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Prologue
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Talvera Ashenwold pressed her blood-stained palm to the obsidian mirror at precisely 11:47 p.m. on the night her kingdom fellâ€"the ancient crown magic pulsing beneath her skin like a forbidden lover's heartbeat, hot and demanding and entirely hers to claim even as the man sworn to kill her stood three heartbeats behind her in the darkness. The Veil Between Worlds shimmered in the glass, silver threads of power that responded only to royal blood, and she needed to cross it before midnight or lose her claim to the throne forever. But Kyral Nightborne, Commander of the Obsidian Guard, had tracked her through the Palace of Shadows with the inevitability of death itself, and his presence at her back ignited something far more dangerous than fear. The scent of ash and steel clung to him, mixing with the copper tang of her blood, and when his breath ghosted across her nape—warm against the winter-cold stone chamber—her pulse spiked from 72 to 156 beats per minute in three seconds flat.

She wanted him dead.

She craved his salvation.

The magic does not forgive hesitation, her father had told her seventeen days before they executed him in the Courtyard of Thorns. Crown magic demands absolute commitment or it devours you whole. And standing here with Kyral's blade unsheathed and his heat radiating against her spine, Talvera understood that her father's warning extended far beyond the Veil. Power called to power. Blood recognized blood. And the man sent to end her bloodline had royal magic thrumming in his veins—ancient, furious, and utterly forbidden.

"Step away from the mirror, Princess." His voice was winter stone and dark honey, the kind of sound that shivered down her spine and pooled low in her belly. "Your trial begins at dawn."

Trial.

As if they intended to offer her justice instead of execution.

Talvera kept her palm pressed to the obsidian surface, feeling the Veil pulse against her skin in rhythm with her racing heart. The crown magic recognized her claim—seventeen generations of Ashenwold queens flowing through her blood, each one who had walked through this mirror and returned with power that could reshape kingdoms. But the ritual required three things: royal blood, spoken consent, and absolute solitude. Kyral's presence shattered the third condition, and the magic writhed beneath her palm, furious and denied.

"Three minutes until midnight," she said, not turning. Not daring to look at him. "Three minutes until the Veil closes for another decade and my claim dies with it."

"Then it dies." He moved closer, close enough that his chest nearly brushed her shoulders, close enough that she could feel the heat of him through the thin silk of her exile gown. "King Draycen's orders are absolute. You will face trial for treason against the crown."

She laughed, and the sound came out broken and wild.

"Treason against the crown I was born to wear." Her free hand curled into a fist, nails biting into her palm hard enough to draw blood. "Tell me, Commander, what does your blood-oath demand when the rightful queen stands before you?"

Silence.

Then, so quiet she almost missed it: "My blood-oath is to the throne. Not to the woman who should have sat upon it."

Should have.

Past tense.

As if her reign was already a ghost.

Talvera finally turned, and the movement brought them impossibly close—her back pressed to the obsidian mirror, his body caging her against the ancient magic. In the silver-blue moonlight streaming through the chamber's high windows, Kyral Nightborne was devastating. Sharp cheekbones and a mouth made for cruelty, eyes the color of storm-grey steel that tracked every flutter of her pulse at her throat. His dark hair was pulled back in the severe style of the Obsidian Guard, revealing the blood-oath mark that burned black against his neck—three intersecting lines that bound him to the throne until death.

Here is what makes him lethal: not the blade at his hip or the dozen men he killed to reach this chamber, but the way he looks at her like she is both salvation and damnation, like he knows exactly what her touch would do to his carefully constructed control.

"Two minutes," she whispered.

His jaw tightened. "Princess—"

"Talvera." Her name on her own lips tasted like power and grief. "The title dies at midnight. Use my name while you still can."

"Talvera." He said it like a confession, like a prayer, like the answer to a question he was terrified to ask. "The Veil magic will kill you. No queen has survived the crossing in two hundred years."

"Then I die trying to reclaim what is mine." She lifted her chin, meeting his storm-grey gaze with all the fury of her bloodline. "Better than dying on my knees in Draycen's Courtyard of Thorns."

The magic burns hotter when truth cuts through denial.

The obsidian mirror flared bright behind her, responding to her declarationâ€"royal blood, spoken intent, and desperation sharp enough to slice. The Veil Between Worlds rippled like water disturbed, silver threads of power reaching for her, calling her, promising transformation or annihilation. The ancient magic did not care which. It demanded only that she choose.

Kyral's hand shot out, slamming against the mirror beside her head, and the impact sent cracks spider-webbing through the obsidian surface. His forearm bracketed her skull, his body pressing close enough that she felt every rigid line of him—warrior-hard muscle and barely leashed violence. But his eyes. His eyes burned with something far more dangerous than rage.

"Do not do this." Each word came out rough and raw. "Do not make me watch you die."

"Then close your eyes, Commander."

"I cannot." His free hand rose, hovering near her cheek but not quite touching, trembling with the effort of restraint. "The blood-oath binds me to witness all threats to the throne. If you cross that Veil, I must follow."

Her breath caught.

The implications crashed through her like a tidal wave—if he followed her through the Veil, he would be bound to her magic, bound to her power, bound to her in ways that would shatter every oath he had sworn. The Veil accepted only royal blood, but it recognized power in all its forms. And Kyral Nightborne radiated power like a living flame, dark and consuming and wholly his own.

"One minute," she breathed.

His thumb ghosted across her cheekbone, and the touch sent lightning racing through her veins—electric, inevitable, utterly forbidden. She had been starved for gentle touch since the coup, since they dragged her father to his execution and locked her in the Tower of Sorrows to await her own death. Kyral's calloused thumb against her skin felt like mercy and cruelty intertwined, and she leaned into it before she could stop herself.

He sucked in a sharp breath.

"This is not duty," she whispered. "This is something far more dangerous."

"Yes." His voice dropped to gravel and darkness. "It is."

Consider the cost when power demands surrender and desire demands sacrifice and the man who should be your executioner stands between you and your only chance at survival. Consider what you are willing to destroy for one more heartbeat of his heat against your skin.

The obsidian mirror pulsed once, twice, three times—final warning, last chance, now or never. Talvera pressed her palm harder against the surface, feeling the Veil thin to gossamer and smoke. The crown magic roared through her blood, demanding entry, demanding claim, demanding absolute commitment.

"Thirty seconds," Kyral said, and he was so close now that his lips nearly brushed her temple. "Please."

She had never heard him beg before.

"Tell me your name." The words left her mouth before she could recall them. "Your real name. The one you spoke when you took the blood-oath."

His eyes widened fractionally. "Why?"

"Because when I cross this Veil, I want to know who I am dragging into damnation with me."

Silence stretched between them—loaded, lethal, lovely.

Then: "Kyral Nightborne of the House of Fallen Stars, last surviving heir of the Old Kingdom's royal line, blood-bound to serve the throne that murdered my entire family."

Oh.

Oh.

Royal blood.

He carried royal blood.

The revelation hit her like a blade between the ribs, sharp and surgical and completely rewriting the game. Draycen had bound the last surviving heir of the Old Kingdom to serve him, had twisted the blood-oath to ensure that royal power could never rise against him again. And Kyral had endured it, had survived it, had submitted to the magical chains that turned him into Draycen's perfect weapon.

"Fifteen seconds," she said.

"Do not say what you are thinking." His hand finally made full contact with her face, palm cupping her jaw with shocking gentleness. "Do not ask me to break my oath."

"I am not asking." She turned her head, pressing her lips to his palm in a kiss that tasted like treason and truth. "I am choosing. And when the Veil opens, you will follow."

"I will die."

"We both will." She smiled against his skin, fierce and terrible and free. "But we will die as ourselves. Not as Draycen's puppets."

Ten seconds.

Five.

Three.

Talvera pulled her blood-stained palm from the obsidian mirror and grabbed Kyral's hand, slamming it against the surface where hers had been. His blood-oath mark flared bright and furious, black lines burning silver as the crown magic recognized what it had found: two royal bloodlines, two broken oaths, two people who should have been enemies choosing each other over kingdoms and duty and every gods-damned rule designed to keep them apart.

The Veil Between Worlds shattered.

Silver light exploded through the chamber, blinding and absolute and hungry. The obsidian mirror dissolved into pure magic, and Talvera felt the pull of the Veil like hooks in her soul—yanking, dragging, demanding entry. She held Kyral's hand in a grip that would leave bruises, and together they stepped forward into the light.

Into transformation.

Into damnation.

Into each other.

The magic does not forgive hesitation.

But it rewards absolute commitment with power that could reshape kingdoms or destroy them entirely, and as the Veil closed around them like a lover's embrace, Talvera understood that she and Kyral Nightborne were about to become something neither of their worlds was prepared to face.
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Chapter 1: The Reckoning of Desire
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Talvera woke to silver dawn light and the weight of Kyral's arm across her waist.

They lay tangled together on a floor of black glass, the Veil Between Worlds still shimmering around them in curtains of translucent magic. Her body ached in places she had forgotten existed—deep, bone-level exhaustion that came from having every cell rewritten by ancient power. The crown magic had transformed them, bound them, made them something new and terrible and wholly theirs.

And they were still alive.

That fact alone shattered seventeen different historical precedents.

Kyral stirred against her, a low sound rumbling in his chest that sent heat racing down her spine. His face was pressed into the curve of her neck, breath warm against her pulse point, and she could feel the steady beat of his heart against her shoulder blade. They were pressed together like lovers, like conspirators, like two people who had chosen mutual destruction over obedience.

She tells herself this means nothing.

She tells herself that survival binds people in strange ways.

She tells herself that the way her body fits against his is merely convenience and proximity and the aftermath of shared trauma.

The truth beneath the lie is this: she has wanted him since the first time she saw him three years ago in the Courtyard of Thorns, wanted him with a ferocity that terrified her, and now that they have crossed the Veil together she will never be free of that want.

His darkness calls to hers.

His power recognizes hers.

His touch unravels every defense she built to keep herself whole.

Talvera shifted carefully, trying to extract herself from his embrace without waking him, but Kyral's arm tightened around her waist—firm, possessive, utterly immovable. His lips curved against her throat in what might have been a smile.

"Do not run from me now, Princess," he murmured, voice rough with sleep and magic. "We crossed the Veil together. Running is no longer an option."

Her pulse spiked to 134 beats per minute.

"I am not running." The words came out shakier than she intended. "I am assessing our situation."

"Our situation." He pulled back just enough to look at her, storm-grey eyes tracking across her face with unnerving focus. "You dragged me through the Veil Between Worlds, shattered my blood-oath to Draycen, and bound us together with crown magic that should have killed us both. Does that summarize our situation adequately?"

Yes.

Exactly that.

Talvera sat up, forcing him to release her, and immediately regretted the decision. The black glass floor beneath them reflected her image back in perfect clarityâ€"wild dark hair tumbling past her shoulders, amber eyes that glowed with residual crown magic, skin marked with silver lines that traced the paths her veins had taken when the Veil remade her. She looked like every painting of the ancient Ashenwold queens who had ruled before the fall, looked like power incarnate, looked like someone who deserved the throne Draycen had stolen.

She looked dangerous.

Kyral sat up behind her, and his reflection appeared beside hers in the black glass. His blood-oath mark had changed—the three black lines now interwoven with silver threads that matched the marks on her skin. The transformation marked him as bound to her, not to Draycen's stolen throne. Marked him as hers.

"We need to move," she said, forcing herself to focus on practical matters instead of the way his nearness made her skin burn. "The Veil deposited us somewhere inside the Shadowlands, but I do not know where. And Draycen will send his hunters the moment he realizes we crossed."

"He already knows." Kyral rose in one fluid motion, warrior-grace and controlled power, extending a hand to help her up. "The blood-oath snapped at midnight. He felt it."

She stared at his offered hand, at the silver-threaded marks that now bound them together.

The difference between accepting help and accepting claim is measured in heartbeats—and she has already lost count of how many have passed since they crossed the Veil together.

Talvera took his hand.

The moment their skin made contact, the crown magic flared bright and furious between them—recognition, completion, inevitability. Power surged through their joined hands, racing up her arm and straight to her heart, and she gasped at the intensity of it. This was not the gradual awakening of crown magic she had expected. This was a gods-damned inferno, and it burned hotter every second they maintained contact.

Kyral's fingers tightened around hers, his jaw clenching hard enough to crack stone. "What did the Veil do to us?"

"It bound us." Talvera forced the words out through the surge of magic and sensation. "Crown magic recognizes only royal blood, but the Veil can link two bloodlines if they cross together. You are Old Kingdom. I am New Kingdom. Together we are—"

"Something that should not exist."

"Yes."

He pulled her closer, using their joined hands to bring her flush against him, and the crown magic responded with a pulse of power so intense it nearly drove her to her knees. His free hand caught her waist, steadying her, and suddenly they were pressed together with nothing but thin silk and leather between them. She could feel every line of him, every rigid plane of muscle, every barely controlled tremor that said he was as affected by their proximity as she was.

"Here is what makes this lethal," he said, voice dropping to that dark honey tone that made her shiver. "We cannot separate. The binding is too new, too raw. If we break contact for more than a few minutes, the crown magic will tear us apart from the inside."

No.

No, no, no.

That was not how crown magic worked. That was not how any of this was supposed to work.

"You are lying." But even as she said it, she felt the truth in his words—the magic pulling taut between them, demanding proximity, demanding connection, demanding they stay close enough to maintain the bond or face annihilation.

"I wish I were." His thumb traced a small circle against her waist, an unconscious gesture that sent heat spiraling through her. "But the Old Kingdom binding rituals required sustained contact for the first seven days. The magic needs time to settle, to root, to become permanent. Until then, we are tethered."

Seven days.

Seven days pressed close to the man who should have been her executioner.

Seven days of his heat and his scent and his gods-damned presence invading every breath she took.

Talvera wanted to scream.

Instead, she stepped back—not breaking contact, but creating enough space to think—and forced herself to assess their surroundings with clear eyes. The Veil had deposited them in what looked like an ancient temple, all black glass and silver veins of magic running through the walls. Moonlight streamed through high windows, illuminating a space that hummed with residual power. This was one of the Old Kingdom's sacred sites, a place where crown magic had been cultivated and wielded long before Draycen's coup.

"Where are we?" she asked.

"The Temple of Fallen Stars." Kyral's gaze swept the chamber with practiced efficiency. "My family's seat of power before the massacre. I have not been here in twenty years."

His voice carried no emotion, but his hand tightened fractionally around hers—the only tell that this place meant something, that returning here cost him more than he wanted to admit. Talvera felt that cost through their bond, felt the grief and rage and bitter nostalgia that swirled beneath his controlled exterior.

"I am sorry," she said quietly. "I did not know the Veil would bring us here."

"The Veil brought us where we needed to be." He released her hand—carefully, watching to see if the magic would punish the separation—and moved toward the nearest wall. "This temple holds knowledge that Draycen has been hunting for decades. If we can access the archives, we will find the answers we need to break his hold on the throne."

The crown magic pulled taut between them, uncomfortable but not painful. Five feet of separation. That was their current limit.

Talvera followed him, maintaining the distance, studying the silver veins that pulsed through the black glass walls. This was power older than her bloodline, older than the New Kingdom, older than the treaties and oaths that had shaped the realm for centuries. The Old Kingdom had wielded magic that could reshape reality itself, and the Ashenwolds had destroyed them for it—claimed it was too dangerous, too unpredictable, too likely to consume the wielder.

"My family killed yours," she said, because the truth needed to exist between them. "The Ashenwolds led the war that destroyed the Old Kingdom. My great-great-grandmother ordered the massacre that ended your bloodline."

"Yes." Kyral did not turn, but his shoulders tensed beneath the black leather of his Guard uniform. "She did."

"And yet you saved me." The words came out confused and raw. "You followed me through the Veil when you could have let me die. Why?"

Silence.

The kind that pressed down like weight.

Then Kyral turned, and the look in his storm-grey eyes stole her breath.

"Because I have been in love with you since the first time I saw you three years ago in the Courtyard of Thorns, and that love is the most dangerous thing I have ever carried." He said it like a confession, like a condemnation, like a fact as immutable as gravity. "Because when they dragged your father to his execution and you stood in the crowd with your chin lifted in defiance, I knew I would destroy everything I had built to keep you alive. Because Draycen gave me one order—kill the last Ashenwold heir—and I chose treason instead."

Oh gods.

Oh gods, she was not prepared for this.

For the raw honesty in his voice, for the way he looked at her like she was both his salvation and his damnation, for the admission that shattered every assumption she had made about his motives. She had thought he followed her through the Veil out of duty, out of the compulsion of his blood-oath, out of some twisted sense of honor.

She had not considered that he followed her out of love.

"You do not know me," she managed, voice breaking on the edges. "You have never even spoken to me before tonight."

"I know you." He moved closer, closing the distance between them until they were mere inches apart, until she could see the silver threads in his blood-oath mark pulsing in time with her heartbeat. "I know you speak three languages and read poetry in the garden at dawn. I know you refused to marry the prince of Ironvale because he supported the coup. I know you visit the orphanage in the Lower City every week, sneaking out through the Palace of Shadows despite the danger. I know you are terrified of heights but climbed the Tower of Sorrows every night after your father's execution because you needed to prove you were not afraid. I know you, Talvera Ashenwold. And knowing you has ruined me for anything else."

Her breath came in sharp, shallow gasps.

This is not desire.

This is the slow dissolution of every boundary she built to keep herself whole.

"You watched me." The accusation sounded weak even to her own ears. "You stalked me."

"I protected you." His hand rose, hovering near her face, trembling with restraint. "Draycen ordered your death seventeen times in the past three years, and seventeen times I ensured his assassins failed. I have killed thirty-four men to keep you alive, Talvera. Do not ask me to pretend this is anything less than obsession."

The magic burns hotter when truth cuts through denial, and the crown magic between them flared in response to his confession—acknowledging, accepting, binding them tighter with every word.

Talvera's hands were shaking.

She tells herself this is fear.

She tells herself that his confession changes nothing, that they are still enemies bound by circumstance, that love cannot erase centuries of bloodshed between their families.

The truth beneath the lie is this: she has been in love with him just as long, just as desperately, just as hopelessly, and now that he has said the words aloud she cannot unsay her own feelings.

"I hate you," she whispered. "I hate that you make me feel this way. I hate that you saved me. I hate that I want you despite everything our families did to each other."

"Good." His thumb finally made contact with her cheekbone, that same gentle touch from the mirror chamber, and she leaned into it helplessly. "Hate me. Rage at me. Make me suffer for every crime my bloodline committed against yours. But do not lie and say you feel nothing."

"I cannot feel this." Her pulse hit 167 beats per minute. "We are bound by magic, not choice. This is the Veil's influence, not real."

"The Veil amplifies what already exists. It does not create feelings from nothing." He cupped her face with both hands now, cradling her jaw like she was something precious and breakable. "I loved you before the Veil. I will love you after it. This is not magic, Talvera. This is truth."

She wanted to argue.

She wanted to push him away.

She wanted to maintain the walls that kept her safe from feeling too much, from risking too much, from loving someone who could destroy her more completely than any throne.

Instead, she kissed him.

Rose up on her toes and closed the distance between them and pressed her lips to his with all the fury and desperation and need that had been building inside her for three years. His breath caught, hands tightening on her face, and for one heartbeat he held perfectly still—shocked, frozen, undone.

Then he kissed her back.

And the world ignited.

The crown magic exploded between them, silver light blazing through the temple chamber as their power recognized and claimed and merged. Kyral's mouth moved against hers with devastating skill, tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her, teeth catching her lower lip in a bite that sent lightning racing down her spine. She gasped into the kiss, hands fisting in the leather of his Guard uniform, dragging him closer.

He backed her against the nearest wall—black glass cold against her spine—and pinned her there with the weight of his body. She could feel every rigid line of him pressed against her, could feel the evidence of his desire burning through the thin layers between them, could feel his heart pounding in rhythm with hers. His hands left her face to slide down her sides, tracing the curves of her waist and hips with barely leashed hunger.

"Talvera." Her name on his lips sounded like a prayer. "Tell me to stop."

"Do not stop." She arched into him, seeking more contact, more heat, more everything. "Do not ever stop."

He growled—an actual growl, rough and possessive—and his mouth moved from her lips to her jaw, trailing hot kisses down the column of her throat. When his teeth scraped against her pulse point, she cried out, fingers digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave marks. The crown magic pulsed with every kiss, every touch, every breath they shared, binding them tighter with each passing second.

This is not desire.

This is the annihilation of every rule she lived by, every oath she swore, every promise she made to herself about staying in control.

Consider the cost when the person who knows your darkness still chooses to pull you closer instead of running. Consider what it means when surrender stops feeling like defeat and starts feeling like the only honest choice you have ever made.

Kyral's hands slid beneath the silk of her gown, fingers tracing the bare skin of her waist, and she shivered at the contact. His palms were calloused from years of sword work, rough and warm and devastating against her softness. He explored her like he was mapping territory, learning every curve and dip and sensitive spot with methodical focus.

"I need—" She could not finish the sentence, could not articulate the desperate ache building inside her.

"I know." His mouth found the hollow at the base of her throat, tongue flicking against her racing pulse. "I know what you need, Talvera. Let me give it to you."

Yes.

Gods, yes.

She was not supposed to want this, was not supposed to surrender to the man who served her family's enemies, was not supposed to let him touch her like she belonged to him. But the crown magic sang between them, approving, encouraging, binding them closer with every heartbeat. And underneath the magic was something far more dangerous: genuine connection, real desire, the terrifying recognition that this person understands your darkness because they carry the same shadows.

Kyral's mouth moved lower, kissing along her collarbone, tongue tracing the silver marks the Veil had left on her skin. Each point of contact sent sparks racing through her nervous system, building heat low in her belly. His hands gripped her waist, thumbs stroking circles that made her breath catch.

"Tell me what you want," he murmured against her skin. "I need to hear you say it."

"You." The word came out broken and honest. "I want you. I want this. I want to stop pretending I do not need you like I need air."

His hands tightened on her waist hard enough to bruise, and when he pulled back to look at her, his storm-grey eyes burned with something feral and possessive and wholly hers. "You have no idea what you are asking for."

"Then show me." She grabbed the front of his uniform, yanking him closer. "Show me exactly what I am asking for, Kyral Nightborne. Make me yours."

The growl he made this time was pure predator, and in one smooth motion he lifted her—hands gripping her thighs, hauling her up until her legs wrapped around his waist. The position pressed them together in ways that made coherent thought impossible, made every nerve ending light up with want, made the world narrow to the heat of him and the desperate need building between them.

He kissed her again, harder this time, all pretense of gentleness abandoned. This was claiming and surrender intertwined, was power meeting power, was two people who should have been enemies choosing each other with absolute certainty. His tongue swept through her mouth, learning every gasp and moan she made, swallowing her sounds like they were sacred.

Talvera's hands slid beneath his Guard uniform, fingers tracing the hard planes of his chest and abdomen. He was all muscle and scars and barely leashed violence, and she wanted to map every inch of him with her hands and mouth and teeth. Wanted to mark him the way he was marking her, wanted to claim him as thoroughly as he was claiming her.

"Bed," she gasped against his mouth. "Kyral, there must be a bed somewhere in this temple."

"The priests' quarters." He was already moving, carrying her through the temple with sure steps despite the way they were devouring each other. "East wing. Three minutes."

"Too long."

His laugh rumbled through his chest, dark and rich. "Impatient, Princess?"

"Do not call me that." She bit his lower lip, not gently. "I am not your princess. I am your equal."

"Yes." He kicked open a door, revealing a small chamber with a bed draped in silver silk. "You are my equal. My partner. My gods-damned salvation." He crossed the room in three strides and laid her on the bed with shocking gentleness. "And I am going to worship every inch of you until you understand what that means."

The crown magic pulsed approval, silver light filling the chamber as Kyral stood over her—storm-grey eyes tracking across her body with hungry focus, hands already reaching for the laces of her gown. Talvera's breath caught, heart racing at 178 beats per minute, and when his fingers began the slow work of unlacing her, she understood that she was about to cross a threshold far more permanent than the Veil Between Worlds.

She was about to surrender completely.

And for the first time in her life, that surrender felt like victory.

His hands worked the laces with practiced skill, each loosened tie revealing more of her skin to the silver moonlight streaming through the chamber's windows. The silk whispered as it fell away, pooling around her like water, leaving her bare beneath his gaze. She should have felt vulnerable. She should have felt exposed.

Instead, she felt powerful.

Because the way Kyral looked at her—like she was the answer to every prayer he had never dared speak, like she was worth destroying kingdoms for—made her feel like the queen she was born to be.

"You are devastating," he breathed. "Absolutely devastating."

"Then stop staring and touch me."

He did.

His hands traced the silver marks the Veil had left on her skin, following the glowing lines from her collarbone down between her breasts, across her ribs, along the curve of her waist. Each touch was deliberate, reverent, claiming. And everywhere his fingers traced, the crown magic flared brighter—acknowledging the bond, strengthening the connection, binding them in ways that would be permanent by morning.

Talvera arched into his touch, gasping as his palms cupped her breasts, thumbs stroking across sensitive peaks that sent lightning straight to her core. Her hands fumbled with his Guard uniform, yanking at buckles and clasps with desperate urgency, needing him as bare as she was, needing skin against skin with nothing between them.

"Let me," he murmured, stepping back just enough to shed the leather and steel that marked him as Draycen's weapon. The uniform fell away piece by piece, revealing muscle and scars and the silver-threaded blood-oath mark that now bound him to her instead of the stolen throne. When he was finally bare before her, Talvera stopped breathing.

Here is what makes him lethal: not the scars from a hundred battles or the warrior-hard muscle that speaks of relentless training, but the way he looks at her like she is the only thing in the world worth fighting for.

He rejoined her on the bed, settling between her thighs, and the first press of his bare skin against hers tore a moan from both their throats. The crown magic exploded between them, silver light so bright it turned the chamber into a constellation. Power surged through their bond, racing back and forth in waves that built higher with every heartbeat.

"Talvera." His forehead pressed against hers, breath coming in harsh pants. "Are you certain? Once we cross this line, there is no going back. The crown magic will seal our bond permanently."

She cupped his face in her hands, forcing him to meet her amber eyes. "I have never been more certain of anything in my life. Make me yours, Kyral. Completely."

His kiss this time was tender and fierce and absolutely claiming, and when he finally joined their bodies together—when he slid inside her with aching slowness, giving her time to adjust, to accept, to take him fully—the crown magic detonated.

Silver light consumed the chamber.

Power roared through them both, rewriting their very souls, binding bloodline to bloodline in a union that would reshape the realm. Talvera cried out, back arching, nails digging into Kyral's shoulders as sensation overwhelmed thought. He filled her completely, stretched her perfectly, and when he began to move—slow, deliberate thrusts that hit every nerve ending she possessed—she understood that this was magic and connection and transformation all at once.

This is not desire.

This is the forging of something entirely new, the creation of power that has not existed in centuries, the binding of two people into one unstoppable force.









































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
“VEIL

OF THE

‘FALLEN

WILLIAM LIU ,

.-f/)'





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





