding place. Blood crept toward me like it had a mind of its own.

A man stepped into the passage, tall and broad, face mostly hidden beneath a scorched helm. His sword dripped red. His golden eyes gleamed like coins in the dark.

He didn’t see me.

He turned and disappeared.

I didn’t breathe. I didn’t blink. I couldn’t.

I stayed there, curled in the dark, Marella’s blood soaking into my knees, until another figure appeared—this one cloaked in black and silver.



(Taryk’s POV)

“Lyra?” I called into the silence, sword still sheathed, hand hovering near it just in case.

My heart was pounding. I wasn’t even sure she was alive.

“Lyra Elowen?”

No answer.

I took another step, scanning the shadows. The place reeked of blood and smoke. I didn’t know what I expected to find, but it sure as hell wasn’t hope.

Then—a creak. A small sound. I turned toward it.

“It’s alright,” I said softly, crouching low. “I’m here to help. I was sent by your mother.”

That got a reaction.

“Mama?” a small voice whispered from behind a crate.

I moved slowly. She was tiny. Pale. Shaking. Her hair stuck to her face in damp clumps.

“She told me to find you,” I said, keeping my tone gentle. “She fought to get you out.”

She didn’t speak. Just stared at me like she didn’t know if I was real.

I held out my hand.

She looked at it. Then at me. Finally, she placed her small fingers into mine.

I pulled her from the shadows, wrapping my cloak around her.

“Hold on,” I told her.

She clung to me like her life depended on it—and maybe it did.



We rode through the forest under a black sky, rain slicing across my face, thunder in the distance.

She didn’t say a word.

When I finally stopped beneath a rocky outcrop to rest, I lowered her gently to the ground. She sat like a doll, knees tucked to her chest, staring into nothing.

“You’re safe now,” I said. “No one followed us.”

Still nothing.

I built a fire as best I could with wet wood, crouching beside her in the mud.

“I didn’t know your parents well,” I said, “but my father spoke of them. He said they were important. Respected.”

She glanced at me. Just once.

“It didn’t feel like a robbery,” I added. “Nothing was taken. No ransom left behind. It wasn’t about gold. It was about blood.”

She stayed quiet.

“I think someone wanted your family gone.”

Her voice came so quiet I almost missed it.

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

A long silence stretched. Then she whispered, “Mama locked me in. She kissed me through the door.”

I swallowed hard.

“She was trying to save you,” I told her.

Her eyes finally lifted, locking with mine.

“Why did you come for me?”

I blinked. “What?”

“You’re the prince. You didn’t have to come.”

She wasn’t wrong.

“I couldn’t stay in that castle,” I said. “Not while you were out here. Alone.”

“But I don’t even know you.”

I smiled. A tired, crooked thing. “I know. But I think that’s going to change.”

The palace gates opened as soon as the guards saw the crest on my cloak.

I didn’t stop to explain. I just rode through the main courtyard and up the stairs with Lyra in my arms.

She was silent the whole way, watching the dark castle rise up around us with wide, unreadable eyes.

She didn’t say it, but I could tell what she was thinking.

This wasn’t home.

I carried her through the stone halls and didn’t stop until I reached the east guest wing. I ordered a room to be prepared—food, fire, clean sheets.

“She stays under my protection,” I told the steward. “Make sure she’s fed and clothed.”

He hesitated. “Your Highness, the King should be—”

“I’ll speak to him myself.”

He bowed and left.

I turned back to Lyra. She hadn’t moved from the threshold.

“You don’t have to trust anyone else here,” I told her. “But you can trust me.”

She gave a slow nod.

As the servants led her into the room, she looked back over her shoulder. Our eyes met.

I didn’t smile.

Neither did she.

But something passed between us.

Something neither of us could name—yet.
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(DEVIL KING’S POV) 

The forest reeked of corruption—a sickly, oppressive scent that clung to the air like a shroud. What had once been a sacred grove, revered for its ancient magic, now lay twisted and broken beneath a dark curse. The trees, towering guardians that had weathered centuries, were bent and blackened as if burned from the inside out. Their bark cracked and peeled like dying skin, oozing a resinous sap tinged with shadows. Beneath my boots, the earth was cracked and parched, a scarred wasteland whispering of desecration.

A cold wind curled through the branches, carrying a faint but unmistakable hum of malevolence. The pulse of corrupted magic echoed faintly in my chest, urging me forward, daring me to confront the darkness festering in this land. I tightened my grip on the hilt of my sword, feeling the cool, solid weight grounded in my palm—a touchstone in the storm. Around me, my army stood ready—loyal, fierce, and restless.

The Eternals shifted fluidly between forms—wolves with sleek silver fur prowling low to the ground, foxes darting like shadows among the trees, hawks circling high with keen eyes. Their breathing was heavy, their muscles coiled for battle. I met their gazes, drawing strength from the unspoken bond we shared. But none of that could compare to the presence at my side—the figure who drew my focus with every breath.

She moved with effortless grace, her silk dress flowing like liquid moonlight against the muted colors of the forest. A warrior unlike any I had ever known, she wore no armor yet commanded the battlefield as if it were her kingdom. The power that radiated from her was something raw and ancient, far beyond any shield of steel. Her hair caught the faint light, a cascade of crimson flames in the gloom, and her green eyes burned with fierce determination.

“There,” she said softly, voice slicing through the heavy silence. “I can feel them. The corruption crawling closer.”

I glanced at her, unable to stop the faint smile tugging at my lips. “Always one step ahead, aren’t you?”

She returned my gaze, a teasing spark lighting her eyes. “Someone has to keep you on your toes, my King.”

Even here, in the heart of darkness, where death was as certain as the setting sun, she reminded me of what I fought for. Of who I fought for.

Our childhood had been forged in the shadow of a castle full of rules and cold tradition—a world that tried to bind us both. She had been brought in as an orphan, taken under my mother’s wing, a fragile thing cast into the cold. But she was anything but fragile. The moment she arrived, she changed everything. Her laughter cracked through the halls, bright and wild, defiant in the face of sorrow. She pushed me to break the rules, to explore the world beyond the stone walls. She was the spark that set my life ablaze.

Now, standing beside her, I knew I would do anything—be anything—to keep her safe.

But there was no time for memories.

The ground trembled beneath our feet, a deep rumble rolling through the forest as the shadows stirred. From the darkness, the twisted creatures emerged—abominations borne of corrupted magic and dark rituals. Wolves with skeletal frames and horns like gnarled branches snarled low, their eyes glowing with unnatural hunger. Shadowy humanoid figures drifted above the ground, tendrils writhing and curling like serpents eager to strike.

“No mercy,” I commanded, voice cold and resolute. “Cleanse this corruption.”

The battle erupted in a storm of violence. My soldiers shifted with fluid precision—wolves pounced and tore, foxes darted through the chaos with cunning speed, hawks dove from the sky with talons sharpened by centuries of war. The Eternals and demons fought side by side, drawing power from the realm itself, the world’s ancient magic flowing through our veins.

I moved instinctively, each strike measured and deadly, my blade slicing through flesh, shadow, and bone. But even as I fought, my eyes never left her.

She was breathtaking in motion—a tempest wrapped in silk. With each step, she unleashed radiant bursts of light, disintegrating the shadow demons before they could close in. Her power was beautiful and terrible all at once, a force of nature that left me both awed and aching.

How had such a fierce fate come to be mine? A demon king bound to a warrior of light.

“Above you!” she called out, her voice cutting through the din like a beacon.

I barely had time to react before a towering shadow beast lunged, dark blades forming in its claws. She was there in an instant, light bursting from her hands as she struck, sending the creature crashing back into the void.

“You’re welcome,” she teased, shooting me a glance full of mischief and pride.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. “You enjoy showing me up, don’t you?”

She grinned. “Not my fault you leave openings.”

I wanted to laugh, but instead, I felt something deeper—a swelling pride, a fierce protectiveness. More than my general, more than my equal.

She was my everything.



The last of the corrupted beasts fell, their twisted forms dissolving into ash that scattered on the wind. The battlefield fell silent save for the fading crackle of magic and the distant call of night creatures. My armor was streaked with ash and blood, the weight of exhaustion settling over me.

Beside me, she moved with the poise and elegance that belied the war raging inside her. Her crimson hair caught the pale moonlight, and her green eyes shone with quiet strength.

The outer lands of my kingdom welcomed us back—earth humming faintly with life. Creatures of the realm paused, bowing in reverence. Wolves, foxes, and even turtles in humanoid form acknowledged us with solemn nods. The realm was alive, despite
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