
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Inheritance

The gravel crunched beneath the tires of the rental car as I guided it up the winding driveway, fog curling around the headlights like ghostly fingers. Voss Manor loomed ahead, a hulking silhouette against the bruised October sky—towers jagged, windows dark, ivy strangling the stone walls as though the house itself were being slowly devoured. I killed the engine and sat for a moment, hands still gripping the wheel.

My name is Lucy Martin. Twenty-eight years old, recently widowed, and now the bewildered owner of a decaying Gothic mansion I’d never even known existed until the lawyer’s letter arrived three weeks ago. My late husband, David, had no connection to the Voss family that I knew of, yet here I was, the sole beneficiary of some distant great-aunt I’d never met. The solicitor had been brisk: sign here, take the keys, good luck. No mention of the rumors that clung to the place like damp rot—haunted, cursed, abandoned for decades.

I stepped out into the chill. The air smelled of wet earth and something faintly metallic. My boots echoed on the cracked marble steps as I climbed toward the massive oak doors. The key turned with a protesting screech, and the door swung inward on its own, exhaling a breath of cold, stale air that carried the scent of old roses and candle smoke.

Inside, the foyer was grand and desolate. A chandelier hung high above, crystals dulled with dust, catching the weak gray light that filtered through grimy stained-glass windows. My footsteps rang too loudly on the black-and-white marble floor. I set my suitcase down and pulled the heavy door shut behind me. The thud reverberated through the house like a heartbeat.

I spent the afternoon wandering. The manor was enormous—ballroom, library, conservatory, endless bedrooms, a kitchen big enough to feed an army. Everything was shrouded in dust sheets or decades of neglect. Portraits lined the walls: stern men and pale women with eyes that seemed to follow me. I told myself it was imagination. Grief does strange things to the mind.

By dusk, exhaustion won. I chose the least oppressive bedroom on the second floor—high ceilings, a massive four-poster bed swathed in faded burgundy velvet, and tall windows overlooking the overgrown gardens. I showered in the attached bathroom (miraculously, the plumbing still worked, though the water ran icy at first), then changed into an oversized T-shirt and soft cotton shorts. The bed was surprisingly comfortable, the sheets clean enough once I shook the dust from them.

I fell asleep quickly, the silence of the countryside pressing in from all sides.

I woke sometime later—hours or minutes, I couldn’t tell—to the feeling of cool air moving across my skin. The room was dark except for the faint silver of moonlight spilling through the curtains. I lay on my back, heart already thudding, unsure what had disturbed me. The sheets were tangled low around my hips. My T-shirt had ridden up, exposing my stomach to the chill.

Then I felt it.

A touch. Feather-light. Fingertips—or something like fingertips—brushing along the inside of my thigh.

I froze, breath catching. No one was there. The door was still closed. I was alone.

But the touch came again, deliberate this time, tracing higher, skimming the edge of my shorts. A shiver raced over my skin, half fear, half something I didn’t want to name. I squeezed my eyes shut, telling myself it was a dream, a draft, anything rational.

The caress didn’t stop. It grew bolder—slow circles on the sensitive skin just beneath the fabric, teasing, exploring. My body responded before my mind could catch up, warmth pooling low in my belly. I shifted my legs apart without meaning to, a soft gasp escaping my lips.

Invisible fingers slipped beneath the cotton, finding me already slick. One stroked through my folds with devastating patience, as though whoever—or whatever—touched me had all the time in the world. Another joined it, parting me gently, circling my clit with a precision that made my hips lift off the mattress.

I should have been terrified. Instead, I was aching.

The pressure increased, steady and knowing. A third presence—cool breath against my neck, or perhaps lips—brushed just below my ear. I arched, fingers clutching the sheets. The unseen hand worked me relentlessly, sliding inside with effortless ease, curling to stroke that perfect spot while the thumb kept its merciless rhythm on my clit.

My moans filled the room, embarrassingly loud in the silence. Pleasure coiled tight and hot, building faster than I could control. I felt watched, wanted, devoured by something I couldn’t see. The thought should have frightened me. Instead it pushed me higher.

I came with a sharp cry, back bowing, thighs trembling around the invisible touch that refused to relent. Wave after wave crashed through me, longer and deeper than any orgasm I’d ever known, until I was sobbing into the pillow, oversensitive and shaking.

Only then did the presence withdraw—slowly, almost tenderly. The air grew still again. The room felt empty once more.

I lay there for a long time, chest heaving, staring at the canopy overhead. My body hummed with aftershocks. Between my legs I was soaked, the evidence undeniable.

Eventually I reached for the bedside lamp, fumbling until light flooded the room. Nothing. No footprints on the dusty floor. No indentations on the bed beside me. The door remained closed and locked from the inside.

I pulled the covers up to my chin, heart still racing.

“Grief,” I whispered to the empty room. “Stress. Jet lag. Old houses creak.”

But even as I said the words, I knew I was lying to myself.

Somewhere in the walls, something had just claimed its first taste of me.

And deep down—shameful, secret, undeniable—I already wanted more.


Chapter 2: First Blood

Morning light filtered weakly through the heavy curtains, painting the bedroom in shades of muted gold. I woke slowly, my body heavy with a languid satisfaction I hadn’t felt in years. For a moment I lay still, staring at the intricate plasterwork on the ceiling, trying to convince myself the night before had been nothing more than an extraordinarily vivid dream.

But the ache between my thighs and the damp sheets tangled around my legs told a different story.

I showered again, letting the hot water pound against my skin as if it could wash away the confusion. My fingers brushed over the tender places the invisible lover had explored, and a fresh shiver ran through me. I told myself I was being ridiculous. Old houses, grief, isolation—they played tricks on the mind. That was all.

Dressed in jeans and a soft gray sweater, I set out to explore more thoroughly. If I was going to live here—even temporarily—I needed to understand the layout. I started with the ground floor, moving from the echoing ballroom with its cracked mirrors to the conservatory overgrown with dead vines. Finally, I found the library.

It was breathtaking.

Two stories tall, lined floor to ceiling with leather-bound books, rolling ladders, and a massive stone fireplace that looked as though it hadn’t seen a fire in a century. Sunlight slanted through tall arched windows, illuminating swirling motes of dust. A faint scent of aged paper and something darker—copper and spice—lingered in the air.

I ran my fingers along the spines, reading titles in languages I didn’t recognize, until I came to a heavy mahogany desk near the windows. On it sat a single leather journal, its cover cracked and soft with age. Curiosity overrode caution. I opened it.

The handwriting was elegant, looping—definitely feminine. The first entry was dated 1897.

They are bound, as I am bound. Four of them, each more dangerous than the last. The ritual was meant to protect the bloodline, but it has become a prison. If ever a daughter of the house returns willingly…

The sentence trailed off into a blot of ink, as if the writer had been interrupted. I flipped ahead. Pages of cryptic notes, sketches of symbols, references to “essences” and “the joining.” My skin prickled. It read like the ravings of someone unhinged—or someone who had seen too much.

A soft sound behind me made me jump. The creak of a floorboard. I spun around, journal still in hand.

He was simply there.

One moment the room was empty; the next, a man stood between me and the fireplace. Tall, lean, impossibly pale. Black hair fell in perfect waves to his shoulders, framing a face that belonged on a Renaissance painting—sharp cheekbones, full mouth, eyes the color of winter storm clouds. He wore a tailored black suit that looked both modern and centuries out of time. His presence filled the room like smoke.

I took an instinctive step back, bumping into the desk. “Who the hell are you?”

A slow smile curved his lips, revealing just a hint of fang. “Lord Draven Voss,” he said, voice low and smooth, laced with an accent I couldn’t place. “And you, my dear, are trespassing in my home.”

My heart hammered. “This is my house now. I inherited it.”

His gaze traveled over me—slow, deliberate, possessive. “So you did. Lucy Martin. Widow of David Martin. Twenty-eight years old. Blood type O-positive.” He inhaled deeply, as if savoring a fine wine. “Delicious.”

I clutched the journal like a shield. “How do you know my name?”

“I know many things.” He took a step closer. The temperature in the room seemed to drop. “I have waited a very long time for someone like you to walk through those doors.”

“Stay back,” I warned, though my voice shook.

He stopped, tilting his head. “I mean you no harm. Not yet.” His eyes met mine, and the world narrowed to silver-gray. “Look at me, Lucy.”

I tried to resist, but my gaze locked with his. A warm, syrupy languor spread through my limbs. Fear ebbed away, replaced by a pulsing curiosity. He was beautiful. Terrifying. Magnetic.

“Better,” he murmured. “You feel it, don’t you? The pull.”

I did. God help me, I did.

He closed the distance in a blur too fast to track. One moment he was several feet away; the next, his cool fingers cupped my chin, tilting my face up. His thumb brushed my lower lip.

“You’re trembling,” he whispered. “Are you afraid… or aroused?”

Both. Definitely both.

His mouth descended slowly, giving me every chance to pull away. I didn’t. His lips were cool, firm, tasting faintly of wine and something darker. The kiss started gentle—exploring, coaxing—then deepened as I parted for him. A soft sound escaped me when his tongue slid against mine.

He walked me backward until my hips met the edge of the desk. Strong hands lifted me easily, setting me on the polished wood. Books thumped to the floor as he stepped between my thighs, spreading them with his body. My sweater disappeared over my head before I fully registered he’d moved. Cool air tightened my nipples beneath the thin lace of my bra.

“Exquisite,” he breathed, eyes darkening as he traced the swell of my breasts with his gaze. Long fingers unclasped my bra with practiced ease, baring me to him. His mouth followed—kissing down my throat, lingering at the frantic beat of my pulse.

I should have stopped him. Instead I arched into his touch, fingers threading through his silken hair.

His fangs grazed my skin—sharp, deliberate. A warning. A promise.

“May I?” he asked against my neck, voice rough with hunger.

I couldn’t speak. I nodded.

The bite was swift, precise. Twin pricks of pain melted instantly into molten pleasure as his venom flooded my veins. My cry echoed through the library. Every nerve ending ignited. Colors sharpened; sounds deepened. His mouth sealed over the wound, drawing gently, and ecstasy crashed through me in rhythmic waves synced to each pull of his lips.

I clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist, grinding shamelessly against the hard length straining his trousers. He growled low in his throat—a sound that vibrated through my breastbone—and released my neck, licking the wounds closed with a swipe of his tongue that made me shudder.

His hands were everywhere—palms sliding over my ribs, thumbs circling my nipples until I sobbed for more. My jeans vanished somehow, along with my panties. I was naked on the desk, spread open for him, and I didn’t care.

He freed himself with impatient efficiency. Cool, velvet-hard, impossibly thick. The first press of him against my entrance drew a desperate moan from me.

“Please,” I whispered.

He pushed in slowly, letting me feel every inch. My body yielded eagerly, slick and ready from the venom’s fire. When he was fully seated, he stilled, letting me adjust, his forehead resting against mine.

“Perfect,” he rasped. “So warm. So alive.”

Then he began to move.

Long, deep strokes that dragged over every sensitive spot inside me. His mouth found mine again, swallowing my cries. One hand braced beside my hip; the other slipped between us, fingers circling my clit with inhuman precision. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, heightened beyond anything I’d ever known.

I came hard, clenching around him, nails scoring his back through his shirt. He followed moments later, burying himself deep with a guttural groan, cool release flooding me in pulsing waves.

We stayed locked together, breathing ragged, until the haze began to clear. He withdrew gently, pressing a kiss to my damp forehead.

“Welcome home, Lucy,” he murmured.

Reality returned in a rush. I was naked on an antique desk in a haunted library, with bite marks on my neck and a vampire’s come dripping down my thighs.

He straightened his clothing effortlessly, looking as composed as when he’d appeared. Only his eyes betrayed satisfaction—dark, sated, predatory.

“There are others,” he said softly, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “They will sense what we’ve done. They will want their turn.”

A chill ran through me that had nothing to do with his cool skin.

“Others?”

He smiled, fangs glinting. “This house has many secrets. And now, my sweet, you are the key to them all.”

He stepped back into the shadows near the fireplace. For a heartbeat he was there—watching, possessive. Then he simply wasn’t.

I sat alone on the desk, heart pounding, body humming with aftershocks.

Somewhere in the manor, floorboards creaked again—farther away this time. A low, distant growl rumbled through the walls like thunder on the horizon.

I pulled my clothes on with shaking hands, the journal forgotten on the floor.

Whatever I had inherited, it wasn’t just a house.

And I was no longer sure I wanted to leave.


Chapter 3: The Beast Awakens

The bite marks on my neck had faded to faint pink bruises by the following evening, but the memory of Draven’s mouth lingered like a brand. I spent the day avoiding the library, telling myself I was inventorying the house while actually steering clear of any room that felt too shadowed. I dusted, opened windows to let in thin winter air, and tried to ignore the way my body still thrummed with restless energy.

Night fell early in January. By five o’clock the sky was black beyond the windows, and the wind had picked up, rattling the old panes. I built a fire in the cavernous kitchen hearth—more for light than warmth—and heated soup from a can. The mundane act grounded me. Normal people ate soup from cans. Normal people did not let centuries-old vampires drink from their throats on antique desks.

I was rinsing the bowl when the first howl rose outside.

It was distant, low, rolling across the moors like thunder trapped under the earth. The fine hairs on my arms stood up. A second howl answered, closer. Then a third, right outside the estate walls.

I dried my hands slowly, telling myself it was just dogs. Big dogs. Wolves didn’t live in this part of the country anymore. Everyone knew that.

Lightning cracked, illuminating the garden in stark white. In that flash I saw him: a massive shape moving between the skeletal trees, too large for any dog, shoulders rolling with predatory grace. Another flash, and he was gone.

The wind slammed against the back door as if trying to get in. I turned off the kitchen lights and moved to the window, pressing my palms to the cold glass. Rain began, hard and sudden, sheeting sideways.

That was when the knocking started.

Not polite rapping. Heavy, frantic pounding that shook the frame. I froze in the hallway.

“Open the door!” A man’s voice, rough and urgent, barely audible over the storm. “Please—let me in!”

I hesitated only a second. No one should be out in this weather. I unchained the door and pulled it open against the wind.

He fell across the threshold—tall, broad-shouldered, soaked to the skin. Dark hair plastered to his forehead, water streaming from a torn shirt that clung to a chest carved from muscle. His jeans were ripped at the knees, and his boots left muddy prints on the flagstones. He smelled of rain and pine and something wild.

I stepped back instinctively. “Are you all right?”

Golden eyes met mine—too bright, too intense. He pushed the door shut behind him with one shove, leaning against it as if holding something out. His breathing was ragged.

“Storm caught me,” he said, voice gravel and smoke. “Lost the path.” He straightened slowly, towering over me. Up close he was even larger, easily six-four, with a jaw shadowed by stubble and hands that looked capable of snapping bones. “Name’s Rafe.”

“Lucy,” I managed. “You’re bleeding.”

A gash ran across his ribs, soaking the edge of his shirt crimson. He glanced down as if noticing it for the first time. “It’s nothing. Already closing.”

Already closing? The cut looked deep enough for stitches.

Thunder boomed directly overhead. The lights flickered once, twice, then steadied. Rafe’s gaze flicked toward the windows, nostrils flaring.

“You shouldn’t be here tonight,” he said quietly.

“I live here.”

He looked back at me, something unreadable flashing across his face. “Then you really shouldn’t be here tonight.”

Before I could answer, the air in the kitchen grew heavy, charged. A low growl rumbled—not from Rafe’s throat, but from everywhere and nowhere. The temperature plummeted. Frost bloomed across the inside of the windowpanes.

Rafe swore under his breath. “Too late.”

He moved faster than anyone his size should, grabbing my wrist and pulling me behind him. “Stay close.”

“What—?”

A shape coalesced in the corner of the room—shadow given form, tall and thin, with too many joints. Red eyes glowed like coals. It hissed, a sound like tearing silk.

Rafe snarled, the sound vibrating through his chest into mine where I pressed against his back. His body began to change.

I felt it first—the heat pouring off him, the way his muscles bunched and shifted under wet fabric. Bones cracked and lengthened. Claws burst from his fingertips. His shirt split down the seams as his torso expanded, dark hair spreading across broadening shoulders. In seconds he was half-shifted—still mostly man, but taller, fiercer, fangs bared in a muzzle that wasn’t quite wolf.

The shadow-thing lunged.

Rafe met it head-on, claws raking through ethereal flesh. Black mist exploded outward. The creature shrieked and reformed, striking back with tendrils that left frostburn on Rafe’s arm. He roared, driving it toward the fireplace. Flames flared unnaturally high as the thing made contact, consuming it in a burst of ash and sulfur.

Silence fell, broken only by rain and our breathing.

Rafe shrank back to fully human—though nothing about him felt human now. He turned to me, eyes still glowing amber.

“You’re shaking,” he said softly.

I hadn’t realized I was. Adrenaline crashed through me, leaving me trembling and strangely, infuriatingly aroused. His scent was overwhelming up close—warm skin, wet earth, raw masculinity.

“You’re a werewolf,” I whispered.

“Alpha,” he corrected, almost apologetic. “And you’re the new mistress of Voss Manor.” His gaze dropped to the faint marks on my neck, and his expression darkened. “He’s already had you.”

I lifted my chin. “That’s none of your business.”

Rafe stepped closer, crowding me gently against the counter. Heat radiated from his bare chest. “Everything in this house is my business tonight. Full moon. The veil’s thin. Things get…hungry.”

His hand rose, thumb brushing the bite marks with surprising tenderness. “Did he hurt you?”

“No.” The word came out breathless.

“Good.” His voice dropped an octave. “Because I would never.”

The air between us sparked. I should have been terrified—he’d just turned into a monster and shredded a ghost—but my body leaned toward him without permission. His pupils dilated, nostrils flaring again as if scenting my response.

“Lucy,” he said, rough. “Tell me to leave.”

I didn’t.

Instead I reached up, fingers tracing the line of his jaw. Stubble rasped against my skin. He shuddered.

“Fuck,” he muttered, and then his mouth was on mine.

The kiss was nothing like Draven’s cool precision. This was fire—hungry, consuming. His tongue swept in, claiming, while his hands—still partially clawed—cupped my face with exquisite care. I moaned into his mouth, pressing against the hard length of him. He was burning hot, skin feverish under my palms.

He lifted me onto the kitchen island without breaking the kiss, stepping between my thighs. My sweater disappeared; his mouth found my breast through the lace of my bra, sucking hard enough to make me cry out. Large hands slid under my thighs, pulling me flush against the rigid line of his cock straining his jeans.

“Want you,” he growled against my skin. “Need to taste you.”

I nodded frantically, beyond words.

He dropped to his knees in one fluid motion, dragging my leggings and panties down in a single tug. Cool air hit wet heat; then his mouth was there—hot, eager, devastating. His tongue parted me with a long, slow lick that ended at my clit, circling until my hips bucked.

Two thick fingers pushed inside me easily—I was drenched—and curled forward. My head fell back, hands fisting in his hair as he worked me with tongue and fingers in perfect rhythm. The storm raged outside, mirroring the one building inside me.

When I came it was sudden and shattering, thighs clamping around his head, his name ripping from my throat.

He rose slowly, licking his lips, eyes feral gold. I reached for his belt with shaking hands. He helped, shoving jeans down just enough to free himself—long, thick, flushed dark with need. A bead of pre-come glistened at the tip.

He paused, forehead against mine. “Tell me yes.”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

He entered me in one smooth thrust, stretching me deliciously. We both groaned. For a moment he held still, letting me adjust, his breath ragged against my neck.

Then he moved.

Slow at first, deep rolls of his hips that dragged over every sensitive spot. I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him faster. He obliged, grip tightening on my hips as he drove into me harder, the island creaking beneath us.

His rhythm faltered as the moon crested higher—I felt it in the way his thrusts grew wilder, more urgent. A hint of claw pricked my skin, not breaking it, just reminding me of the beast beneath.

“Come for me again,” he commanded, voice barely human.

His thumb found my clit, rubbing in tight circles. Pleasure spiked sharp and unstoppable. I shattered around him a second time, clenching hard. He followed with a guttural roar, burying himself deep as he pulsed inside me, heat flooding in long waves.

Something shifted as he came—a pressure, a swelling at the base of his cock that locked us together. His knot. I gasped at the intensity, the impossible fullness.

He gathered me close, carrying me to the thick rug before the hearth without separating us. We sank down together, his weight careful above me, knot tying us intimately while aftershocks trembled through both of us.

Eventually the swelling eased. He slipped free gently, pressing kisses to my temple, my throat, the tops of my breasts.

“Mine,” he whispered against my skin, almost wonderingly.

I should have protested the possessiveness. Instead I threaded my fingers through his hair and held him closer.

Outside, the storm began to quiet. Inside, the fire crackled, casting golden light over sweat-slick skin.

Rafe lifted his head, expression serious. “The curse binds us all here,” he said quietly. “Vampire, demon, ghost…me. We can’t leave the estate grounds. Not until it’s broken.”

I traced the healing gash on his ribs. “How?”

He hesitated. “Old magic. Requires the bloodline’s willing participation. And…” His eyes flicked to where our bodies still touched, sticky with release. “…shared essence. All of us.”

A shiver ran through me that had nothing to do with cold.

From the hallway came the faint, deliberate sound of someone clapping slowly.

I twisted to look. Draven stood in the doorway, immaculate in black, a faint smile playing on his lips.

“Bravely done, wolf,” he drawled. “Though I do prefer the library for such performances.”

Rafe growled, shifting to shield me, but Draven only lifted an eyebrow.

“Relax. I’m not here to fight. Yet.” His gaze settled on me, hungry and amused. “It seems our Lucy is wasted on neither of us.”

Heat flooded my cheeks. I pulled a discarded shirt over myself, suddenly aware of how debauched I must look.

Draven’s smile widened. “The incubus will scent her soon. And Caspian already watches from the walls.” He pushed off the doorframe. “Enjoy your moon, Rafe. It won’t be yours alone for long.”

He melted into shadow and was gone.

Rafe’s arms tightened around me protectively. I buried my face against his throat, breathing him in.

Whatever came next, I was no longer just inheriting a house.

I was becoming its heart.

And it was only the third night.


Chapter 4: Demonic Whispers

Sleep came in fits after Rafe carried me upstairs and tucked me into the four-poster bed like something precious. He stayed until the moon began its descent, one heavy arm draped over my waist, his breath warm against the back of my neck. When I woke near dawn, he was gone—only the faint scent of pine and sex lingering on the sheets.

I spent the day in a haze. My body felt used in the best possible way: tender, sated, humming with low-level electricity. The bite marks on my throat had vanished entirely; the faint scratches from Rafe’s claws had faded to nothing. Whatever magic bound this place, it healed as quickly as it marked.

I avoided the kitchen and the library both. Instead I wandered into the conservatory—a vast glass dome at the back of the manor, half-swallowed by dead vines and cracked panes. Sunlight poured through the grime in pale shafts, illuminating dust motes that danced like tiny ghosts. In the center stood a dried-up fountain, its marble basin filled with brittle leaves. Overgrown orange trees leaned in iron tubs, their fruit long rotted.

I sat on the fountain’s edge and opened the journal again. The entries grew more frantic toward the end.

The incubus feeds on ecstasy, not blood or flesh. He will come sweetly, cloaked in desire. Do not trust the pleasure—he will take until nothing remains.

I traced the looping script, a chill settling despite the weak winter sun.

A soft laugh echoed behind me—rich, velvet, impossibly intimate.

I turned.

He lounged against a rusted iron pillar as though he’d always been there: tall, lean, golden-skinned, with curling horns that swept back from a mane of midnight hair. His eyes were molten amber, slit-pupiled like a cat’s, and his smile promised every sin I’d ever imagined. A long, sinuous tail flicked lazily behind him, tipped with a spade that looked far too sharp. He wore nothing but low-slung black trousers, the rest of his torso bare and sculpted, faint crimson markings glowing faintly across his chest.

“Reading about me, little mortal?” His voice slid over my skin like silk dragged across bare nerves. “How flattering.”

I snapped the journal shut. “You’re the incubus.”

“Asmodeus,” he corrected, pushing off the pillar with fluid grace. “Though you may call me whatever you like when you’re screaming it.” He inhaled deeply, eyelids fluttering. “Gods, you smell divine. Vampire venom, werewolf seed, and underneath it all—pure, ripe want. I’ve been starving for centuries.”

My pulse kicked. “Stay where you are.”

He stopped a respectful three feet away, hands raised in mock surrender. “I’m no beast to rut without invitation, darling. Unlike some.” His tail curled playfully. “I prefer my lovers eager. Begging, even.”

Heat flooded my cheeks—and lower. I shifted on the fountain rim, suddenly aware of how thin my leggings were.

Asmodeus’s eyes tracked the movement, pupils dilating. “You’re thinking about it already. Good. Let’s skip the tedious denials, shall we?”

He lifted one hand. The air shimmered, and suddenly the conservatory wasn’t empty anymore. Illusions of him surrounded me—five, six, a dozen Asmodeuses, each more beautiful than the last, circling slowly. One brushed phantom fingers down my spine; another ghosted lips along my throat. A third knelt in front of me, head tilting as if to taste.

I gasped, gripping the stone edge.

“Only illusions,” the real Asmodeus murmured, stepping closer. “For now. But they feel real, don’t they?”

They did. Cool hands slid up my thighs, spreading them gently. Invisible mouths kissed the insides of my knees, my hips, the sensitive crease where leg met torso. My head fell back as phantom tongues traced patterns over my clothes, teasing but never quite where I needed.

The real Asmodeus watched, lips parted, chest rising faster. “Your arousal feeds me,” he said, voice roughening. “Every heartbeat, every drop of slickness. I could come just from watching you unravel.”

One illusion tugged my sweater up and off. Another unclasped my bra with practiced ease. Cool air tightened my nipples; then warm mouths—real or not, I couldn’t tell—closed over them, sucking gently, teeth grazing. I moaned, arching into the sensation.

The real demon dropped to his knees in front of me, tail coiling around my ankle like a living vine. “May I?” he asked, fingers hooking in the waistband of my leggings.

I should have said no. I’d had a vampire two nights ago, a werewolf last night. My body should have been sated, sore, done.

Instead I whispered, “Yes.”

He peeled the fabric down slowly, eyes devouring every inch revealed. When I was bare to him, he spread my thighs wider and simply looked—long enough that embarrassment and desire twisted together into something unbearable.

“Perfect,” he breathed.

Then his mouth was on me.

No teasing this time. He licked a long, deliberate stripe from entrance to clit, groaning like a man tasting ambrosia. His tongue was hotter than human, slightly textured, and it moved with inhuman precision—flicking, circling, delving inside me in slow thrusts that made my hips jerk.

His tail released my ankle and slid higher, cool and smooth, tracing the curve of my ass. The tip circled my rear entrance once, twice, then pressed inside with steady pressure. I cried out at the dual invasion—tongue fucking me in front, tail easing deeper behind, stretching me open with careful patience.

The illusions redoubled their efforts: mouths on my breasts, fingers rolling my nipples, phantom cocks rubbing against my sides, my throat, leaving trails of illusory pre-come that felt warm and real.

I lost track of what was real and what wasn’t. Pleasure layered on pleasure until I was sobbing, writhing, begging in broken words.

Asmodeus pulled back just long enough to growl, “Come for me, Lucy. Feed me.”

His lips sealed around my clit, sucking hard as his tail crooked inside me, pressing something devastating. I shattered—harder than with Rafe, longer than with Draven—waves of ecstasy ripping through me until I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, could only feel the demon drinking down every pulse of energy with a guttural moan.

When awareness returned, the illusions were gone. Asmodeus knelt between my trembling thighs, lips glistening, eyes glowing crimson with satiation. His tail was still buried deep, moving in slow, soothing strokes.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, leaning in to kiss me softly. I tasted myself on his tongue, sharp and sweet.

He withdrew his tail carefully, then gathered me into his arms, settling us both on the wide fountain ledge. My head rested against his bare chest; I could hear a heart beating—fast, strong, not quite human.

“You’ll need rest,” he said, fingers combing through my hair. “I took more than I intended. You give so generously.”

I laughed weakly. “You didn’t even—”

“Not yet.” His tail curled possessively around my waist. “When I fuck you properly, I want you wide awake and choosing it with every breath. No illusions. Just me, buried to the hilt, feeling you milk centuries of hunger from my cock.”

A fresh shiver ran through me.

From the doorway came the soft scrape of a boot.

Rafe stood there, arms crossed, golden eyes narrowed. Behind him, half-hidden in shadow, Draven watched with cool amusement. Caspian’s translucent form flickered near the ceiling, expression unreadable.

Asmodeus didn’t move, only smiled lazily over my shoulder. “Gentlemen. Enjoy the show?”

Rafe’s growl vibrated through the glass. “Get your tail off her.”

“Make me, puppy.”

Draven’s voice cut in smoothly. “Children, please. We share the house. We might as well learn to share its treasures.”

Caspian drifted lower, his ghostly hand passing through my hair in a cool caress that made me gasp. Four sets of eyes fixed on me—predatory, possessive, hungry.

I pulled the remnants of my clothes around me, heart racing for an entirely new reason.

The journal lay forgotten on the floor, pages fluttering in a wind that wasn’t there.

Four entities. One curse. Collective essences.

I was beginning to understand exactly what that meant.

And God help me, I wasn’t sure I wanted it to stop.


Chapter 5: Haunting Revelations

I fled the conservatory with my clothes clutched to my chest, Asmodeus’s low laughter chasing me down the corridor. The others didn’t follow—at least not visibly—but I felt their attention like fingers trailing down my spine. By the time I reached the master bedroom and slammed the door, my legs were shaking.

I locked it. As if a lock could stop any of them.

A long, hot shower helped. Water pounded over my skin, washing away the evidence of the afternoon, though it did nothing to dull the ache of pleasure still pulsing between my thighs. I stood under the spray until my fingers pruned, trying to piece together everything I’d learned.

Four immortal beings, bound to the manor by a curse cast by one of my ancestors. A ritual to break it that required “collective essences.” Draven’s cool release inside me. Rafe’s knot and heat. Asmodeus feeding on my climax without even penetrating me. And Caspian—silent, watchful Caspian—who had touched me first, invisibly, that very first night.

I toweled off and pulled on fresh clothes: soft yoga pants and an oversized sweater that felt like armor. Then I retrieved the journal from where I’d dropped it in the conservatory (miraculously untouched) and carried it to the small study adjoining the bedroom. A single lamp cast a warm circle of light over the desk. Outside, the wind had died; the night felt unnaturally still.

I spread the journal open and began reading in earnest.

The writer—Evelyn Voss, 1898—had been meticulous. Pages of symbols, lunar charts, bloodline trees. The curse had been wrought in 1847 by her great-grandmother, a witch named Isolde Voss, after the four entities (then guests under the roof) betrayed her in some unspecified way. Isolde bound them to the estate eternally, forcing them to serve the bloodline. But the binding had a loophole: a willing daughter of the house could release them through a ritual of unification.

The details were explicit.

Four essences, freely given and freely received, mingled in the body of the bloodline heiress during a single night of perfect alignment—new moon, winter solstice, or the anniversary of the original casting. Semen. Blood. Demonic ichor. Ectoplasmic emission. All four, together, in one continuous act.

I read the line twice.

One continuous act.

My breath caught. Not separately. Not over days or weeks. Simultaneously.

I closed the journal, heart hammering.

A cool breeze stirred the papers on the desk. The lamp flickered.

I looked up.

Caspian hovered near the bookshelf, translucent and heartbreakingly beautiful. Golden hair fell in loose waves to his shoulders; his features were finer than the others’, almost ethereal. He wore the fashion of another era—white shirt open at the throat, waistcoat, trousers that clung to long legs. His eyes were pale blue, sad and hungry at once.

He hadn’t spoken yet, not once, but I felt his presence like a constant caress.

“You’ve been watching,” I said softly.

He inclined his head, a faint smile touching his lips.

“Since the beginning?”

Another nod. He drifted closer, stopping just short of the lamplight. His form shimmered, edges blurring.

I stood, drawn despite myself. “Why haven’t you…taken what the others have?”

He lifted one hand, passing it through the journal. The pages flipped on their own to a sketch of a young man—his face, unmistakable. Beneath it, Evelyn had written: Caspian Blackwood, murdered 1847. The first to fall. He cannot speak the curse’s terms; his voice was taken as punishment.

My throat tightened. “I’m sorry.”

He shook his head, expression gentle. Then he pointed to me, then to the four symbols drawn on the opposite page—one for each entity.

“You want the curse broken too.”

A hesitant nod.

I stepped closer, close enough to see the faint freckles across his nose, the way his chest didn’t rise or fall. “Show me what you can do,” I whispered. “No one else. Just us.”

His eyes darkened with something fierce and tender. He reached out, fingers passing through my cheek first—cool, tingling—then solidifying just enough to touch. The sensation was indescribable: weightless pressure, like being stroked by mist and silk at once.

He guided me backward until my knees hit the bed. I sank down, and he followed, hovering above me. His mouth brushed mine—barely there, yet electric. I gasped, and he deepened the kiss, becoming more solid where our lips met. His tongue slid against mine, cool and sweet, tasting faintly of frost and old wine.

Clothes became optional. My sweater lifted away as if by unseen hands; his own garments dissolved into mist. He was lean, elegant, every line of him perfect. His cock—when it brushed my thigh—was cool and hard, ethereal yet undeniably real where it mattered.

He mapped my body with reverent touches: phasing through fabric to tease nipples directly, solidifying fingers to circle my clit, passing partially inside me to stroke places no living man could reach. I writhed beneath him, moaning into his mouth as he brought me to the edge again and again without letting me fall.

Only when I was begging—actually begging—did he settle between my thighs. He entered me slowly, inch by cool inch, eyes locked on mine. The sensation was unlike anything before: fullness without weight, pressure that shifted and multiplied as he phased deeper, stroking my inner walls from impossible angles.

I came undone almost immediately, clenching around nothingness and everything at once. He followed silently, a rush of cool essence flooding me—ectoplasm, thick and shimmering, spilling out as he withdrew.

Afterward he lay beside me—or hovered, rather—tracing patterns on my stomach with a fingertip that flickered between solid and transparent. I turned into him, pressing my face to his chest, feeling the faint hum of energy where a heartbeat should be.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He kissed my forehead, then pointed toward the door—urgent now.

I sat up, pulling the sheet around me. “They’re coming.”

A nod.

Seconds later, the door opened without a knock.

All four stood in the hallway.

Draven leaned against the frame, immaculate and amused. Rafe filled the space behind him, arms crossed, jaw tight. Asmodeus lounged against the opposite wall, tail flicking, eyes glowing faintly with residual satisfaction. Caspian rose from the bed, placing himself protectively between me and the others—visible to them now, shimmering but defiant.

Rafe’s nostrils flared. “Ghost got his turn.”

Draven’s gaze flicked to the cooling shimmer on my inner thighs. “So he did.”

Asmodeus grinned. “And she came beautifully for him. I felt it from three rooms away.”

I pulled the sheet higher. “Stop talking about me like I’m not here.”

Four sets of eyes turned to me—silver, gold, amber, pale blue. Possessive. Hungry. Wary.

Draven spoke first. “You’ve read the journal.”

“Yes.”

“Then you know what must happen.”

I lifted my chin. “I know what it says. I also know none of you have managed it in nearly two centuries. Why?”

Silence stretched.

Rafe answered, voice rough. “Because we hate each other. Always have. The curse feeds on that discord.”

Asmodeus added, softer, “And because no heiress before you stayed long enough to try. They ran. Or went mad.”

Caspian drifted closer to me, his cool hand settling on my shoulder in silent support.

Draven’s gaze lingered on the contact, something unreadable flickering across his face. “We are…territorial. The idea of sharing has never been palatable.”

“Yet here we are,” I said. “All of you wanting the same thing. Freedom. And all of you wanting…” I gestured vaguely at myself. “This.”

Rafe growled low. “Wanting you.”

“Exactly.” I met each gaze in turn. “So the question is: can you share? Or does the curse win again?”

No one answered immediately.

Finally Draven pushed off the doorframe, stepping into the room. “A truce, then. Temporary. We court her together. No sabotage. No claiming alone.”

Rafe’s fists clenched. “And if she chooses one?”

Draven smiled thinly. “She won’t. The ritual demands all.”

Asmodeus chuckled. “I, for one, am willing to be very cooperative.”

Caspian looked at me, eyes questioning.

I drew a steadying breath. “One condition. My consent, every step. No hypnosis. No shifting without warning. No feeding without asking. Clear?”

Four nods—some reluctant, one eager, one silent but earnest.

“Good.” I stood, sheet wrapped around me like a toga. “Then we start tomorrow. Tonight, I need sleep. Alone.”

They withdrew slowly, reluctantly. Draven was last, pausing to brush a cool kiss across my knuckles.

“Sleep well, Lucy,” he murmured. “Dream of us.”

The door closed softly behind him.

I sank onto the bed, heart racing, body still humming from Caspian’s touch.

Four immortal lovers. One impossible ritual.

And me—mortal, curious, already far too deep—in the center of it all.

Outside, clouds parted. A thin new moon hung in the sky like a silver promise.

We had time. Not much, but enough.

I pulled the covers over me and, despite everything, slept deeply—no dreams, no touches, just the quiet certainty that tomorrow everything would change again.


Chapter 6: Shadows of Envy

The next evening arrived with a hush over the manor, as though the house itself held its breath.

I’d spent the day restless, pacing from room to room, the journal tucked under my arm like a talisman. Every corner seemed to watch me: portraits’ eyes tracking my movement, shadows shifting when I wasn’t looking directly at them. The truce hung in the air—fragile, untested.

By dusk I found myself in the grand ballroom. Moonlight spilled through tall, arched windows, turning the dusty parquet floor silver. Broken chandeliers glittered faintly overhead. It was the largest open space in the house, and something told me they would come here tonight.

They did.

Draven arrived first, materializing from the darkness near the far wall in his usual silent way. Black suit pristine, hair perfect, that faint amused curve to his mouth. He didn’t speak, only inclined his head in greeting.

Rafe came next—through the door this time, boots heavy on the floor. He wore only jeans and a faded flannel shirt open over bare chest, as if he’d been outside chopping wood that didn’t need chopping. His gaze swept the room, landing on Draven with immediate tension.

Asmodeus sauntered in moments later, tail flicking, horns catching the moonlight like polished obsidian. He carried a crystal decanter and four glasses, setting them on a dust-sheeted table with theatrical care.

“Wine,” he announced. “Very old. Very expensive. And entirely unnecessary for three of us, but the lady might enjoy it.”

Caspian drifted in last, phasing through the ceiling to hover near me. His presence was cool and steadying. He offered a small, shy smile that made something in my chest ache.

Four immortal men—beings—who had existed for centuries, now arranged in a loose circle around me like planets pulled into the same orbit.

I drew a breath. “So. Truce.”

“Truce,” Draven echoed, voice smooth.

Rafe grunted agreement.

Asmodeus poured a glass and handed it to me. “To cooperation.”

I took a sip—rich, dark, tasting of black cherries and iron. Warmth spread through me.

The silence stretched, thick with unspoken challenge.

Rafe broke it. “This only works if we stop circling each other like rival wolves.”

Draven’s lips twitched. “Some of us are wolves.”

Rafe’s eyes flashed gold. “You know what I mean, bloodsucker.”

Asmodeus laughed softly. “Oh, this will be delicious.”

I set the glass down. “Enough. If we’re doing this, we start now. No more posturing.”

I stepped into the center of the room, moonlight pooling around me. Heart pounding, I pulled my sweater over my head and let it drop. The camisole beneath followed. Then the rest—slowly, deliberately—until I stood naked in the cool air, gooseflesh rising across my skin.

Four sharp inhalations. Four sets of eyes darkening with hunger.

I met each gaze in turn. “I’m not a prize to be won. I’m the one choosing. Tonight, I choose both of you.” I looked between Draven and Rafe—the two most likely to clash. “Together. No fighting. Show me you can share.”

Rafe’s jaw flexed. Draven lifted an eyebrow, intrigued.

Caspian drifted closer, concern in his eyes, but I shook my head slightly. Not yet. This needed to happen first.

Asmodeus leaned against a pillar, clearly content to watch. “I’ll referee,” he purred.

Rafe moved first—slow, deliberate—until he stood in front of me. His hands settled on my hips, thumbs stroking warm circles. “You sure?”

“Yes.”

Draven approached from behind, cool chest pressing to my back. His lips brushed my shoulder. “Then let us begin.”

They moved in perfect opposition—heat and cold, rough and smooth. Rafe’s mouth claimed mine in a deep, hungry kiss, tongue stroking possessively. Draven’s lips traced my throat, fangs grazing but not piercing yet. Rafe’s hands slid up to cup my breasts, thumbs teasing nipples to tight peaks. Draven’s cool fingers trailed down my stomach, parting my folds with deliberate slowness.

I moaned into Rafe’s mouth as Draven’s fingers circled my clit, then dipped inside. Rafe growled approval, breaking the kiss to drop his head and take one nipple between his teeth—gentle bite, soothing lick. Pleasure sparked sharp and bright.

Draven’s voice was velvet against my ear. “Look at him, Lucy. See how he watches you.”

Rafe’s eyes were molten gold, fixed on Draven’s hand moving between my thighs. Instead of anger, there was raw arousal. He liked watching. The realization sent a fresh rush of wetness over Draven’s fingers.

The vampire hummed approval. “She likes that you’re watching, wolf.”

Rafe’s hands tightened on my hips. “Then let him watch more.”

He lifted me easily, turning so my back pressed to his chest, legs spread wide. Draven stepped between them, eyes locked on mine as he unfastened his trousers. His cock sprang free—pale, perfect, already slick at the tip.

Rafe’s arm banded under my breasts, holding me open. Draven entered me in one smooth glide, cool and thick, filling me completely. I cried out, head falling back against Rafe’s shoulder.

Draven began to move—long, deep strokes that dragged over every sensitive spot. Rafe’s free hand slid down to rub tight circles on my clit, matching the vampire’s rhythm.

The contrast was maddening: Draven’s cool length inside me, Rafe’s hot fingers outside. I writhed between them, pleasure coiling impossibly tight.

Draven leaned in, fangs scraping my neck. “May I?”

“Yes—God, yes.”

The bite came with his next thrust—sharp ecstasy flooding my veins. My body clenched hard around him, orgasm crashing through me in endless waves. Rafe growled, fingers relentless, drawing it out until I sobbed.

Draven released my throat, licking the wounds closed, hips stuttering as he followed me over—cool release pulsing deep inside.

But they weren’t done.

Rafe turned me gently, laying me on a pile of discarded dust sheets that had somehow appeared (Asmodeus’s doing, no doubt). He stripped quickly, cock thick and flushed, knot already swelling at the base.

Draven knelt beside my head, still hard—immortal stamina. He guided my mouth to him, letting me taste our mingled release. I licked eagerly, moaning around him as Rafe pushed into me from behind—hot, thick, stretching me anew.

Rafe’s rhythm was rougher, more urgent, hips snapping against my ass. Draven’s fingers tangled in my hair, guiding but not forcing, eyes dark with satisfaction as he watched Rafe take me.

The knot began to swell, catching on every withdrawal. When it locked us together, Rafe roared, grinding deep as he came in long, hot pulses. The pressure triggered another climax in me, muffled around Draven’s cock.

Draven followed seconds later, cool release spilling over my tongue. I swallowed greedily, lost in sensation.

When Rafe’s knot finally eased, he pulled out gently, pressing kisses to my spine. Draven gathered me into his lap, cool arms cradling me while Rafe stretched out beside us, one large hand stroking my thigh.

From across the room, Asmodeus clapped slowly. “Exquisite. Ten out of ten. No bloodshed.”

Caspian hovered nearby, expression soft with something like pride—and unmistakable arousal.

I looked at the two men holding me—vampire and werewolf, ancient enemies—and saw the wary respect in their eyes.

A start.

Draven brushed a strand of hair from my face. “One rivalry tamed.”

Rafe grunted agreement, thumb tracing lazy circles on my skin. “For tonight.”

Asmodeus pushed off the pillar, tail curling. “My turn tomorrow, then. I have ideas.”

Caspian’s cool hand settled on my ankle, a silent promise.

I closed my eyes, nestled between heat and cold, and let the afterglow carry me.

The curse hadn’t broken yet.

But for the first time in centuries, the manor felt a little less like a prison—and a little more like a home.


Chapter 7: Feral Claims

The following afternoon found me restless again, the ballroom’s events still replaying in vivid detail. My body carried faint marks—bruises from Rafe’s grip shaped like fingerprints, twin pinpricks on my throat that refused to fade entirely. I wandered the grounds for the first time since arriving, needing fresh air to clear my head.

The estate was vast: overgrown rose gardens choked with thorns, a dried-up fountain in the shape of weeping angels, dense woods pressing against crumbling stone walls. The sky hung low and gray, promising more snow. I pulled my coat tighter and followed a narrow path into the trees.

I hadn’t gone far when I heard it—heavy footfalls behind me, deliberate but unhurried. I didn’t turn. I knew who it was.

Rafe emerged from the treeline a dozen yards back, hands in the pockets of a shearling jacket, eyes tracking me with that intense focus that made my pulse stutter. He didn’t speak, only matched my pace until I stopped beneath a massive oak.

“You’re following me,” I said.

“Protecting you,” he corrected, voice low. “Full moon’s tomorrow. Everything’s…edgier.”

I leaned against the trunk. “Including you?”

His mouth curved in something not quite a smile. “Especially me.”

He closed the distance slowly, giving me every chance to step away. I didn’t. When he reached me, he braced one arm against the bark above my head, caging me without touching.

“You smell like him still,” he growled softly. “Vampire all over you.”

I lifted my chin. “You didn’t seem to mind sharing last night.”

Gold flared in his eyes. “Last night was controlled. Barely.” His free hand rose, thumb brushing my lower lip. “Out here, with the moon rising and the woods empty…control’s thinner.”

A thrill raced through me—half warning, half invitation. “Then don’t control it.”

The words hung between us.

Rafe’s nostrils flared. For a heartbeat he fought it—I saw the war in his tightening jaw, the way his claws pricked through the ends of his fingers. Then something snapped.

He lunged.

Not to hurt—to chase.

I bolted instinctively, laughter bubbling up as I darted deeper into the woods. Branches whipped past, boots crunching on frozen leaves. Behind me, his footsteps thundered, gaining fast. The pursuit lasted only minutes; he could have caught me in seconds if he’d wanted.

He let me run.

When he finally took me down, it was gentle—arms banding around my waist, twisting so he took the impact against the forest floor. We landed in a drift of old leaves, his body hard and hot beneath mine.

I straddled him, breathing hard, hair wild around my face. His eyes were fully gold now, pupils blown wide.

“Caught you,” he rumbled.

I rocked my hips against the thick ridge in his jeans. “Did you?”

A growl vibrated through his chest. He surged up, flipping us so I lay beneath him, wrists pinned above my head in one large hand. Leaves clung to my hair; cold earth seeped through my coat.

He kissed me like punishment—teeth nipping my lip, tongue demanding surrender. I gave it willingly, arching into him. His free hand made quick work of buttons and zippers, shoving my coat open, yanking my sweater up to bare skin to the chill air.

“Need to mark you,” he rasped against my throat. “Need you to smell like mine.”

I moaned agreement as his mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard enough to leave a bruise. His hips ground between my thighs, denim rough against the thin fabric of my leggings.

Then a sultry laugh drifted through the trees.

Asmodeus stepped into the small clearing, tail swaying, horns catching weak sunlight. “Am I interrupting playtime?”

Rafe snarled, body tensing protectively over mine.

The demon raised both hands. “Truce, remember? Besides…” His gaze raked over us, lingering where Rafe’s mouth worked my breast. “I’d rather join than watch from afar.”

Rafe’s grip on my wrists tightened possessively. I twisted one hand free and stroked his cheek. “Let him,” I whispered. “Show me you can share out here too.”

Something feral and hot flashed across Rafe’s face. Slowly, deliberately, he released my wrists and sat back on his heels, dragging me up with him so I straddled his lap again. His hands settled on my hips, claws pricking lightly through fabric.

Asmodeus approached with liquid grace, shedding his shirt as he came. Golden skin gleamed, crimson markings pulsing faintly. He knelt behind me, chest to my back, tail curling around my thigh to spread me wider over Rafe’s lap.

“Beautiful,” he murmured against my ear. His hands slid under my sweater, cupping my breasts, rolling nipples between clever fingers while Rafe watched with dark fascination.

Rafe’s breathing roughened. He leaned in, capturing my mouth again as Asmodeus’s tail teased higher, tracing the seam of my leggings before slipping beneath. Cool, smooth tip circled my clit through damp cotton, then pressed inside alongside the fabric, shallow thrusts that made me gasp into Rafe’s kiss.

Rafe broke away, eyes locked on where the tail disappeared between my legs. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

Asmodeus chuckled. “Wait until you feel it.”

Clothing vanished in impatient tugs—mine first, then theirs. Rafe’s cock sprang free, thick and flushed, knot already swelling. Asmodeus’s was longer, ridged faintly, curving upward with demonic elegance.

Rafe lifted me easily, positioning me over him. I sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch, moaning at the stretch. His head fell back against the leaves, jaw clenched.

Asmodeus moved behind me, tail withdrawing only to return slick—lubricated by some demonic trick. The tip circled my rear entrance, pressing in steadily as Rafe held me still.

I cried out at the dual fullness—Rafe’s heat in front, Asmodeus’s cool length easing into me from behind. They moved carefully at first, finding a rhythm: Rafe thrusting up as Asmodeus withdrew, alternating strokes that kept me constantly filled.

The forest spun. Leaves rustled overhead; distant birds scattered. Pleasure built in relentless waves, heightened by the open air, the primal setting.

Rafe’s knot began to swell, catching on every stroke. Asmodeus’s tail wrapped around my waist, holding me steady as he drove deeper, ridges dragging over sensitive nerves.

“Come for us,” Asmodeus whispered, voice velvet and command. “Let the wolf feel you milk him while I fill your pretty ass.”

The words shattered me. Orgasm ripped through, fierce and prolonged, my body clenching hard on both of them. Rafe roared, knot locking us together as he came in scorching pulses. Asmodeus followed seconds later, cool demonic release flooding my rear, feeding on the surge of ecstasy rolling off me in waves.

We collapsed sideways into the leaves—Rafe beneath me, still knotted, Asmodeus spooned behind, tail lazily stroking my thigh.

Minutes or hours later, the knot eased. Asmodeus withdrew gently, pressing kisses to my shoulder blades. Rafe gathered me close, nuzzling my throat where his mark bloomed fresh and dark.

“Mine,” he growled softly.

“And mine,” Asmodeus added, amusement lacing the words.

I laughed breathlessly. “We’ll see.”

From the treeline, a cool breeze stirred. Caspian’s translucent form flickered into view, watching with quiet intensity. Draven stood beside him—when had he arrived?—expression unreadable but eyes burning.

Rafe tensed beneath me.

Draven spoke first, voice carrying easily. “The woods are lovely for sport. But jealousy still lingers, wolf. I can smell it.”

Rafe’s arms tightened. “Then come closer and do something about it.”

Asmodeus propped himself on an elbow, grinning. “Oh, this is getting interesting.”

I pressed a hand to Rafe’s chest. “Not like this. Not fighting.”

Draven’s gaze met mine. “No. Not fighting.”

He stepped into the clearing, Caspian drifting beside him. Four again. Always four.

I sat up slowly, naked and unashamed in the cold air, leaves clinging to sweat-damp skin.

“Tomorrow,” I said, voice steady despite everything, “we try something new. All four. No pairs. No spectators. Together.”

Rafe growled low—protest or anticipation, I couldn’t tell.

Asmodeus’s tail curled possessively around my ankle. “I do love a challenge.”

Caspian reached out, cool fingers brushing my cheek in silent agreement.

Draven smiled, slow and dangerous. “As my lady wishes.”

The wind picked up, carrying the first flakes of snow. I shivered—not from cold.

Tomorrow, the real test began.

And I was ready.


Chapter 8: Ethereal Teases

Snow fell thick and silent all morning, blanketing the estate in white hush. I watched it from the attic window, wrapped in a borrowed robe—Rafe’s, judging by the lingering scent of pine and warmth. My body ached in the most delicious ways, every muscle reminding me of yesterday’s feral claiming in the woods. I was tender, sated, and still restless.

The attic was a forgotten treasure trove: trunks of yellowed lace and velvet gowns, cracked oil paintings stacked against the eaves, a massive four-poster bed draped in cobwebs. Someone—Asmodeus, probably—had cleared a wide space in the center and laid down thick rugs and pillows pilfered from other rooms. Candles flickered in glass jars, casting golden light against the slanted ceiling.

They were giving me space this morning. Or perhaps preparing.

I felt Caspian before I saw him—a cool breath across the back of my neck. I turned, and there he was, hovering just above the floorboards, pale eyes fixed on me with quiet intensity. He wore only loose trousers tonight, his translucent chest bare, every line of him luminous in the candlelight.

“You’ve been patient,” I said softly.

He drifted closer, head tilting in shy acknowledgment. Then he reached out, fingers phasing through the tie of my robe. The fabric loosened on its own, sliding open as if kissed by wind. Cool air tightened my nipples; his gaze followed the movement, hunger sharpening his gentle features.

I let the robe fall. “Your turn to lead.”

A faint smile curved his mouth. He took my hand—solid enough to feel the cool pressure—and guided me to the nest of rugs and pillows. I sank down, reclining against a mountain of velvet cushions. Caspian hovered above me, eyes asking permission.

I nodded.

He began with touches that barely existed: fingertips passing through my skin, leaving trails of tingling energy in their wake. My collarbones, the curve of my breasts, the dip of my waist—everywhere he traced, nerves sparked awake. When he solidified just enough to circle one nipple, I gasped at the contrast—cool, firm pressure after the teasing nothingness.

He explored slowly, reverently. Phasing one hand directly through my breast to stroke from the inside, making me arch and moan. Solidifying his mouth to suck gently at my throat while phantom lips closed over my clit from a distance. The sensations overlapped, multiplied, until I was writhing, thighs spread wide, begging without words.

Only then did he settle between them.

His cock—ethereal yet impossibly hard—pressed against my entrance. He entered me in a single, weightless glide, cool and perfect. The sensation was otherworldly: fullness that shifted as he phased deeper, stroking places no physical lover could reach, expanding and contracting inside me like living mist.

I clutched at his shoulders—sometimes grasping solid muscle, sometimes passing through him to feel the cool rush of ectoplasm. He moved in long, gliding thrusts, eyes never leaving mine. Every time I neared the edge, he paused, phasing partially out to tease, then solidifying to fill me again.

“Please,” I finally sobbed. “Caspian, please let me come.”

His expression softened with tenderness—and triumph. He drove deep, solidifying completely for the first time, and held there. One cool hand slipped between us, fingers circling my clit with devastating precision. The other passed through my lower abdomen to stroke me from within, pressing against his own cock through my walls.

The double stimulation shattered me. Orgasm rolled through in endless waves, my body clenching around both solid and ethereal presence. Caspian’s silent cry vibrated through me as he came, cool ectoplasm flooding deep, spilling out in shimmering rivulets as he phased again.

We floated—literally. His power lifted us inches off the rugs, suspended in candlelit air while aftershocks trembled through us. I clung to him, pressing kisses to his translucent throat, feeling the hum of his satisfaction.

When we settled again, he curled around me protectively, head on my breast.

A slow clap echoed from the shadows near the stairs.

Draven emerged, eyes dark with arousal. “Exquisite,” he murmured. “The ghost has talents I hadn’t fully appreciated.”

Caspian tensed, but I stroked his hair soothingly.

Draven approached with predatory grace, shedding his shirt as he came. Moonlight from the small attic window silvered his pale skin. “May I join?” he asked, voice velvet. “Or shall I simply watch a while longer?”

I looked at Caspian. He met my gaze, then nodded once—permission and invitation both.

Draven knelt beside us, cool fingers tracing the shimmer of ectoplasm still leaking from me. “Beautifully claimed,” he said softly. Then, to Caspian: “May I taste?”

Caspian’s eyes widened slightly, but he shifted aside, making space.

Draven lowered his head between my thighs, tongue lapping gently at the mingled essences. The cool swipe over my sensitive flesh made me jerk, oversensitive and needy again. Caspian watched, fascination overtaking shyness, one hand stroking my breast with growing confidence.

Draven’s mouth was precise, devastating—long licks followed by gentle suction on my clit. When he slid two cool fingers inside me alongside the lingering ectoplasm, I moaned loudly enough to echo off the rafters.

Caspian leaned in, kissing me deeply, swallowing the sounds. His hand joined Draven’s between my legs—phasing through the vampire’s fingers to stroke me from impossible angles. The combination—Draven’s solid touch and Caspian’s ethereal—sent me spiraling into another climax, thighs clamping around Draven’s head.

Draven rose, lips glistening, fangs extended with hunger. “Need you,” he rasped.

I reached for him. “Then take me.”

He entered me in one smooth thrust, cool and thick, groaning at the slick heat. Caspian hovered behind him now, curious. At my encouraging nod, he phased one hand through Draven’s back to tease the vampire’s nipple from within. Draven shuddered, hips stuttering.

“Fuck,” he hissed, thrusting harder.

Caspian grew bolder—phasing lower, cool fingers wrapping around Draven’s cock from inside my body, stroking in counterpoint to each thrust. The sensation for me was indescribable: feeling both of them at once, layered, amplified.

Draven’s control snapped. He drove deep, fangs sinking into my breast this time—venom flooding my veins in euphoric waves. I came again, clenching hard around him and Caspian’s ethereal touch. Draven followed with a guttural groan, cool release pulsing inside me.

We collapsed in a tangle—Draven solid and heavy on one side, Caspian weightless on the other. Both pressed close, lips brushing my skin in tender aftercare.

From the stairs, dual growls and a sultry chuckle announced the arrival of the others.

Rafe stood halfway up, eyes glowing gold, cock already straining his jeans. Asmodeus leaned beside him, tail flicking, clearly delighted.

“Started without us?” Asmodeus purred.

Draven lifted his head lazily. “There’s plenty left.”

Rafe’s gaze raked over me—flushed, marked, shimmering with mixed essences. “Tomorrow,” he said, voice rough. “All four. No more pairs.”

Asmodeus grinned. “Agreed. I have the perfect venue.”

Caspian’s cool hand tightened on my hip possessively, but he nodded.

I met Rafe’s eyes, then Asmodeus’s. “Tomorrow,” I echoed.

Snow tapped against the attic window like impatient fingers.

Four lovers. One ritual.

We were getting closer.

And I had never felt more alive.


Chapter 9: Demonic Bargains

Snow kept falling through the night, turning the manor into a world of muffled silence. I woke in the attic nestled between Draven and Caspian, their contrasting touches—cool solidity and weightless chill—lingering on my skin. They had withdrawn sometime before dawn, leaving only the faint shimmer of ectoplasm on the pillows and the subtle ache of Draven’s latest bite.

I bathed slowly, watching bruises bloom and fade in the mirror like time-lapse flowers. My body was changing—or adapting. Marks that should have lasted days vanished in hours. I felt stronger, senses sharper, desire a constant low hum under my skin. The house was doing something to me. Or they were.

By late afternoon the sky had cleared to a hard, brilliant blue. I found Asmodeus in the basement—a vast stone chamber I hadn’t explored yet, reached by a narrow staircase hidden behind the wine cellar. Torches burned in iron sconces, casting flickering light over an ancient altar of black marble veined with red. Symbols were carved into the floor in a wide circle: protection, binding, release. The air smelled of sulfur and jasmine.

He waited in the center, shirtless, horns polished to a gleam. A length of silken cord dangled from one hand; his tail swayed lazily behind him.

“I promised you ideas,” he said, voice velvet and smoke. “And I have one. But it requires trust.”

I stepped into the torchlight. “Define trust.”

He smiled, slow and wicked. “You allow me to bind you—lightly, nothing you couldn’t break if you truly wished. In return, I give you forbidden knowledge. Everything Isolde Voss wrote about the final ritual, the parts she hid even from her own journal. The words that must be spoken. The exact alignment needed. The risks.”

My pulse quickened. “And the price?”

“Only pleasure,” he purred. “Hours of it. I edge you, feast on every denied peak, until you’re ready to beg for release. When I finally let you come, I fill you with my essence. Deeply. Completely. No illusions this time. Just us.”

I studied the altar, the cords, the eager glow in his amber eyes. The others would sense this—smell it on me later—and jealousy might flare again. But knowledge was power, and we were running out of time. The new moon was less than a week away.

“Safe word?” I asked.

“Red,” he answered instantly. “Say it, and everything stops. No questions.”

I nodded. “Then let’s bargain.”

He moved with demonic grace, guiding me to the altar. The marble was cool against my back as I lay down willingly. He bound my wrists above my head to iron rings I hadn’t noticed before—silk tight but not cruel. Ankles next, spread wide, tethered to the altar’s base. The position left me completely exposed, vulnerable in a way that sent heat rushing between my thighs.

Asmodeus stepped back to admire his work. “Exquisite.”

He began slowly—teasing touches with fingertips and tail, tracing every sensitive inch of me without granting real pressure. His mouth followed, kissing along my inner thighs, breathing warm air over my clit but never quite touching. Hours blurred. He brought me to the edge again and again—tongue circling, tail teasing entrance and rear, fingers rolling nipples—only to pull back at the last second.

I writhed, cursing him, pleading, voice hoarse. Sweat slicked my skin; the torches burned lower. Every denied orgasm fed him; I felt his energy swell, the crimson markings on his chest glowing brighter.

At some point he shed his trousers. His cock was beautiful—long, thick, ridged faintly along the underside, flushed dark rose. Pre-come pearled at the tip as he stroked himself slowly, watching me tremble.

“Tell me what you want,” he commanded.

“You,” I gasped. “Inside me. Please.”

He leaned over me, tail coiling around one thigh to spread me wider. “Louder.”

“Fuck me, Asmodeus. Fill me. Let me come.”

He drove into me in one smooth thrust, ridges dragging deliciously along my walls. I screamed at the sudden fullness after hours of denial. He set a punishing rhythm—deep, hard strokes that hit every perfect spot, his tail slipping into my rear again to double the sensation.

The altar rocked beneath us. His mouth claimed mine, swallowing every cry. When the first orgasm finally crashed through me, it was cataclysmic—body convulsing, vision whiting out, waves of pleasure so intense I sobbed his name.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked me through it, drawing out the climax until I was begging again—this time for mercy. Only then did he let himself go, burying deep with a guttural moan, demonic essence flooding me in hot, thick pulses that seemed to go on forever. I felt him feed on the peak, body shuddering above mine.

When he finally stilled, he untied me with gentle hands, massaging circulation back into wrists and ankles. He gathered me close, tail wrapping around us both like a blanket.

“The hidden page,” he whispered against my temple, “is in the false bottom of the journal’s back cover. Tear it carefully. It tells the order: ghost first, then vampire blood, wolf knot, demon seed last—spoken under the new moon in the crypt. But there’s a warning.” His arms tightened. “If jealousy breaks the circle even once during the act, the curse rebounds. We all die—truly die. No resurrection.”

I shivered. “Then we can’t fail.”

“No,” he agreed softly. “We can’t.”

Boots on the stairs announced the others long before they appeared.

Rafe arrived first, eyes blazing gold, nostrils flaring at the scent of sex and sulfur. Draven followed, expression icy. Caspian phased through the wall, anguish in his pale eyes as he took in the silken cords still dangling from the altar.

Asmodeus didn’t release me. “She bargained fairly,” he said calmly. “And she won knowledge we all need.”

Rafe’s growl vibrated through the stone. “You bound her.”

“With consent,” I said firmly, sitting up in Asmodeus’s arms. “And I’d do it again. We now know exactly how to break the curse.”

Draven’s gaze flicked to the marks on my wrists—faint red lines already fading. “At what cost to her?”

“No cost,” I answered. “Only gain.”

Caspian drifted closer, cool fingers brushing the marks with heartbreaking gentleness. He looked at Asmodeus with something close to accusation.

The demon met his stare unflinching. “I took nothing she didn’t offer.”

Tension crackled like the torches.

I stood, naked and unashamed, stepping between them. “Enough. We’re too close to let jealousy win now. The ritual is in six nights. We prepare—together. No more solo claims. No more spectators.”

Rafe’s fists clenched. Draven’s jaw tightened. Caspian’s hand settled on my shoulder, cool and steadying. Asmodeus rose behind me, tail curling possessively around my waist.

“Together,” Draven echoed finally, voice low.

Rafe nodded once, sharp.

Caspian’s fingers tightened in silent promise.

Asmodeus pressed a kiss to my neck. “Then let the real preparations begin.”

Upstairs, snow had stopped. Starlight glittered on fresh white fields visible through the high basement window.

Six nights.

One chance.

All or nothing.

I took a steadying breath, surrounded by four immortal lovers who—for the first time—looked at one another not with rivalry, but with wary determination.

The curse’s days were numbered.

And so, perhaps, were ours if we failed.


Chapter 10: Rival Flames

The truce held for three tense days.

We moved through the manor like a strange, charged constellation—always aware of one another, orbits overlapping but never quite colliding. Meals became communal: I cooked in the vast kitchen while Rafe chopped wood for the hearths, Draven selected wines from the cellar, Asmodeus conjured spices that shouldn’t exist, and Caspian arranged wildflowers he coaxed into bloom with ghostly touches. Conversation was careful—ritual details, estate history, cautious jokes. No one touched me beyond brushing hands or lingering glances.

The restraint was its own kind of foreplay. By the fourth night, the air crackled.

It broke in the conservatory.

A cracked pipe in the ancient heating system had burst sometime after midnight, flooding the stone floor with scalding water. Steam filled the glass dome, turning it into a hothouse. Dead vines dripped; the air thickened with mineral heat and the scent of rust.

I discovered it first, barefoot in a thin nightgown, and rushed downstairs with buckets that proved useless. The others arrived within minutes—drawn by the crash of breaking glass as pressure shattered a pane.

Rafe and Draven worked in grim silence, hauling furniture to higher ground while Asmodeus used demonic heat to slow the flood and Caspian phased through walls to find the main valve. When the flow finally stopped, we stood in ankle-deep water amid swirling steam, clothes plastered to skin, breathing hard.

Adrenaline hung heavy.

Rafe’s shirt clung transparently to his chest; water traced the lines of muscle. Draven’s black hair dripped onto pale collarbones. Asmodeus’s markings glowed crimson through wet fabric. Caspian shimmered brighter, droplets passing through him to hiss on the hot floor.

I looked at them—all four, soaked and fierce—and felt the dam inside me crack.

“Enough waiting,” I said.

Rafe’s eyes flashed gold. “Here?”

“Here. Now.”

Asmodeus laughed, low and delighted. “The lady commands.”

Steam curled around us like living smoke as we stripped. Clothes hit the wet stone with soft slaps. Moonlight filtered through broken glass, silvering sweat and water on bare skin.

They closed in slowly, giving me every chance to change my mind.

I didn’t.

Rafe reached me first, lifting me easily onto the wide rim of the dried fountain. His mouth claimed mine—hot, demanding—while large hands spread my thighs. Draven moved behind him, cool fingers tracing Rafe’s spine in a way that made the werewolf shudder and break the kiss with a growl that wasn’t entirely anger.

Asmodeus knelt between my legs, tail coiling around Rafe’s waist to pull him closer. “Share, puppy,” he murmured, and took me into his mouth in one slow, deep glide.

I cried out, head falling back against Draven’s waiting chest. The vampire’s lips found my throat, fangs grazing without piercing. Caspian hovered above us all, cool hands passing through shoulders and hips, teasing nipples and cocks with ethereal touches that drew simultaneous groans from three throats.

It was messy, urgent, perfect.

Rafe and Asmodeus took turns—Rafe’s thick heat thrusting deep while Asmodeus’s tongue worked my clit, then switching so the demon’s ridged length dragged inside me while Rafe’s mouth sucked bruises into my breasts. Draven fed me his cock, cool and velvet-hard, letting me taste the faint copper of his own arousal. Caspian phased lower, his ethereal presence wrapping around Draven’s length from within, stroking in counterpoint until the vampire’s control fractured and he came down my throat with a hissed curse.

They didn’t stop.

Rafe lifted me, turning so my back pressed to his chest, legs spread wide. Asmodeus stepped between them, sliding into me again while Rafe’s fingers—slick with spit and my own wetness—eased into my rear, stretching carefully. The dual preparation made me sob with need.

When they finally took me together—Asmodeus in front, Rafe behind—the fullness was overwhelming. They moved in perfect opposition: Rafe’s heat and growing knot, Asmodeus’s cool ridges and coiling tail around my waist. Draven knelt before me, fangs sinking into my breast as venom flooded my veins, heightening every sensation to unbearable clarity. Caspian’s cool mouth closed over my clit, phasing just enough to stimulate from impossible angles.

I came harder than I ever had—screaming, clenching around both cocks, vision sparking white. Rafe’s knot locked us together as he roared release; Asmodeus followed seconds later, demonic essence pulsing hot and thick. The combined flood triggered another orgasm, drawing a second wave from Rafe that left him shaking.

We sank into the shallow warm water as a tangle of limbs, steam rising around us like incense. Aftershocks rippled through me as Rafe’s knot slowly eased.

For a long moment, only breathing.

Then Draven spoke, voice rough. “No jealousy.”

Rafe’s arms tightened around me from behind. “None.”

Asmodeus pressed a kiss to my damp thigh. “Only hunger for more.”

Caspian’s cool fingers threaded through mine, squeezing gently.

I laughed—shaky, disbelieving. “We’re getting good at this.”

“Practice,” Draven murmured against my neck, “makes eternal.”

Water lapped gently at broken glass. Outside, snow had begun again, soft and silent.

Two nights until the new moon.

We were ready.

Almost.

Later, dried and wrapped in blankets before the kitchen fire, I told them about the hidden page—the exact order, the spoken words, the deadly risk of discord.

Rafe’s expression turned grim. “Then we don’t fail.”

Draven’s eyes met each of ours in turn. “We won’t.”

Asmodeus raised a improvised toast with mismatched mugs of hot chocolate. “To unity.”

Caspian lifted an invisible glass, smiling fully for the first time since I’d met him.

I clinked my mug against theirs, warmth spreading through me that had nothing to do with the fire.

The manor felt different now—less like a prison, more like a crucible.

Whatever happened under the new moon, we would face it together.

All five of us.


Chapter 11: Phantom Alliances

The day before the new moon dawned cold and crystalline. Snow had stopped, leaving the estate blanketed in untouched white that glittered under weak winter sun. Inside Voss Manor, anticipation thrummed like a living thing.

We gathered in the attic again—neutral ground, high above the world, where Caspian felt strongest. Pillows and rugs still lay scattered from nights before; candles waited in their jars. But today felt different. No pairs. No spectators. No jealousy.

Today was rehearsal.

I stood in the center, dressed only in a thin silk robe the color of moonlight. The four of them ringed me—Draven to the north, pale and immaculate; Rafe to the south, heat radiating from bare chest; Asmodeus to the east, horns catching candle flames; Caspian to the west, translucent form glowing softly.

“We practice the order,” I said, voice steady despite the butterflies in my stomach. “Exactly as written. No release until the end. We learn how to move together without breaking the circle.”

Nods all around—serious, focused.

Caspian drifted forward first, as the hidden page demanded: ghost first.

He untied my robe with cool, reverent fingers, letting silk pool at my feet. His touch began ethereal—passing through skin to awaken nerves from within, cool energy stroking breasts and thighs and the sudden ache between my legs. I shivered, reaching for him. He solidified where I touched—shoulders, chest, the hard line of his cock pressing against my palm.

He lifted me effortlessly, weightless in his arms, and guided me down onto the nest of pillows. His mouth found mine—cool, sweet, tasting of winter air. When he entered me it was slow, deliberate phasing: cool fullness expanding inside me, shifting to stroke every inner wall at once. I moaned into his kiss, legs wrapping around his hips.

The others watched—eyes dark, breathing measured. No growls. No interference.

Caspian moved with infinite patience, bringing me to the edge twice before withdrawing gently, leaving me trembling and empty. He pressed a kiss to my forehead—promise and apology—then drifted aside.

Draven approached next: vampire blood.

He knelt between my thighs, fangs already extended. “May I?”

“Yes.”

The bite came at my inner thigh—sharp ecstasy flooding my veins as he drank deeply. Colors sharpened; pleasure amplified until the air itself felt like a caress. He licked the wounds closed, then slid two cool fingers inside me, curling precisely while his thumb circled my clit. Venom made every touch electric; I arched off the pillows, sobbing his name.

He brought me close—dangerously close—then stopped, withdrawing fingers to paint my own wetness across my lips. I licked them clean, eyes locked on his.

Rafe stepped forward: wolf knot.

Heat replaced cool fingers as Rafe’s large hands spread my thighs wider. He entered me in one powerful thrust—thick, burning, stretching me to the limit. His rhythm was primal, hips snapping, but controlled—each stroke dragging over sensitive spots swollen from previous teasing.

The knot swelled gradually, catching on every withdrawal, building pressure without locking. I clawed at his back, begging, but he held back, growling low as he fought his own need. Sweat dripped from his brow onto my breasts; his mouth claimed mine in a bruising kiss.

When the knot was almost too much, he pulled out carefully—leaving me gasping, empty, desperate.

Asmodeus last: demon seed.

He moved like sin incarnate, tail coiling around my waist to flip me onto hands and knees. His ridged cock pressed against my entrance, sliding through slickness gathered from all three before him.

“Ready, darling?” he whispered.

“Please—now.”

He thrust deep, ridges dragging deliciously. His tail slipped into my rear again—cool, smooth, perfect counterpoint to the heat in front. He set a relentless pace, one hand reaching beneath to rub tight circles on my clit.

The buildup was merciless. Every denied orgasm from the others crashed together; pleasure coiled impossibly tight.

But he didn’t let me fall.

Instead, he slowed, leaning over my back to murmur, “Not yet. Together.”

The others closed in.

Caspian phased beneath me, cool mouth closing over one breast while ethereal fingers teased the other. Draven knelt before me, guiding my mouth to his cock—cool velvet on my tongue. Rafe moved behind Asmodeus, large hands gripping my hips to help drive the demon’s thrusts deeper.

Four bodies, four essences, one circle.

I lost track of where one ended and another began: cool mouth sucking my nipple, cool cock in my mouth, hot ridged length and tail filling me front and back, hot hands bruising my hips. Sensations layered—venom tingling in my veins, ectoplasmic energy stroking from within, demonic pleasure feeding back into me, primal heat building the knot’s echo even without penetration.

When Asmodeus finally commanded, “Now—come for us all,” the orgasm shattered me completely.

I screamed around Draven, body convulsing in endless waves. Asmodeus buried deep, demonic essence flooding hot and thick. Draven followed down my throat; Caspian’s cool release shimmered across my skin; Rafe’s hand between my legs drew the climax out until I saw stars.

We collapsed slowly—Caspian cradling me from below, Draven and Rafe on either side, Asmodeus spooned behind. Limbs tangled, breathing synced.

No one spoke for a long time.

Eventually Rafe’s rough voice broke the silence. “We can do it.”

Draven’s cool fingers traced lazy patterns on my stomach. “We will.”

Asmodeus nuzzled my neck. “Beautifully.”

Caspian pressed a kiss to my temple—silent, but his eyes shone with hope brighter than any candle.

I looked at each of them—ancient enemies turned allies, bound by more than curse now.

“Tomorrow night,” I whispered. “New moon. Crypt. We break it together.”

Four voices answered as one.

“Together.”

Outside, clouds gathered again, promising darkness absolute.

Inside, for the first time in centuries, Voss Manor felt ready to let go.


Chapter 12: Curse’s Shadow

The new moon arrived without ceremony—no sliver of silver in the sky, only absolute dark and a wind that howled around the manor like a living warning.

We gathered in the crypt just before midnight.

Stone steps spiraled down from a concealed door behind the library, leading to a circular chamber deep beneath the house. The air was colder here, thick with the scent of earth and old blood. Torches burned in iron brackets, their flames unnaturally steady. In the center stood the original altar—black marble, stained darker in places, carved with the same symbols Asmodeus had traced in the basement. Above it, a narrow shaft rose straight to the roof, open to the starless sky.

I wore nothing but a thin white shift, barefoot on freezing stone. The four of them ringed the altar—Draven north, Rafe south, Asmodeus east, Caspian west—naked, eyes reflecting torchlight in silver, gold, crimson, and pale blue.

No one spoke as I stepped into the circle. The ritual words waited on my tongue, pulled from the hidden page and committed to memory.

We began.

Caspian moved first, as prescribed.

He lifted me onto the altar with reverent care, cool hands solidifying where they touched. His mouth found mine—gentle, heartbreakingly tender—while ethereal fingers traced my body, awakening every nerve. When he entered me, it was slow phasing: cool fullness expanding, shifting, stroking from impossible depths. I arched into him, moaning softly, legs wrapping around his hips.

The others watched, unmoving, hands clenched at their sides.

Caspian brought me to the trembling edge, then withdrew, pressing a silent kiss to my throat before stepping back. Cool ectoplasm shimmered inside me, the first essence.

Draven next.

He approached with predatory grace, fangs already extended. Kneeling between my thighs, he met my eyes.

“Blood freely given,” I whispered—the required words.

He bit—not gently this time, but deep at the juncture of thigh and hip. Venom surged, euphoric fire racing through my veins. Pleasure sharpened to a knife’s edge. His cool tongue lapped at the wound, then slid higher, circling my clit with devastating precision while fingers plunged inside, curling against swollen sensitivity.

I writhed, sobbing, so close—but he stopped just before the crest, sealing the bite with a lick. Cool venom-blood mingled with Caspian’s essence, heightening everything.

Rafe.

Heat replaced cool fingers as the werewolf stepped forward. His eyes were pure gold, body trembling with restraint.

“Knot and seed,” I gasped.

He entered me in one powerful thrust—thick, burning, stretching me wide. The rhythm was primal, hips snapping, knot swelling gradually but never fully locking. Sweat dripped from his brow; his mouth claimed my breasts, teeth grazing nipples hard enough to bruise.

The pressure built unbearably, every stroke dragging over venom-sensitized walls. I clawed at his back, begging, but he held back—growling low, fighting instinct—until I hovered on the brink of madness.

Then he pulled out, knot catching once, twice, before releasing. Hot pre-come painted my thighs, but not the full release. Not yet.

Asmodeus last.

The demon’s smile was wicked and tender at once. His tail coiled around my waist, lifting me slightly as he positioned himself.

“Seed to seal,” I managed, voice breaking.

He thrust deep—ridged length dragging deliciously, tail slipping into my rear in perfect counterpoint. His hand reached beneath, fingers rubbing tight, relentless circles on my clit.

Every denied peak from the previous three crashed together. Pleasure coiled white-hot, unbearable.

But something shifted.

A flicker in the torches. A sudden chill that had nothing to do with Caspian.

From the shadows near the stairs, a woman’s laugh echoed—low, sultry, venomous.

We all froze.

She stepped into the light: tall, crimson-skinned, horns curling elegantly, eyes glowing like fresh blood. A succubus—beautiful and terrible, wings folded against her back. Power rolled off her in waves stronger than any I’d felt in the manor.

“Well,” she purred, voice dripping honey and acid. “What a delicious little ritual.”

Rafe snarled, shifting partially—claws extending, teeth bared. Draven’s fangs lengthened. Asmodeus’s markings flared crimson, tail tightening protectively around me. Caspian phased in front of me, arms spread.

The succubus tilted her head. “Lilithara,” she introduced herself. “I felt the curse weakening from miles away. Such concentrated desire…irresistible.”

“Leave,” Draven said, voice deadly quiet.

“Oh, I think not.” Her gaze fixed on me, hungry. “The girl is the key. Take her from you, and the curse snaps back tighter than ever. You’ll never threaten my territory again.”

Asmodeus growled. “This estate is bound. You can’t—”

“I can taste the cracks,” she interrupted. “One interruption, one moment of discord, and it rebounds. You all die. She becomes mine.”

Fear speared through me, sharp and cold.

Rafe stepped forward, body fully shifting now—towering werewolf form, fur bristling. “Touch her and you die first.”

Lilithara laughed again. “Try it, puppy.”

The fight erupted in seconds.

Rafe lunged. Draven blurred into shadow. Asmodeus’s tail lashed like a whip, demonic fire flaring. Caspian phased through the succubus, disrupting her form with ectoplasmic energy.

But she was strong—ancient. Claws raked Rafe’s side; wings buffeted Draven back; dark magic slammed Asmodeus against the wall. Caspian’s attacks passed through too often to land solidly.

I scrambled off the altar, heart pounding. The ritual was broken—essences mingled but not sealed. Jealousy and rage filled the chamber, exactly what the curse needed to rebound.

“No!” I shouted. “Stop! Together—fight her together!”

They heard me.

In a heartbeat, the chaos shifted.

Rafe roared, tackling Lilithara from the front. Draven struck from shadow, fangs sinking into her wing joint. Asmodeus’s tail wrapped her throat, demonic fire burning her skin. Caspian phased fully inside her, expanding ectoplasm to tear at her from within.

She screamed—high, inhuman—as their combined power overwhelmed her. Dark blood sprayed the stones. With a final, desperate twist, she dissolved into smoke and shadow, fleeing up the shaft into the night.

Silence fell, broken only by harsh breathing.

Rafe shifted back, bleeding but healing. Draven wiped blood from his mouth. Asmodeus slumped against the wall, markings dim. Caspian solidified beside me, trembling.

The torches flared once—then steadied.

I looked at the altar, at the mingled essences still glistening on my thighs, inside me.

“It’s not finished,” I whispered. “We were interrupted.”

Draven’s eyes met mine, fierce. “Then we finish it. Now.”

No one argued.

They lifted me back onto the altar—gentle despite wounds. The order no longer mattered; only unity did.

Caspian entered me first again, cool and phasing, stroking deep. Draven bit my breast, venom surging anew. Rafe’s knot swelled as he took my mouth. Asmodeus filled my rear, ridges dragging perfectly.

They moved as one—no rivalry, only coordination born of battle. Hands linked across my body. Eyes met over me with new understanding.

Pleasure built slowly this time—deeper, stronger, forged in shared victory.

When release came, it was simultaneous.

I screamed as every essence flooded me at once—ectoplasm cool and shimmering, venom-blood electric, knotted heat pulsing, demonic seed scorching and final. The spoken words tore from my throat unbidden, ancient and powerful.

Light exploded from the altar—white, blinding.

The curse shattered.

I felt it go: chains snapping, shadows fleeing, the manor itself exhaling centuries of pain.

We collapsed together on the cold stone, tangled and trembling, free.

Outside, the wind died.

Stars began to appear in the narrow shaft above—first one, then dozens.

The new moon night had ended.

And we had survived.


Chapter 13: United Front

Dawn crept into the crypt through the narrow shaft above, pale gray light washing over the five of us sprawled across the stone floor. The torches had burned low, flames guttering in pools of wax. My body felt heavy, languid, every muscle deliciously used. Between my thighs, the mingled essences of all four lovers still leaked slowly, warm and cool and shimmering at once.

The curse was broken.

I could feel the difference in the air: lighter, freer, as though the manor itself had exhaled a breath held for nearly two centuries. No more invisible chains tugging at the edges of perception. No more compulsion to remain within the estate walls.

They were free.

We were free.

Rafe stirred first, lifting his head from my breast to stare at the shaft of light as if he couldn’t believe it. “It’s over,” he whispered, voice rough with something that sounded suspiciously like awe.

Draven sat up slowly, running a hand through his disheveled black hair. His silver eyes met mine, softer than I’d ever seen them. “You did it, Lucy.”

“We did it,” I corrected, reaching for Caspian’s cool hand and Asmodeus’s warm tail at the same time. Both squeezed back gently.

Caspian’s lips moved—no sound emerged, but his smile was radiant. For the first time, the sadness that had haunted his pale eyes was gone.

Asmodeus stretched luxuriously, tail curling around my ankle. “I could get used to victory. It tastes almost as good as you do.”

Rafe snorted, but there was no real heat in it. He pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “We should get you upstairs. Warm bath. Food. Rest.”

I laughed softly. “In a minute. Let me feel this a little longer.”

We stayed tangled together until the light strengthened, none of us willing to break the moment.

Eventually we climbed the spiral stairs. The manor greeted us differently: sunlight poured through windows no longer filmed with perpetual grime. Dust motes danced instead of hanging heavy. Somewhere, a bird sang outside—impossible in January, yet there it was.

In the master bathroom, Rafe ran a bath in the massive claw-foot tub while Draven fetched towels warmed by the fire Asmodeus conjured with a lazy flick of his fingers. Caspian coaxed steam into fragrant curls of lavender and rose.

They bathed me like something sacred—hands gentle, reverent. Rafe washed my hair with strong, careful fingers. Draven traced slow circles over my back with a soapy cloth. Asmodeus’s tail dipped into the water to massage my feet. Caspian cooled the water when it grew too hot, then warmed it again with a touch.

No one spoke of leaving.

Afterward, wrapped in robes, we gathered in the kitchen. I cooked breakfast—eggs, bacon, toast—mundane and perfect. They ate with the enthusiasm of men tasting real food for the first time in centuries. Rafe devoured six eggs. Draven sipped coffee laced with a drop of blood from a discreet vial he no longer needed to hide. Asmodeus stole bites from everyone’s plates. Caspian savored each mouthful slowly, eyes closed in bliss.

When the plates were empty, silence settled—comfortable, but weighted.

Draven broke it. “We can leave now. Any of us. All of us.” His gaze settled on me. “The world is wide again.”

Rafe’s hand found mine under the table, large and warm. “But we don’t have to.”

Asmodeus leaned back, tail flicking thoughtfully. “I’ve wandered that world for millennia before the curse. It’s louder now. Faster. Less…intimate.”

Caspian reached across the table, cool fingers brushing my cheek. His meaning was clear: here was home.

I looked at each of them—vampire, werewolf, demon, ghost—ancient beings who had chosen, against all odds, to become a family.

“I’m staying,” I said simply. “This is my house. My inheritance. And if you want…” My voice caught slightly. “There’s room for all of you.”

Rafe’s grip tightened. “Try kicking me out.”

Draven’s smile was slow and genuine. “I find myself oddly attached to the library.”

Asmodeus grinned. “And the conservatory has excellent acoustics for certain…activities.”

Caspian nodded, eyes shining.

Outside, snow began to melt in earnest, dripping from eaves in steady rhythms.

That afternoon, we walked the grounds together for the first time without boundaries. The stone wall that had marked the curse’s edge lay crumbled in places, ivy pulling it down as if nature itself wanted to erase the prison lines. Beyond it stretched moors and distant hills under a pale winter sun.

None of us crossed the line.

Not yet.

We had time now—endless, if we wanted it.

That night, we returned to the master bedroom. No ritual. No urgency. Just five bodies learning new ways to fit together.

Caspian’s cool mouth on my breasts while Draven took me slowly from behind. Rafe’s heat in my mouth, knot swelling gently at the base as I sucked him deep. Asmodeus’s tail teasing my rear before sliding in alongside Draven, the impossible fullness drawing long, shuddering moans from all of us.

We moved lazily, savoring every touch, every shared breath. When release came, it was quiet—waves rather than storms—essences mingling freely now, with no curse to demand them.

Afterward, we lay tangled in the big bed, fire crackling in the hearth.

Rafe’s voice rumbled against my back. “Tomorrow we fix the conservatory roof.”

Draven hummed agreement. “And the library needs new shelves.”

Asmodeus chuckled. “I’ll handle the wine cellar. Priorities.”

Caspian traced invisible patterns on my stomach, smiling when I laughed.

I closed my eyes, surrounded by heat and cool, heartbeat and silence, immortal strength and gentle ghost.

The manor settled around us—no longer haunted, but inhabited.

Filled.

Loved.

And for the first time in my life, I was exactly where I belonged.


Chapter 14: Ritual Beginnings

Spring arrived slowly to the moors, as if the land itself was learning how to breathe again.

Snow melted into rivulets that carved new paths through the gardens. Crocuses pushed through the thawing earth—purple and gold defiant against the gray. We worked side by side every day: Rafe hauling stone to repair crumbling walls, Draven cataloging and restoring the library’s water-damaged books, Asmodeus coaxing dead vines in the conservatory back to lush green life with lazy flicks of demonic energy, Caspian coaxing sunlight through grimy windows until the whole manor glowed.

I painted, cooked, planted herbs in the old kitchen garden. Ordinary things that felt extraordinary because we chose them.

But desire never slept.

Some nights we came together gently—slow explorations in front of the library fire, or weightless in the attic with Caspian leading. Others were wild: Rafe chasing me through the woods again, only to pin me against a tree while the others watched and joined. The crypt became a place of laughter now, not shadows—we carried blankets down one warm evening and made love on the altar under starlight streaming through the open shaft.

Yet there was one thing we hadn’t repeated: the exact ritual order.

Not until the first anniversary of the curse-breaking approached—a year to the day since the new moon night.

We felt it coming like a tide. The manor seemed to hum with memory. Candles flared brighter. Dreams grew vivid, bodies restless.

On the eve of the anniversary, I found them waiting in the crypt again.

Torches lit. Altar prepared with fresh white linens and scattered rose petals—Asmodeus’s touch. The air was warm now, carrying the scent of turned earth and distant blossoms.

I descended the stairs in the same thin white shift, heart pounding with anticipation rather than fear.

They stood in their positions—north, south, east, west—naked and unashamed, eyes tracking me with open hunger and something deeper.

Love.

No words were needed. We knew the order by heart.

Caspian first.

He met me at the bottom step, cool hands cupping my face for a kiss that started tender and deepened into promise. The shift slid from my shoulders like water. He lifted me onto the altar, laying me down with reverence.

His touch began ethereal—cool energy passing through skin to awaken every nerve from within. Then solidification: mouth on my breasts, fingers parting my folds, tongue circling my clit with devastating patience. When he entered me, it was the familiar phasing glide—cool fullness expanding, shifting, stroking impossible depths until I was writhing, begging silently.

He brought me to the edge three times before allowing the first gentle climax to wash over me, ectoplasm flooding cool and shimmering. I clung to him, trembling through aftershocks.

Draven next.

The vampire approached as Caspian withdrew, silver eyes dark with need. He knelt between my thighs, fangs grazing the sensitive skin where the last bite had long faded.

“Blood freely given,” I whispered, the ritual words now a caress rather than necessity.

He bit—deep, deliberate—venom surging like liquid starlight through my veins. Pleasure sharpened to exquisite pain. His mouth moved higher, tongue lapping at my clit while cool fingers plunged inside, curling against swollen, ectoplasm-slick walls.

The venom amplified everything: every lick, every stroke, the cool air on damp skin. I arched off the altar, sobbing his name as he drove me relentlessly toward another peak—and held me there, suspended, until tears pricked my eyes.

Only then did he seal the bite and withdraw, leaving me shaking, venom-blood singing in my veins.

Rafe.

Heat enveloped me as the werewolf gathered me up, turning me onto hands and knees. His large hands stroked down my spine, grounding me.

“Knot and seed,” I breathed.

He entered slowly this time—thick, burning, stretching me wide around the mingled coolness already inside. The rhythm built gradually: long, deep strokes that dragged over venom-sensitized nerves, knot swelling inch by inch but never quite locking.

His mouth found my throat, teeth grazing without breaking skin. One hand slipped beneath to circle my clit in time with his thrusts. The other braced beside my head, claws pricking the linen as he fought for control.

Sweat dripped from his brow onto my back. I pushed back against him, meeting every thrust, inner muscles clenching around the growing knot until we both trembled.

When he finally pulled free—knot catching once, twice, before releasing—hot pre-come painted my thighs, but the full release waited.

Asmodeus.

The demon’s smile was soft now, almost shy. His tail curled around my waist, lifting and turning me to face him as he laid me back again.

“Seed to seal,” I said, voice husky.

He entered carefully—ridged length dragging through the gathered essences, tail slipping into my rear with perfect ease. The dual fullness was exquisite torture after so much buildup.

He moved slowly at first, letting me feel every ridge, every pulse of his tail. His mouth claimed mine in a deep, devouring kiss. Fingers found my clit again, rubbing in tight, relentless circles.

The others closed in—hands stroking my skin, mouths on breasts and throat, cool and hot and ethereal touches layering sensation upon sensation.

Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter, centuries of memory and one year of love braided together.

When Asmodeus finally whispered, “Now, darling—together,” release crashed through us all.

I screamed as every essence surged at once: ectoplasm cool and shimmering, venom-blood electric, knotted heat pulsing even without the lock, demonic seed scorching and final. My climax triggered theirs in perfect chain—Asmodeus flooding deep, Rafe’s hot release painting my back as he stroked himself against me, Draven’s cool spend across my breasts, Caspian’s ectoplasm shimmering over all of us like starlight.

The altar glowed faintly—not with curse-breaking power this time, but with something gentler.

Union.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs and wings and tail, laughter bubbling up through exhausted breaths.

Rafe nuzzled my neck. “Think we improved on the original.”

Draven’s cool laugh vibrated against my throat. “Practice does make perfect.”

Asmodeus’s tail curled lazily around all five of us. “Anniversary tradition?”

Caspian’s fingers threaded through mine, squeezing once—yes.

I looked up through the shaft at the stars wheeling overhead, brighter than any night before.

“Every year,” I agreed, voice soft. “And every night in between.”

The manor hummed around us—not with curse or memory now, but with contentment.

Outside, the first warm wind of spring carried the scent of blooming heather across the moors.

Inside, five hearts—mortal and immortal—beat in perfect, chosen rhythm.

Forever wasn’t a curse anymore.

It was home.


Epilogue: Eternal Bonds

Years blurred into decades, the way they do when time ceases to matter.

Voss Manor stood proud again—towers repaired, gardens wild but tended, conservatory a jungle of exotic blooms that defied English seasons. We opened the gates occasionally: artists’ retreats, quiet weddings for those seeking something magical, scholars who sensed the house’s secrets but never quite uncovered them. The world changed around us—cars became electric, phones turned into computers, wars flared and faded—but inside our walls, we remained.

Rafe took to the moors like he’d never been caged, running under every full moon with the same fierce joy. Some nights he returned carrying me on his back, laughing as we tumbled into bed with leaves in our hair and mud on our skin.

Draven’s library grew into one of the finest private collections in Europe, filled with first editions and forbidden tomes he no longer needed to hide. He published scholarly papers under subtle pseudonyms, always returning home before dawn to find us waiting.

Asmodeus discovered modern music—loud, pulsing, perfect for the ballroom turned dance floor. He hosted underground parties for supernatural friends who drifted in from across the world: dryads from ancient forests, vampires from Paris, shifters from the Americas. The manor rang with laughter and moans until sunrise.

Caspian found his voice again—not in words, but in music. He restored the old pipe organ in the great hall and composed pieces that brought visitors to tears without knowing why. On quiet evenings he played for us alone, ethereal notes weaving through candlelit rooms while we lay tangled on rugs before the fire.

And me—Lucy Martin, once mortal, now something more.

They shared their gifts slowly, carefully. A drop of Draven’s blood on solstice nights to slow aging. A binding of Rafe’s life-force under the full moon. Asmodeus’s essence woven into my dreams. Caspian’s ectoplasm anchoring my spirit. I stayed human enough to taste food, feel sunlight, bear the small scars of living—but time touched me gently, like a lover who knows when to hold back.

We never tired of each other.

Some nights were tender: slow worship in the master bed, four immortal bodies learning every sigh I could make. Others were playful: hide-and-seek through the manor with Caspian phasing through walls to surprise me mid-chase, only to be tackled by Rafe and ravished on the staircase while Draven watched with cool amusement and Asmodeus orchestrated from the shadows.

We celebrated every anniversary in the crypt—recreating the ritual that freed them, then inventing new ones. The altar became our sacred space, rose petals replaced by whatever bloomed in the gardens that month.

Children never came—our natures too varied—but we built family anyway. Young supernaturals in trouble found sanctuary here: a lost kitsune kit, a fledgling vampire struggling with control, a werewolf pup orphaned by hunters. They stayed until they were ready to face the world, calling us aunts and uncles in half a dozen languages.

One spring evening, decades after the curse broke, we gathered on the roof under a sky full of stars.

Rafe sprawled with his head in my lap, idly tracing patterns on my thigh. Draven leaned against a chimney, wineglass in hand, watching the horizon. Asmodeus lay on his back, tail flicking in time to distant music drifting from the ballroom below. Caspian sat beside me, cool fingers threaded through mine.

I looked at them—my vampire lord, my werewolf alpha, my incubus demon, my silent ghost—and felt the same wonder as that first night.

“Regrets?” I asked softly.

Rafe’s grin was feral and fond. “Only that we waited centuries to find you.”

Draven’s voice was velvet in the dark. “None. Eternity was worth the wait.”

Asmodeus rolled onto his side, horns catching starlight. “I’d curse myself a thousand times over if it led here.”

Caspian squeezed my hand once—firm, certain. Then he leaned in and, for the first time, spoke.

The word was soft, barely more than breath, but it carried on the spring wind like a vow.

“Forever.”

We stayed on the roof until dawn painted the sky rose and gold, five silhouettes against the waking world.

Below us, Voss Manor stood eternal—sanctuary, home, heart.

And in its walls, we burned bright.

Forever wasn’t long enough.

But it was ours.


Bonus Asmodeus’s Backstory: The Eternal Tempter of Voss Manor

Asmodeus, the incubus demon whose seductive presence forms a pivotal part of the supernatural quartet bound to Voss Manor, draws from ancient mythological roots intertwined with the historical and cultural fabric of 19th-century occultism. His origins blend biblical and Talmudic lore with Victorian-era fascination for the demonic, creating a figure of eternal desire, betrayal, and redemption. While demons like Asmodeus appear in texts such as the Book of Tobit (circa 3rd-2nd century BCE), his manifestation in the novel is tailored to the curse’s timeline, emphasizing themes of lust, power, and the cost of forbidden knowledge.

Ancient Origins and Demonic Evolution

Asmodeus traces his existence to the dawn of human civilization, emerging from the primordial chaos of Mesopotamian mythology around 2000 BCE. In ancient Persian and Jewish traditions, he was known as Aeshma-daeva, a demon of wrath and lust, one of the seven archdemons opposing the divine order. By the time of the Babylonian Talmud (compiled between 200-500 CE), Asmodeus had evolved into a more nuanced entity: a king of demons who fed on sexual energy, capable of both destruction and scholarly wisdom. Historical accounts, such as those in the Testament of Solomon (1st-5th century CE), depict him as a winged being with a rooster’s feet and dragon’s tail, bound by King Solomon to build the Temple but forever scheming to escape and indulge his appetites.

In the novel’s lore, Asmodeus roamed the world for millennia, manifesting in various cultures. During the Renaissance (14th-17th centuries), he whispered temptations to artists and alchemists, inspiring works like those of Leonardo da Vinci or the occult experiments of John Dee (1527-1608), who documented demonic summonings in his diaries. By the 18th century, amid the Enlightenment’s clash with superstition, Asmodeus found fertile ground in secret societies like the Hellfire Club (founded in 1718 by Philip, Duke of Wharton), where elite members engaged in orgiastic rituals mocking religion. He fed on the era’s repressed desires, appearing in dreams as a seductive nobleman, leaving victims drained but craving more—echoing real historical scandals, such as the 1770s rumors of demonic possession in French aristocratic circles that foreshadowed the Revolution.

Summoning and Betrayal at Voss Manor

Asmodeus’s entanglement with Voss Manor began in 1846, when Isolde Voss—a witch descended from a line of occult practitioners—summoned him during a Samhain ritual. Isolde, inspired by grimoires like the Key of Solomon (a real 14th-15th century text detailing demon bindings), sought his power to amplify her spells. Historical parallels include the 19th-century occult revival, fueled by figures like Eliphas Lévi (1810-1875), who popularized demonology in works like Dogme et Rituel de la Haute Magie (1854-1856). Isolde bound Asmodeus to the estate as her familiar, using his sexual energy to fuel longevity potions and love charms sold to desperate nobility.

At first, the arrangement suited him: endless feasts on Isolde’s passions and those of her guests, including Caspian Blackwood (the mortal poet), Lord Draven (the vampire relative), and Rafe (the werewolf huntsman). Asmodeus reveled in the manor’s debauchery, manifesting illusions of multiple lovers to heighten ecstasy. But jealousy brewed. Isolde favored Caspian for his humanity, Draven for his elegance, and Rafe for his raw power, using Asmodeus more as a tool than an equal. This mirrored real Victorian tensions, such as the 1847 scandal involving Lola Montez, a dancer whose affairs with kings sparked revolutions, blending seduction with political intrigue.

In 1847, Asmodeus joined the others in plotting against Isolde—stealing her grimoire to break her bindings. But Isolde discovered the scheme through scrying (a practice documented in historical texts like those of Edward Kelley, Dee’s scryer). In the crypt confrontation, as Caspian fell first to her dagger, Asmodeus unleashed demonic fire—only for Isolde to counter with a curse that stripped his illusions’ potency and bound him eternally to the manor. “Your hunger shall feed the walls,” she spat, twisting his essence into servitude. This betrayal echoed mythological tales, like Asmodeus’s defeat in the Book of Tobit, where he was banished by fish smoke—a symbol of purity overcoming lust.

Post-Curse Existence and the Path to Redemption

Trapped in Voss Manor, Asmodeus endured centuries of diminished power. He could still feed on sexual energy but was limited to the estate’s heiresses, who often fled in terror or madness. His tail and horns, once symbols of dominion, became chains; his illusions flickered weakly against the curse’s barriers. Over time, he observed humanity’s evolution—from the Industrial Revolution’s smokestacks visible on the horizon to whispers of world wars reaching the isolated moors. Victorian scandals, like the 1888 Jack the Ripper murders or the 1895 trial of Oscar Wilde for “gross indecency,” fueled his cynicism: mortals craved what they condemned.

In the novel, Asmodeus’s seduction of Lucy represents his turning point. Initially driven by hunger, his interactions evolve into genuine affection, amplified by the group’s unity. Breaking the curse redeems him, allowing full access to his powers without the curse’s drain. Post-liberation, he explores modern temptations—digital desires via illusions of virtual lovers—but always returns to the manor, where shared ecstasy with Lucy and the others sustains him beyond mere feeding.


Rafe’s Backstory: The Cursed Alpha of Voss Manor

Rafe, the werewolf alpha whose primal duality—tender humanity clashing with feral beastliness—defines his role in the supernatural ensemble of Voss Manor, draws from deep-rooted European werewolf mythology blended with 18th-19th century historical contexts of folklore, persecution, and survival. His origins reflect ancient legends of lycanthropy (from Greek myths like Lycaon, punished by Zeus around 8th century BCE) while grounding him in the Industrial Revolution’s social upheavals, where rural traditions collided with urban modernity. As a figure of raw power and loyalty, Rafe’s story emphasizes themes of isolation, rage, and eventual redemption, tying directly into the 1847 curse that bound him to the estate.

Ancient Roots and the Curse of Lycanthropy

Rafe’s lineage traces back to medieval Scandinavia, around the 12th century, during the Viking Age’s waning years. Born as Ragnar “Rafe” Eriksson in a remote Norwegian fjord village circa 1150, he was part of a clan of berserkers—warriors who invoked animal spirits in battle, often donning wolf skins to channel fury. Historical inspirations include the Norse Ulfhednar (wolf-coated warriors mentioned in the Sagas, like the Saga of the Volsungs from the 13th century), who blurred the line between man and beast through hallucinogenic rituals.

Rafe’s transformation occurred during a brutal raid on his village by rival clans in 1172. Mortally wounded while defending his family, he was “saved” by an ancient wolf spirit—perhaps a remnant of Fenrir from Norse mythology—summoned unwittingly through a shaman’s dying rite. Bitten by a spectral wolf under a full moon, Rafe survived but awoke changed: enhanced strength, heightened senses, and uncontrollable shifts during lunar peaks. This mirrors real historical werewolf lore, such as the 12th-century accounts in Gerald of Wales’s Topographia Hibernica, describing Irish werewolves cursed to wander as beasts for seven years.

For centuries, Rafe roamed Europe as a lone alpha, forming and losing packs amid werewolf hunts. The 16th-17th centuries were perilous: werewolf trials swept the continent, inspired by cases like Peter Stumpp (the “Werewolf of Bedburg,” executed in 1589 Germany after confessing to murders under torture) and the French werewolf panic of 1598-1600 in Jura, where over 600 were accused. Rafe evaded execution multiple times, once fleeing the Beast of Gévaudan hunts in 1760s France (a real cryptozoological mystery where a wolf-like creature killed over 100, leading to royal hunts). He learned control—shifting at will outside full moons—but the beast’s rage simmered, driving him to isolation.

Arrival at Voss Manor and the Betrayal

By the early 19th century, amid Britain’s Industrial Revolution (1760-1840), Rafe had migrated to England, seeking anonymity in the moors’ wild expanses. The era’s social shifts—enclosure acts displacing rural folk, leading to uprisings like the Swing Riots of 1830—mirrored his own displacement. Hired as a huntsman on remote estates, he controlled his shifts by hunting game under the moon, his alpha instincts making him unparalleled at tracking.

In 1846, Isolde Voss recruited him for Voss Manor after hearing rumors of his “unnatural prowess” from occult circles. Isolde, ever the manipulator, valued his raw power for estate protection and ritual enhancements—werewolf blood amplified spells for fertility and strength. Rafe joined the manor’s inner circle: Caspian (the poet-lover), Draven (the vampire noble), and Asmodeus (the summoned incubus). At first, he thrived—finding camaraderie in shared otherness—but jealousy festered. Isolde used his beast form for her dark hunts, forcing shifts that eroded his control, while favoring the others’ more “civilized” natures.

The betrayal in 1847 stemmed from this resentment. Rafe, chafing under Isolde’s bindings (which prevented full moons off-estate), conspired with the others to steal her grimoire. Historical echoes include the 1840s’ occult revival, spurred by the Rosicrucian manifestos and early Spiritualism (e.g., the Fox sisters’ séances in 1848), where figures like Isolde experimented with binding supernatural entities. In the crypt confrontation, after Caspian’s murder, Rafe fully shifted—claws rending at Isolde—but she cursed him mid-lunge: “Your beast shall chain you to these grounds, alpha without pack, until unity tames your rage.” The curse locked his shifts to the estate, amplifying full-moon ferocity while denying him freedom’s wild runs.

Post-Curse Existence and Redemption

Bound to Voss Manor, Rafe endured nearly two centuries of tormented isolation. Full moons became nights of chained rage, howling in the cellars while minor spirits tormented him. He watched heiresses come and go, his protective instincts clashing with the beast’s hunger—some he scared away to save them, others succumbed to the manor’s madness. The Victorian era’s werewolf fascination (e.g., Sabine Baring-Gould’s The Book of Were-Wolves in 1865) mocked him from afar, as scholars debated lycanthropy as mental illness while he lived it.

In the novel, Rafe’s encounters with Lucy mark his redemption. Initially possessive and feral, his tenderness emerges through shared vulnerability—his alpha loyalty shifting from dominance to devotion. Breaking the curse restores his control, allowing shifts without pain and the formation of a true “pack” with the others. Post-liberation, he explores modern werewolf communities (inspired by contemporary urban legends and media like the 1981 film An American Werewolf in London), but always returns to the manor, where unity tempers his beast.

Rafe embodies the werewolf archetype: cursed wanderer seeking belonging, reflecting historical folklore’s blend of fear (as in witch hunts) and sympathy (as in romanticized 19th-century tales).


Lord Draven Voss: The Eternal Shadow of Voss Manor

Lord Draven Voss, the vampire whose hypnotic elegance and ancient melancholy anchor the supernatural quartet, is the only one directly tied to the Voss bloodline by both birth and curse. His story spans centuries of aristocratic decay, forbidden knowledge, and the quiet ache of immortality, drawing from classic vampire mythology while rooting him firmly in the historical excesses and scandals of European nobility.

Origins in the Renaissance Shadows

Draven was born Edmund Voss in 1572, during the reign of Elizabeth I, in a crumbling ancestral keep on the Yorkshire moors—the original structure that would later become Voss Manor. The Voss family traced its lineage to Norman conquerors but had dwindled into eccentric recluses by the Tudor era, whispered to practice “unnatural philosophy.” Edmund, the second son, was spared the pressures of inheritance and instead immersed himself in the Renaissance flood of forbidden texts smuggled from the Continent: alchemical treatises, necromantic grimoires, and translations of ancient blood rituals.

In 1598, at age twenty-six, Edmund traveled to Venice—then a hotbed of occult intrigue amid the fading glory of the Republic. Historical parallels abound: the late 16th century saw vampire panics in Eastern Europe (e.g., the 1590s Istrian cases documented in Austrian reports) and aristocratic fascination with immortality. In a candlelit palazzo on the Grand Canal, Edmund met Lady Seraphina Valente, a Venetian noblewoman turned vampire sometime in the 14th century during the Black Death. She saw in the handsome, scholarly Englishman a perfect companion: cultured, curious, unafraid of the dark.

The turning was consensual—a ritual beneath a blood moon, Seraphina’s ancient blood mingling with his in a silver chalice etched with alchemical symbols. Edmund died and awoke as Draven Voss, shedding his mortal name like old skin. For decades they roamed Europe together: the opulent courts of Louis XIV’s Versailles, the decadent salons of 18th-century Vienna, the shadowed alleys of Revolutionary Paris where they fed on fleeing aristocrats. Draven mastered the vampire gifts—hypnotic gaze, shadow-walking, venomous euphoria in his bite—while Seraphina taught him restraint, turning feeding into art rather than slaughter.

Their idyll ended in 1794, during the French Revolution’s Reign of Terror. Seraphina, ever reckless, was caught feeding on a Jacobin leader and staked by a mob wielding revolutionary fervor and crude garlic stakes. Draven escaped, heartbroken, and returned to England—carrying her ashes in a locket he still wears beneath his shirt.

The 19th Century and Voss Manor

By the early 1800s, Draven had inherited the rebuilt Voss Manor through a distant cousin’s convenient death (arranged quietly). He posed as his own descendant, “Lord Draven Voss,” a reclusive scholar. The Regency and Victorian eras suited him: gaslit London fog perfect for hunting, aristocratic hypocrisy providing endless prey. He attended exclusive gatherings of the Hellfire Club’s successors and corresponded with occultists like Bulwer-Lytton (author of gothic tales) and the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn’s precursors.

In 1846, his cousin Isolde Voss—herself a powerful witch—discovered his true nature through bloodline scrying. Rather than fear him, she invited him to the manor as family and ally. Draven, weary of centuries alone, accepted. He found in Isolde a kindred intellect and in the manor’s growing supernatural circle a perverse sense of belonging: Caspian’s poetic passion, Rafe’s primal loyalty, Asmodeus’s wicked humor.

Yet Isolde’s growing control rankled. She used Draven’s venom in rituals, binding minor spirits with his blood, treating him as a prized tool rather than kin. When the conspiracy formed in 1847 to steal her grimoire, Draven joined—not out of jealousy alone, but a desire for autonomy. In the crypt confrontation, after Caspian’s murder, Draven blurred into shadow to strike—only for Isolde to counter with a binding circle drawn in her own blood: “Your shadows shall be chained to these walls, kinsman, until true unity lights them.” The curse stripped his ability to leave the estate and dulled his hypnotic gifts against unwilling minds, forcing subtlety over dominance.

Centuries of Waiting

Trapped, Draven became the manor’s silent guardian and observer. He watched the world change through newspapers and rare visitors: the Victorian spiritualist craze (inspired by real events like the 1848 Hydesville rappings that launched modern Spiritualism), two world wars echoing distantly, the sexual revolution of the 1960s filtering in via scandalous guests. He fed sparingly on heiresses who lingered too long, always leaving them alive but haunted—part mercy, part punishment for their ancestors’ sins.

Books became his refuge. The library grew into a labyrinth of forbidden knowledge, each volume a companion against loneliness. He composed elegies for Seraphina in dead languages, played Bach on the harpsichord at midnight, and waited—centuries of practiced patience masking a growing ache for genuine connection.

Redemption and Renewal

Lucy’s arrival shattered his isolation. Her willingness—her curiosity rather than fear—stirred something long dormant. The hypnotic bite that first claimed her was instinct, but the tenderness that followed was choice. Watching her draw the others into unity forced Draven to confront his own aristocratic pride; sharing her, truly sharing, became the greatest elegance he’d ever known.

Post-curse, Draven embraces the modern world selectively: acquiring rare manuscripts online, corresponding with vampire scholars in Prague, occasionally slipping into London’s shadows for a taste of city nights. But he always returns before dawn, drawn not by chains now but by love.

He still wears Seraphina’s locket, but no longer alone. On quiet evenings he reads poetry aloud to the others—Byron, Shelley, sometimes his own—while Lucy rests against his cool chest and the manor listens.

Draven Voss, once eternal wanderer, has finally found his shadow’s true home.


Caspian Blackwood: The Silent Poet of Voss Manor

Caspian Blackwood, the ghostly lover whose weightless touches and heartbreaking gentleness make him the most tender of the four bound entities, carries the shortest mortal life but the deepest wound from the curse. His story is one of fleeting beauty, unrequited passion, and the cruelest punishment Isolde Voss could devise: eternal silence for a man whose greatest gift was his voice.

Early Life: A Romantic Soul in a Cruel Age

Caspian was born in 1822 in Bath, England, to a respectable but impoverished gentry family. The Blackwoods had once been wealthy, but gambling debts and failed investments left them clinging to faded gentility. As the youngest of three sons, Caspian inherited neither title nor fortune—only a delicate constitution, golden curls, striking pale blue eyes, and an extraordinary talent for poetry and music.

From childhood he was dreamy, sensitive, often ill. While his brothers trained for military or clerical careers, Caspian spent hours in the family’s dwindling library reading Romantic poets—Byron, Keats, Shelley—whose works were scandalous in polite society. By age eighteen he had published anonymous verses in literary magazines, earning quiet acclaim for lines that captured longing and transience with aching clarity.

In 1843, at twenty-one, Caspian moved to London to pursue a literary life. He frequented Bohemian salons where artists, writers, and occult enthusiasts mingled. The 1840s were a time of spiritual ferment: mesmerism demonstrations packed lecture halls, and table-rapping séances became fashionable parlor games. Caspian, ever drawn to beauty in all forms, fell in with a circle that blended poetry with esoteric experimentation.

It was at one such gathering in Bloomsbury—candles flickering, absinthe flowing—that he met Isolde Voss.

Love and Entrapment

Isolde, then thirty-five and newly widowed (rumors whispered she had hastened her husband’s death with slow poison), arrived in London seeking rare occult manuscripts. She was striking: dark hair, sharp green eyes, a presence that commanded rooms. Caspian was captivated instantly. She, in turn, recognized in the young poet a pure, passionate soul—perfect for her rituals.

Their affair began swiftly. Isolde invited him to Voss Manor as her “protégé,” ostensibly to catalogue her late husband’s library. In reality, she wanted his vitality: his youth, his creative essence, the way emotion poured from him like music. Caspian believed himself in love—saw in Isolde a muse who understood his deepest yearnings. He wrote sonnets comparing her to Persephone, to moonlit seas, to forbidden knowledge itself.

At the manor he met the others: Lord Draven (cool, aristocratic, faintly terrifying), Rafe (vital, protective, earthy), and Asmodeus (wicked, intoxicating). At first Caspian welcomed the strange household—saw it as a Romantic ideal of souls unbound by convention. He composed verses for all of them, played piano late into the night while they listened in the shadows.

But gradually he realized Isolde’s affections were not exclusive. She took pleasure with each of them, using their supernatural gifts to fuel her magic. Caspian’s mortal fragility made him both precious and disposable in her eyes. When he finally confessed his love and begged her to choose him alone, she laughed—cruelly, dismissively—calling his jealousy “charmingly human.”

Wounded pride and heartbreak drove him to join the conspiracy. He believed that by helping steal Isolde’s grimoire, he could bind her to him forever—or at least free himself from her spell. In his final poem (found crumpled in his pocket after death), he wrote of “chains of silk turned iron.”

Death and the Cruelest Curse

On that fateful July night in 1847, the four confronted Isolde in the crypt. Caspian—ever the idealist—tried to reason with her first. He stepped forward, voice trembling but earnest, pleading for mercy, for understanding.

Isolde struck mid-sentence.

The cursed dagger—infused with her blood and binding runes—slashed across his throat. As he fell, choking on words he would never finish, she whispered the final clause of the curse: “Your voice—the weapon of your betrayal—I take from you forever.”

Caspian died at twenty-five, his last poem unsaid.

The curse transformed him instantly into a ghost: translucent, weightless, able to phase through walls and objects as his spirit had always longed to transcend mortal limits. But speech was denied him utterly—no sound emerged, not even a whisper. His punishment was exquisite cruelty: a poet silenced, a lover unable to declare his heart, forced to watch centuries pass without ever again saying “I love you.”

Centuries of Silent Witness

For nearly two centuries, Caspian haunted Voss Manor as its gentlest specter. He watched heiresses arrive and flee, saw seasons turn, empires rise and fall through dusty windows. He learned to communicate through touch—cool fingers brushing hair, phasing through hands to convey comfort or warning. Music became his only voice: he restored the manor’s instruments and played phantom melodies that drifted through halls like memories.

Jealousy lingered—not of the others’ ability to speak, but of their capacity to fully claim the women who came and went. Yet his nature remained tender. He was the first to touch Lucy that initial night—not to feed or possess, but to offer solace in a house that had known little.

Redemption and Return

Lucy’s arrival changed everything. Her willingness to see him, to invite his touch without fear, began to heal the wound Isolde inflicted. When the curse broke, Caspian felt sensation flood back—true solidity, the rush of air in lungs that no longer needed breath.

But the greatest miracle came decades later.

On a quiet spring night under blossoming cherry trees, as the others slept around a dying fire, Caspian leaned close to Lucy’s ear. He had practiced for years—shaping air, vibrating ethereal cords, drawing on the manor’s lingering magic and the love that now filled it.

The word emerged soft as moth wings, but clear:

“Lucy.”

Then, stronger: “I love you.”

Tears came first—his own, centuries delayed. Then laughter from the others as they woke to the sound. Rafe pulled him into a crushing embrace. Draven’s cool hand rested on his shoulder with rare vulnerability. Asmodeus’s tail curled around them all, eyes suspiciously bright.

Caspian’s voice returned not for poetry or pleas, but for the simplest truths.

He uses it sparingly—prefers touch, music, silence shared with those who understand. But when he speaks now, it carries the weight of two centuries of unspoken longing.

And every night, before sleep, he whispers the same words to each of them—voice soft, steady, finally free.

“Forever.”
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