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Chapter 1;  Beginning of Hunt.
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Raised in perfection but bound by fated sin. Truth collides with wrongdoing in a world that revolves around judgment, fear, and rejection.

In this world thrive two young men—one from a well-fated home, the other from the abyss. Marked by destiny to be bound as one, yet their hearts refuse to grant the chance.

––––––––
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A man of supremacy stood before the devil, pleading to shape his family’s destiny. But everything under the paws of the devil comes with punishment.

“Are you sure about your decision, Mr. Leon? After this, you can’t change your mind. The choice is yours to make. I shall take tenfold of what is given. Wealth is what you seek, and wealth shall it be,” the devil said.

That was long ago—a contract signed with the devil in exchange for wealth and fame. The McLaren family received it all, but fate had a different plan for them.

A son of Leon McLaren, Levi McLaren, was to pay the debt. A shattered destiny and painful downfall awaited the McLaren family for joining hands with the devil.

Levi had no idea what destiny held for him. His perfection, his upbringing in good morals—everything was about to be shattered by a single mistake.

In a city colder than death, as the night rose, the spirit of Macedonia awakened. Behold, the son of the demon lord—the one destined to bring doom to humankind—was sent on a journey to destroy the McLaren family.

His first agenda: to infiltrate the McLaren household and devour them all, while also seeking another prey for the devil.

His arrival into the mortal world brought chaos—a thunderstorm and hurricane ravaged the city, heralding doom’s arrival from the abyss.

“Leave me alone! Somebody help!” a woman cried out in desperation.

Behold, there he stood—a handsome man with a charm so captivating, even heaven would struggle to resist.

“I can help, but on one condition,” he said, pulling out a parchment from nowhere.

“You have to sign—sign away your freedom to me. Do as I wish, and I will take away the pain. You are on the brink of death. Decide your fate, and so shall it be,” he declared.

The young woman, already losing her breath, trapped between life and death, made her choice—doom.

“You will be my companion. With honor, you will obey me, and I shall determine how you live. Disobey me, and you perish at once,” he added.

“Okay,” she responded, sealing her fate. A demon had found a human companion, ready to wipe out all who owed the devil.

––––––––
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A few days later, he and the young woman, now his shadow, stepped into the world. She was tasked with teaching him how humans lived—how to blend in as one of them. And she did her job perfectly.

Her name was Monica—a girl who had never known peace but found solace working with a demon.

Monica showed him around—how to buy, how to speak, how to eat and drink like a human. He adapted quickly.

She gave him a name. “Jaceon Devon—that will be your human name. Make sure you remember it,” she said.

“Oh, come on, Monica. I’m not a fool. I’m intelligent—far more intelligent than any human on this planet,” he scoffed.

“Oh, please,” Monica rolled her eyes. “Says the one who wants to kill someone at the slightest irritation.”

“Well, I’ll save that hunger for the McLaren family. Tell me where I can find those bastards—let’s get started,” he said.

And so, the hunt began.
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Chapter 2;  A devil’s  Mark 
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The city pulsed with life, oblivious to the shadows creeping through its veins. Jaceon Devon stood atop a high-rise building, gazing down at the mortal world he had been sent to infiltrate. The lights below flickered like dying stars, each one a soul, each one a potential offering to the abyss.

Monica stood beside him, arms crossed, her gaze unreadable. “You’re not here to admire the view,” she reminded him.

Jaceon smirked, his piercing eyes glowing faintly under the night sky. “I was merely taking in the filth I am about to cleanse. The McLaren family won’t know what hit them.”

Monica sighed. “You still don’t understand, do you? You can’t just waltz in, kill them all, and be done with it. If you truly want to destroy them, you have to do it from within.”

Jaceon’s amusement faded. “Explain.”

She turned to face him fully. “The McLarens are powerful, influential. You need to make them trust you, need to make them believe you are one of them. Only then can you bring them to their knees.”

A slow grin spread across Jaceon’s face. “I see. A wolf among sheep.”

Monica nodded. “Exactly. And that’s where we begin.”

––––––––
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The McLaren Mansion

Levi McLaren sat in his father’s study, flipping through old financial records, oblivious to the storm brewing around him. He had always been raised in wealth, taught to carry himself with dignity, but something about his family’s success had always felt... off.

His father, Leon McLaren, had drilled discipline into him. Perfection was the standard. Flaws were unacceptable. But Levi had never questioned why their family never seemed to suffer misfortune while others crumbled around them. Not until now.

A knock at the door pulled him from his thoughts. “Come in,” he called.

A butler entered, bowing slightly. “Master Levi, your father has invited a guest for dinner. He requests your presence.”

Levi frowned. His father rarely entertained guests unless they were business associates. “Who is it?”

“A man named Jaceon Devon.”

Something in the butler’s tone made Levi uneasy. He set the papers down, straightened his suit, and nodded. “I’ll be there shortly.”

As the butler exited, Levi’s unease deepened. Something about the name Jaceon Devon sent a chill down his spine.

––––––––
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A New Beginning

Jaceon entered the grand McLaren estate with an air of confidence, his every step measured, his every movement calculated. He wore a perfectly tailored suit, his dark hair neatly styled, his charm effortless.

Leon McLaren greeted him with a firm handshake, his sharp eyes analyzing every detail. “Mr. Devon, it is a pleasure to finally meet you.”

Jaceon offered a polite smile. “The pleasure is mine, Mr. McLaren. I’ve heard much about your family.”

Leon’s expression remained unreadable. “I hope only good things.”

Jaceon’s smile widened slightly. “Only the best.”

Levi entered just in time to hear those words, his eyes locking onto Jaceon’s. For a brief moment, neither spoke.

Jaceon studied Levi—the heir to the McLaren fortune, the son bound by fate to suffer for his father’s sins. And Levi, unknowingly standing before the very man sent to destroy him.

Monica’s words echoed in Jaceon’s mind: You need to make them trust you.

So, with a perfect façade, Jaceon extended his hand toward Levi. “You must be Levi. It’s an honor.”

Levi hesitated for only a second before shaking his hand. “Likewise.”

As their hands met, a spark of something unspoken passed between them.

A connection.

A warning.

A beginning.
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Chapter 3; A shadow at his side.
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Leon McLaren stood at the head of the long dining table, a proud smirk resting on his lips as he gestured toward Jaceon. “From today onward, Jaceon Devon will be your secretary, Levi. He will accompany you everywhere.”

Levi barely looked up from his untouched plate. His expression remained indifferent, unreadable. He had no interest in forming bonds or attachments. From childhood, he had been raised with the understanding that friendship was a distraction, that emotions were a weakness. Cold, distant, and entirely focused on his future role in the family empire—this was the life he had accepted.

Jaceon, however, saw straight through him. The cracks in his perfect demeanor, the quiet loneliness that lurked beneath his hardened exterior. It wouldn’t take long to shatter him completely. But first, he intended to have some fun.

“By the way, Levi,” Jaceon said, leaning back in his chair with an easy grin, “I know I’m here for work, but let’s not be too workaholic. Let’s have fun sometimes—go to interesting places, enjoy life a little. I can already tell you live a boring life.”

Leon chuckled approvingly. “Oh, I like this one. He’s going to be a great companion to you, Levi. And most importantly, listen to him—he knows the industry well.”

Levi’s response was mechanical, lifeless. “Okay.” He sounded like a puppet, programmed to obey without question.

Jaceon studied him, his amusement only growing. Such a dull existence. To have all this wealth and yet be so empty... I thought rich people were supposed to be happy. But where is it? He mused internally, his smirk lingering. Well, no matter. I have a job to do, and soon, everything will fall into place.

––––––––
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The following morning, Jaceon arrived at Levi’s office, dressed in an expensive black suit that made him blend seamlessly into the world of wealth and power. His presence was commanding, but his eyes held something unreadable, something dangerous beneath the surface.

Levi was already at his desk, flipping through documents with a sharp focus. He didn’t acknowledge Jaceon’s presence, as if he weren’t worth his time. That didn’t bother Jaceon in the slightest.

“Morning, boss,” Jaceon said with an exaggerated yawn, throwing himself into the chair across from Levi.

Levi barely spared him a glance. “You’re late.”

Jaceon smirked. “Relax, I’m just fashionably late.” He leaned forward. “So, what’s on the agenda today?”

Levi handed him a file without a word. Jaceon flipped through it lazily, sighing dramatically. “Meetings, meetings, and more meetings. Is this seriously all you do?”

“That’s how business works,” Levi said coolly.

Jaceon scoffed. “No wonder you’re so stiff. When was the last time you did something fun?”

Levi didn’t answer, only focusing on his work. Jaceon observed him, already planning his next move. He needed to break Levi’s walls—to drag him out of this monotonous, controlled existence. After all, his mission wasn’t just about observing the McLaren heir. It was about unraveling him.

––––––––
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Later that evening, Jaceon followed Levi home to the McLaren estate. It was a grand mansion, built to intimidate with its sheer size and elegant yet cold design. The moment they stepped inside, Levi’s posture stiffened even more, as if the walls of his home were chains restraining him.

Jaceon noticed the way the household staff moved carefully around Levi, their eyes downcast, their presence barely noticeable. They feared him. Not because he was cruel—but because he was untouchable, unreadable. A man made of ice.

As Levi ascended the stairs, Jaceon spoke up. “So, you really live alone in this big, empty house?”

Levi stopped but didn’t turn around. “I have staff.”

“That’s not what I asked,” Jaceon said, tilting his head. “You ever feel lonely?”

Silence stretched between them before Levi walked away without answering.

Jaceon grinned. That’s right. Keep pretending. It makes it more fun to watch you crumble.

––––––––
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The next day, Jaceon took matters into his own hands.

“Enough with the work, Levi,” he declared, tossing a file aside. “We’re going out.”

Levi frowned. “No.”

“See, that’s the problem with you. You’re all work and no life. So, I’ve decided to take charge.” Jaceon grabbed Levi’s wrist, dragging him up. “We’re going clubbing.”

Levi tried to protest, but Jaceon was relentless. Hours later, they found themselves at an exclusive nightclub, the kind where the elite drowned themselves in alcohol and meaningless pleasures.

Levi stood stiffly by the bar, unimpressed, while Jaceon enjoyed every moment. Women flocked around them, but Levi remained detached.

Jaceon leaned close. “You really don’t know how to have fun, do you?”

“I don’t see the point,” Levi replied, sipping his drink.

Jaceon chuckled darkly. Oh, you will soon enough.

As the night went on, Levi started loosening up—just a little. Jaceon pushed, nudging him toward small indulgences. A dance, a stronger drink, a moment of distraction.

And then, just as Jaceon had planned, the night took a turn.

A stranger approached Levi, whispering something in his ear. Jaceon immediately sensed danger. He recognized the type—an opportunist, someone looking to take advantage of Levi’s name.

Before Levi could react, Jaceon stepped in, placing a hand on Levi’s shoulder. “We’re leaving,” he said firmly.

Levi narrowed his eyes. “I can handle myself.”

Jaceon’s grip tightened just slightly. “Yeah? Humor me.”

Something in his tone made Levi pause before sighing. “Fine.”

As they exited the club, Jaceon glanced at Levi with amusement. “You’re too trusting, you know.”

Levi scoffed. “I trust no one.”

Jaceon smirked. Good. That will make it even more satisfying when I break you.

––––––––
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The next few weeks followed a similar pattern. Jaceon slowly but surely integrated himself into Levi’s world. He became the one person who could challenge him, who could push his buttons in just the right way. He was both an annoyance and an enigma.

Levi, despite himself, found that Jaceon’s presence disrupted his carefully structured life.

And Jaceon? He was just getting started.

This is only the beginning, Levi McLaren. Soon, you’ll belong to me.
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Chapter 4; uncanny jealousy.
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Weeks passed, and an undeniable shift occurred between Levi and Jaceon. What started as an obligatory companionship gradually turned into something Levi never anticipated—friendship. Jaceon, with his effortless charm and teasing nature, had broken through Levi’s cold and distant exterior. For the first time, Levi had someone he could laugh with, joke with, and share moments of ease. He found himself opening up in ways he never had before, even if he didn’t fully understand why.

Jaceon, on the other hand, knew exactly what was happening. The walls of the McLaren heir were crumbling bit by bit, and he was the one chipping away at them. It was a game, a slow but inevitable manipulation. He could see how lost Levi was, how desperately he clung to the perfection he had been raised in. Jaceon was patient; he knew that with just a little more effort, Levi would be fully under his influence.

But the nights told a different story.

Once darkness fell, Jaceon embraced his true nature. He sought out places reeking of corruption and sin, the very essence of chaos. He moved like a shadow through the city, targeting murderers, criminals, and those who thrived on others’ suffering. These were the ones he considered unworthy of redemption. “They deserve the pit of fire,” he would often tell Monica, his voice filled with a strange mix of contempt and satisfaction.

Monica had grown used to his nocturnal rituals, though she never truly accepted them. Bound to him by her reckless decision, she now existed as both his servant and reluctant companion. Despite her status, she had managed to carve a semblance of freedom for herself. With Jaceon preoccupied with Levi and his family, she found moments where she could breathe. Even so, she never strayed too far. She was his prisoner, and there was no escape from that reality.

Perhaps in an effort to regain some control over her life, Monica secured a job at Levi’s company. It gave her something to do during the day, a sense of normalcy she had long lost. More importantly, she could keep an eye on Jaceon. She knew him better than anyone, knew how easily he could lose his temper and wreak havoc. Her presence was a necessity—without her, Jaceon could very well destroy someone with a mere flicker of irritation.

It wasn’t long before people began to take notice of the dynamic between Jaceon and Monica. Their familiarity, their proximity—it all led to one inevitable assumption. Gossip spread through the company, whispering that Monica was Jaceon’s lover. Rumors traveled fast, slipping past lips and finding their way to Levi.

The moment Levi heard the speculation, something unexpected twisted in his chest. He told himself it was absurd, that it didn’t matter to him in the slightest, but the annoyance simmered beneath his cool exterior. It was irrational—why should he care who Jaceon spent his time with? And yet, the idea of Jaceon being with Monica stirred a discomfort he couldn’t quite shake.

Levi found himself watching them more closely, analyzing the way Monica would lightly touch Jaceon’s arm or the way Jaceon would smirk at something she said. It was nothing unusual, yet it fueled a foreign irritation within him. He didn’t understand it, and he certainly didn’t want to acknowledge it.

Jaceon, ever perceptive, caught onto Levi’s shift in behavior almost instantly. He saw the way Levi’s gaze lingered, the way his lips pressed into a thin line whenever Monica and Jaceon interacted. A slow, knowing grin spread across his face.

Levi McLaren was jealous.

It was almost too easy.

One evening, Jaceon decided to test his theory. As they sat in Levi’s office, discussing an upcoming event, Monica entered with a report in hand. Jaceon made a point to stand close to her, leaning in just enough to make it seem intimate.

“Thanks, Monica,” he murmured, his voice carrying an unmistakable edge of flirtation. He took the papers from her hands, letting his fingers brush against hers longer than necessary.

Levi’s grip on his pen tightened. “Are you two... involved?” His tone was controlled, but the sharpness didn’t go unnoticed.

Monica blinked, caught off guard. “What?”

Jaceon turned, amusement dancing in his eyes. “Why? Would it bother you?”

Levi scoffed, leaning back in his chair. “Don’t flatter yourself. I just think it’s unprofessional.”

“Right.” Jaceon smirked. “Unprofessional.”

The tension in the room was thick, crackling like an impending storm. Monica shifted uncomfortably, glancing between the two men. She had no idea what was happening, but she could sense something unspoken passing between them.

Jaceon, satisfied with his little experiment, chuckled to himself. Oh, this was going to be fun.

Levi McLaren was already walking straight into his trap.
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Chapter 5; A trait of a Demon.
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At home, Jaceon and Monica sat in the dimly lit living room, their conversation tense. The rumors about their supposed relationship had spread quickly, and Monica was visibly disturbed. Her arms were crossed, her brows furrowed in frustration.

“You think this is funny, Jaceon? People actually believe we’re together! My reputation is at stake,” she snapped, pacing the room.

Jaceon, lounging on the couch with an amused smirk, waved a hand dismissively. “And? Let them believe it. It only works in our favor.”

Monica stopped and stared at him, confused. “Our favor? How does a stupid rumor benefit us?”

Jaceon’s grin widened. “Think about it. Levi has no one—he’s single, isolated, and I’m his only friend. If he believes I’m in a relationship, his fear of losing me will grow. He’s greedy, Monica. He wants to keep everything for himself. Including me. He’ll ask me to end whatever he thinks is between us, and that attachment will make him rely on me even more.”

Monica shook her head in disbelief. “You’re manipulating him. This is wrong, Jaceon. You’re playing with emotions like they’re some kind of game.”

Jaceon’s eyes darkened, his playful demeanor shifting. “Everything is a game, Monica. And I don’t lose.”

Monica clenched her fists. “You don’t care, do you? About me? About anyone? I’ve been your prisoner, your shadow, following you everywhere, and yet you don’t even consider how this affects me. I’m a human being, Jaceon, not just a pawn in your little scheme.”

For the first time, Jaceon was taken aback. Monica had never argued with him before, never raised her voice against him. He stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, he chuckled softly. “So, you finally grew a spine, huh? Interesting.”

Monica scoffed. “I’ve always had a spine. I just never had a reason to stand up to you—until now. I won’t let you drag me into your twisted plans anymore.”

Jaceon’s amusement faded, and he stood, closing the distance between them. His presence was overwhelming, his energy almost suffocating. “You don’t have a choice, Monica. You belong to me. Don’t forget that.”

Monica held her ground, refusing to back down. “I may be bound to you, but that doesn’t mean I have to agree with you. One day, Jaceon, you’ll realize that not everything can be controlled.”

A tense silence stretched between them. Then, Jaceon smirked again, but this time, there was something dangerous behind his eyes. “We’ll see about that.”

The argument left an unspoken tension in the air, a crack in the dynamic they had always shared. Monica knew she had crossed a line, but she didn’t regret it.

For the first time, Jaceon saw something in Monica that he hadn’t before—a challenge. And if there was one thing he enjoyed, it was a game worth playing.

Jaceon stood atop his usual nighttime perch, the towering rooftop that gave him a perfect view of the sprawling city below. The neon lights flickered like restless spirits, illuminating the streets filled with both innocence and corruption. A sly smile curled at the corner of his lips as he reflected on his earlier clash with Monica.

“Finally, that girl is standing up for herself. Good job, Monica,” he murmured to himself, a hint of amusement in his tone. His golden eyes glowed under the moonlight as he added, “But don’t cross it... I don’t plan on feeding you to the devil.”

His gaze shifted, scanning the streets for his next prey. He thrived in places of chaos, where shadows lurked and souls teetered on the edge of damnation. Then, amidst the moving figures, he noticed something unusual—a young girl, no older than seven, clutching a small cat to her chest. Two men trailed behind her, their steps slow and deliberate, their intentions clear.
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