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They say no human returns from the Demon King's court.

Not whole.
Not unchanged.
But Elias never had the luxury of choice.

Thrown beyond the veil that separates man from myth, he awoke in a land of ash and silence—where shadows obeyed command, and thrones were carved from ancient bone. And seated above it all, watching him with eyes that burned like dying stars... was him.

The Beast King.

More than a creature.
Less than a god.
And bound to Elias by a mark that should never have awakened.
It wasn’t love.
Not yet.
It was instinct.
A hunger deeper than desire.
A pull that burned through fear, until fear itself began to feel like longing.
Here, in a world where touch means power and surrender is survival, Elias learns what it means to kneel without breaking... and to burn without being consumed.

But the King is not gentle.
And the bond they share may save them both—
...or destroy everything human left inside him.
This is not a fairytale.
This is a story of slow, dangerous surrender.
Of dominance threaded with tenderness.
Of a beast who may yet learn to be gentle—
and the boy who dares to make him.
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Chapter 1: The Mark of Summoning
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The room reeked of heat.

Not the gentle warmth of sunlight through windowpanes, nor the comforting crackle of hearthfire. This was something more primal—dense, humid, thick with a metallic tang of magic. It coiled in the air like invisible smoke, clinging to skin with an oil-slick shimmer, and thrummed low with a pulse that didn’t belong to anything human.

Elias’s lungs seized the moment he arrived.

One blink ago, he had been barefoot on his bedroom floor, fingers trembling above the final rune in the ritual he should never have completed. The next—he was here.

Thrown onto cold obsidian stone.

He landed hard, knees scraping the carved floor. Something beneath him glowed a molten red: a summoning circle, ancient and precise, etched with runes that shimmered like veins beneath translucent skin. Heat radiated from the sigils, burning his palms—not like fire, but like memory. Like a contract being honored.

His breath hitched. The air buzzed. It felt... aware.

“What—” he gasped. “Where am I?”

His voice barely scratched the silence. Stillness wrapped the chamber like silk over steel.

He lifted his head.

And saw him.

The figure stood near the far wall, framed in blood-lit shadows. Vaelros. Whether king or monster, Elias couldn’t tell. He was impossibly tall—more force than form—his body a perfect storm of grace and terror. Twin horns curled back from his brow, brutal and beautiful. His hair fell in a glossy black spill down his spine, over skin marked with symbols Elias couldn’t read. Crimson eyes burned like coals pulled from god-fire.

And he was naked from the waist down.

Elias’s pulse jolted.

The creature was already half-aroused, heavy and proud, a symbol of virility that felt both alien and intentional. Every part of him was built to command attention. Power clung to his form like heat to metal.

Elias flinched, hand scrambling back across the stone. “Wh-What is this? What did I do?”

Vaelros tilted his head. Silent. Watching.

Something in his gaze shimmered—like recognition... or hunger.

Then, the demon inhaled.

Slow. Deliberate. Like tasting Elias’s fear and wonder through the air.

“Mmm,” he murmured. His voice was velvet over a blade. “This one has courage. Foolish... but fragrant.”

He stepped forward, slow and measured, like a predator indulging curiosity rather than hunger. “Peach flesh. Spring rain. And the breath of someone who said yes... but forgot they did.”

Elias’s lips parted, confused.

The demon’s smile curved—dangerous, but not cruel. “You lit the circle. You marked your skin. You called. I answered.”

Elias’s mouth went dry. He had. He remembered. Every line drawn in candlelight. Every whispered name in the dark. A choice made with trembling hands and heat in his chest. But now... seeing what he had summoned...

He wasn’t ready.

Vaelros’s eyes glowed brighter. “I feel your hesitation... and your longing. That’s where all honest beginnings start.”

Elias scrambled back until his spine struck the edge of the glowing circle. Heat licked against his back like a warning, the air vibrating with magic still unspent.

“This has to be a dream,” he whispered. “This can’t be real—”

Vaelros stepped forward. “It’s real,” he said, voice like stone cracking through silence.

The floor seemed to shift beneath his weight.

“You were summoned. Chosen. The seal responded to your call.”

“I didn’t agree to anything!” Elias’s voice broke. “I didn’t want—”

Vaelros's eyes glinted with something deeper than amusement. “Want is irrelevant to the seal. It measures resonance. Not preference.”

He stepped closer, slow, deliberate.

“I asked for a vessel. Someone whose body could carry power. Male, female, it didn’t matter. The seal chose... you.”

Elias’s mouth went dry. “Wait—carry? You mean—?”

Vaelros’s voice dropped. “I mean you’ll hold what I place inside you. A bond. A seed of power. Something that connects us beyond this realm.”

“Let me go,” Elias said. Not screamed. Just a broken plea.

The demon crouched. And Elias saw again how large he was—each movement precise, grounded, dangerous. His body radiated heat like a living forge, yet his eyes held something that wasn’t cruelty. It was patience. Purpose.

“Do you know how long I’ve waited?” Vaelros murmured. “Kingdoms fell. Stars died. And still, the seal remained dormant. Until you.”

Elias shook his head. “Why me?”

“Because you were open enough. Sensitive. Your magic called across the planes. You asked—unwittingly—and I answered.”

He reached out, clawed hand pausing beneath Elias’s chin but never touching.

“You tremble,” Vaelros said quietly. “Even that... awakens need in me.”

Elias froze. The demon didn’t move closer. But his presence pressed in like gravity.

“I won’t touch you until you ask me to. Until your voice says what your body begins to feel.”

There was something strangely gentle in his tone. But the words still rang with threat, like thunder waiting past the hills.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “you begin to belong.”

The seal flared behind Elias. The glow dimmed as the contract completed. He felt it like a chain slipping loose—only to be replaced by something softer, but no less binding.

Vaelros moved forward, unbound now.

He loomed. Not with violence. But with inevitability. Shadows curled behind him like guardians. His body—glowing with inner fire—tightened with restrained need.

“You’ll sleep in my bed tonight,” he said. “I want you rested. And warm.”

“I’m not ready,” Elias whispered.

Vaelros leaned down, just enough for breath to meet breath.

“You will be.”

Then, carefully, he placed a hand behind Elias’s back. Not gripping. Just guiding.

Elias curled inward without thinking. There was something in the demon’s heat—some lull—that made resistance feel like sinking. Not surrender, exactly. But stillness.

Vaelros’s heart beat against Elias’s cheek. Deep. Unstoppable. His chest rumbled with quiet power as he carried Elias to the bed—a massive expanse of velvet and dark silk.

The sheets smelled of something strange and ancient. Rain. Smoke. Memory.

Vaelros laid him down gently in the center.

“Rest,” he said.

Then he stepped away and took his place on a throne of black bone and silk in the corner. From there, he watched.

The fire in his body didn’t fade. Elias could sense it.

But for tonight, it would remain just that—fire.

Elias curled beneath the covers, every muscle tight, his breath trembling. The warmth clung to his skin, not unpleasant... but dangerous.

He wasn’t in his world anymore.

And the being who had answered his call was already dreaming of tomorrow.

Elias didn’t sleep.

He couldn’t.

Every time he shut his eyes, the images came rushing back—those eyes, glowing like coals under ash; that massive, otherworldly frame; and the overwhelming presence that lingered in the room like a storm waiting to break.

Vaelros remained unmoving on his throne, a figure of stillness and intent. He watched Elias with unblinking focus, as though committing his every breath to memory. One arm rested casually against the carved throne. The other coiled near his lap, fingers grazing his thigh in idle rhythm—not out of urgency, but restraint.

Elias clutched the velvet blanket tighter around himself, though it offered no real protection. His skin prickled with residual heat, heart pounding in confused waves. He could still feel the phantom pressure of Vaelros’s arms from when he was carried—still smell that blend of smoke, metal, and something that clung too closely to desire.

“Try to rest,” Vaelros said suddenly. His voice rolled through the room like distant thunder wrapped in silk. “You’ll need your strength.”

“I can’t,” Elias whispered. “You’re... watching me.”

“Of course I am,” came the reply. “You summoned me. The bond is formed. I don’t take that lightly.”

Elias stiffened.

“You keep saying that,” he said, voice trembling. “That I called for this. That I’m marked.”

Vaelros’s eyes softened—but didn’t dim. “You stood in the circle, didn’t you? You completed the seal.”

“I didn’t know what it would do!”

“And yet it recognized you.” Vaelros’s smile was quiet, almost reverent. “The mark it left proves that.”

Elias sat upright, pulling the blanket with him. “What mark?”

Vaelros tilted his head, gaze gleaming. “Lift your shirt. You’ll see.”

“No,” Elias said immediately, his grip tightening. “I don’t want you near me.”

“I’m not going to touch you,” the demon said calmly. “Not unless you ask me to.”

The promise hung in the air, heavy but unforced.

Then Vaelros rose.

The air shifted with him—thickening, pulsing, as though even the walls felt the gravity of his movements. He walked toward the bed without haste, and yet each step seemed to draw the room in tighter.

Elias recoiled instinctively, pressing back into the pillows, heart pounding.

But Vaelros stopped at the edge of the mattress. He didn’t touch him. He only crouched—lowering himself to Elias’s eye level with the slow grace of something ancient.

“I meant what I said,” he murmured. “You’re not here to be broken. You’re here because something in you called. The bond knows. The magic knows. Even if your mind hasn’t caught up yet.”

His gaze didn’t waver.

Elias could feel it—deep, weighty, electric. Not threatening. But overwhelming.

Vaelros nodded toward Elias’s side. “Just look. If you see nothing, I won’t mention it again.”

Slowly, Elias glanced down. And under the collar of his shirt—barely visible in the low light—was the faint shimmer of a symbol. A ring of runes, pulsing just beneath the skin.

His breath hitched.

Vaelros didn’t move.

“I told you,” he said. “The seal chose. It doesn’t lie.”

Elias didn’t respond. Couldn’t. He just stared at the mark, his thoughts spiraling into silence.

Vaelros rose once more, his presence pulling back with him like a retreating tide.

“Sleep if you can,” he said gently. “Tomorrow begins the truth between us.”

And he returned to his throne.

This time, Elias didn’t look away.
He watched the demon, still unsure whether to fear him... or something far more dangerous.
To want him.

With one hand, he reached toward Elias — slow, so slow — and brushed the edge of the blanket down.

Elias’s chest rose and fell in quick, uneven bursts.

“Stop,” he whispered, though he didn’t move away.

Vaelros’s claws never cut. They glided — cool and curved — lifting the edge of Elias’s tunic with reverent care. Beneath the fabric, just under the ribs, a small sigil pulsed gently beneath the skin: glowing faint crimson like an ember left to smolder.

“There,” Vaelros murmured. “The seal has taken. It recognizes you. You’re attuned.”

Elias stared at it. “What does that even mean?”

“It means your body resonates with mine,” Vaelros said, leaning close. “The bond has accepted the match. You may not feel it yet, but it’s already begun.”

“I wasn’t made for this,” Elias said, voice cracking.

Vaelros’s breath brushed against his skin. “Maybe not before. But now, your body is becoming ready.”

Then his palm flattened over the mark.

Elias shuddered — not in pain, but from a rush of heat that surged through his nerves like lightning. His back arched, and a sound escaped him, startled and raw.

Vaelros stilled, gaze sharpening. “Responsive,” he murmured. “You feel everything.”

“I— I didn’t mean to—”

“Shhh.” His hand slid up over Elias’s ribs, claws grazing lightly enough to draw another breathless gasp. “Let it happen. The bond deepens with each reaction.”

Elias’s thighs tensed under the blanket. He closed his eyes, humiliated by his body’s betrayal.

“Look at me,” Vaelros said, voice low — not commanding, but intimate.

It jolted through Elias like a spark. He opened his eyes.

“Good,” the demon said softly. “You’re listening now.”

Vaelros’s hand withdrew, but the space between them remained charged. Then, slowly, he sat back on his heels, gaze fixed on the rise and fall of Elias’s chest.

He exhaled. Then — casually, without shame — he shifted, one hand trailing briefly over his lap, a motion heavy with restraint rather than indulgence.

“Do you feel it?” he asked. “The tension between us? This is what your presence does. Just your nearness.”

Elias’s throat worked around a word he couldn’t speak. He twisted the sheets in his hands, overwhelmed.

“You don’t have to understand it yet,” Vaelros continued. “But it’s happening. Your breath, your skin, even the rhythm of your heart — all syncing to mine.”

“Preparing,” Elias whispered. “Preparing for... what?”

Vaelros leaned in, his face close now — close enough for breath to mingle.

“For joining,” he said. “For alignment. For becoming something more than you were.”

A silence followed — taut and shimmering with energy.

Vaelros paused, eyes searching Elias’s. “May I kiss you?”
Elias’s breath caught. Then, quietly, “Yes.”
Only then did their lips meet—fire blooming between silence and choice.
It wasn’t gentle. It was heat and hunger and pressure — not force, but weight. The kiss felt like magic catching fire, blooming behind Elias’s ribs. His breath hitched, and before he knew it, his lips were moving too — responding with stunned need.

He pressed a palm against Vaelros’s chest, but not to push — just to anchor himself.

The kiss deepened. Claimed. Connected.

And then, as suddenly as it began, it ended.

Vaelros pulled back slowly, eyes half-lidded, lips damp. His voice was soft. “You taste like something rare. A fruit that blooms once in a thousand years.”

Elias’s eyes stung. He didn’t know why.

The demon reached up and brushed a thumb across his cheek. Not possessive. Just present.

“Sleep now,” he whispered. “Let your body settle. Tomorrow begins the path you called for.”

He rose then, fluid and powerful, and returned to the throne in the corner. The heat of his gaze remained — fixed on Elias like a vow not yet spoken.

“Let me show you what it means to be mine,” Vaelros murmured.

And then he moved.

Elias barely had time to react. The demon’s hand slipped beneath the blanket — slow, deliberate — fingers grazing along his thigh. There was no force, no roughness. Just intent. Measured. Focused.

Elias’s breath caught.

“Don’t—” he whispered.

“Shhh,” Vaelros murmured, his voice no louder than breath. “Feel.”

Every nerve in Elias’s body sparked to life. His muscles were drawn taut, not from fear exactly, but from something deeper — a wild, breathless anticipation he didn’t understand. As the demon’s fingertips trailed along the edge of his hip, Elias’s eyes fluttered closed.

“I told you I would guide you,” Vaelros whispered, his mouth close to Elias’s ear. “And guidance begins here. In stillness. In letting go.”

“I’m not ready,” Elias said, trembling.

“You will be,” came the quiet reply. “You don’t have to understand now. But if and when you want this—say it. That will be the only key.”

There was a moment of silence. Then Elias felt warmth — slick and sudden — across his lower back. He startled, blinking. Oil. He hadn’t seen it, hadn’t heard the flask. But the scent was rich and spicy, like cinnamon and earth.

Vaelros’s fingers moved in slow circles across his skin — not between his legs, not violating, but close. The motion was hypnotic. The oil glided over muscle and bone, easing the tension from his spine.

Elias shivered. His breath stuttered.

“So responsive,” Vaelros said, amused. “Your skin sings beneath my hand.”

“I-It’s nothing,” Elias muttered, eyes squeezed shut. “Just... a reflex.”

“If that helps you sleep,” the demon said softly, “then believe it. But I know what response feels like. I’ve studied it for centuries.”

His hand rose higher, now gliding up Elias’s side, smoothing along his ribs without pressure. Claws never scratched — only hovered, teasing the skin with threat and promise. Elias arched involuntarily, gasping.

Vaelros smiled.

“Do you feel your heartbeat?” he asked, fingers resting over Elias’s chest, gentle and broad.

“It’s fast because I’m—” Elias choked. “Because I don’t know what this is.”

“It’s awakening,” Vaelros said. “It’s power shifting. You’re not made to obey... you’re made to receive. And you’re beginning to understand what that means.”

He leaned in close, and Elias felt breath ghost over his cheek.

“I won’t take you tonight,” the demon whispered. “I could. I want to. But I won’t.”

Elias’s body burned — not in shame, but confusion. In something new.

And before he could speak, Vaelros touched his lips to Elias’s temple. Just once. Light as a secret.

“Sleep now,” he said. “Let the magic settle. Let your body remember.”

And with that, he pulled back.

The room felt cooler without him, and yet Elias couldn’t stop trembling. Not from fear. Not anymore.

From the beginning of something he could no longer deny.

Vaelros’s voice dropped, low and molten.

“If you want to understand what it means to be chosen—let me show you, when you’re ready.”

Vaelros paused, his hand hovering at the edge of the blanket. “May I?”
Elias hesitated, then gave the smallest nod.
Only then did Vaelros move—slowly, carefully—never pushing beyond what was allowed. 
Elias gasped as warm oil touched his skin. The glide of fingers across the curve of his hip, over the sensitive dip of his lower back, sent his entire body arching in confusion.

“I can’t,” Elias whispered, though he didn’t move away.

“You can,” Vaelros said, his breath brushing the shell of Elias’s ear. “You already are.”

His palm pressed flat against the small of Elias’s back, and a pulse of heat spread through him. Not from friction — from magic. Ancient. Deep. Rooted.

It traveled along his spine and coiled low in his belly. Elias shivered.

“You were not made to fear,” Vaelros murmured. “You were made to awaken.”

His other hand settled gently on Elias’s chest, fingers splayed across his heart. The contact wasn’t forceful — it was grounding. His skin burned where the demon touched, but not from pain.

“I can feel it,” the demon said. “Your energy shifting. Your pulse singing against my palm.”

Elias’s breath hitched.

“There’s heat inside you now. A trembling. And I haven’t even touched what waits beneath.”

“I don’t want this,” Elias said — but it came out soft. Uncertain.

Vaelros didn’t laugh. He didn’t press forward. He just held Elias, one hand behind, one hand over his chest, and whispered:

“Then tell me to stop. Tell me truly.”

Elias’s lips parted. Nothing came out.

The air thickened. Elias’s thighs tensed under the covers, and a low ache pulsed through him — not from violation, but from something unspoken. A pressure. A pull.

Vaelros leaned down, pressing a single kiss to the back of Elias’s neck — not possessive, but reverent.

“I won’t take you tonight,” he said. “But I will teach you what it means to want.”

Elias shivered. The ache didn’t fade. If anything, it grew.

And when Vaelros rose and stepped back — the sudden absence of warmth made Elias gasp, his body clenching on instinct.

Vaelros saw. And smiled.

“Even when your mind resists, I’ll wait. You’re not mine until all of you agrees,” he said, turning toward the bathing chamber. “Sleep. You’ll need your strength.”

When the door closed behind him, Elias curled into himself, breath shallow, heart pounding.

He didn’t know what he wanted anymore.

Only that something inside him had already begun to change.
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Chapter 2 – When Eyes First Met
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He smelled it before he saw it.

Sweet. Fragrant. Wrong.

The scent slithered through the ancient wards like sunlight piercing rotted silk—soft, ripe, impossibly warm. It didn’t belong in this hall of bone and silence and blood-slick stone. And yet it curled through the air, smooth as temptation, twice as rich.

Vaelros froze.

Not from fear.

From instinct.

His pupils narrowed. His breath hitched. Something older than memory stirred within him, clawing upward like fire seeking air.

Peach flesh. Sun-warmed. Lush. Calling.

His claws sank into the armrest of his throne, cracking obsidian with a single flex.

“Finally,” he whispered.

For centuries, he’d endured failures. Watched fools draw circles and whisper names they didn’t understand. He’d warned them: he didn’t care for beauty, for gender, for purity. He needed only one thing—a vessel that could hold him. Survive him. Match his flame.

Now—

The summoning seal pulsed.

He rose in silence. Even the shadows recoiled. The air thickened as he moved, his body vast and blazing with coiled strength. Horns curved like crescents above hair the color of scorched silver. His frame loomed like smoke-wrapped stone—imposing, precise, unstoppable.

At the circle’s center, a shape formed.

A mortal.

Young—but not a child. Slim-bodied. Barefoot. Skin too pale for this place. His chest rose too fast, hands braced against the heated stone.

Vaelros took one look—and something inside him snapped.

The mortal’s eyes lifted. Wide. Uncertain. Lit with startled defiance. And something unnameably soft.

The bond lit like a struck match.

Vaelros inhaled sharply. His body didn’t just react—it recognized. Magic coiled beneath his skin like stormlight chasing nerves. Not lust. Not yet. But hunger. Resonance.

His flame had found kindling.

Instant reaction. No warning. No filter.

He was aroused in a heartbeat—heavy, aching, throbbing with the weight of magic stirring through him. His desire rose like a beast under skin, awakened not by beauty, not by youth—

—but by recognition.

Something in the summoner’s presence matched him. Resonated deep beneath thought. A bond unspooling before a single word had been exchanged.

Vaelros clenched the arms of his throne, talons digging through obsidian.

Not because of sweetness.

Not because of innocence.

But because the one in the circle glowed with something ancient—an echo of power, threaded through mortal skin too soft for this realm.

A vessel.

A match.

He stepped forward.

Let the summoner feel his presence. Let the pressure roll through the circle. Let him shiver—not from fear alone, but from the kindling pull of something older than both of them. Something that had waited centuries.

Because beneath the surface... the resonance was clear.

Not conscious desire, not seduction. But alignment.

Pheromones. Breath. The body preparing before the mind caught up.

Vaelros inhaled, and his pupils narrowed.

That scent.

Peach flesh. Spring-fruit of Yverna. Rare. Forbidden. The kind that only ripened once in an age.

He nearly groaned.

“You smell like something sacred
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