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  Chapter One

  
  




Demon King Rancour Xakor Drogan paced back and forth. He was enraged. How could a female breach his realm? For centuries, he ruled this land, renowned for his fierceness and martial prowess. Demon royalty since birth, nobody dared to try to toy with him. As he paced, one of his minions knocked on the door. “Enter!” Hearing anger, Argunn took a deep breath. He knew how angry he could get. “Your Majesty, I have news.”


Slowly turning toward the man and walking up to him so they were inches apart, he looked down, his red eyes squinting. “It better be good or else. Tell me.” Argunn was a few inches shorter and a warrior, but in front of Rancour, he felt small.  “We found her! She’s being brought to you as we speak. Put up quite the fight and almost took out two  of our best soldiers.” He grinned and, getting a dirty look, lowered his head. “She’ll be here shortly.”


Growling, Rancour backed away, rolling his shoulders back to get rid of the tension that had been there all morning. “Good. Have you interrogated the female yet? I want to know what she was planning. How could a simple female sneak into my demon realm and almost take out two soldiers? A human, no less. Do you have an explanation for this?” Wishing he had sent someone else, Argunn looked up, seeing black eyes. This wasn’t good. Not at all.  “I thought you would want to do the interrogation yourself. With your skills, you will have her begging for mercy as she gives you what you want.”


This seemed to appease the King, and his eyes changed back to gold. He grinned, his sharp fangs peeking through. Walking away, he sat on his throne, waving at the man. “You’re dismissed. Send her in immediately.”  Bowing, Argunn let out the breath he was holding.  “I will, Your Majesty. Right away.” Turning, he walked out quickly, glad not to be the female. She was in for a lot of pain.



Moments later, guards dragged the female in. Even now, she fought with all her might. Lara was a princess, and a warrior for her father, the king’s kingdom. The closer she got, the more she resisted. Her eyes widened upon seeing a very large creature sitting on the throne. He looked human from the neck down but was larger than the men she knew. His leg was three times hers, and his hands, which had claws, could wrap around her arm. His face was more like a demon except for the eyes, which were gold. Two large horns sat atop his head, and long black hair ran down to his shoulders. Sharp fangs glistened, making her shudder. How the hell was she going to get out of this situation? He looked like a demon, but that was impossible, wasn’t it? She had read many books on monsters, but never believed they existed.


This all started when she was in the forest at night. She was going to sneak into King Reynaud’s Castle and steal battle plans. He and her father had declared war, and she thought that seeing what he had planned would give them the upper hand. She was trying to help her father’s Kingdom. Instead, she somehow wound up in this demon realm where monsters were real. At first, she was able to overcome two soldiers, or thought she did. Grabbed from behind, she heard growls and breath that smelled like sulfur. Moments later, she was tossed to her knees. Taking a deep breath to calm herself, she didn’t feel a large hand on her neck. Moments later, one of the demons spoke. “Who are you, human? What are you doing in this realm? I think you’ll make a very tasty slave for my majesty. Foolish girl!” 


Furious at being spoken to like that, Lara threw back her head, hearing a crunch as something broke on the demon’s face. He let go of her, and she stood, starting to run off. Howls from behind had her running faster, and she saw an opening that looked like a door. Right before she could pass through, two pairs of hands grabbed her. Kicking like a maniac, one of the warriors growled. “Too late, human. Kiss your life goodbye.” Dragging her back, she cursed and struggled, her heart full of anger and fear. 




Now she stood in front of who they had called their majesty. What was going to happen to her? As they dragged her in, Rancour smiled. He assessed the female before him. She was dressed in warrior clothing and, as she got closer, he noticed how they fit her body like a glove. Her eyes stared straight at him with a look of disgust. He usually tortured anyone who tried to sneak into his realm, but this time was different. He wanted to know how she got here and why. His men had shackled her, and they pushed her to her knees. “Bow to Your Majesty.” Lara looked up, her face full of hatred. “I will die first. My only allegiance is to my father, the King, and his Kingdom.”



Rancour’s eyes widened. Was she royalty? Then why was she out alone? Lara stood there glaring. Closer, she got a better look at him. He had to be at least seven feet tall, and his body was pure muscle. He could break her like a twig.  Twisting in her handcuffs, she shouted. “Let me go! I had no plans to come here. I was on a mission, and my father will be worried. I am not a spy. I think I fell through a portal. I thought those weren’t real.” Seeing the large demon grin only infuriated her more. “Did you not understand? You need to let me go home. I need to get back to my father’s Kingdom. Now!”


Lara looked around and wished her hands were free. They wouldn’t be laughing then. Rancour nodded, and she was moved closer to him.  Leaning over, so they were inches apart, he was able to see her better. For a human, she was very pretty. Her eyes were a deep blue and dark with anger. Her hair was black and wavy, set in a braid down her back. Her lips were full, and he felt the urge to kiss her and see if they were as soft as they appeared. He felt his pants tighten. Her body was curvy, and her chest, even concealed in a breastplate, was ample. 


Rancour pulled her closer. Lara’s eyes widened as she expected his breath to smell like the others. When it didn’t, she was surprised. Trying to push him away only made his grip tighter. One large, clawed hand lifted her chin to look at him. “I asked your name, female. What is it?” Giving an impatient groan, she stood straighter, her five-foot-eight stature dwarfed by his.  “If I tell you, will you free me so I can leave?” 


Lara saw his eyes turn from gold to red and then back again. Was she in hell? It seemed that way. Tapping her foot, she wished she could fold her arms. “Well? Will you let me go?” Rancour moved back, releasing her, watching as she put space between them. His expression turned serious. “That depends. Tell me who you are and why you are here.” He saw hatred in her eyes and wanted to chuckle. This tiny female wasn’t afraid of him. Everyone feared him. Even his uncle at times. With another groan, she looked into his eyes. “My name is Lara Milisandra Leveque, Princess of Sivabet Castle. My father is King  Emile Benoit Leveque. I told you why I’m here. It was a mistake. I fell into a stupid portal. Now unlock these handcuffs and LET ME GO!”


Rancour saw her struggle, trying to pull the handcuffs apart. He felt attraction for this feisty female. Nodding to his men, unlocked them and, bowing, walked out, closing the door. They were now alone. Pacing, he heard her groan and curse. What Princess behaved this way? Lara wished she had never left the castle. Her father had forbidden her, telling her she needed to behave like the royalty she was and take a husband.  Instead, she had snuck out, and now look where she ended up?


Watching him pace, she wondered what he was thinking. Would he let her go, or ask for ransom? Walking over, she stood, her arms now folded, making him stop. “I need an answer. I swear I am not a spy or anything like that. You have to let me go. My father will be worried.”


Rancour looked at the female who was getting impatient. He normally bedded the female demons here and got his enjoyment. He had never had a human before. What would she feel like as he sheathed himself deep inside her? Would she cry out in pain or pleasure? He realized he desired the tiny human. 


Glaring at him, he grinned, his eyes red with desire. If she hated him this much now, wait until he made her his mate. Yes, that’s what he’d do. Make her his mate in all ways. Excitement filled his being as he looked forward to the mating ceremony. She was going to be his for all eternity. Lowering his face to hers, he inhaled her sweet scent. It was intoxicating. “I believe you, Lara Milisandra Leveque, Princess of Sivabet Castle.” Feeling relieved, Lara let out a deep breath. “So will you now release me and let me go? It must be late, and my father will be looking for me.” She didn’t tell this monster that her father had no clue she was gone.


Taking her hands, Rancour looked into her eyes. “No. I have decided we are going to marry me and you’ll be my mate.  Then you’ll rule with me here in my world.” For a minute, Lara didn’t hear him. Then she pulled from his grip and started shouting. “I refuse! You aren’t human. I hate you. I will never be your bride. Lock me up. I will find a way to escape.” Rancour stood up tall, his eyes changing to black. It made Lara gasp. He looked horrifying. “You will submit to me and be my bride. Then maybe I’ll let your father know his daughter is alive. Until then, you will stay in my chambers. With Me.”


Tears filled her eyes, and she turned to wipe them. She was a princess and a warrior. She didn’t want this monster for a mate. There was no way she was going to stay in a realm full of monsters. Turning back, she looked up into his face. “You can force yourself on me and torture me, but I will NEVER be yours!”


Rancour growled so loudly, she covered her ears. Lara backed away, thinking he was going to strike her. When he calmed down, she saw his eyes change to gold. “You will be mine, Lara. Soon you will beg me to bed you and be my mate. Now come, little one. You need a bath and some food.”


Moving back, he was too fast, and minutes later, he was carrying her over his shoulder as she fought and cursed at him. Rancour let her rant. He knew this female would be his.



King Emile was angry and worried. He had gone to Lara’s room to apologize for his outburst and saw she wasn’t there. Her bed wasn’t slept in. She must have snuck out. He paced, worry on his face. It was late, and she hadn’t returned. Why had he allowed her to learn to fight? She should be learning things that pertain to being a princess, not a warrior. If his sweet, sassy















































