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​PROLOGUE — The Girl They Found in the Dark
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Night always held its breath in this city.

It wasn’t the kind of darkness that simply fell after sunset. It was a living thing—an old creature curled through alleyways and subway tunnels, brushing its claws along brick walls as though marking territory long before humans ever walked here.

Rosalie never felt it more than when she was alone.

And tonight, she was terribly alone.

Her breath clouded the icy air as she hurried down the sidewalk, hugging her coat tighter. Streetlights flickered one by one behind her, like dying candles. A broken hum droned overhead—an electrical fault, she told herself. Just a coincidence. Just the city being old.

Just everything except what it felt like:

Eyes were on her.

She didn’t know that five factions watched this part of the city.

Didn’t know she’d walked into a place where territory lines were drawn in blood and ancient oaths.

Didn’t know the people here didn’t always stay people after midnight.

Rosalie simply thought she was late for her bus.

Her boots splashed through puddles as she crossed under the railway bridge. The shadows seemed thicker here, as if stitched together. The cold tasted metallic. Her pulse thudded in her ears.

Something shifted behind her.

She spun.

Nothing.

Just the echo of dripping water.

Still—her chest tightened, an instinct whispering that something had already stepped into her life, and whatever it was, it would never step out again.

She turned back.

And walked straight into him.

A man stood a few feet ahead, halfway hidden in the dark beneath the bridge. He didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just watched her with a stillness so unnatural her throat locked.

He was beautiful but wrong—sharp cheekbones, ink-black hair falling across his forehead, eyes too pale, like frost catching moonlight.

She didn’t know it yet, but this was the Stalker.

And he had been watching her for months.

“Rosalie,” he murmured, voice soft as silk, soft as a knife sliding between ribs.

He shouldn’t know her name.

Her stomach dropped.

“I... don’t know you,” she whispered.

“You don’t,” he agreed, stepping closer.

“But I know you. I always have.”

Her breath hitched.

Run, a part of her screamed.

But her body froze.

Another gust of wind blew through the underpass.

Only it wasn’t wind.

It was wings.

A second man dropped from the shadows above, landing behind her with a quiet thud. The air trembled around him—warm, electric, wrong. When Rosalie turned, her breath caught in her throat.

Dark, soot-tipped feathers folded behind his back. His eyes glowed a faint gold, like dying embers.

A fallen angel.

She didn’t know what that meant. Not yet.

But he did.

He tilted his head, studying her with a gaze that felt like judgment.

“You shouldn’t be here, little human,” he said, his voice low and resonant.

“But we asked for a sign. And the dark listens.”

Her pulse hammered.

“I—I need to leave,” she whispered.

“No,” said a third voice.

This one wasn’t soft or strange. It was rough, violent, scraped raw like gravel. A man appeared at the mouth of the underpass—broad shoulders, scarred knuckles, eyes that burned with feral protectiveness.

The Protector.

The one who would kill anything that touched her.

Even if she begged him not to.

“You’re not walking home alone again,” he growled. “Not after tonight.”

She stumbled back—right into the chest of the Stalker.

His hands curled gently, reverently, around her arms.

“Easy, Rosalie,” he whispered against her ear.

“You were meant to find us.”

“Stay away,” she breathed, shaking.

But another figure stepped from the opposite side, calm and elegant, wearing a smile crafted to deceive entire kingdoms.

The Manipulator.

The fae.

“Why would we stay away,” he asked softly, “when fate has finally delivered what we’ve been waiting for?”

Her back hit something solid.

She turned—

And looked up into the eyes of something ancient.

A creature older than every myth she’d ever heard. His skin seemed carved from stone, faint cracks glowing ember-red beneath the surface. Horns curled from his temples, obsidian and sharp. His gaze held centuries of hunger.

The Immortal Beast.

The demon-king without a throne.

The nightmare that even monsters feared.

When he touched her chin, her legs nearly buckled—not from desire, but from the overwhelming sense that she had just been marked.

“You wander,” he rumbled, bass voice shaking through her bones,

“into the territory of factions older than angels... and you survive. Unclaimed. Unchanged.”

His thumb brushed her lower lip.

“Impossible.”

“I don’t understand,” she whispered, trembling.

“No,” the demon murmured, leaning closer. “You don’t.”

The fallen angel stepped to her right. The fae to her left. The Stalker pressed close behind her. The Protector stood guard in front, eyes burning with the promise of violence.

Together, they formed a cage.

Not made of metal.

Made of men.

“You were born human,” the angel said quietly.

“But you were not meant to remain human.”

The Stalker’s breath ghosted over her neck.

“I found you first.”

The Protector’s jaw tightened.

“I’ll be the one who keeps her breathing.”

The fae smiled like a blade unsheathing.

“I’ll be the one who breaks her open.”

The demon’s shadow fell over all of them.

“I am the end of this,” he said.

“And the beginning.”

Rosalie’s knees weakened.

Her voice cracked.

“What do you want from me?”

The demon cupped her cheek gently, terrifyingly gentle.

“Everything.”

The lights above them flickered—once, twice—before dying completely.

And in that moment of perfect darkness, each man whispered a truth:

“You are ours.”

Rosalie didn’t scream.

She couldn’t.

Because the moment those words fell into the air,

something ancient woke inside her chest and answered.
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​CHAPTER ONE — The Night Follows Me Home
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I didn’t sleep.

Not for a second.

I lay in bed with my blankets pulled to my chin, staring at the ceiling as if it might split open and drop one of them into my room. Every time a car passed outside, headlights sweeping across my window, my breath caught.

Every shadow looked like wings.

Every shift of the house felt like footsteps.

Every flicker of my lamp resembled pale eyes watching me.

No matter how many times I told myself it hadn’t happened—

that I hadn’t met five impossible men—

my heartbeat kept saying otherwise.

The dark wasn’t empty anymore.

It had faces.

And they all knew my name.

When the clock hit 5:47 AM, I gave up pretending I might sleep. I pushed the blankets away and sat up slowly. My body felt different. Not hurt. Not bruised.

Just... tuned.

As if something inside me had been touched, stirred, awakened.

I pressed my hand to my chest. My heart thumped fast beneath my palm—too fast. I took a breath, but it didn’t settle.

Everything has changed. Everything.

I showered with the door locked, towel shoved under it, as if demons or angels cared about simple obstacles.

But the hot water helped. It washed the grime and terror off my skin until I began to feel human again.

Human.

The word tasted fragile.

By the time I left my apartment, the early sun was beginning to rise. Cold winter air kissed my face. Morning commuters trudged past in thick jackets, coffee cups in hand. Normal. Grounding.

Safe.

I tried to believe it.

I made it ten steps down the sidewalk before I realized I wasn’t alone.

He didn’t touch me.

Didn’t call my name.

Didn’t even breathe loudly.

But I felt him.

A shadow peeled away from the brick wall across the street. A tall silhouette, hood up, hands in pockets. He stood perfectly still—too still. Still in the way predators waited.

My pulse jumped.

I recognized him instantly.

The Stalker.

I froze in the middle of the sidewalk. A woman brushed past me, muttering something about watching where I was going. I didn’t move. The shadow didn’t either.

And then—

He stepped forward.

Two steps.

Three.

Out of the shade.

And I saw him clearly.

Black hair falling into his pale eyes. A face carved with soft, unsettling beauty. His gaze locked onto mine with a familiarity that made my stomach knot.

He lifted a hand.

Not waving.

Just acknowledging.

As if I belonged to him already and this was simply habit.

People walked between us, oblivious.

I backed away.

He mirrored me.

A faint smile ghosted across his lips.

The message was clear:

Run. See if I don’t follow.

I did.

Not a sprint.

Not a panic.

Just a fast walk.

Enough to pretend I still had dignity.

I didn’t look back—until a crow shrieked overhead and startled me into turning.

Gone.

He wasn’t there.

But I felt eyes on my spine the entire walk to the bus stop.

I got to class late, trembling, out of breath. My professor droned about cultural anthropology while I sat in the back row, fingers clenched around a pen so tightly the plastic cracked.

I kept seeing them.

The angel’s feathered wings casting shadows like blades.

The protector’s feral eyes.

The fae’s wicked smile.

The demon’s burning cracks along his skin.

And the Stalker—

the one who whispered my name like he’d been waiting years to do it.

My notebook stayed empty.

By noon, the fluorescent lights above my head flickered—twice, then steadied. My heart lurched.

I shoved my things into my bag and fled.

The hallway felt too long. Students brushed past, their chatter echoing. Everything seemed normal again, painfully normal, until I pushed open the building’s front doors.

The world outside was colder than before.

Colder than it should be.

Wind curled around my ankles like fingers. The sky, moments ago bright, had dimmed under drifting clouds.

I descended the steps.

And stopped dead.

A man leaned against a black car parked at the curb.

Not the Stalker.

This one was broader, all muscle and tension, wearing a leather jacket and an expression that looked carved from stone. His dark hair fell over his forehead, and a scar cut across one eyebrow.

His eyes locked onto me instantly—hot, possessive, furious.

The Protector.

He pushed off the car and stalked toward me.

My breath hitched.

“You shouldn’t be alone,” he said. His voice was gravel and thunder. “Not after last night.”

“I told you—I don’t know any of you,” I whispered.

He stepped closer, towering over me.

“Maybe not.”

His jaw flexed.

“But every faction in this city felt the surge when you crossed into the underpass. Something woke.”

He scanned me, gaze protective and violent all at once.

“And they will come for you.”

“Who?” I breathed.

He didn’t answer.

But he reached for my arm.

I backed up.

He froze—not in confusion, but restraint. As if every instinct screamed to grab me and he was fighting himself.

“Rosalie,” he said, voice low. “Please.”

Please.

The word didn’t soften him at all—it made him more dangerous, like someone who would burn down the world to protect a single fragile thing.

I swallowed hard.

“I have to go home,” I managed.

“No,” he said immediately. “It’s not safe. None of your spaces are.”

I stepped back again.

He didn’t move this time. Just watched me, jaw tight, muscles coiled like a wild animal forced into stillness.

Then the sky darkened—suddenly, unnaturally.

The wind stopped.

Silence fell around us, thick as fog.

A faint gold light glowed behind me.

I turned.

And saw wings.

Huge, dark, ash-feathered wings unfurled behind a man whose expression was both holy and ruined. His eyes glowed softly, tragically.

The Fallen Angel.

His voice brushed against my mind more than my ears.

You shouldn’t fear him, Rosalie.

I stumbled back, caught between two impossible beings.

The Angel stepped forward, sorrow etched in every line of him.

“You walked into the underpass a human,” he murmured. “But the moment you touched the darkness, it recognized you.”

My heart hammered.

“Recognized me how?”

He lifted a hand, hesitant, as if touching me might break something sacred.

“You are the only human the factions cannot see through. The only one the old powers cannot manipulate. The only one prophecy doesn’t account for.”

His wings rustled.

“You are an anomaly, Rosalie Black.”

My knees wobbled.

The Protector growled behind me.

“She’s mine to guard.”

The Angel’s gaze sharpened.

“She belongs to no one.”

For a moment, they stared at each other—

ancient tension sparking,

the air trembling,

the world holding its breath.

Then a third voice cut through the silence like silk dipped in poison.

“Now, now... don’t fight over her before she’s even had lunch.”

We all turned.

A tall, elegant man strolled toward us across the courtyard. His steps were graceful, his smile wicked, his eyes bright like polished emeralds.

The Fae.

The Manipulator.

He bowed slightly.

“Rosalie,” he purred, “you look even lovelier in daylight.”

My stomach twisted.

He straightened and tapped the air lightly with one long finger.

Every window in the building behind me shattered.

Students screamed. Glass rained down like glittering ice.

The Protector lunged toward me instantly, shielding me with his body.

The Angel’s wings wrapped around us, protective and bright.

The Fae only smiled wider.

“See?” he murmured. “She brings out the best in us.”

My breath trembled in my chest.

The Fae’s gaze softened, in a way that terrified me more than the explosion.

“You don’t understand yet, love,” he said quietly.

“But you will.”

His smile sharpened.

“You were never meant to be ordinary.”

The sky cracked with thunder.

All three men looked upward.

And the world seemed to bend—

shadows curling,

air distorting,

heat rippling through the courtyard.

Something massive approached.

Something older.

Something deeper.

Something that made even these supernatural beings tense.

A dark whisper crawled across the back of my neck.

The Beast is coming.

And all three men stepped toward me at once.
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​CHAPTER TWO — When Monsters Step Into the Light
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The world didn’t break all at once.

It cracked—slowly, almost politely—like porcelain weakening under invisible pressure. A hairline fracture in the air, a jagged shimmer in the sky, a tremor under my feet. The courtyard around me blurred at the edges, students screaming and running as the windows of the building showered the ground.

But I didn’t see any of it clearly.

Because something was stepping through the crack.

And every man around me reacted.

The Protector shoved me behind him, muscles tensing like a storm about to break. His fists curled, knuckles whitening as he planted himself between me and the distortion splitting the sky.

The Fallen Angel unfurled his wings wide—wider than any bird or myth had a right to. They shielded us, the tips dragging sparks across the concrete as he drew power I could feel humming beneath my skin.

The Fae smiled.

Not pleasantly. Not reassuringly.

More like a man seeing a rival enter the room and thinking: Finally.

And I felt him before I saw him.

Heat rolled through the courtyard, thick as smoke, sweet as poison. Shadows poured downward in a whirl, twisting like serpents, coiling into a shape I could barely understand. A silhouette formed—tall, broad, ancient.

Light bent away from him.

Color died around him.

When he stepped fully into this plane, my knees nearly buckled under the weight of him.

The Immortal Beast.

The Demon.

The King Without a Throne.

His eyes—molten amber fractured with black—locked onto me instantly. There were no greetings. No soft words like the others had attempted.

He simply looked at me.

And the ground felt too thin beneath my feet.

The Protector snarled. Actually snarled—low, animalistic, a warning to something that outranked every predator on Earth.

The Fallen Angel straightened, wings flaring, his expression tightening with a strange mixture of duty and despair.

The Fae tilted his head, curious, amused, maybe even delighted.

And then the demon began walking toward me.

Each step echoed through my ribs. He moved with the slow certainty of a being who had ruled centuries, continents, empires—who had watched civilizations rise and fall as effortlessly as blinking.

I took a step back.

He took one forward.

The Protector moved to block him.

He never got the chance.

The demon lifted one finger.

Just one.

A pulse of power—silent, invisible—hit the Protector like a tidal wave. He slammed back into the parked car behind us, metal denting, glass spiderwebbing beneath the impact. He didn’t fall. Didn’t groan. Just glared with murder burning behind his eyes.

The Angel stepped forward next.

“You’re early,” he said quietly.

The demon’s gaze slid to him. “You’re in my way.”

“Someone must be,” the Angel replied.

“Not today.”

The demon turned his hand.

The Angel dropped to one knee, wings trembling from the force pressing down on him.

The Fae actually applauded, slow, mocking claps echoing through the stunned courtyard.

“That’s dramatic even for you,” he purred.

“Silence,” the demon growled.

The Fae’s smile widened. “Make me.”

Shadow surged, but before the demon could act, a tall figure materialized at the far end of the courtyard—lean, pale, expressionless.

My breath froze.

The Stalker.

He’d been here the whole time.

Just invisible. Watching.

His eyes met mine—not hungry, not furious, but devoted in a way that nearly unmade me.

He didn’t look at the others.

Only me.

“You shouldn’t fear him,” he murmured, nodding once toward the demon.

“He’s here because of you.”

My heart stumbled.

The demon finally reached me.

Students scattered in the distance like terrified birds, leaving the courtyard eerily empty except for us—five beings older and more dangerous than nightmares, and me, the human girl caught in the center.

The demon stood a breath away.

Heat radiated from him like a furnace. Shadows swirled at his feet, reacting to emotions I couldn’t name. His gaze dragged across my face—slow, analyzing, impossibly deep.

“You came into my territory,” he said softly, a voice forged of embers and sin.

“And the moment you touched the dark, it responded.”

“I didn’t touch anything,” I whispered. “I was just walking home—”

His fingers brushed the air near my cheek.

Not touching.

Just close enough for my skin to feel scorched.

“You touched it with your existence,” he corrected.

“Something in you stirred an ancient power. Something I have waited centuries to feel again.”

I shook my head. “I’m human.”

His eyes glowed hotter. “Not entirely.”

My lungs tightened. “I don’t understand.”

“You don’t need to yet.”

He lifted his hand—slowly, as if to give me time to pull away.

I tried.

I really did.

But I didn’t move. Something in me—something terrified yet drawn—kept me rooted to the spot as his fingers hovered inches from my skin.

And then—

A sharp crack split the courtyard.

Not physical.

Magical.

The Protector had pushed himself off the crushed car, blood trickling down his temple. His voice exploded across the campus:

“Don’t touch her!”

He lunged at the demon.

Time slowed.

The Fallen Angel rose, wings snapping open in a burst of light.

The Fae snapped his fingers, distortions warping the air around him like illusions ready to slice.

The Stalker appeared beside me—one moment far away, the next a whisper at my shoulder.

And the demon—

He didn’t even look at the Protector.

He simply shifted forward, placing himself directly in front of me, shielding me from impact, power crackling around his body like coals igniting.

The Protector’s fist collided with that power.

A shockwave blasted outward—rattling windows, flattening grass, sending loose papers swirling into the sky. The Protector staggered back, panting, eyes filled with fury and desperation.

“She’s not yours,” he snarled at the demon.

“She is under my protection.”

The demon finally turned his head, slowly, like a man deciding whether something was worth incinerating.

“If you wanted to protect her,” he said with cold finality,

“you should have kept her away from my world.”

The Protector’s jaw clenched. “I tried.”

The demon didn’t blink. “Not hard enough.”

The Angel stepped between them before either could move.

His wings folded tightly behind him as he looked at the demon. “We need to speak—privately.”

“No,” the demon replied, eyes burning into mine. “This concerns her.”

The Fae sauntered closer, hands clasped behind his back, voice honey-sweet and venom deep.

“Rosalie,” he said, “darling, do you want to know the truth?”

I flinched at the sound of my name.

The demon’s head snapped toward him, a current of lethal warning rippling in the air.

But the Fae ignored it.

He stopped at my side and leaned in slightly, emerald eyes sparkling with mischief and cruelty.

“You aren’t the first human to stumble into our world,” he whispered.

“But you are the first one it responded to.”

The Angel sighed, weary.

The Protector swore under his breath.

The Stalker’s fingers twitched, subtly reaching toward me.

The demon said nothing.

But his silence felt like a claim.

I swallowed hard. “Responded how?”

The Fae’s smile deepened.

“You woke the dark.”

The words struck like a physical force.

My voice shook. “That sounds like a bad thing.”

The Stalker finally spoke, stepping into full view beside me.

“It’s not bad.”

His pale eyes softened.

“It’s destiny.”

“No,” the Angel corrected quietly.

“It’s a curse.”

“Or a prophecy,” the Protector muttered.

“Or an opportunity,” the Fae suggested.

The demon’s gaze held mine, unblinking, consuming.

“It is,” he said finally,

“the beginning.”

Something fluttered through my chest—fear or fate or something ancient waking beneath my ribs.

“Beginning of what?” I whispered.

His answer was a single, quiet word, spoken like a vow carved in stone:

“Us.”

The air thickened.

Every man turned toward me at once.

And for the first time, I realized:

They didn’t just want to protect me.

Or claim me.

Or fight over me.

They needed me.

For reasons darker and deeper than I understood.

The demon stepped closer.

“Rosalie Black,” he murmured,

“your life is no longer your own.”

My breath hitched.

The Stalker’s fingers brushed the back of my hand—featherlight, reverent.

The Protector moved closer, bracing himself like someone ready to shield me from the world.

The Angel exhaled, a flicker of grief crossing his face, as though he could already see where this path would lead.

The Fae tilted his head, eyes gleaming with wicked interest.

And together, their voices whispered through the trembling courtyard:

“You belong to the dark now.”

I stumbled back.

The demon caught me—not touching, just steadying the air around me with power alone.

The moment he did, something flared in my chest—like a spark hitting dry tinder.

Warmth.

Fear.

Recognition.

Something ancient waking.

Something that wasn’t entirely human.

My knees threatened to give.

The Protector surged forward, trying to reach me.

The Angel grabbed his shoulder.

The Fae stepped nearer.

The Stalker stood perfectly still, watching my reaction like it meant everything.

And the demon—

He leaned close enough for his voice to brush my lips like heat.

“Welcome,” he murmured,

“to the world beneath the world.”

My vision blurred.

My heart thundered.

And the last thing I saw before the darkness swallowed me was all five of them closing in—

Not to harm me.

To keep me.
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​CHAPTER THREE — The House Where the Dark Waits
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Darkness didn’t come from outside this time.

It rose from inside me.

I didn’t know how long I was unconscious. Seconds, minutes, maybe hours. All I knew was that when my eyes opened, the sky above me was no longer at the college courtyard.

It wasn’t a sky at all.

A ceiling stretched overhead—vaulted, ancient, carved with symbols that pulsed faintly like veins beneath skin. Shadows drifted across the surface as if alive, crawling along the arches, whispering secrets I couldn’t understand.

I tried to sit up, but my body felt heavy, warm, strange.

A low hum vibrated beneath me.

Then I realized—

I wasn’t lying on a mattress.

I was lying on stone.

Cold. Smooth. Polished.

Like an altar.

Panic flooded my chest.

My breath turned sharp. “Hello?”

Silence answered first.

Then soft footsteps.

Slow, deliberate, unhurried.

Every instinct in me bristled. I turned my head, expecting a monster, expecting claws or fangs or wings—

Expecting him.

But the man standing at the edge of the room wasn’t the demon.

It was the Stalker.

He emerged from the shadows with the same unnatural grace as last night, moving like someone who had no weight, no sound—only purpose. Pale eyes locked onto mine, full of too many emotions layered beneath a calm exterior.

Relief.

Possession.

Fear.

Something softer.

Something darker.

“You’re awake,” he said quietly.

I sat up too fast and dizziness crashed through me, black dots speckling my vision. He reached out immediately—fingers steady, gentle—but stopped himself an inch from my wrist.

As if touching me was something he wanted but wasn’t sure he deserved.

Or... wasn’t allowed yet.

I pulled back on instinct.

His expression didn’t change, but something tightened behind his eyes.

“Where am I?” I whispered.

“A safe house,” he said.

“For you.”

Safe.

I almost laughed. “Nothing about this is safe.”

His eyelids lowered. “It is with me.”

A chill shot down my spine.

I slid off the stone slab, bare feet hitting cold floor. The room was dimly lit by flickering candles lining the walls. The air smelled of smoke, old books, and something sweet that made my pulse race.

I wrapped my arms around myself.

“You took me.”

He flinched at the accusation. “No. He did. I only made sure you weren’t alone when you woke.”

“He?” I repeated.

Before he could answer, the temperature of the room dropped sharply—like the breath before a storm. Shadows shifted, bending toward a corner that seemed darker than the rest.

A second presence entered the room.

Feathers rustled.

The Fallen Angel stepped out of the dimness, wings half-folded behind him. He looked almost sorrowful as he approached—like he was witnessing the opening scene of a tragedy he’d already seen the end of.

“You shouldn’t have woken alone,” he murmured.

“I shouldn’t have been taken at all,” I said.

He winced, a crack in his celestial composure.

“You stepped into our world,” he said softly. “And our world will not let you go.”

“That sounds like a threat.”

“It is a truth.”

The Stalker moved closer to my side, not touching me, but claiming proximity like it was a right he had earned long ago.

“She needs answers,” he said to the angel. “Stop circling around it.”

The angel’s jaw tightened.

Then he nodded.

And the world shifted again.

Footsteps echoed beyond the doorway—heavy, sharp, violent. Energy surged, pressing against my ribs like the air had thickened. A door opened with force, and the Protector stormed in.

His dark hair was damp with sweat, his knuckles bruised, eyes wild.

He looked like he had fought an army on his way here.

When he saw me, his chest stopped rising for a moment. Something fierce and raw cracked across his expression.

“You’re awake,” he breathed, relief mixing with anger. “Thank God.”

The Stalker stiffened beside me. The angel’s wings rustled. Power rippled in the room.

The Protector didn’t care.

In two strides, he reached me—his hands hovering inches from my arms but never quite touching.

“Are you hurt?” he asked, voice low, trembling with rage he wasn’t directing at me. “Did anyone lay a hand on you?”

I shook my head slowly.

His shoulders sagged in relief—only to tense again as he rounded on the others.

“You left her alone. Here. In this place.” He spat the words at the Stalker. “You never leave humans unattended in a safe house.”

“She needed to rest,” the Stalker replied quietly.

“She needed me,” the Protector growled.

The angel stepped forward. “She needed peace, not your temper.”

“Temper keeps her alive,” he snapped back.

Their voices sharpened, power prickling in the air—

Until the temperature rose.

Not gently.

Not slowly.

Suddenly.

Violently.

Heat washed through the room—suffocating, thick, pulsing with ancient power. The candles flared, flames rising high. Shadows recoiled.

And then I felt him.

Before I saw him.

Before he stepped through the doorway.

Before reality bent around his presence.

The Demon.

The Immortal Beast.

The King Without a Throne.

When he entered, everything went silent.

The Protector stopped breathing.

The Stalker straightened.

The Angel lowered his gaze in reluctant respect.

The air itself bowed.

He walked toward me, steps slow but weighted with inevitability. His eyes—amber fractured with darkness—traveled over my form with a focus that made my heart pound.

“You should not have fainted,” he said, voice deep enough to rattle the candles. “Your body is reacting faster than expected.”

“Expected?” My voice cracked. “I never asked for any of this—”

“No,” he said, stepping closer.

“You were chosen.”

I backed away—only to bump into the cold stone altar behind me.

He continued his approach until he was close enough that the warmth from his skin washed over me in a wave.

“You felt it,” he murmured. “When the dark touched you.”

I shook my head. “I don’t even know what that means.”

“You do,” the Stalker whispered behind me.

“She’s scared,” the angel said quietly.

“She should be,” the Protector growled.

The demon ignored all of them.

He lifted a hand slowly, giving me time to flee—but I didn’t move. Something inside me vibrated, responding to his presence in a way I couldn’t explain.

His knuckles brushed my cheek.

Fire and ice shot through my blood.

My legs trembled.

The Protector surged forward. “Don’t touch her—”

“Stay where you are,” the demon commanded.

And the Protector froze.

Not magically.

Not physically.

Just... bound by authority older than war.

The angel folded his wings tighter.

The Stalker’s breath hitched, barely audible.

The demon leaned closer, voice dropping into a whisper that filled my entire world.

“When you crossed into our territory, the old power recognized your blood.”

“My blood?” I breathed.

“Yes.”

“I’m human.”

“You’re not,” he said.

“Not anymore.”

The room spun.

My body swayed.

The demon’s arm slipped around my waist—steadying but not pulling—his heat burning through the thin fabric of my shirt.

The Protector snarled.

The Stalker’s pupils dilated.

The Fae’s laughter echoed faintly from the hallway before he even appeared.

Because of course he entered at that moment.

The doorway bent around him as he stepped inside, casual and amused as ever, emerald eyes glittering.

“You always make everything so dramatic,” the Fae sighed.

“Rosalie, darling, don’t look so distressed. You haven’t even heard the interesting part yet.”

I swallowed, voice thin. “Which part?”

The Fae smiled like a man about to deliver the final twist of a tragedy.

“Why every faction wants you.”

The demon stiffened.

The angel exhaled sharply.

The Stalker stepped closer.

The Protector cursed under his breath.

The Fae sauntered to my side, draping an invisible aura of enchantment across the air.

“Rosalie Black,” he said softly,

“you woke a dormant power. One so old, so rare, that entire supernatural lines thought it was extinct.”

The demon’s jaw clenched. “Enough.”

The angel murmured, “She deserves the truth.”

The Stalker whispered, “She was always meant to know.”

The Protector muttered, “Not like this.”

The Fae only grinned.

He leaned in, eyes locked onto mine.

“Your blood,” he whispered,

“is the key to binding every faction... or destroying them.”

My heart stopped.

The room shook.

The demon’s hand tightened at my waist—not possessive, but protective in a terrifying way.

And the Fae finished, voice almost reverent:

“You are the anomaly the dark has been waiting for.”

The room fell completely silent after the Fae spoke.

Not the kind of silence that happens when noise fades.

This was deeper—thick, heavy, reverent.

A silence that settled over the stone floors like a prediction. Like the pause before a god speaks. Like the breath before searing pain.

I didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

My own heartbeat sounded foreign in my ears, too loud, too fast. My blood—this blood they kept talking about—felt like it was burning under my skin.

Finally, I found my voice.

“...What do you mean?” I whispered.

No one answered immediately.

The Fallen Angel closed his eyes as if bracing for a storm. The Protector rubbed a hand over his jaw, pacing like a caged wolf. The Stalker stared at me with something like apology—or devotion—etched in his pale gaze.

But the demon...

He stepped closer.

And everything inside the room bent around him like a tide pulled by gravity.

“You carry a dormant signature,” he said, voice low. “A trace older than our factions. Older than creation myths. Older than me.”

I swallowed hard. “That’s not possible. I—I’m a normal person. I grew up in a normal home, with normal parents—”

“Your parents are not your blood,” the demon interrupted quietly.

My lungs collapsed.

“No,” I said quickly. “No, that’s—no, they’re my family. They raised me. They loved me. I’m their daughter—”

“You are their daughter,” the Angel said gently. “Love makes family. But you didn’t come from them.”

The floor felt like it tilted under me.

The Stalker moved first.

He stepped close—closer than he had ever dared—fingers twitching near my arm, as if asking permission to steady me. He didn’t touch me, but the air between us tightened.

“You were left with them,” he said softly.

“Placed. Hidden.”

“Hidden from what?” I breathed.

The Protector barked a humorless laugh.

“From every creature in this room.”

The demon’s eyes flared—gold fractured with black, burning like volcanic glass.

“Someone hid you from me,” he said.

“And that is a crime I will not forgive.”

He wasn’t threatening me.

He was promising vengeance on whoever had kept me from him.

The thought made a cold chill break across my spine.
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