
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Invitation

The helicopter’s blades carved the freezing air into ribbons as Lisa Grant rose toward the black heart of the mountains. She pressed her thighs together against the leather seat, the vibration traveling up through her core in slow, punishing waves. She told herself it was only the engine. She knew better.

Three months.

One million dollars.

Entertainment. No personal involvement. No questions. No permanent marks.

The contract had lied in every line that mattered.

When the estate finally broke through the fog, Lisa’s breath snagged in her throat. Obsidian walls rose like a cathedral built for sin, windows blazing crimson against the dying sky. The building looked alive—hungry. The kind of place that would swallow you whole and make you grateful for every inch of the descent.

The landing pad was private, hidden. A woman waited—Elena—tailored charcoal suit, face carved from ice. She offered neither smile nor handshake, only the black-wax-sealed envelope and a single sentence:

“Mr. Draegov will observe tonight. Do not approach him.”

Lisa’s pulse kicked hard against the hollow of her throat.

Inside, the air was thick—cedar, amber, and something darker, coppery, like blood just beneath the skin. The foyer soared, black crystal chandelier dripping slow light. Mirrors everywhere. Endless Lisas stared back at her: leather jacket open over a thin black tank, nipples already peaked against the fabric from the cold, dark eyes dilated, lips parted.

Her suite was worse.

Crimson velvet drapes framed a bed that looked designed for ritual. Black silk sheets. A wall of mirror. Candles burned low despite the modern lighting. The bathtub waited, already steaming, water scented with night-blooming jasmine and something feral.

Lisa stripped slowly, deliberately, as though someone might already be watching.

She sank into the scalding water. Heat licked up her thighs, between them, over the sensitive skin of her belly. She let her head fall back against the marble edge and closed her eyes. The first phantom touch came without warning—a brush of cool fingers along the inside of her wrist, gone the instant she gasped.

She told herself it was imagination.

Her body didn’t believe her.

By eight o’clock she was dressed for war.

Black silk gown, liquid and cruel. It clung to every curve, slit to the hip, neckline plunging so low the inner swells of her breasts were fully exposed, nipples barely veiled by shadow and fabric. No underwear. Nothing between her and the air but the thinnest promise of silk. Her hair fell in dark waves down her naked back. Lips the color of fresh arterial blood.

The Grand Salon swallowed light and sound. Velvet couches ringed a low stage. Perhaps fifteen guests—men and women carved from marble and money—watched her entrance with the stillness of predators who already know the kill is theirs.

And in the deepest corner, half-devoured by shadow, he waited.

Viktor Draegov.

He wore midnight like it had been tailored to his bones. Long pale fingers rested on the arm of his chair, one idly tracing the rim of an untouched glass of red that was far too thick to be wine. His face was devastating—sharp cheekbones, full cruel mouth, eyes blacker than the absence of light. He didn’t smile. He didn’t need to. The room felt smaller the moment his gaze found her.

Lisa stepped onto the stage.

The spotlight burned against her skin like a lover’s mouth. Music rolled in—slow, bass so deep it lived inside her ribs. She began to move.

Hips rolling in obscene figure-eights. Spine arching until her breasts lifted, nipples dragging against silk. She let one strap fall, then the other. The gown slid down her body like spilled ink, pooling at her waist. She cupped her own breasts, thumbs brushing the hard peaks once, twice—then pinched. Hard.

A collective breath sucked through the room.

She dropped to her knees, thighs spread wide, silk falling away completely. Naked now but for the thigh-high boots. Head tilted back. Throat bared. Pulse hammering visibly beneath pale skin.

She touched herself.

Fingers sliding down her stomach, over the soft mound, parting slick folds. One finger circling her clit in slow, deliberate strokes while she stared into the darkness where he sat. Her other hand rose to her throat, fingers pressing just enough to feel her own heartbeat.

She didn’t look away.

The room was breathing with her now—soft gasps, shifting fabric, the wet sound of someone else touching themselves in the shadows.

Lisa slid two fingers inside herself. Deep. Slow. Then faster. The wet sound carried. Her hips rocked, chasing it. She let her head fall farther back, lips parting on a silent moan, offering every inch of her throat like a sacrifice.

And still he hadn’t moved.

But she felt it—the pressure of his gaze like physical hands. On her breasts. Between her thighs. Around her throat. Inside her.

Her climax built too fast, too vicious. She fought it, thighs trembling, fingers curling, desperate to draw it out, to make him watch her break for longer.

When she came it was brutal—back bowing, cry tearing out of her throat, inner walls pulsing around her own fingers while slickness coated her hand and the stage beneath her.

Silence followed. Thick. Reverent. Starving.

Lisa rose on shaking legs. Let the gown fall completely away. Naked, glistening, boots clicking against marble, she walked straight toward the shadowed corner.

She stopped one pace from him.

Close enough to smell him—cold stone, iron, and something darker, sweeter, like sex and violence distilled.

Their eyes locked.

His voice rolled over her like black velvet dragged across raw nerves.

“Beautiful, Lisa Grant.”

Her name in his mouth felt like teeth against her clit.

He leaned forward—just enough for candlelight to catch the faint gleam of fang behind his perfect lips.

“But next time,” he murmured, so low only she could hear, “you will come on my tongue. Or not at all.”

He settled back into shadow.

Lisa turned and walked away, legs trembling, inner thighs slick, heart slamming against her ribs.

She told herself it was still just a performance.

The lie tasted like copper on her tongue.

And the night had only just begun.

And Erebus House had already chosen her.


Chapter Two: The First Taste

Lisa didn’t sleep.

She lay naked on the black silk sheets, skin still fever-hot from the stage, thighs slick and trembling even hours later. The mirrors reflected her in merciless triplicate: flushed cheeks, swollen lips, the faint red marks where she’d pinched her own nipples too hard. Between her legs, she throbbed with the ghost of release—unsatisfied, unfinished.

Viktor’s words kept looping in her skull like a curse.

Next time, you will come on my tongue. Or not at all.

She slid one hand down her stomach, fingers brushing the sensitive skin just above her mound. She stopped herself before she could dip lower. Not here. Not yet. If she touched herself again tonight, she’d be giving in to something that wasn’t entirely hers.

The clock on the nightstand read 2:47 a.m.

Somewhere in the house, a low moan drifted through the walls—female, drawn-out, edged with pain. Then silence. Then another, softer, almost reverent.

Lisa closed her eyes and tried to breathe through the ache building low in her belly.

At 3:12, the door opened without a knock.

She didn’t startle. Some part of her had been waiting.

Elena stood in the doorway, still in her charcoal suit, expression blank as polished stone.

“Mr. Draegov requests your presence in the Obsidian Chamber. Now.”

Lisa sat up slowly. The sheets slid away, leaving her bare. She didn’t cover herself.

“Requests,” she repeated, voice rough from earlier cries.

Elena’s gaze flicked once over Lisa’s body—clinical, assessing—then returned to her face.

“He does not repeat himself.”

Lisa rose. The cool air kissed every inch of exposed skin. She crossed to the wardrobe, selected a short black silk robe that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, tied it loosely. No belt. No underwear. The fabric whispered against her nipples with every step.

Elena led her through corridors that twisted deeper into the house. The air grew cooler, thicker, scented with iron and old roses. Wall sconces flickered with real flame. Shadows danced like fingers reaching for her ankles.

They stopped before a heavy black door carved with twisting vines and thorns. No handle. Just a smooth obsidian panel.

Elena pressed her palm to it. The door sighed open.

The Obsidian Chamber was smaller than the Grand Salon, intimate in a way that felt dangerous. Black marble walls veined with crimson. A single massive bed draped in dark velvet dominated the center. No windows. Only low candles and a faint red glow from hidden fixtures. In the middle of the room stood a low chaise upholstered in black leather, angled toward a tall mirror that reflected the entire space.

Viktor waited beside it.

He’d shed the suit jacket. Shirt unbuttoned to mid-chest, sleeves rolled to his forearms. The pale skin there looked almost luminous against the dark fabric. His eyes tracked her entrance like a predator marking territory.

“Leave us,” he said to Elena.

The door closed behind the other woman with a soft, final click.

Lisa stood just inside the threshold, robe gaping slightly, heart slamming against her ribs.

Viktor tilted his head, studying her.

“You performed beautifully tonight,” he said. “But performance is not surrender.”

He stepped closer. Not fast. Not slow. Inevitable.

Lisa’s breath hitched when he stopped less than an arm’s length away. Close enough that she could feel the coolness radiating from his body—like marble left in moonlight.

“You tasted yourself on your fingers after you came,” he murmured. “I watched. I smelled it.”

Heat flooded her face, her chest, lower.

“I didn’t—”

“You did.” His voice was velvet wrapped around steel. “You licked them clean while you walked off the stage. A private little ritual. For me.”

Lisa’s thighs clenched involuntarily.

He reached out, slow enough she could have stepped back.

She didn’t.

His fingertips brushed the edge of her robe, tracing the silk where it parted over her breast. The lightest contact. Barely there. Yet her nipple tightened so sharply she gasped.

“Tell me,” he said, voice dropping lower, “did you think of me when you touched yourself on that stage? When you spread your legs and fucked your own fingers in front of strangers?”

Lisa swallowed. “Yes.”

The admission felt like tearing something open inside herself.

His hand slid higher, cupping the side of her throat—not squeezing, just holding. His thumb pressed lightly against her racing pulse.

“Good girl,” he whispered.

The words landed like a slap between her legs. She made a small, helpless sound.

He leaned in, lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“I’m going to taste you now, Lisa. Not because you earned it. Because I want to. Because you’re already dripping for it.”

He guided her backward until the backs of her knees hit the chaise. She sank onto it without being told. The leather was cold against her bare ass, a sharp contrast to the fever in her skin.

Viktor knelt between her thighs—graceful, predatory. He pushed the robe aside, exposing her completely. His gaze raked over her: swollen, glistening folds, clit already peeking from its hood, inner thighs shining with arousal.

He didn’t touch her yet.

He simply looked.

“Look at yourself,” he ordered, nodding toward the mirror.

Lisa turned her head. In the reflection she saw everything: her spread thighs, his dark head between them, her own flushed face, lips parted, eyes glassy with need.

He finally touched her.

One cool finger traced the outer lips, slow, deliberate, gathering wetness. He brought it to his mouth, tasting her with a low, appreciative sound that vibrated through her bones.

“Divine,” he murmured.

Then his mouth was on her.

No teasing. No gentle licks. He devoured.

Tongue flat and broad, dragging up her slit in one long, possessive stroke. Then pointed, flicking her clit with cruel precision. He sucked the swollen bud into his mouth, hard, relentless.

Lisa’s back bowed off the chaise. A broken cry tore from her throat.

He pinned her hips down with inhuman strength, keeping her open, helpless. His tongue plunged inside her, fucking her in shallow, filthy strokes while his nose ground against her clit.

She was loud. She couldn’t help it. Moans turned to whimpers turned to pleas.

“Please—fuck—Viktor—”

He pulled back just enough to speak against her soaked flesh.

“Come for me now, Lisa. Or I stop. And you won’t touch yourself again until I allow it.”

The threat was worse than any pain.

She shattered.

The orgasm ripped through her like violence—muscles locking, thighs clamping around his head, hips bucking against his unrelenting mouth. She screamed his name, voice raw, body convulsing as wave after wave tore her apart.

He didn’t stop.

He drank her through it, tongue lapping every pulse, every fresh gush of wetness, until she was shaking, oversensitive, tears streaking her cheeks.

Only then did he lift his head.

His lips glistened with her. Eyes blacker than before. Fangs fully extended now, gleaming in the candlelight.

He rose, slow and graceful, wiping his mouth with the back of one hand.

Lisa lay wrecked, chest heaving, thighs trembling, robe fallen open like shed skin.

Viktor leaned over her, bracing one hand beside her head.

“That was merely the beginning,” he said softly. “Tomorrow night, you’ll beg to be fucked while they watch. And you will.”

He brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead—almost tender.

Then he turned and walked to the door.

“Sleep if you can,” he said without looking back. “You’ll need your strength.”

The door closed behind him.

Lisa stared at the ceiling, body still twitching with aftershocks, throat raw from screaming.

She touched her own lips, still tingling.

And for the first time since she’d signed the contract, she understood something terrible and exquisite:

She was already lost.

And she wanted more.


Chapter Three: The Watching

Lisa woke to the taste of herself still on her tongue and the ache between her legs that refused to fade.

Sunlight never reached this deep into Erebus House. The room was lit only by the soft red glow of hidden fixtures, turning everything the color of fresh bruises. She lay sprawled on the black silk, robe long discarded, one thigh hooked over the edge of the bed. Her body felt tender, used, claimed—and already hungry for more.

A small silver tray had appeared on the nightstand while she slept: black coffee, a single blood-red rose, and a folded note in elegant, slanted handwriting.

Tonight. The Gallery. 11 p.m.

Wear nothing beneath the robe.

They will watch.

You will beg.

No signature. None needed.

She showered until the water ran cold, trying to scrub away the memory of his mouth, the way her hips had bucked against his face like something possessed. It didn’t work. Every time she closed her eyes she saw his fangs glinting, felt the cool press of his tongue curling inside her.

By 10:45 she stood before the mirror in her suite.

The robe was new—black silk so thin it was almost translucent, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. She left it untied. The fabric parted with every breath, revealing the inner curves of her breasts, the shadowed dip between her legs. Her nipples were already hard, aching points against the silk. She didn’t bother with makeup. She didn’t need it. The flush on her cheeks, the glassy hunger in her eyes—they were cosmetics enough.

At 10:58 the door opened.

Elena again. This time she carried a thin black leather collar, simple, unadorned except for a small silver ring at the front.

“Lift your hair,” Elena said.

Lisa obeyed without speaking. The leather was cool against her throat as it fastened, snug but not choking. The weight of it felt strangely right—like a promise, or a leash.

Elena’s fingers lingered a moment longer than necessary on the clasp.

“He chose this one for you himself,” she murmured. “Most don’t get a collar until the third month.”

Lisa met her eyes in the mirror. “And what happens in the third month?”

Elena’s smile was small, almost sad. “You stop asking questions.”

She led Lisa through corridors that grew narrower, darker, warmer. The air thickened with the scent of wax, musk, and something metallic. Low moans and rhythmic slapping sounds leaked from behind closed doors. Lisa’s pulse lived in her clit now, every step sending fresh sparks through her.

They stopped before tall double doors of smoked glass.

Elena pushed them open.

The Gallery was unlike any room Lisa had seen yet.

A long, narrow space with high ceilings. Black velvet walls. Dim crimson lighting. Along both sides ran a series of raised platforms, each occupied by a candidate—naked or nearly so, bodies arranged in states of exquisite torment. Some were bound in silk ropes, others simply posed, legs spread, hands restrained behind their backs. All of them glistened with sweat and arousal. All of them watched the center of the room with glassy, desperate eyes.

In the middle stood a single wide, low platform covered in black leather.

Viktor waited beside it.

Tonight he wore only black trousers, chest bare, skin luminous in the low light. The lines of his body were carved, lethal, beautiful. His eyes found her the instant she entered.

The doors closed behind her with a heavy thud.

Silence fell, thick as smoke.

“Approach,” he said.

Lisa walked forward on legs that wanted to tremble. The robe shifted with every step, sliding open farther, exposing more of her with each heartbeat. She felt every gaze in the room like fingers on her skin—the candidates, the handful of sires who lounged in shadowed alcoves, Elena who had retreated to stand guard at the doors.

She stopped before him.

Viktor reached out, hooked one finger through the silver ring on her collar, and tugged her closer until their bodies almost touched.

“You smell like need,” he murmured, voice so low it vibrated against her throat. “Like surrender already begun.”

He released the ring and circled her slowly, predator assessing prey. His fingertips trailed along her shoulder, down her spine, over the curve of her ass—light enough to tease, firm enough to promise.

“Remove the robe.”

Lisa’s fingers shook as she untied the silk. It slid from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. Naked now except for the collar and boots. The air kissed every inch of her.

Viktor stepped behind her, pressed his chest to her back. She felt the hard length of him against her ass through his trousers—thick, unyielding.

“Look at them,” he ordered, turning her gently so she faced the platforms. “Look at what they’ve become.”

She did.

A young man on the left platform—wrists bound above his head, cock straining, leaking steadily onto the leather beneath him. A woman opposite—legs spread wide, thighs trembling, a thin silver chain connecting nipple clamps to a plug nestled between her cheeks. Another candidate—older, elegant—on all fours, back arched, mouth open around the fingers of the sire behind her.

They were beautiful.

They were broken.

They were watching her.

Viktor’s hand slid around her waist, fingers splaying low on her belly.

“Tonight,” he said, loud enough for the room to hear, “Lisa will show you what true surrender looks like.”

He guided her onto the platform. The leather was warm from hidden heating elements. He positioned her on her back, knees bent, feet flat, thighs spread wide. Then he stepped back.

No restraints.

He didn’t need them.

“Touch yourself,” he commanded. “Show them how wet you are for what comes next.”

Lisa’s hand moved almost before her mind caught up. Fingers sliding through slick folds, circling her clit, dipping inside. The wet sounds carried in the quiet room. She was soaked—embarrassingly so. Every stroke made her hips lift, chasing more.

Viktor watched, arms crossed, expression unreadable.

“Harder,” he said.

She obeyed. Two fingers plunging deep, thumb grinding her clit. Her other hand found her breast, pinching the nipple until she whimpered.

The candidates moaned in response—soft, sympathetic, envious sounds.

Viktor stepped closer.

“Stop.”

Her hand froze mid-stroke.

He knelt between her thighs.

“Beg,” he said simply.

Lisa’s voice cracked on the first word. “Please.”

“Louder.”

“Please—Viktor—please fuck me.”

He smiled—slow, dangerous, fangs glinting.

“Not yet.”

Instead he leaned down and dragged his tongue up the center of her in one long, devastating stroke. Then again. And again. Slow. Torturous. Every time she neared the edge he pulled back, leaving her panting, hips lifting uselessly.

The room watched in reverent silence.

When she was sobbing—actual tears streaking her temples—he finally rose over her.

He unfastened his trousers with deliberate slowness. His cock sprang free—thick, pale, veins prominent, the head already glistening.

He braced himself above her, one hand beside her head, the other guiding himself to her entrance.

“Look at them,” he whispered. “Let them see your face when I take you.”

Lisa turned her head. Met the eyes of the candidates—hungry, awed, desperate.

Viktor thrust in one brutal, perfect stroke.

She screamed.

He didn’t give her time to adjust. He fucked her hard, deep, relentless—each stroke driving her higher up the leather, collar ring clinking against the platform. His mouth found her throat, fangs grazing but not piercing. Not yet.

She came almost immediately—violent, shattering, inner walls clamping down around him. He didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, then through the next one, then the one after that, until she was a trembling, overstimulated mess, begging incoherently, nails raking his back.

Only when she was limp, voice hoarse, body slick with sweat and release, did he slow.

He buried himself to the hilt, holding still inside her, mouth at her ear.

“You belong to this house now,” he murmured. “To me.”

Then, softer—so only she could hear:

“And tomorrow night… I will drink from you while they watch you come apart again.”

He pulled out slowly, leaving her empty and aching.

He stood, tucked himself away, and offered her his hand.

Lisa took it. Legs shaking, she rose.

The candidates stared, some openly touching themselves now, lost in their own need.

Viktor led her from the platform, past the watching eyes, toward the doors.

At the threshold he paused, turned her to face the room.

“See you tomorrow,” he said to them all.

Then he guided Lisa into the corridor, the doors closing behind them like the sealing of a tomb.

She leaned against him as they walked, too wrecked to care about dignity.

And somewhere deep inside her—past shame, past fear—a small, dark voice whispered:

More.

She wanted more.


Chapter Four: The Drinking

Lisa spent the day in a haze of low-grade fever.

Her body remembered everything Viktor had done to it the night before—every thrust, every graze of fang against skin, the way her own screams had echoed off the velvet walls. She ached in places she hadn’t known could ache: deep inside, along the insides of her thighs, at the base of her throat where the collar still rested, a constant cool reminder.

She didn’t leave her suite. Food arrived on silver trays—rare steak, dark berries, red wine that tasted too much like copper. She ate mechanically, tasting nothing. Every time she shifted on the sheets, slickness bloomed anew between her legs. She refused to touch herself. Not without permission. The rule had rooted itself in her mind like a command carved in bone.

At dusk the door opened.

Elena this time carried nothing—no note, no collar, only a small black velvet box.

“Tonight is different,” she said. Her voice was quieter than usual, almost reverent. “He will take from you. Properly.”

Lisa’s stomach clenched.

“Take?”

Elena opened the box. Inside lay a thin silver chain with two small clamps at each end, and a third, smaller one attached to a delicate ring.

“For tonight,” Elena explained, “you wear only these. And the collar, of course.”

Lisa didn’t argue.

She stood naked before the mirror while Elena fastened the clamps—first to her nipples, the bite sharp and immediate, sending a jolt straight to her clit. Then the third clamp, smaller, crueler, fastened directly to the hood of her clit. The chain connected all three, so that every breath tugged them in tandem. Pain and pleasure braided together until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

Elena stepped back.

“You’re ready.”

The corridor felt longer tonight. Each step pulled the chain, a constant torment that kept her wet, swollen, on the edge of whimpering. By the time they reached the deepest chamber—the Crimson Vault—Lisa’s thighs glistened.

The room was circular, walls draped in heavy crimson velvet that swallowed sound. A single massive bed dominated the center, draped in black silk and piled with pillows. Candles burned in iron stands, casting long, dancing shadows.

The candidates were already here.

They knelt in a loose circle around the bed—naked, collared, bodies marked with faint bites and rope burns. Some trembled. All watched the doorway with wide, glassy eyes.

Viktor stood beside the bed.

Tonight he was shirtless, barefoot, black trousers low on his hips. The candlelight carved every line of muscle, every ridge of abdomen. His eyes found her instantly, darkening with something that looked almost like hunger.

“Come here, Lisa.”

His voice rolled through the room like thunder wrapped in silk.

She walked forward on shaking legs. The chain tugged with every step—nipples pulled tight, clit throbbing under the merciless little clamp. When she reached him he caught her chin, tilted her face up.

“You’ve been good,” he murmured. “No touching. Waiting for me.”

She nodded, throat too tight for words.

He kissed her then—slow, deep, possessive. His tongue claimed her mouth the way he’d claimed her cunt the night before. When he pulled back she was trembling, lips swollen.

“Lie down.”

She obeyed, crawling onto the silk. The candidates watched in perfect silence.

Viktor followed, settling between her thighs. He spread her wide with cool hands, exposing every inch of her to the circle of eyes.

“Look at her,” he said to them. “See how she drips for it. How her body begs even before I begin.”

He traced one finger along the chain, giving it the slightest tug.

Lisa arched, a broken moan escaping her.

He leaned down, mouth hovering over her throat.

“Tonight I drink,” he said softly, for her ears alone. “And you will come while I do it. Again. And again. Until there is nothing left but surrender.”

His fangs grazed her pulse—light, teasing.

Then he sank them in.

The pain was exquisite, white-hot, blooming outward like fire. But almost instantly it melted into something else—something liquid, molten, drugging. Pleasure flooded her veins like wine, like venom, like sex distilled to its purest form.

She cried out, hips bucking.

Viktor drank slowly, deeply, one hand sliding between her legs. He flicked the clit clamp once, then tugged the chain in rhythm with his pulls at her throat.

Lisa shattered almost immediately—orgasm tearing through her like lightning, inner walls pulsing, fresh wetness coating his fingers. He didn’t stop drinking. He didn’t stop touching.

The second climax followed faster, sharper. Then the third—rolling, relentless, until she was sobbing, begging, body convulsing on the silk.

Through it all the candidates watched—some touching themselves now, others simply staring, lost in vicarious ecstasy.

Viktor finally lifted his head.

Blood glistened on his lips, on his fangs. His eyes were pure black, pupils blown wide.

He licked the twin punctures closed with slow strokes of his tongue, sealing them, leaving only faint red marks.

Then he rose over her, cock freed from his trousers, thick and hard and weeping at the tip.

He entered her in one long, brutal thrust.

Lisa screamed again—pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

He fucked her while the blood still sang in her veins, while the drug of his bite kept her floating, hypersensitive, every stroke pushing her higher.

She came twice more before he finally buried himself deep and spilled inside her—hot, endless, claiming.

When it was over he didn’t pull out immediately.

He stayed seated inside her, softening slowly, one hand stroking her sweat-damp hair.

The candidates were silent, reverent.

Viktor looked down at her, voice soft.

“You taste like forever, Lisa Grant.”

She stared up at him, vision blurry, body limp and wrecked and utterly his.

And in that moment—blood singing, body claimed, mind quiet for the first time in years—she understood the terrible truth:

She would never want to leave.

She would beg to stay.

Even if it destroyed her.


Chapter Five: The Training Floor

Lisa no longer counted the days.

Time in Erebus House had become something softer, more liquid—measured in heartbeats between sessions, in the slow throb of bruises fading from her thighs, in the sweet burn that lingered in her veins after each feeding. She woke each evening already wet, already aching, the collar around her throat a constant, intimate weight.

Tonight the summons came differently.

Not Elena at the door.

Not a note.

A soft chime sounded through the hidden speakers in her suite, followed by Viktor’s voice—low, velvet, inescapable.

“Training Floor. Now.

You will observe.

You will participate.

You will not come until I say.”

The doors to her suite unlocked with a quiet click.

Lisa rose from the bed on unsteady legs. She wore only the collar tonight—no robe, no chain, no boots. Barefoot, naked, skin prickling in the cool corridor air as she followed the red-lit path downward, deeper than she’d ever gone.

The Training Floor was vast. Concrete polished to a mirror sheen. Black steel beams overhead. Spotlights cut harsh circles of light across the space. Along the walls stood a row of padded benches, restraint frames, and low platforms—each occupied.

The candidates were here.

Not the polished, glassy-eyed versions from the Gallery.

These were rawer. Earlier in the process.

A young woman—maybe twenty-five—strapped spread-eagle to a tilted St. Andrew’s cross, chest heaving, nipples clamped and connected to thin wires that led to a small black box humming softly on the floor. Every few seconds the box delivered a low pulse; she jerked, moaned, hips grinding against nothing.

Beside her, a man on his knees, wrists cuffed behind his back, blindfolded, mouth stretched around a thick silicone gag. A female sire stood behind him, one hand fisted in his hair, the other slowly working a ridged plug deeper into him while she whispered things too soft for Lisa to hear.

Further along, three candidates chained together in a line—hands bound to the next person’s collar—forced to crawl in slow circles while a handler cracked a short leather crop across their asses whenever their rhythm faltered.

The air smelled of sweat, arousal, leather, and the faint metallic tang of blood.

Viktor waited in the center of the floor beneath the brightest spotlight.

He wore black leather trousers and nothing else. His chest gleamed with a faint sheen of sweat, muscles shifting under pale skin as he turned toward her.

“Lisa,” he said simply.

Every head in the room turned.

The candidates stared—some with hunger, some with fear, some with desperate recognition. They knew what she was now. What she had become in just a handful of nights.

Viktor crooked a finger.

She walked to him, bare feet silent on the cold floor, every step aware of every eye.

When she reached him he caught her by the collar ring and pulled her flush against his body. His erection pressed hard against her stomach through the leather.

“You will help train them tonight,” he murmured against her ear. “You will show them what obedience looks like. What pleasure costs.”

He turned her to face the nearest platform—a low padded bench with restraints at each corner.

A new candidate waited there: a woman in her early thirties, dark hair, wide frightened eyes, body already trembling. She was unbound, kneeling, hands clasped behind her back as instructed.

“Her name is Mara,” Viktor said. “She arrived yesterday. She still believes she can bargain with eternity.”

He looked at Lisa.

“Teach her.”

Lisa’s heart slammed against her ribs.

Viktor stepped back, giving her the stage.

Lisa approached Mara slowly.

The woman’s breath came in shallow pants. Her nipples were tight peaks, her thighs already shining.

Lisa knelt in front of her.

“Look at me,” Lisa said softly.

Mara’s eyes flicked up—terrified, defiant, aroused.

Lisa reached out, brushed a strand of hair from Mara’s face with surprising gentleness.

“You’re going to hurt tonight,” Lisa told her. “You’re going to beg. You’re going to come so hard you forget your own name. And when it’s over…you’ll want it again.”

Mara swallowed.

Lisa leaned closer, lips brushing Mara’s ear.

“But the only way through is to give in. Completely.”

She rose, turned to Viktor.

He nodded once.

Lisa guided Mara onto the bench—face up, arms stretched overhead, ankles secured wide. The restraints were soft-lined leather, but they held like iron.

Viktor handed Lisa a slim black wand vibrator, cordless, heavy in her palm.

“Edge her,” he ordered. “Until she breaks. Then edge her again.”

Lisa pressed the wand to Mara’s clit—lowest setting first. The woman gasped, hips jerking.

Lisa worked her slowly. Circles. Long strokes along her folds. Teasing dips inside, then back to the clit. Mara’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her body arched, straining against the cuffs.

When Mara’s thighs began to shake—when her pleas turned to broken sobs—Lisa pulled the wand away.

Mara cried out in frustration.

“Not yet,” Lisa whispered.

She did it again. And again. Bringing Mara to the brink six times. Seven. Eight.

By the ninth, Mara was sobbing openly, tears streaming, body slick with sweat.

“Please—please—I’ll do anything—”

Lisa looked to Viktor.

He stepped forward.

“Anything?” he echoed.

Mara nodded frantically.

Viktor looked at Lisa.

“Finish her.”

Lisa pressed the wand hard against Mara’s clit—highest setting. Mara screamed. Her body convulsed, orgasm ripping through her like a storm. She squirted—hard, sudden, soaking the bench beneath her.

The room watched in reverent silence.

When Mara finally sagged, limp and trembling, Lisa turned off the wand.

Viktor cupped Lisa’s chin, tilted her face up.

“You did well,” he said.

Then, softer:

“Now you.”

He guided her to the same bench Mara had just vacated—still warm, still wet.

Lisa didn’t resist.

She let him secure her wrists and ankles. Spread wide. Exposed.

The candidates watched—hungry, awed.

Viktor knelt between her thighs.

He didn’t use the wand.

He used his mouth.

Slow. Devastating. Tongue curling inside her while his fingers pinched her nipples, tugged the collar, pressed against the twin puncture scars on her throat.

He brought her to the edge once. Twice. Three times.

Each time he stopped just before she tipped over.

Lisa begged—voice hoarse, shameless.

“Please—Viktor—let me—”

He lifted his head.

“When they’ve learned from you,” he said.

He rose, turned to the room.

“Each of you,” he told the candidates, “will taste her. One lick. Only one. Then you stop.”

They came forward one by one.

Tongues on her clit.

Fingers brushing her folds.

Mouths sucking her nipples.

Each one brief. Torturous.

By the tenth candidate Lisa was shaking, sobbing, hips lifting uselessly against empty air.

Viktor returned.

He slid three fingers inside her—deep, curling—while his thumb ground against her clit.

“Come,” he commanded.

Lisa shattered.

The orgasm was blinding—violent, endless, tearing screams from her throat as her body locked and pulsed and gushed around his fingers.

When it finally released her, she lay limp, wrecked, vision blurred.

Viktor leaned over her, licking the tears from her cheeks.

“Good girl,” he whispered.

Then, to the room:

“Training is over for tonight.”

He unfastened her restraints with gentle hands.

Lifted her into his arms—cradled like something precious.

As he carried her from the Training Floor, past the kneeling candidates, past the humming machines and dripping bodies, Lisa pressed her face to his throat.

And in the quiet of her own mind, one thought burned brighter than shame, brighter than fear:

She would do anything to feel that again.

Anything.

Forever.


Chapter Six: The Mirror Room

Lisa no longer recognized the woman staring back at her from every reflective surface in Erebus House.

The mirrors were everywhere now—ceilings, walls, even the floors in certain chambers. They showed her everything: the faint purple shadows under her eyes from nights without true sleep, the twin puncture scars on her throat that never quite faded, the way her body had changed—leaner, hungrier, breasts fuller from constant stimulation, nipples perpetually darkened and sensitive. She looked like prey that had learned to crave the teeth.

Tonight’s summons arrived as a soft vibration against her collar—a new modification Viktor had added two nights ago. Tiny sensors embedded in the leather that hummed in patterns only he controlled. Three short pulses. Then silence. Then three more.

The Mirror Room.

She knew what it meant.

Lisa didn’t dress. Clothing had become optional weeks ago, a formality she rarely bothered with anymore. She walked naked through the corridors, bare feet silent on cold marble, skin prickling with anticipation. The air grew warmer the deeper she went, scented with myrrh and sex and the faint copper promise of blood.

The Mirror Room doors were tall, seamless black glass. They parted at her approach.

Inside, the space was a perfect cube of reflections.

Every surface—walls, floor, ceiling—was mirrored. Hundreds of Lisas stared back at her from every angle, infinite recursion stretching into eternity. In the exact center stood a single piece of furniture: a wide, low platform upholstered in crimson velvet, fitted with discreet leather restraints at each corner and a thick bolster pillow at one end.

Viktor waited beside it.

Tonight he wore nothing but a pair of black leather gloves that reached mid-forearm. The sight of him bare—every sculpted inch of pale, powerful body on display—made something inside her clench hard.

He didn’t speak at first.

He simply watched her walk toward him, eyes tracing every sway of her hips, every bounce of her breasts, every subtle tremor in her thighs.

When she reached him he caught her by the throat—not choking, just holding—thumb pressing lightly over the scars he’d left.

“You’re learning to love the mirrors,” he said quietly. “I can see it in your eyes. You like watching yourself break.”

Lisa swallowed against his palm. “Yes.”

He smiled—slow, dangerous, fangs catching the low red light.

“Tonight you’ll watch every second of it.”

He guided her onto the platform. Positioned her on her back, head hanging slightly off the bolster so her throat arched beautifully. Wrists and ankles secured wide. Spread open. Completely exposed to every reflection.

From this angle she could see everything: her own dripping cunt, swollen and glistening; the way her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths; the pulse hammering in her neck; the infinite Lisas surrounding her, all of them waiting to be ruined.

Viktor stepped between her thighs.

He didn’t touch her yet.

Instead he leaned over her, bracing his gloved hands on either side of her head, and spoke against her lips.

“Tonight I’m going to fuck you until you forget there was ever a time before this room. Until every version of you in these mirrors knows only my name.”

He kissed her then—deep, brutal, devouring. Teeth nipping her bottom lip until she tasted blood. When he pulled back a thin thread of crimson connected their mouths.

He licked it away.

Then he straightened.

And began.

He started with his fingers—two, then three, then four—stretching her slowly, relentlessly, curling against that spot inside that made her hips jerk and her back bow. The wet sounds echoed in the mirrored space, obscene and endless.

“Look,” he ordered.

She did.

In every direction she saw herself being opened, filled, ruined. Saw the way her thighs trembled, the way her breasts heaved, the way her mouth fell open on silent cries.

He added his thumb against her clit—slow circles while his fingers fucked deeper.

She came fast. Too fast.

The orgasm hit like a slap—sharp, violent, body locking around his hand as she screamed his name into the infinite reflections.

He didn’t stop.

He withdrew his fingers, slick and shining, and brought them to her mouth.

“Suck.”

She obeyed, tasting herself, tasting him, eyes locked on the mirror above her that showed every filthy detail.

When his fingers were clean he replaced them with his cock.

One long, slow thrust—burying himself to the hilt in a single stroke.

Lisa’s back arched off the velvet. A broken sob tore from her throat.

He fucked her with punishing rhythm—deep, hard, deliberate. Each stroke drove her higher up the platform, made the chains rattle, made her breasts bounce, made every mirror show the same perfect violation from a different angle.

He leaned down, mouth at her ear.

“Watch yourself come again,” he growled.

She did.

Saw the exact moment her eyes rolled back, saw the flush crawl up her chest, saw her cunt clench visibly around his thick length as the second climax ripped through her.

He pulled out just as she started to peak—leaving her empty, spasming, sobbing.

“No—no—please—”

He waited until her body stopped convulsing.

Then he flipped her.

Face down now, ass up, wrists still bound, ankles spread. The bolster pillow lifted her hips perfectly.

He entered her again—this time from behind, deeper, harder. One gloved hand wrapped around her throat from behind, the other slid between her legs to torment her clit.

“Look up,” he commanded.

The ceiling mirror showed everything: her face wrecked with pleasure, mouth open, tears streaming; his powerful body driving into her; the way her ass jiggled with each brutal thrust; the infinite Lisas all being claimed, all screaming in perfect synchrony.

He fucked her through another orgasm.

Then another.

When she was limp, shaking, barely able to hold herself up, he finally slowed.

He pulled out.

Turned her onto her back again.

Climbed over her.

And fed.

Fangs sank into her throat at the exact moment he thrust back inside her.

The combination was cataclysmic.

Blood and pleasure flooded her system together—his venom making every nerve sing, every sensation a thousand times brighter. She came again instantly, violently, inner walls milking him as he drank deep.

He groaned against her skin—low, animal, the first real sound of his own need.

When he finally lifted his head, lips stained red, eyes pure black, he fucked her one last time—hard, fast, merciless—until he buried himself deep and came inside her with a guttural sound that echoed through every mirror.

For long minutes they stayed like that—bodies locked, breathing ragged, sweat-slick skin pressed together.

Then he eased out slowly.

Unfastened her wrists and ankles with careful hands.

Gathered her against his chest.

The mirrors showed them now: a vampire and his chosen, entwined, wrecked, beautiful.

He kissed her forehead—soft, almost tender.

“You’re magnificent,” he murmured. “Every reflection knows it.”

Lisa pressed her face to his throat, listening to the slow, unnecessary beat of his heart.

And in the endless mirrors surrounding them, she saw the truth reflected a thousand times:

She was no longer just surviving this place.

She was becoming it.

And she never wanted it to end.


Chapter Seven: The Communion

The house had begun to feel like breathing.

Lisa no longer walked its corridors—she flowed through them. Every shadow seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat, every mirror whispered her name in Viktor’s voice. The collar around her throat no longer felt like leather; it felt like an extension of her own skin, warm where his fingers had last touched, cool where his fangs had kissed.

Tonight there was no chime, no note, no summons through Elena.

The house itself called her.

A low, resonant hum vibrated through the marble floors, rising up her bare legs, settling deep in her womb like a second pulse. She followed it without thought, naked, barefoot, hair loose and wild down her back. The corridors twisted differently tonight—longer, narrower, lined with fewer doors until there was only one.

It opened before she reached it.

The Communion Chamber was not like the others.

No velvet, no mirrors, no spotlit stages.

Just black stone walls veined with thin threads of living crimson that moved slowly, like veins beneath skin. The floor was polished obsidian, reflecting the soft glow of a single enormous chandelier made of fused black iron and blood-red crystal. In the center of the room stood a wide circular platform, slightly sunken, its surface covered in thick black fur. Around the edges knelt the others.

Not just the newest candidates.

Not just the broken and the blooming.

Every living thing that had ever been claimed by Erebus House was here tonight.

Dozens of them—men, women, some no longer entirely human—naked, collared, marked with bites both fresh and ancient. They knelt in perfect silence, heads bowed, bodies trembling with anticipation. Their eyes never lifted, but Lisa felt the weight of their awareness like hands on her skin.

Viktor waited in the exact center of the platform.

He was nude tonight, skin luminous in the red crystal light, cock already half-hard and thick against his thigh. No gloves, no trousers, no armor of any kind. Just him—ancient, beautiful, merciless.

He extended one hand.

Lisa crossed the obsidian floor without hesitation. The stone was warm beneath her feet, almost feverish. When she reached the platform’s edge he took her hand and drew her down onto the fur beside him.

The others remained kneeling. Watching.

Viktor cupped her face with both hands, thumbs brushing the faint scars on her throat.

“Tonight,” he said, voice carrying through the chamber without effort, “we share what you have become.”

He kissed her—slow, deep, almost reverent. When he pulled back, his fangs were fully extended, glistening.

He turned her gently so her back pressed to his chest, her legs spread across his thighs, opening her completely to the circle of kneeling bodies.

“Look at them,” he murmured against her ear. “They have waited months—some years—for this moment. To taste what I have tasted. To feel what I have felt.”

One by one they rose.

The first was Mara—the woman Lisa had broken on the training bench. She crawled forward on hands and knees, eyes glassy, lips parted. When she reached them Viktor nodded once.

Mara pressed her mouth to the inside of Lisa’s thigh, high up, close to where she dripped. Not licking. Just breathing. Inhaling the scent of her arousal like incense.

The next was the blindfolded man from the Training Floor. He crawled between Lisa’s spread legs, face hovering inches from her cunt. Viktor reached down, threaded fingers through the man’s hair, and guided him forward.

One long, slow lick—from entrance to clit.

Lisa’s hips jerked. A soft cry escaped her.

Viktor held her steady, one arm banded across her chest, hand cupping her breast, rolling the nipple between thumb and forefinger.

They came in waves after that.

Tongues. Fingers. Mouths.

Some sucked at her nipples until they were swollen and red.

Some buried their faces between her thighs, drinking the slickness that never stopped flowing.

Some simply kissed the scars on her throat, reverent, as though worshipping the marks of their god.

Through it all Viktor remained still inside her—hard, thick, unmoving—letting her feel every tremor, every gasp, every shudder of the bodies that worshipped her by proxy.

When the last of them had tasted her, when she was shaking, sobbing, so oversensitive that even the fur beneath her felt like fire, Viktor finally moved.

He lifted her hips, positioned himself, and sank inside her in one long, slow descent.

The entire chamber sighed as one.

He fucked her gently at first—long, rolling strokes that dragged every ridge along her inner walls. Then deeper. Harder. Each thrust lifting her breasts, making the kneeling bodies sway in rhythm like worshippers at prayer.

He leaned forward, fangs grazing her throat.

“Tell them,” he whispered. “Tell them who you belong to.”

Lisa’s voice cracked on the first word.

“You,” she gasped. “I belong to Viktor.”

“Louder.”

“I belong to Viktor!”

The words echoed off the stone.

He bit.

The pain was incandescent—then instantly drowned in ecstasy as his venom flooded her system. She came screaming, body locking around him, milking him as wave after wave tore through her.

He didn’t stop.

He fucked her through the climax, through the aftershocks, through the next orgasm that followed almost immediately. Blood trickled from the twin punctures; the kneeling bodies leaned closer, catching drops on their tongues, moaning in reverence.

When Lisa was limp, boneless, barely conscious, Viktor finally let himself go.

He buried himself to the hilt and came inside her—deep, pulsing, endless—growling her name against her torn throat as he filled her completely.

For long minutes the chamber was silent except for ragged breathing and the soft drip of blood and come onto the fur.

Then Viktor lifted his head.

He looked at the kneeling figures.

“She is ours now,” he said simply. “And we are hers.”

They bowed lower, foreheads to the obsidian.

Viktor gathered Lisa against his chest, cradling her like something infinitely precious.

He carried her from the platform, through the kneeling bodies, past the crimson-veined walls.

As the doors closed behind them, Lisa pressed her lips to the hollow of his throat.

“More,” she whispered, voice raw and reverent.

Viktor smiled against her hair.

“Always, my love.”

“Always.”


Chapter Eight: The Threshold

Lisa no longer dreamed in color.

Her nights—if they could still be called nights—were filled with velvet black and the slow drip of crimson. Sleep came in shallow waves between Viktor’s touch and the house’s pulse, each awakening more ravenous than the last. Her body had become a map of his claim: faint silver scars where fangs had pierced and healed, bruises blooming and fading like dark flowers across her hips and thighs, the constant low throb between her legs that never fully quieted.

Tonight the house felt different.

The corridors stretched longer, the air thicker, scented with something new—ozone and iron, like the moment before lightning strikes blood. The collar at her throat vibrated once, twice, a different pattern than before. Not three pulses. Not the familiar summons.

A single, long, sustained hum.

She followed it downward.

Deeper than the Training Floor.

Deeper than the Communion Chamber.

Past rooms she had never seen, doors sealed with black iron and runes that seemed to breathe.

The final corridor ended at a single arched doorway of polished obsidian. No handle. No keyhole. Just a smooth surface that reflected her naked form back at her—eyes too bright, skin too pale, lips swollen and perpetually parted.

The door dissolved like smoke when she touched it.

Beyond lay the Threshold.

A vast circular chamber carved from the mountain itself. The walls were raw black stone shot through with veins of living red that pulsed in slow, hypnotic rhythm. The ceiling disappeared into darkness so complete it felt like staring into the void between stars. In the exact center of the floor was a shallow depression—a perfect circle of polished black marble filled with several inches of warm, dark liquid that smelled of copper and sex and something ancient.

Blood.

Not ordinary blood.

It shimmered, moved of its own accord, tiny tendrils rising and falling like slow breathing.

Viktor stood at the edge of the pool.

He was nude, skin gleaming as though oiled, every muscle taut with barely contained power. His eyes were no longer simply black—they were endless, starless voids that pulled at something deep inside her.

He didn’t speak.

He simply extended his hand.

Lisa stepped forward. The stone floor was warm beneath her feet, almost feverish. When she reached him he took both her hands, turned her palms upward, and pressed his thumbs to the center of each.

“You’ve tasted me,” he said quietly. “You’ve bled for me. You’ve come apart in my arms a thousand times.”

His voice was reverent, almost tender.

“Now you decide.”

He released her hands.

The dark liquid in the pool rippled as though it recognized her.

Lisa looked down at the surface. In the reflection she saw not just herself, but versions of what she could become: pale skin glowing with unnatural luminescence, eyes crimson-ringed, fangs delicate and deadly behind her lips. And beneath those images—fainter, almost ghostly—the woman she had been: tired, guarded, performing for cameras in a sunlit apartment thousands of miles away.

The contrast hurt in a way she hadn’t expected.

Viktor stepped behind her, chest to her back, arms encircling her waist. His cock rested heavy and hard against the small of her back.

“There is no gentle turning,” he murmured against her ear. “There is only the threshold. You step through, or you remain on this side forever—beautiful, cherished, but mortal. Finite.”

One of his hands slid down her stomach, fingers parting her folds with devastating gentleness. He stroked her clit in slow, lazy circles while the other hand cupped her throat.

“If you cross,” he continued, “you will never feel sunlight again. You will hunger always. You will crave blood the way you now crave my cock inside you. And you will be mine—not for months, not for years, but for eternity.”

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them against that perfect spot.

Lisa’s knees buckled. He held her upright effortlessly.

“And if I say no?” she whispered.

His fingers stilled.

“Then I release you. You leave this house tonight. You return to your old life. You will remember everything…and you will ache for it every day until you die.”

The words landed like a blade between her ribs.

She stared into the pool. The liquid rose slightly, as though reaching for her ankles.

Viktor turned her in his arms so they faced each other.

He kissed her—slow, deep, tasting of iron and forever.

When he pulled back, his fangs were fully extended.

“Choose,” he said.

Lisa lifted her chin.

She looked into those endless black eyes.

Then she stepped backward—once, twice—until her heels touched the edge of the pool.

The dark liquid kissed her skin—warm, alive, welcoming.

She looked at Viktor one last time.

“Forever,” she said.

And she let herself fall backward into the blood.

It swallowed her without sound.

The liquid was everywhere—inside her mouth, her nose, her eyes, her cunt. It burned and soothed at once. It tasted like him. Like every orgasm he’d ever ripped from her body. Like the promise of endless nights.

Hands—his hands—caught her beneath the surface.

He pulled her up until only her head and shoulders remained above the pool, the rest of her submerged in the living crimson.

He entered her there—slow, deep, claiming.

The blood moved with them, caressing every inch of skin, sliding inside her alongside his cock, heightening every sensation until pleasure became something too vast to contain.

When he bit—when fangs sank into the soft flesh between neck and shoulder—the world dissolved.

There was only sensation.

Only hunger.

Only him.

She came in the blood, screaming his name into the dark liquid.

He drank from her as she came—deep, greedy pulls that emptied her veins and filled her with something new, something ancient.

When the last drop of her mortal blood left her body, the pain was blinding.

Then—nothing.

Silence.

And after the silence… a new heartbeat.

Not hers.

His.

Inside her chest.

She opened her eyes.

The chamber was brighter now—every detail sharp, crystalline. The red veins in the walls pulsed in perfect synchrony with the new rhythm inside her.

Viktor lifted her from the pool.

She stood on trembling legs, but stronger than she had ever been.

He kissed her—blood-smeared lips to blood-smeared lips.

“Welcome home, my eternal,” he whispered.

Lisa smiled.

Her fangs caught the light—small, perfect, newly grown.

She pressed her body to his, slick with blood, already hungry.

“Take me again,” she said, voice low and velvet. “Show me what forever feels like.”

Viktor’s laugh was dark, delighted.

He lifted her into his arms and carried her from the Threshold.

Behind them, the pool settled, quiet now, waiting for the next soul brave enough to choose.

But Lisa no longer cared about the others.

She had eternity.

And she had him.

That was enough.


Chapter Nine: The First Hunt

The world outside Erebus House was no longer the one Lisa remembered.

She stood at the edge of the estate’s fog-shrouded grounds, the night air alive with scents she had never noticed before: the sharp tang of pine resin, the distant musk of animal blood pumping through warm veins, the faint, intoxicating rot of fallen leaves under snow. Her new senses stretched like invisible tendrils, pulling in every whisper of wind, every rustle of life in the dark forest beyond.

Viktor stood beside her, his presence a cool anchor in the storm of her awakening hunger. He had dressed her for the hunt—black leather pants that clung like a second skin, a cropped silk top that left her midriff bare, exposing the faint, silvery scars where his fangs had remade her. No collar tonight. She was no longer his pet; she was his equal, his eternal consort.

Or so he said.

The hunger said otherwise.

It gnawed at her insides—a living thing, coiling low in her belly, spreading heat between her thighs like the first stirrings of arousal. Her fangs ached, newly sharp, pressing against her lower lip. She licked them experimentally, tasting the phantom copper of her own transformation.

“Feel it,” Viktor murmured, his voice a velvet rumble that vibrated through her bones. “The pull. The need. It’s not just blood you crave now, Lisa. It’s life. Heat. Surrender.”

He stepped closer, his hand sliding possessively over her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. His fingers dipped lower, pressing against the seam of her pants, right where she throbbed.

“You’re already wet for it,” he said, lips brushing her ear. “The hunt will make you come undone.”

Lisa turned her head, caught his mouth in a fierce kiss. Her fangs nicked his tongue—accidental, deliberate—and the first drop of his blood hit her like lightning. Rich. Ancient. Addictive. She moaned into him, hips grinding back against his hand.

He pulled away with a low chuckle, eyes gleaming black in the moonlight.

“Not me tonight, my love. Something fresh. Something that still beats with a mortal heart.”

He led her into the forest.

The trees swallowed them whole—towering pines that blocked out the stars, their branches whispering secrets as they passed. Lisa moved with unnatural grace now, silent as shadow, her body responding to instincts she didn’t yet fully understand. Every step heightened the hunger: a rabbit’s frantic heartbeat twenty yards to the left, a deer’s slow graze further up the slope. But Viktor steered her deeper, away from the easy prey.

“Humans,” he said softly. “That’s what you need for your first. The complexity. The fear. The exquisite release when they yield.”

Lisa’s pulse—her new, borrowed pulse—quickened. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her core. She imagined it: warm skin under her hands, a throat bared in terror and ecstasy, blood flooding her mouth while bodies pressed together in one final, forbidden union.

They crested a ridge, and there it was: a small cabin nestled in a clearing, smoke curling from the chimney, warm yellow light spilling from the windows. Inside, two heartbeats—strong, steady, laced with the faint spice of arousal. A couple. Young. Alone.

Viktor’s hand tightened on her waist.

“Listen,” he commanded.

Lisa closed her eyes. The sounds came sharp and vivid: soft laughter, the clink of glasses, a woman’s low moan as hands explored skin. They were making love—slow, intimate, oblivious to the predators at their door.

The hunger twisted sharper, blending with desire until she couldn’t tell them apart. Her nipples hardened against the silk, her cunt clenching around nothing.

“Go,” Viktor whispered. “Take what you need. I’ll watch. Then I’ll join.”

Lisa didn’t hesitate.

She crossed the clearing in a blur—too fast for mortal eyes, silent as death. The door wasn’t locked; it swung open at her touch. Warm air rushed out, carrying the scents of woodsmoke, wine, and sex.

The couple froze on the rug before the fireplace: a man in his late twenties, shirtless, jeans unbuttoned; a woman beneath him, blouse open, legs wrapped around his waist. Their eyes widened in confusion, then fear, as Lisa stepped into the light.

She was beautiful in her monstrosity—pale skin glowing, eyes ringed with crimson hunger, fangs extended in a predatory smile.

The woman gasped first. “Who—”

Lisa moved.

She was on them before they could scream, one hand clamping over the woman’s mouth, the other pinning the man’s shoulder. Her strength was effortless now, godlike. They struggled—thrashing, hearts racing—but it only fueled her.

“Shh,” she purred, voice like silk over razor blades. “This won’t hurt. Much.”

She started with the woman.

Leaning down, Lisa dragged her tongue along the curve of her neck, tasting salt and fear and the faint floral of perfume. The woman’s pulse hammered against her lips—frantic, delicious. Lisa’s free hand slid down, cupping a breast, thumb circling the nipple until it peaked despite the terror.

The man bucked harder, trying to pull free. Lisa glanced at him, eyes locking. “Watch,” she commanded, her voice laced with compulsion—a new power blooming inside her.

He stilled, breath ragged, cock still hard against the woman’s thigh.

Lisa bit.

Fangs sank into the woman’s throat—smooth, precise, piercing vein with surgical grace. Hot blood flooded her mouth: rich, coppery, laced with adrenaline and endorphins from their interrupted lovemaking. It was ecstasy—better than any orgasm Viktor had ever given her, pure life pouring down her throat in rhythmic pulses.

The woman moaned beneath her hand—not pain, but pleasure. Lisa’s venom worked fast, turning agony to bliss, fear to surrender. The woman’s hips arched, grinding against the air, against her lover’s trapped body.

Lisa drank deeper, one hand sliding between the woman’s legs, fingers finding slick heat. She stroked in time with each swallow—circling the clit, dipping inside, fucking her with shallow thrusts while blood flowed.

The woman came hard—body convulsing, muffled cries vibrating against Lisa’s palm. Her inner walls clamped around Lisa’s fingers, fresh wetness coating them.

Only then did Lisa pull back, licking the wounds closed with slow, deliberate strokes. The woman sagged, limp and dazed, eyes glassy with afterglow and blood loss.

Lisa turned to the man.

His fear had twisted into something darker—arousal, unwilling but undeniable. His cock strained against his open jeans, pre-come beading at the tip.

“You want this,” Lisa whispered, straddling his lap. She ground down against him, leather against denim, feeling his hardness through the layers.

He nodded, compelled, hungry.

She tore his jeans open with one hand—fabric ripping like paper. Her other hand freed him, stroking once, hard and slow.

Then she impaled herself.

He filled her in one slick slide—hot, mortal, pulsing with life. Lisa rode him relentlessly, hips rolling, cunt clenching around every inch. His hands came up to grip her waist—desperate, bruising.

Viktor watched from the doorway, eyes burning, hand stroking himself through his pants.

Lisa leaned forward, fangs grazing the man’s throat.

“Beg,” she commanded.

“Please,” he gasped. “Take me.”

She bit.

Blood and cock together—him thrusting up into her while she drank, each swallow timed to his strokes. The woman’s blood still sang in her veins, mixing with his, turning the hunger into a symphony of sensation.

He came first—spilling deep inside her with a guttural cry, hips bucking wildly.

Lisa followed—orgasm ripping through her like fire, fangs buried deeper, drinking him through the waves until he slumped beneath her, spent and drained but alive.

She rose slowly, blood dripping from her chin, slickness coating her thighs.

Viktor crossed the room in a blur.

He caught her against him, mouth claiming hers in a kiss that tasted of her conquest. His hands tore at her clothes—leather splitting, silk shredding—until she was naked and pressed against the cabin wall.

“Mine,” he growled, lifting her legs around his waist.

He thrust into her—hard, possessive, fangs sinking into her shoulder as he fucked her against the wood.

Lisa came again—screaming into his neck, biting back, their blood mingling in eternal communion.

The couple watched from the floor, dazed, enthralled, forever changed.

When it was over, Viktor carried her back into the night, the hunger sated but already stirring anew.

“Your first hunt,” he murmured against her hair. “But not your last.”

Lisa smiled, fangs gleaming.

She was only beginning.


Chapter Ten: Shadows of the Sire

The cabin’s fire had burned low, casting long, wavering shadows across the blood-streaked floorboards. The couple lay entwined on the rug—breathing shallow, hearts slowed but steady—marked by Lisa’s fangs and Viktor’s lingering compulsion. They would wake at dawn with hazy memories of ecstasy and nightmare, forever changed, forever silent.

Lisa sat naked against the wall, knees drawn up, blood still drying on her chin and breasts. Her new senses drank in everything: the crackle of embers, the copper-salt scent of the room, the slow drip of wax from a forgotten candle. And beneath it all, the steady, ancient rhythm of Viktor’s presence beside her.

He had not moved since carrying her down from the wall. He sat cross-legged on the floor now, forearms resting on his knees, watching the dying fire with an expression she had never seen on him before—something distant, almost wistful.

Lisa tilted her head. “You’re quiet.”

Viktor’s gaze slid to her. The firelight turned his eyes molten gold at the edges, but the centers remained black voids.

“I was remembering,” he said softly.

She crawled to him, settling between his thighs, back to his chest. His arms came around her automatically, cool skin against her newly feverish flesh. She felt the hard length of him against her lower back—still ready, always ready—but he made no move to claim her again.

“Tell me,” she whispered. “Who were you… before?”

For a long moment he was silent. Then he exhaled—a sound so human it startled her.

“I was born Viktor Draegov in the winter of 1621, in a village that no longer exists on any map. A place of snow and pine and endless night, near the Carpathian foothills. My father was a blacksmith. My mother died giving birth to me. I grew up with callused hands and a temper that frightened the other boys.”

He paused, fingers tracing idle patterns on her stomach—circles, then claws, then gentle strokes.

“I was twenty-three when the war came. Not the grand ones history remembers. A smaller one—local lords, mercenaries, plague. The kind of war that leaves villages burning and women screaming. I fought because there was nothing else to do. I killed because it was expected. And one night, in the ruins of a monastery, I met her.”

Lisa felt the shift in his body—tension, memory, something close to pain.

“Her name was Isolde. She was not noble. She was a healer, a midwife, accused of witchcraft because too many children survived her care and too many men wanted her. They had bound her to a stake in the courtyard. The fire was already lit when I arrived.”

His voice dropped lower.

“I cut her free. I fought the men who came for us. We ran into the mountains. For three weeks we hid in caves, stealing food, fucking like animals in the dark because we both knew we were already dead. She tasted like freedom and rosemary and fear. I loved her the way only the damned can love.”

Lisa turned in his arms, straddling his lap now, searching his face.

“She turned you.”

Viktor’s lips curved—bitter, beautiful.

“No. She refused. She said eternity was a curse dressed as a gift. She wanted to die human, in my arms, before they found us.”

He looked past her, into the fire.

“They did find us. A hunting party. They dragged her back to the village square. They made me watch while they burned her. Slowly. I screamed until my throat bled. When the flames finally took her, something in me… broke.”

His fingers tightened on her hips.

“I killed them all. Every last one. I tore them apart with my bare hands. I drank their blood from the snow. And when there was no one left, I lay down in the ashes of the pyre and waited to die.”

He met her eyes again.

“I did not die.”

A shadow passed over his face—something older than grief.

“Another came. An ancient thing. No name. No mercy. He had watched the burning from the treeline. He saw what I had done. He saw the hunger already growing in me. He offered me the choice I later gave you.”

Viktor’s hand rose to cup her cheek.

“I took it. Not for power. Not for immortality. I took it because I wanted to never feel that helpless again. Because I wanted to be the one who decided who lived, who burned, who bled.”

He leaned forward, forehead resting against hers.

“For the first century I was a monster. I hunted without restraint—villages, armies, courts. I fucked and fed and killed until the taste of blood no longer satisfied the hole she left behind. Then I grew bored. Then I grew careful. I built houses like Erebus—places where hunger could be refined, ritualized, made beautiful instead of brutal.”

His thumb brushed her lower lip, smearing the last traces of mortal blood.

“I waited three hundred and eighty-four years for someone who would not simply survive the turning… but who would choose it. Who would step into the blood and say ‘forever’ without hesitation. Who would look at the monster and want him anyway.”

Lisa felt something crack open inside her chest—something tender and terrifying.

She kissed him—slow, deep, tasting the centuries on his tongue.

When she pulled back, her fangs were fully extended, eyes crimson-ringed.

“I choose you,” she said. “Every night. Every death. Every eternity.”

Viktor’s arms tightened around her, crushing her against him.

“Then come, my love,” he whispered against her throat. “Let me show you the rest of what I’ve learned in four hundred years.”

He lifted her effortlessly, laid her back on the rug beside the sleeping couple.

And for the next hours—until the sky began to pale—he took her apart and put her back together again, slow and savage and achingly tender.

Teaching her.

Claiming her.

Loving her.

The way only someone who had once lost everything could love the one thing he refused to lose again.


Chapter Eleven: The Hunger’s Edge

Lisa woke to the taste of dawn on her tongue—sharp, metallic, forbidden.

The cabin had grown cold in the hours since their frenzy. Embers glowed faintly in the hearth; the couple still slept on the rug, bodies entwined, breathing slow and even. Their pulses were steady now, weaker but alive. Lisa could hear them both: two separate heartbeats threading through the silence like fragile music.

She lay on her side, Viktor curled behind her, one arm draped possessively over her waist, his cock soft but heavy against the small of her back. His breath—unnecessary, yet still present—stirred the hair at her nape.

The hunger had returned.

Not the sharp, tearing need of transformation.

Not the ravenous pull of her first hunt.

This was quieter. Deeper. A slow burn that started in her veins and settled between her thighs like liquid fire.

She shifted, pressing back against him. Viktor stirred instantly, awake in the way only the undead could be—complete awareness in a single breath.

“You feel it already,” he murmured, lips brushing her shoulder. “The second wave. The one that never quite leaves.”

Lisa nodded. Her fangs ached, newly sensitive. Her skin felt too tight, too aware of every brush of air, every heartbeat in the room.

“I thought once would be enough,” she whispered.

Viktor’s hand slid down her stomach, fingers dipping between her legs. She was already slick—embarrassingly so. He circled her clit with lazy precision, drawing a soft whimper from her throat.

“One feeding is never enough,” he said. “Not for the first century. The body learns to crave. The mind learns to need. And the soul…” He pressed two fingers inside her, curling them slowly. “The soul learns to worship the hunger.”

Lisa arched into his touch, eyes drifting to the sleeping couple.

“They’re still alive.”

“They are,” Viktor confirmed. “And they will remain so. Unless you choose otherwise.”

The words hung between them—dark, glittering, full of possibility.

Lisa turned in his arms, straddling him. She braced her hands on his chest, feeling the stillness beneath his skin—no heartbeat, yet somehow more alive than anything she’d ever known.

“I want more,” she said. Her voice was low, velvet-edged. “But not them. Not yet.”

Viktor’s eyes darkened with approval.

“Then we hunt again. Together.”

He rose in one fluid motion, lifting her with him as though she weighed nothing. Clothes materialized from the shadows—his power, effortless now that she could see it for what it was. Black leather for her, fitted and cruel. A long dark coat for him, open at the chest.

They left the cabin without a sound.

The forest welcomed them back—branches parting like reverent fingers. Lisa moved faster now, her body remembering what her mind was still learning. Viktor kept pace beside her, a silent shadow, guiding without leading.

They climbed higher, past the tree line, until the mountain opened into a wide, snow-dusted ridge. Below them, a narrow road wound through the pass. A single vehicle crawled along it—headlights cutting pale cones through the dark. A black SUV. Expensive. Tinted windows. Two heartbeats inside.

Viktor stopped at the ridge’s edge.

“Feel them,” he said.

Lisa closed her eyes.

A man—middle-aged, pulse steady but elevated, adrenaline already spiking.

A woman—younger, heart racing faster, fear laced with something darker. Arousal? Anger? Both.

“They’re fighting,” Lisa murmured.

Viktor smiled. “Even better.”

He stepped off the ridge—dropped, really—landing soundlessly on the road twenty feet below. Lisa followed, the fall exhilarating, wind whipping her hair, landing with perfect balance.

The SUV braked hard.

Doors opened.

The man stepped out first—tall, broad-shouldered, expensive coat, eyes narrowed in the way of someone accustomed to being obeyed.

“Who the hell are—”

Lisa was on him before he finished the sentence.

She didn’t bite yet. She simply pressed him back against the hood, one hand at his throat, the other sliding down to cup him through his trousers. He was already half-hard—fear and power making strange bedfellows.

The woman emerged from the passenger side—blonde, furious, beautiful in the way expensive women often are. She froze when she saw Viktor.

He didn’t move. He simply watched Lisa work.

Lisa leaned in, lips brushing the man’s ear.

“You were arguing about money,” she whispered. “About control. About who gets to decide when the other comes.”

His eyes widened.

She smiled, fangs glinting.

“I decide tonight.”

She tore his coat open—buttons scattering like frightened birds. Her mouth found his throat while her hand freed him from his trousers. He groaned—half protest, half surrender—as she stroked him in slow, punishing pulls.

Viktor approached the woman.

He didn’t touch her. Not yet.

He simply looked.

And she began to tremble.

Lisa bit the man then—shallow, teasing punctures along his collarbone. Blood welled; she lapped it up, savoring the sharp, expensive taste of scotch and entitlement. He bucked into her hand, hips jerking.

She dropped to her knees.

Took him into her mouth.

The woman watched—transfixed, horrified, aroused—as Lisa sucked him with deliberate slowness, fangs grazing just enough to draw thin lines of red along his shaft.

Viktor finally moved.

He crossed to the woman, cupped her chin, tilted her face up.

“Do you want to watch?” he asked softly. “Or do you want to feel?”

She swallowed.

“Both.”

He smiled.

He guided her to the hood beside the man, bent her over it so she faced Lisa. Then he entered her from behind—slow, deep, unhurried—while Lisa continued to work the man with her mouth.

The four of them moved together in perfect, obscene synchronicity.

Blood.

Sex.

Surrender.

When the man came—spilling down Lisa’s throat while she drank the last drops from his wrist—the woman followed, crying out as Viktor thrust deep and bit the back of her neck.

Lisa rose, lips stained, eyes glowing crimson.

She crossed to Viktor, kissed him—tasting the woman on his tongue, sharing the man’s blood between them.

Then they stepped back.

The couple slumped against the hood—alive, dazed, forever marked.

Viktor took Lisa’s hand.

“Come,” he said. “The night is young.”

They disappeared into the trees—two shadows, two hungers, two eternities.

And behind them, on the cold mountain road, two new hearts beat faster than they ever had before.

Learning what it meant to be hunted.

Learning what it meant to crave it.


Chapter Twelve: Echoes of the First Dawn

The mountain road lay empty now, the black SUV abandoned with its doors still open, engine ticking as it cooled. Snow had begun to fall again—soft, silent flakes that melted on Lisa’s fever-hot skin the moment they touched her. She stood naked in the middle of the asphalt, arms spread, head tilted back, letting the cold kiss every inch of her newly immortal body.

Viktor watched from the treeline, coat open, eyes burning with something that looked dangerously close to pride.

“You’re testing it,” he said.

Lisa lowered her arms slowly. “I want to feel the sun.”

He crossed the distance in a heartbeat, fingers closing around her wrist—not restraining, just anchoring.

“Not yet.”

She turned to face him, crimson-ringed eyes searching his face. “How long?”

“Decades, for most. Centuries for some.” He brushed a flake of snow from her cheek with his thumb. “The first dawn after turning is… violent. Your body still remembers mortality. It will scream. It will burn. You will beg me to end it.”

Lisa’s lips curved. “I won’t beg.”

Viktor’s smile was small, sad, knowing. “You will.”

He pulled her against him, mouth claiming hers in a kiss that tasted of blood and snow and the lingering echoes of two strangers’ surrender. When he released her, he stepped back.

“Come. There’s something you need to see before the sky lightens.”

He led her off the road, up a narrow path that wound between boulders and stunted pines. The climb was effortless now—her muscles didn’t tire, her lungs didn’t burn. She could have run the entire mountain in minutes. Instead she matched his pace, savoring the slow reveal of power in every step.

They emerged onto a wide granite shelf overlooking the valley.

Below them, the first pale gray of false dawn bled along the eastern horizon.

Viktor stopped at the edge.

“This is where I brought my first fledgling,” he said quietly. “Three hundred and twelve years ago. A boy from Vienna. Beautiful. Fragile. He thought eternity would be poetry.”

Lisa stepped closer to the drop, toes curling over the edge. Wind lifted her hair like dark wings.

“He lasted four minutes after sunrise,” Viktor continued. “Screamed until his vocal cords shredded. Then he simply… stopped. I carried what was left of him back into the dark and buried the ashes under the floorboards of the first house I built. Every house since has had a similar place. A reminder.”

He turned to her.

“I will not bury you, Lisa.”

She met his gaze. “I know.”

The sky brightened—slow, merciless.

The first true ray of sunlight breached the ridge opposite them, a thin golden blade slicing across the valley.

Lisa felt it instantly.

Not pain. Not yet.

A pressure.

A deep, cellular warning.

Every instinct screaming wrong, wrong, wrong.

Her skin prickled, then tightened. Her fangs dropped involuntarily. A low growl built in her throat.

Viktor took her hand.

“Fight it,” he said. “Feel it. Let it teach you how much you want to live.”

The light crept closer—inch by inch across the stone.

When it touched her bare foot, the pain arrived.

White.

Blinding.

Like acid poured directly into her veins.

Lisa’s knees buckled.

Viktor caught her, lowered her gently to the granite, cradling her against his chest.

“Breathe through it,” he whispered. “It’s your body remembering death. Reminding you what you left behind.”

She clenched her teeth, fangs cutting her own lip. Blood welled; she tasted it—her own, changed, darker.

The sunlight reached her calves.

The pain escalated—burning, peeling, flaying. Her skin smoked in thin wisps. The smell of scorched flesh filled her nostrils.

She screamed.

The sound tore out of her—raw, animal, echoing across the mountains.

Viktor held her tighter, one hand stroking her hair, the other pressing her face to the hollow of his throat.

“I’m here,” he murmured. “I’ve got you.”

Tears—real tears, blood-tinged—streaked down her cheeks.

She clawed at his back, nails drawing red lines that healed instantly.

“Please—”

The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Viktor’s arms tightened.

“I know.”

He moved then—fast, blurring—carrying her back into the shadow of the pines, away from the killing light.

They collapsed together beneath the thickest branches, where the dawn could not reach.

Lisa trembled violently, smoke still rising from her reddened skin. Blisters formed and burst and healed in seconds. The pain receded slowly, leaving her raw, shaking, alive.

Viktor pressed his wrist to her mouth.

“Drink.”

She bit without hesitation—hard, desperate. His blood flooded her: cool, ancient, soothing the fire inside. She drank until the shaking stopped, until the burns faded to faint pink lines, until she could breathe again.

When she finally pulled back, lips stained, eyes wet, she looked up at him.

“I felt it,” she whispered. “The death I chose to leave.”

Viktor brushed a blood-tear from her cheek.

“And you chose to come back.”

Lisa nodded.

She pushed him onto his back, straddled him, hands braced on his chest.

“Fuck me,” she said—voice hoarse, commanding. “Right here. While the sun rises and can’t touch us.”

Viktor’s eyes darkened with hunger and something softer.

He flipped them in one smooth motion—her beneath him now, legs wrapped around his waist.

He entered her slowly—deep, deliberate—filling the last empty places the dawn had tried to burn away.

They moved together in the shadowed sanctuary of the pines—slow at first, then harder, faster—claiming each other while the world above them brightened into day.

When they came—together, silent, shuddering—Lisa buried her face in his neck and bit again.

Not for hunger.

For love.

For the eternity they had just begun to understand.

And somewhere in the distance, the sun rose fully, indifferent, beautiful, and utterly powerless against what they had become.


Chapter Thirteen: Ashes Beneath the Floor

The sun had set hours ago, but Lisa could still feel its ghost on her skin—a faint, prickling reminder of the dawn’s cruelty. She and Viktor lay entwined in one of the deeper chambers of Erebus House, a room she hadn’t known existed until tonight: stone walls etched with faded runes, a massive four-poster bed draped in faded black velvet, the air thick with the scent of old dust and older blood.

Viktor’s fingers traced lazy patterns along her spine, his touch absentminded, as though his mind wandered paths she couldn’t yet follow. Lisa pressed her lips to his chest, tasting the salt of his skin—eternal, unchanging.

“You mentioned him,” she whispered. “Your first fledgling. The boy from Vienna.”

Viktor’s hand stilled.

For a long moment, the only sound was the distant drip of water from some hidden spring in the mountain.

“His name was Elias,” Viktor said finally, voice low and rough, like gravel underfoot. “Elias von Roth. He was nineteen when I found him. Or perhaps he found me.”

Lisa shifted, propping herself on one elbow to watch his face. The candlelight carved shadows into his features, making him look older than his frozen mid-thirties—ancient, weary.

“Tell me about him.”

Viktor’s eyes met hers, black and bottomless.

“It was 1712. Vienna was a city of masks and music, opera houses filled with powdered wigs and whispered scandals. I had been wandering Europe for nearly a century by then—feeding, fucking, fleeing the memories of Isolde. I avoided attachments. Mortals were food, or toys, or both. Never more.”

He paused, his hand sliding to cup her breast, thumb brushing her nipple almost reflexively. Lisa arched into the touch, but he seemed barely aware of it.

“Elias was different. I saw him first in the stalls of the Theater an der Wien—pale, delicate, with hair like spun gold and eyes the color of storm clouds. He was the bastard son of a minor noble, raised in shadows, educated in poetry and philosophy but denied any real power. He wrote verses about death and desire, read them in secret salons where men like him gathered to pretend they weren’t afraid of the church’s fires.”

Viktor’s lips curved faintly.

“He approached me after a performance of some forgotten opera. Bold. Reckless. He said he had seen me in the streets before—watching, always watching. He called me ‘a shadow with fangs.’ I should have killed him then. Instead, I took him to my rooms in the old quarter.”

Lisa felt a flicker of something sharp in her chest—jealousy? Curiosity? She leaned down, nipping at his throat with her fangs, drawing a thin bead of blood. Viktor hissed softly, his cock stirring against her thigh.

“What happened next?” she murmured, licking the wound closed.

Viktor’s hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back so he could meet her gaze.

“I fucked him. Slowly. Thoroughly. He was a virgin to men, but eager—desperate for something real in his world of pretense. I fed from him that night, just a taste, enough to bind him without turning. He begged for more. For eternity. He said mortality was a cage, and I was the key.”

His voice darkened.

“I resisted for months. I showed him the ugliness—the bloodlust, the isolation, the endless nights. But Elias was poetic to the end. He wrote odes to my darkness, sonnets about the beauty of surrender. He knelt for me, offered his throat, his body, his soul. In the end, I gave in. Not out of love. Out of loneliness.”

Lisa slid down his body, lips trailing over his chest, his abdomen. She took him into her mouth—slow, teasing—drawing a low groan from him.

“Tell me about the turning,” she said, lifting her head briefly, eyes locked on his.

Viktor’s hips lifted, seeking more, but he continued.

“It was in a hidden cellar beneath the city—damp stone, iron chains to hold him through the pain. I drained him nearly dry, fucked him through the haze of blood loss until he was sobbing my name. Then I fed him my blood. Drop by drop. He convulsed for hours—screaming, begging me to stop, then to continue. When he woke… he was beautiful. Stronger. Hungrier.”

Lisa straddled him now, guiding him inside her with one hand. She sank down slowly, inch by inch, until he filled her completely. Viktor’s hands gripped her hips, but he let her set the pace—slow rolls, deep grinds.

“And then?” she gasped, pleasure building as she rode him.

Viktor’s eyes fluttered half-closed, but his voice remained steady.

“He was insatiable at first. We hunted together—Vienna’s underbelly, the alleys where poets and prostitutes mingled. He fed with a poet’s grace: seducing his prey, whispering verses as he drank, making them come in his arms before the light left their eyes. He called me ‘master,’ knelt for me every night, begged to be used. I taught him everything—how to hide, how to endure, how to turn pain into ecstasy.”

His thrusts grew harder now, meeting hers with bruising force.

“But he was fragile. Too human still. He romanticized the sun—wrote poems about its forbidden warmth, about walking in daylight one last time. I warned him. I chained him during the days. But one morning, he slipped free. He climbed to the rooftops as dawn broke.”

Lisa’s climax built—sharp, inevitable. She leaned forward, fangs grazing his ear.

“What happened?”

Viktor flipped them suddenly—her beneath him now, legs wrapped around his waist as he drove into her relentlessly.

“He burned,” he growled. “Skin blistering, eyes melting, screams echoing across the city. He lasted four minutes—long enough to beg me to save him, long enough for me to drag him back into the shadows. But the damage was done. His body crumbled to ash in my arms. I buried what was left under the floorboards of my Vienna house—a small crypt of bone and dust. A reminder that not everyone is made for forever.”

He bit her then—fangs sinking into her shoulder as he came, spilling deep inside her. The venom hit her like fire, pushing her over the edge. She shattered around him, screaming his name, nails raking bloody trails down his back that healed before she finished.

When the waves receded, they lay tangled, slick with sweat and blood.

Lisa pressed her lips to the spot where Elias’s memory lingered in Viktor’s eyes.

“He wasn’t like me,” she whispered.

Viktor shook his head, pulling her closer.

“No. He wanted poetry. You want power. Pain. Eternity on your terms.”

She smiled against his skin, fangs glinting.

“Then teach me more, master. Make me beg like he did.”

Viktor’s laugh was dark, delighted.

He rolled her beneath him again.

And the night stretched on—endless, exquisite, theirs.


Chapter Fourteen: The First Lesson in Restraint

The deep chamber felt smaller tonight, the air heavier with the scent of wax, iron, and the faint metallic tang of fresh blood. Lisa lay on her back across the wide bed, wrists secured above her head with black silk ropes that Viktor had tied with deliberate care—tight enough to remind her of her new strength, loose enough that she could snap them if she truly wanted.

She didn’t want.

Viktor stood at the foot of the bed, shirtless, trousers unbuttoned but still on, watching her with the patient intensity of someone who had centuries to wait.

“You’re still testing boundaries,” he said quietly. “Even after the dawn. Even after Elias.”

Lisa tugged lightly at the ropes, feeling the silk bite into her wrists. Her body responded instantly—nipples tightening, a fresh pulse of wetness between her thighs.

“I want to know how far I can go,” she answered, voice low and rough. “How much I can take before I break… and how much I can give before I destroy.”

Viktor’s lips curved—just the smallest hint of a smile.

“That hunger for limits is what separates the fledglings who survive from the ones who become ash.” He moved closer, trailing one finger down the center of her body, from sternum to navel to the slick folds already swollen and waiting. “Elias never learned restraint. He chased sensation like a moth to flame. You… you might.”

He knelt between her spread thighs.

But he didn’t touch her with his mouth, or his cock, or even his fingers.

Instead he simply looked.

Minutes passed.

The candle flames flickered.

Lisa’s breathing grew shallower, hips shifting restlessly against the sheets.

“Viktor—”

“Quiet.”

The single word carried weight—command, promise, threat.

She bit her lip, fangs pricking the soft flesh. A bead of blood welled; she tasted it, copper and iron and the dark sweetness of her changed blood.

Viktor leaned forward, close enough that she could feel the cool brush of his breath against her clit, but still he didn’t touch.

“You will learn to wait,” he murmured. “You will learn that the deepest pleasure comes not from immediate satisfaction, but from the edge of agony. From knowing I could give you everything… and choosing not to. Yet.”

Lisa’s hips lifted instinctively, seeking contact. The ropes creaked as she pulled.

He placed one hand flat on her lower belly—firm, unmoving—holding her down.

“Feel it,” he said. “The ache. The need. Let it build until it hurts. Then let it build more.”

She whimpered—low, helpless.

The minutes stretched into what felt like hours.

Her body became a live wire: every nerve singing, every muscle trembling, the hunger for blood and sex and release twisting together into something almost unbearable.

Tears—blood-tinged—slipped from the corners of her eyes.

Only then did Viktor finally lower his head.

One long, slow lick—flat tongue dragging from entrance to clit in a single devastating stroke.

Lisa screamed.

He devoured her then—slow, merciless, drawing out every shudder, every pulse. When she was on the brink he pulled back. Again. And again. Five times. Ten. Until her voice cracked, until she was sobbing his name, begging in broken sentences.

“Please—fuck—please—I’ll do anything—”

He rose over her, cock freed, thick and hard and weeping at the tip.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes snapped to his—crimson-ringed, glassy with need.

“When I enter you,” he said, voice velvet over steel, “you will not come until I say. Not one second before. Understand?”

She nodded frantically.

He sank into her in one long, punishing thrust.

Lisa’s back bowed, a guttural cry tearing from her throat. He filled her completely—stretching, claiming, owning.

He fucked her slowly at first—deep rolls of his hips, dragging every ridge along her inner walls. Then harder. Faster. Each stroke driving her higher, pushing her closer to the edge she was forbidden to cross.

She fought it—teeth clenched, muscles locked, every instinct screaming for release.

Viktor leaned down, fangs grazing her throat.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Hold it.”

The praise nearly broke her.

He sped up—brutal now, relentless—cock slamming deep while one hand pinched her nipple, the other wrapped around her throat, thumb pressing just enough to make her vision sparkle.

“Now,” he growled.

Lisa shattered.

The orgasm was cataclysmic—violent, endless, ripping through every nerve, every vein. She screamed his name, body convulsing, inner walls clamping down around him in rhythmic pulses. Wetness flooded between them; she felt it drip down her thighs, soaking the sheets.

Viktor followed—burying himself to the hilt, spilling deep inside her with a low, guttural sound that vibrated through both their bodies.

He stayed seated inside her as the aftershocks rolled through them, one hand stroking her sweat-damp hair, the other still loosely around her throat.

When her breathing finally steadied, he eased out slowly, leaving her empty and aching.

He untied the ropes with gentle fingers, rubbing the faint red marks they’d left.

Lisa curled into him, face pressed to his chest.

“I held it,” she whispered, voice raw.

Viktor kissed her forehead—soft, almost reverent.

“You did.”

He gathered her closer.

“And tomorrow night,” he murmured, “we’ll see how long you can hold it again.”

Lisa smiled against his skin, fangs glinting in the candlelight.

“Bring it.”

The chamber fell quiet, save for the soft crackle of dying candles and the slow, unnecessary rhythm of two immortal hearts beating in perfect, dangerous time.

The lessons of eternity had only just begun.


Chapter Fifteen: The Garden of Broken Promises

Three weeks had passed since Lisa’s first taste of true restraint, and the lessons had only grown crueler—and more exquisite.

Tonight, Viktor led her through a part of Erebus House she had never seen: a hidden courtyard carved into the mountain’s heart, open to the night sky but shielded by towering black stone walls and a canopy of ancient, thorned vines. Moonlight filtered through in silver blades, illuminating a garden that should not have existed at this altitude.

Roses—black as dried blood—climbed iron trellises. Night-blooming jasmine released its heavy perfume into the air. And in the center, a wide marble fountain stood silent, its basin filled not with water, but with dark, shimmering liquid that moved like slow mercury.

Blood.

Always blood.

Viktor had dressed her in nothing but a sheer black gown of spider-silk lace—translucent, cruel, clinging to every curve and leaving nothing truly hidden. The fabric whispered against her nipples with every breath, against the slickness already gathering between her thighs.

He stopped beside the fountain.

“This is where I bring the ones who think they’re ready for the next step,” he said. “The ones who believe they’ve mastered hunger.”

Lisa stepped closer. The blood in the basin rippled at her approach, as though recognizing her.

“What happens here?” she asked, voice low.

Viktor’s fingers found the thin straps of her gown and slid them down her shoulders. The lace pooled at her feet like spilled ink.

“You drink,” he said simply. “Not from a vein. From the garden itself. From the collective memory of every soul who has ever fed here.”

He guided her to kneel at the fountain’s edge.

The blood was warm—impossibly so—when she dipped her fingers into it. The surface parted like silk. When she brought her hand to her lips, the first taste hit her like a memory that wasn’t hers.

Flashes:

A woman in 18th-century Paris, throat bared on silk sheets while her lover drank.

A soldier in 1917, dying in a trench, offering his last pulse to a shadowed figure.

Elias—young, golden, moaning Viktor’s name as fangs sank deep.

The visions poured into her, rich and overwhelming. With them came the hungers, the fears, the ecstasies of centuries. Her body responded violently—nipples aching, cunt clenching around nothing, a low whine building in her throat.

Viktor knelt behind her.

“Keep drinking,” he ordered.

She leaned forward, lowering her mouth to the surface. The blood coated her lips, her tongue, slid down her throat in thick, velvet waves. Each swallow brought more memories, more sensations—until she was drowning in them.

Viktor’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her back until her ass pressed against his erection—still clothed, still denied.

“You don’t come,” he reminded her. “Not tonight. Not until every drop has told you its story.”

Lisa moaned against the liquid, the sound muffled and desperate.

He entered her then—slow, torturously slow—while she continued to drink. The dual sensation was devastating: the blood feeding her mind, his cock feeding her body. Every thrust pushed her face closer to the surface; every swallow dragged another memory into her veins.

She felt them all.

The ecstasy of surrender.

The terror of being chosen.

The exquisite agony of restraint.

Her body trembled on the edge—muscles locked, breath ragged, tears of blood streaking her cheeks. She was close—so close—but the command held her there, suspended in exquisite torment.

Viktor’s voice was rough in her ear.

“How many have you tasted now?”

She couldn’t speak. Only a broken whimper escaped.

“Answer me.”

“Two… hundred… and seventeen…” she gasped between swallows.

“Good girl.”

He sped up—harder, deeper—fucking her against the fountain’s edge while she drank. The blood level dropped lower, memories growing older, darker.

A medieval witch burning.

A Renaissance courtesan’s final night.

Isolde—flames licking her skin, eyes locked on Viktor across the pyre.

Lisa sobbed around the blood.

Viktor’s hand slid around to her clit—circling once, twice—then stopped.

“Not yet.”

She broke.

Not with orgasm.

With surrender.

“Please,” she begged, voice shattered. “I can’t—I can’t hold anymore—please—”

Viktor pulled her up and away from the fountain in one swift motion. Blood dripped from her chin, her breasts, staining the marble red.

He turned her to face him.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes—crimson, wild, pupils blown—locked onto his.

“You held longer than Elias ever did,” he said softly. “You’re stronger than he was.”

Then he kissed her—deep, devouring, tasting centuries on her tongue.

When he pulled back, he lifted her onto the fountain’s wide rim, spread her thighs wide.

“Now,” he growled.

He thrust into her again—savage, relentless.

Lisa came instantly—screaming into the night, body convulsing, inner walls milking him as wave after wave tore through her. The garden seemed to answer—vines rustling, roses blooming fuller, the blood in the basin shimmering brighter.

Viktor followed—burying himself deep, spilling inside her with a low, guttural sound that echoed off the stone walls.

They stayed locked together for long minutes, breathing hard, blood and come and tears mingling on their skin.

When he finally eased out, he gathered her against his chest, cradling her like something infinitely precious.

“You drank the garden,” he whispered against her hair. “You carried them all. And you’re still here.”

Lisa pressed her face to his throat, fangs grazing the skin without breaking it.

“I’m still yours.”

Viktor’s arms tightened.

“And I’m still terrified of losing you.”

She smiled against him—small, dangerous, eternal.

“Then keep teaching me, Viktor.”

He kissed her forehead.

“Always.”

The garden watched in silence—roses black and perfect, blood still and waiting.

Another lesson learned.

Another night survived.

And eternity stretched ahead—beautiful, brutal, theirs.


Chapter Sixteen: The Mirror of Want

The garden’s blood had left Lisa changed—not in body, but in hunger. The memories she swallowed lingered like ghosts in her veins, whispering their desires long after the fountain’s surface stilled. She felt them most acutely when she was alone: a courtesan’s craving for silk against skin, a soldier’s need for violence wrapped in tenderness, Isolde’s quiet, burning wish to be consumed completely.

Tonight Viktor did not summon her.

Instead she found him waiting in the oldest wing of Erebus House—a forgotten gallery lined floor-to-ceiling with mirrors of every age and style. Venetian glass warped by time, baroque frames heavy with gilt cherubs, stark modern slabs of flawless silver. Hundreds of reflections stared back, each one slightly different, each one hers.

She wore nothing.

She hadn’t worn anything in days unless he commanded it.

Viktor stood in the center of the room, dressed only in black trousers, arms crossed, watching her approach through every mirror at once.

“You’ve been quiet since the garden,” he said.

Lisa stopped a few paces away. Every reflection showed the same thing: crimson-ringed eyes, lips still faintly stained, body taut with the restless energy of someone who had tasted too much and still wanted more.

“I keep hearing them,” she answered. “All of them. They want things. Different things. And I want all of them at once.”

Viktor stepped closer. The mirrors multiplied the motion—hundreds of him circling hundreds of her.

“That’s the price of the garden,” he said softly. “You carry their hungers now. They’ll fade in time… unless you feed them.”

He reached out, fingers brushing the underside of her breast, then trailing down to rest low on her belly.

“Tonight you choose which one you feed.”

Lisa’s breath caught.

She looked around—at the endless Lisas, each one hungry in a different way. One reflection showed her with a cruel smile, fangs fully extended. Another had her eyes half-lidded, lips parted in surrender. A third had her on her knees, head tilted back, throat offered.

She turned back to Viktor.

“I want to be cruel tonight,” she said.

His eyes darkened with approval.

“Then be cruel.”

He stepped back, giving her space.

Lisa moved first.

She closed the distance in a blur—inhuman speed—and shoved him against the nearest mirror. The glass shuddered but held. She pinned his wrists above his head with one hand, the other sliding down to palm him through his trousers.

He was already hard.

She squeezed—hard enough to make him hiss.

“You’re going to watch,” she told him, voice low and dangerous. “Every reflection. Every angle. While I use you.”

She tore the trousers open with a single pull—fabric ripping like paper. His cock sprang free, thick and leaking.

Lisa dropped to her knees.

She took him into her mouth without warning—deep, rough, no gentleness. Her fangs grazed the shaft deliberately, drawing thin lines of blood that she licked away with slow, deliberate strokes. Viktor’s head fell back against the glass, a low growl rumbling in his chest.

She pulled off with a wet pop.

“Watch yourself,” she ordered.

He obeyed—eyes flicking to the mirrors, seeing himself pinned, cock glistening with her spit and his own blood, her dark head working him relentlessly.

She sucked harder. Deeper. One hand fisted around the base, stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. The other slid between his legs, fingers pressing against the sensitive skin behind his balls, then further—teasing, threatening.

Viktor’s hips jerked.

She pulled off again.

“No,” she said sharply. “You don’t come until I say.”

His laugh was rough, strained.

“You’ve learned too well, little one.”

She stood.

Pushed him down to the floor—cold marble against his back.

Straddled him.

She sank onto him in one brutal motion—no preparation, no mercy. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her even as she claimed him.

She rode him hard—hips snapping, nails raking bloody trails down his chest that healed almost instantly. Every thrust was punishment and worship at once.

“Look at us,” she gasped. “Look at every fucking mirror.”

He did.

Hundreds of them: Lisa riding him like she wanted to break him, Viktor pinned beneath her, eyes black with lust and something dangerously close to awe.

She leaned down, fangs sinking into his throat—not shallow, not teasing. Deep. Greedy. Blood flooded her mouth as she fucked him faster, harder.

Viktor’s hands gripped her hips—bruising, desperate.

“Please,” he rasped—the word so rare from him it sent a jolt straight to her core.

She lifted her head, blood dripping from her lips.

“Say it again.”

“Please, Lisa—let me come inside you.”

She smiled—cruel, triumphant.

“Now.”

He exploded.

The orgasm tore through him—back arching off the marble, hips slamming up into her, spilling deep and hot while she drank from his throat. The combination shattered her too—her own climax crashing over her like a wave, violent and endless, inner walls pulsing around him as she screamed against his skin.

They stayed locked together, trembling, blood and come and sweat mingling on the cold floor.

When the aftershocks finally faded, Lisa eased off him slowly.

She lay beside him, head on his chest, listening to the stillness where a heartbeat should be.

Viktor’s hand found her hair, stroking gently.

“You chose cruelty tonight,” he murmured. “And you wielded it beautifully.”

Lisa lifted her head, meeting his eyes.

“Tomorrow,” she said softly, “I want to choose surrender.”

Viktor’s smile was slow, dark, promising.

“Then tomorrow,” he agreed, “you’ll kneel for me. And I’ll make you beg until the stars bleed.”

She pressed her lips to his throat—right over the healing bite.

“Looking forward to it.”

The mirrors watched them in silence—hundreds of Lisas and Viktors, entwined, wrecked, eternal.

Each reflection slightly different.

Each one hungry for the next lesson.


Chapter Seventeen: The Altar of Surrender

The next night came without warning, the way all true lessons do.

Lisa woke to find the suite empty, the bed cold where Viktor should have been. No note. No chime from the collar (which he had removed the previous evening with a kiss that promised nothing gentle). Only silence—and the faint, insistent pull in her chest, like a thread drawn taut between them.

She followed it barefoot through the corridors, naked, skin prickling with anticipation. The house seemed to breathe differently tonight—doors opening before she reached them, lights dimming in her wake, guiding her deeper than she had ever gone.

The final door was different from all the others: heavy black iron, etched with faint silver sigils that shimmered when she touched them. It swung inward silently.

Beyond lay a small circular chamber, bare except for one thing.

A low stone altar in the exact center, polished obsidian veined with crimson. No cushions, no silk. Just cold, unyielding stone. Four thick iron rings were embedded at the corners. Above it hung a single iron chandelier with black candles that burned without smoke, dripping wax that never quite reached the floor.

Viktor waited beside the altar.

He wore nothing. His body was a study in lethal stillness—pale skin luminous in the candlelight, muscles coiled, cock already thick and heavy with anticipation. In his hands he held four lengths of black silk rope and a small silver blade.

Lisa stopped at the threshold.

Their eyes met.

No words passed between them.

She walked forward slowly, deliberately, feeling every reflection of herself in the few small mirrors set high on the walls. When she reached him, she lifted her chin.

Viktor set the blade on the altar’s edge.

Then he took her wrists.

He bound them first—silk soft but unyielding—looping the rope through the iron rings, stretching her arms wide above her head. Her back arched slightly, breasts lifting, nipples already peaked in the cool air.

Next her ankles—spread wide, secured to the lower rings. The position left her utterly open, exposed, helpless in a way that made her pulse thunder in her ears.

Viktor stepped back, studying her like a sculptor regarding unfinished marble.

“You chose surrender tonight,” he said quietly. “So surrender.”

He picked up the silver blade.

The edge caught the candlelight—sharp, flawless.

He dragged it slowly down the center of her body—not cutting, only tracing. From the hollow of her throat, between her breasts, over her stomach, pausing just above her mound. The cold metal kissed her clit—light, threatening—and Lisa’s hips jerked involuntarily.

A thin red line appeared where the blade had kissed too close. Not deep. Just enough to well a single bead of blood.

Viktor leaned in and licked it away—slow, deliberate tongue dragging over the tiny wound.

Lisa moaned—low, broken.

He repeated the motion—blade, skin, tongue—each time drawing another thin line, each time tasting the blood he drew. The cuts were shallow, precise, healing almost as fast as he made them. But the sensation—the cold steel, the sting, the wet heat of his mouth—built into something unbearable.

When her thighs trembled and slickness dripped steadily down the insides of her legs, he finally set the blade aside.

He knelt between her spread thighs.

No teasing this time.

His mouth claimed her—hard, greedy, tongue plunging inside while his fingers pinched her nipples, twisting until she cried out.

He brought her to the edge in seconds.

Then stopped.

Again.

And again.

Lisa’s pleas turned to sobs—voice hoarse, body shaking.

“Please—Viktor—please—I’ll do anything—”

He rose, cock in hand, stroking himself once, twice—slow, deliberate.

“You will,” he said.

He entered her in one brutal thrust—deep, claiming, filling her completely.

She screamed.

He fucked her against the altar—hard, relentless, each stroke driving her back against the stone. The chains rattled. Wax dripped from above, landing on her skin in hot little splashes that made her arch higher.

When she was close—when her body locked, muscles straining—he slowed.

“Beg,” he commanded.

Lisa’s voice cracked.

“Please—let me come—please—I’m yours—please—”

Viktor leaned down, fangs grazing her ear.

“Come for me, Lisa. Now.”

The release was cataclysmic.

It ripped through her like lightning—violent, endless, tearing screams from her throat as her inner walls clamped down around him, milking him in desperate pulses. Wetness flooded between them, soaking the stone beneath her.

Viktor followed—burying himself to the hilt, spilling deep inside her with a low, guttural growl that echoed off the walls.

He stayed inside her as the aftershocks rolled through them both, one hand stroking her sweat-damp hair, the other still loosely wrapped around her throat.

When her breathing steadied, he eased out slowly.

Untied the ropes with careful fingers.

Lifted her from the altar and cradled her against his chest.

Lisa pressed her face to his neck, trembling.

“I broke beautifully,” she whispered.

Viktor kissed her temple.

“You did.”

He carried her from the chamber—down the corridors, back to their suite.

In the bed, he laid her down gently, covering her with his body, skin to skin.

No more lessons tonight.

Just the quiet aftermath.

Just the slow, reverent press of lips against healing marks.

Just the promise of tomorrow’s hunger.

And the certainty that whatever came next—cruelty, surrender, restraint, or something darker still—they would face it together.

Eternal.

Unbroken.

Hungry.


Chapter Eighteen: The Shadow at the Edge

The garden had quieted since the last lesson, its roses no longer blooming with unnatural fervor, the fountain’s surface smooth and still once more. Lisa and Viktor had returned to the rhythm of nights that blurred into one another—hunts, restraint, surrender, the slow sharpening of her new nature against his ancient one.

But eternity is never truly quiet.

It began with a scent.

Lisa caught it first, just after midnight, as they crossed the estate’s outer grounds on their way back from a hunt in the valley below. A trace on the wind—cold iron, aged leather, and something sweeter, almost floral, undercut by the sharp bite of old blood. Not Viktor’s. Not hers.

She froze mid-step.

Viktor stopped beside her, head tilting slightly, nostrils flaring.

His expression did not change, but she felt the shift in him—subtle, dangerous. The air around him thickened, as though the night itself drew tighter.

“Someone’s here,” she said quietly.

“Yes.”

He didn’t elaborate.

They continued toward the house, but the scent grew stronger—lingering on the black marble steps, brushing the velvet curtains of the foyer like an unwelcome hand. By the time they reached the Grand Salon, it was unmistakable.

She stood in the center of the room, backlit by the crimson LEDs, as though she had been waiting for them all along.

Tall.

Pale as moonlit marble.

Hair the color of spilled ink, falling in loose waves to her waist.

A gown of deep burgundy silk clung to her like liquid night, slit high on both thighs, neckline plunging to expose the elegant curve of her collarbone—and the faint, silvery scars of countless bites.

Her eyes were the worst part: pale violet, almost luminous, ringed with the thinnest thread of crimson. Old. Very old.

She smiled—slow, knowing, fangs just visible.

“Viktor,” she purred. The name rolled off her tongue like a caress laced with venom. “Four centuries, and you still keep such… predictable hours.”

Viktor did not smile.

“Seraphine.”

The single word carried weight—warning, recognition, something darker.

Lisa felt it in her bones: this was no stranger. This was history.

Seraphine’s gaze slid to Lisa, appraising, predatory.

“And this is the new one.” She stepped closer, hips swaying with deliberate grace. “The little mortal who drank the garden and survived. How… quaint.”

Lisa didn’t flinch. She stepped forward instead, placing herself between Seraphine and Viktor.

“I have a name.”

Seraphine’s violet eyes narrowed with amusement.

“Yes. Lisa Grant. Former camgirl. Former human. Current obsession.” She circled Lisa slowly, close enough that Lisa could feel the chill radiating from her skin. “He always did have a weakness for pretty things that break beautifully.”

Viktor’s voice cut through the air like a blade.

“Speak to her again like that, and I will remind you why you left Vienna.”

Seraphine stopped, turning to face him fully.

“Still so possessive,” she murmured. “After all these years. I thought eternity might have taught you to share.”

She reached out, fingertips brushing Viktor’s jaw—light, intimate, familiar.

He caught her wrist before she could touch him fully.

The air crackled.

Seraphine laughed—soft, musical, dangerous.

“Easy, darling. I’m not here to steal your new toy.” Her eyes flicked back to Lisa. “Though I must admit… she has potential. I can smell the garden on her. All those delicious memories. All that hunger.”

She leaned in toward Lisa, close enough that their lips nearly brushed.

“I could teach you things he never will,” she whispered. “Things that would make you scream in ways he’s forgotten how to draw out.”

Lisa felt the pull—subtle, insidious. Seraphine’s presence was intoxicating, a dark perfume that promised pleasures sharper and crueler than anything Viktor had shown her yet.

But Lisa had learned restraint.

She met Seraphine’s gaze without blinking.

“I already scream for him,” she said, voice low and steady. “And I choose who touches me.”

Seraphine’s smile widened—genuine this time, almost impressed.

“Oh, I like her,” she said to Viktor. “She has teeth.”

Viktor released her wrist.

“Why are you here, Seraphine?”

The older vampire stepped back, folding her arms beneath her breasts, accentuating the deep plunge of her gown.

“There are whispers in the old courts. Whispers of a new consort who drank the garden and didn’t shatter. Whispers that Viktor Draegov has finally found someone worth keeping forever.”

Her eyes gleamed.

“I came to see if the rumors were true.”

She looked between them—Viktor’s cold fury, Lisa’s defiant hunger.

“And I see they are.”

Seraphine turned toward the doors, hips swaying once more.

“I’ll be staying a while,” she said over her shoulder. “Consider me… a guest. Or a challenge. Whichever you prefer.”

The doors closed behind her with a soft, final click.

Silence fell.

Viktor exhaled slowly.

Lisa turned to him.

“Who is she to you?”

His jaw tightened.

“She was my maker’s favorite before me. Then she was mine. For a time. Then she was no one’s.”

He looked at Lisa—really looked.

“And now she sees what I see in you.”

Lisa stepped closer, pressing her body against his.

“Let her see,” she whispered. “Let her want.”

She rose on her toes, fangs grazing his lower lip.

“Because I’m yours.”

Viktor’s arms came around her—hard, possessive.

“Then we’ll remind her,” he growled against her mouth.

“Together.”

The night deepened.

And somewhere in the house, Seraphine smiled into the shadows.

The game had just begun.


Chapter Nineteen: The First Taste of Rivalry

The house felt different with Seraphine inside it.

Not louder. Not brighter.

Darker.

Tighter.

As though the shadows had learned to watch each other.

Lisa noticed it in small things: the way the mirrors in the long corridors seemed to reflect Seraphine’s violet eyes even when she wasn’t there, the faint floral trace that lingered on velvet cushions long after she passed, the subtle shift in the air when Viktor’s name was spoken in rooms she had entered.

Seraphine did not hunt with them.

She did not join their lessons.

She simply… existed.

A constant, elegant pressure at the edges of their world.

Three nights after her arrival, Lisa found her in the Obsidian Chamber.

Seraphine lounged on the low black chaise where Viktor had first tasted Lisa—legs crossed, burgundy gown parted high enough to reveal the pale curve of thigh, one finger idly tracing the rim of a crystal goblet filled with something too thick to be wine.

She looked up as Lisa entered, smile slow and welcoming.

“Come in, darling. I’ve been waiting for you to stop hiding behind him.”

Lisa didn’t flinch. She walked forward, stopping just out of reach.

“I’m not hiding.”

Seraphine tilted her head, studying her.

“No. You’re not. You’re… curious.”

She set the goblet aside and rose in one fluid motion—graceful, predatory.

“You want to know what I was to him. What I still am.”

Lisa’s fangs ached. She let them show.

“Were you lovers?”

Seraphine laughed—soft, musical, edged with something sharp.

“Lovers. Rivals. Mirrors. Mirrors of the worst kind.”

She stepped closer, close enough that Lisa could smell her—old roses, cold iron, and the faint copper of ancient blood.

“I taught him cruelty when he was still learning to bite without remorse. He taught me restraint when I wanted to burn the world for sport. We were perfect together… until we weren’t.”

Her fingertips brushed Lisa’s bare arm—light, deliberate.

“You’re different,” Seraphine murmured. “You don’t just want the pain. You want the choice. The power in choosing.”

Lisa didn’t pull away.

Seraphine’s hand slid higher, cupping the side of Lisa’s throat where the twin scars still lingered.

“I could show you things he’s forgotten,” she whispered. “Ways to make him beg. Ways to make eternity feel new again.”

The offer hung between them—tempting, dangerous.

Lisa’s pulse—slow, unnecessary—quickened anyway.

She leaned in, lips almost brushing Seraphine’s.

“I already make him beg,” she said quietly. “And I choose who gets to taste me.”

Seraphine’s violet eyes flared brighter for a moment—surprise, then delight.

Then the door opened.

Viktor stood framed in the threshold.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

The air turned thick with his presence—cold fury wrapped in perfect control.

Seraphine stepped back slowly, smile never fading.

“Always so timely, darling.”

Viktor’s gaze never left Lisa.

“Leave us.”

Seraphine inclined her head—mocking courtesy—and glided past him, gown whispering against the floor.

The door closed.

Silence.

Viktor crossed the room in three strides.

He caught Lisa by the throat—not hard, just firm—tilting her face up to his.

“Did she touch you?” His voice was low, dangerous velvet.

“Only my arm. My throat.” Lisa met his eyes without blinking. “She offered. I didn’t accept.”

Viktor’s thumb pressed lightly over the scars he’d left.

“You wanted to.”

It wasn’t a question.

Lisa didn’t lie.

“I wanted to know what she tastes like. What she feels like. What she could teach me.”

His grip tightened—just enough to make her gasp.

“And now?”

Lisa’s hand rose, fingers threading through his hair, pulling him down until their lips nearly touched.

“Now I want you to remind me why I chose you.”

Viktor’s control snapped.

He kissed her—brutal, claiming, teeth clashing, fangs nicking lips until blood welled between them. He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the chaise, dropping her onto the velvet.

Clothes tore.

Skin met skin.

He entered her in one punishing thrust—no preparation, no gentleness.

Just need.

Possession.

Reclamation.

Lisa arched beneath him, nails raking down his back, drawing blood that he licked from her fingers without breaking rhythm.

He fucked her like he wanted to erase every memory Seraphine had stirred—deep, relentless, each stroke driving deeper into her body and her mind.

When she came—screaming his name, body convulsing around him—he bit her shoulder, drinking deep as he spilled inside her.

They stayed locked together, trembling.

When the haze cleared, Viktor lifted his head, eyes still black with hunger.

“You are mine,” he said, voice rough. “No one else’s.”

Lisa cupped his face, thumbs brushing the sharp line of his cheekbones.

“I know.”

She kissed him—slow, deep, tasting herself and him and the faint echo of Seraphine’s perfume that still clung to the air.

“But she’s here,” Lisa whispered against his lips. “And she wants to play.”

Viktor’s smile was slow, dangerous.

“Then let her watch.”

He pulled out slowly, leaving her aching and empty.

“Tomorrow night,” he said, “we’ll show her exactly what she’s missing.”

Lisa’s fangs glinted in the low light.

“Together.”

Viktor’s hand slid between her thighs, fingers pressing against her oversensitive clit.

“Together.”

The house seemed to sigh around them—pleased, expectant.

Somewhere in the corridors, Seraphine smiled into the dark.

The game had deepened.

And the night was far from over.


Chapter Twenty: Veins of the Forgotten

Lisa couldn’t sleep—not truly, not in the way mortals did. Her new existence hovered in a state of perpetual awareness, a half-dream where memories and hungers intertwined like roots in dark soil. But tonight, with Seraphine’s presence seeping through the house like smoke, rest eluded her even more.

She slipped from the bed where Viktor lay still as stone, his arm draped possessively over the empty space she left behind. Naked, she padded through the corridors, drawn by that floral-iron scent that had become both lure and warning. The house guided her again—doors creaking open, shadows pointing the way—until she reached a library she hadn’t known existed.

The room was vast, walls lined with leather-bound tomes that smelled of dust and decay. A single high-backed chair sat before a cold hearth, and in it lounged Seraphine—gown replaced by a loose black robe that parted at her thighs, revealing pale skin marked with faint, intricate scars like silver filigree.

She didn’t look up from the book in her lap.

“I knew you’d come,” she said, voice like velvet dragged over thorns. “Curiosity is the one hunger Viktor can never fully sate.”

Lisa stepped inside, closing the door behind her. The air felt heavier here, charged with the weight of untold stories.

“Tell me who you are,” Lisa said, voice steady despite the pulse of anticipation in her veins. “Not to him. To yourself.”

Seraphine finally lifted her gaze—violet eyes gleaming in the low light of a single flickering candle. She closed the book with a soft snap, setting it aside.

“Sit,” she commanded, gesturing to the floor at her feet.

Lisa hesitated—then knelt. Not in submission, but in choice. The cold stone bit into her knees, a small pain that sharpened her focus.

Seraphine leaned forward, fingers threading through Lisa’s hair—gentle at first, then tightening just enough to tilt her head back.

“I was born in 1237,” she began, voice low and rhythmic, like a storyteller weaving a spell. “In a village along the Rhône River—mud streets, stone huts, the constant stink of fish and fear. My mother was a washerwoman; my father a fisherman who drowned before I could remember his face. I was called Séraphine then, with an accent that made it sound like a prayer. But prayers don’t save girls like me.”

Her free hand traced idle patterns on Lisa’s shoulder, nails dragging lightly over skin.

“I was sixteen when the plague came—not the Black Death, not yet. A smaller scourge, but enough to empty half the village. I watched my mother rot from the inside, her skin blooming with sores like dark flowers. I begged the priests for mercy. They offered none. Instead, one of them—a fat, sweating man with eyes like coals—offered me salvation in exchange for my body. I let him take it, in the shadow of the church altar, while my mother gasped her last breaths outside.”

Seraphine’s grip tightened in Lisa’s hair, pulling a soft gasp from her lips.

“He lied, of course. No salvation came. Only more death. I fled into the woods—starving, broken, bleeding from places I didn’t know could bleed. That’s where he found me.”

Lisa’s breath caught. “Your maker.”

Seraphine nodded, her other hand sliding down to cup Lisa’s breast, thumb circling the nipple with casual possession.

“His name was Lucius. Older than the Romans he claimed descent from. He appeared like a ghost in the mist—tall, dark-haired, eyes that burned like violet flames. He didn’t ask. He took. Fucked me against a tree while his fangs sank into my throat. The pain was exquisite—my first real taste of eternity’s edge. When I woke, I was like this. Eternal. Hungry. Free.”

She pinched Lisa’s nipple—hard—drawing a whimper.

“For the first century, I was his shadow. We traveled Europe—courts, battlefields, brothels. He taught me to hunt with elegance, to seduce before striking, to turn blood into art. I learned to love the screams, the way a body yields just before the light fades. But Lucius was possessive. Cruel in ways that left scars even on immortal skin.”

Seraphine’s robe slipped open further, revealing more of those silver marks—lines across her ribs, bites on her inner thighs.

“One night in Prague, he brought home a boy—a street thief with fire in his eyes. He wanted to share. I refused. We fought—fangs and claws and shattered glass. I killed him. Drank him dry while he begged for mercy he’d never shown me. Then I burned his body and scattered the ashes in the Vltava.”

Her fingers released Lisa’s hair, trailing down her spine instead.

“I wandered alone after that. Centuries of reinvention. A courtesan in Versailles, whispering secrets into kings’ ears while I drained their heirs. A witch in Salem, turning trials into feasts. A spy in the courts of Napoleon, feeding on generals and lovers alike. I took fledglings when the mood struck—beautiful things I broke and remade, then discarded when they bored me.”

She leaned down, lips brushing Lisa’s ear.

“And then I met Viktor. In Vienna, 1708. He was young then—barely a century turned—raw power wrapped in grief over his lost Isolde. I saw potential. I seduced him. Taught him to refine his brutality into something elegant. We were lovers for decades—bodies entangled in blood-soaked sheets, hunts that ended in orgies of pain and pleasure. But he wanted forever. I wanted freedom. So I left. Shattered a few of his pretty toys on the way out, just to remind him who taught him to play.”

Seraphine’s hand slipped between Lisa’s thighs—fingers finding slick heat, circling her clit with expert slowness.

“Now I’m here,” she whispered. “Because whispers say you’re different. You drank the garden. You hold his heart. And I want to know… can you hold mine?”

Lisa’s hips bucked involuntarily, a moan escaping her lips.

The door slammed open.

Viktor stood there—eyes black with rage, fangs fully extended.

Seraphine pulled her hand away slowly, licking her fingers clean with deliberate grace.

“Always interrupting, darling.”

Viktor crossed the room in a blur, hand closing around Seraphine’s throat.

“You touch her again without my permission,” he growled, “and I will end you the way you ended Lucius.”

Seraphine smiled up at him—unafraid, aroused.

“Promise?”

Lisa rose from her knees, stepping between them.

“Stop.”

Her voice cut through the tension like a blade.

She looked at Viktor—then at Seraphine.

“She’s part of your history,” Lisa said quietly. “And now she’s part of mine.”

She turned to Seraphine.

“But if you want to play… you play by our rules.”

Seraphine’s violet eyes sparkled.

“Oh, darling. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Viktor released her throat—slowly.

The air hummed with possibility—dark, erotic, dangerous.

The rivalry had deepened.

And the lessons were far from over.


Chapter Twenty-One: The Game Begins

The library’s candle had burned low, wax pooling like dark tears on the iron stand. Seraphine remained seated, legs crossed, robe fallen open to expose the silver-scarred curve of her breast. Viktor stood motionless beside the door, a statue carved from midnight and fury. Lisa knelt between them—naked, spine straight, the air thick with the mingled scents of old books, rose perfume, and the sharp copper of barely restrained violence.

No one moved for a long heartbeat.

Then Seraphine spoke, voice soft as silk tearing.

“So. The rules, then.”

Lisa rose slowly to her feet. She felt both of their gazes like physical weight—Viktor’s possessive and molten, Seraphine’s cool and appraising.

Lisa looked from one to the other.

“Three rules,” she said. Her voice was steady, carrying the new timbre of someone who had drunk centuries from a fountain and still stood upright.

“First: No one touches without the others present. No secrets. No stolen moments.”

Seraphine’s lips curved. “How delightfully modern.”

“Second,” Lisa continued, ignoring the interruption, “the one who makes the other beg first wins the night. Winner chooses what happens next—until sunrise.”

Viktor’s eyes narrowed slightly, the only sign of surprise.

“Third,” Lisa finished, stepping closer to Seraphine until their bodies nearly brushed, “if anyone breaks a rule… the other two get to punish them. Together. However they want.”

A slow, dangerous smile spread across Seraphine’s face.

“You really have learned from him.”

She reached out, fingertips ghosting down the center of Lisa’s chest—stopping just above her navel.

Viktor’s voice cut through the space between them like a blade.

“Agreed.”

Seraphine’s hand fell away. She rose from the chair in one liquid motion, robe slipping from her shoulders to pool at her feet. Naked now, she was a vision of lethal elegance—long limbs, silver scars tracing patterns across her ribs and hips like forgotten constellations, violet eyes burning.

“Then let the game begin,” she said.

She moved first.

Not toward Viktor.

Toward Lisa.

She caught Lisa’s face between cool hands and kissed her—slow, deep, deliberate. It was nothing like Viktor’s kisses. Where his were claiming, hers were exploring—teasing, tasting, coaxing. Her tongue traced Lisa’s fangs, drawing a bead of blood that she licked away with a soft hum of approval.

Lisa’s hands rose instinctively, sliding up Seraphine’s sides, feeling the cool silk of immortal skin. The kiss deepened, bodies pressing together, breasts brushing, hips aligning.

Viktor watched—silent, unmoving, cock hardening visibly as he took in the sight.

Seraphine broke the kiss first, lips swollen, eyes gleaming.

“Your move, darling,” she whispered against Lisa’s mouth.

Lisa turned to Viktor.

She crossed the short distance, dropped to her knees before him, and took him into her mouth without preamble—deep, wet, hungry. She sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks, one hand fisting the base while the other cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

Viktor’s hand tangled in her hair—not guiding, just holding—low growl rumbling in his chest.

Seraphine circled behind him, pressing her naked body to his back. Her hands slid around his waist, nails dragging lightly down his abdomen while she kissed the side of his neck—slow, deliberate bites that didn’t break skin.

“You always did like being watched,” she murmured against his ear.

Viktor’s hips jerked forward into Lisa’s mouth—once, twice—before he pulled her off with a rough tug.

“Enough,” he rasped. “Bedroom. Now.”

They moved as one—three shadows blurring through the corridors, doors opening and closing behind them like obedient servants.

In the master suite, the massive black bed waited.

No preamble.

Seraphine pushed Lisa down onto the silk sheets, crawling over her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand while the other slid between her thighs.

She teased—fingers circling, dipping, withdrawing—never quite giving enough.

Lisa arched, whimpering.

Viktor knelt behind Seraphine, hands gripping her hips. He entered her in one hard thrust—deep, possessive—drawing a sharp gasp from her throat.

Seraphine laughed—breathless, triumphant—while she continued to torment Lisa with shallow strokes.

The room filled with sounds: wet flesh, ragged breaths, low moans, the creak of the bedframe.

Lisa broke first.

“Please—” she gasped, hips lifting desperately.

Seraphine’s smile was wicked.

“Say my name.”

“Seraphine—please—”

Seraphine rewarded her—fingers plunging deep, thumb grinding against her clit.

Lisa came screaming—body convulsing, back bowing off the sheets.

Viktor followed—burying himself in Seraphine with a guttural sound, spilling deep while she clenched around him.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs—sweat-slick, blood-tinged, breathing hard.

Seraphine lifted her head first, violet eyes gleaming.

“First blood to me,” she purred.

Viktor’s hand slid possessively over Lisa’s hip.

“The night is young.”

Lisa turned her face to both of them—lips swollen, eyes bright with hunger.

“Then let’s see who begs next.”

The candles burned lower.

The game continued.

And eternity—suddenly—felt dangerously, deliciously crowded.


Chapter Twenty-Two: The Edge of Three

The master suite had become a battlefield of silk and skin.

The black sheets were already ruined—streaked with blood, sweat, and the slick evidence of earlier climaxes. Candles burned low in iron sconces, casting long, trembling shadows that danced across three immortal bodies.

Lisa lay on her back in the center of the bed, wrists loosely bound above her head with the same black silk Viktor had used so many nights before. The ropes were more symbolic now than necessary; any of them could snap them with a thought. But the symbolism mattered.

Seraphine straddled Lisa’s hips, naked, violet eyes glowing faintly in the dim light. She leaned forward, breasts brushing Lisa’s, and dragged the tip of one fang down the center of Lisa’s throat—slow, deliberate, not breaking skin.

“You’re trembling,” Seraphine murmured, lips curving. “Not from fear.”

Lisa’s hips lifted instinctively, seeking friction against Seraphine’s thigh.

“From wanting,” she answered, voice rough.

Viktor knelt behind Seraphine, one hand wrapped around her throat from behind—not choking, just holding. His other hand slid down her spine, then between her legs, fingers finding her wet and ready.

He entered her again—slow this time, inch by deliberate inch—while Seraphine rocked forward against Lisa.

The three of them moved together in a slow, obscene rhythm: Viktor fucking Seraphine, Seraphine grinding down on Lisa, Lisa arching up to meet them both.

No one spoke for long minutes.

Only sounds: wet flesh, ragged breaths, the soft creak of the bed, the occasional low moan.

Then Seraphine broke the silence.

“Tell me,” she whispered, leaning down until her lips brushed Lisa’s ear, “does he still fuck you like he’s afraid you’ll disappear? Like you’re the ghost of someone he lost?”

Lisa’s eyes snapped open, crimson-ringed and fierce.

She surged up—ropes snapping like thread—and flipped Seraphine beneath her in one fluid motion.

Now Lisa straddled the older vampire, pinning her wrists above her head.

“He fucks me like I’m the only thing that’s ever mattered,” Lisa said, voice low and dangerous. “Like eternity would be nothing without me.”

She ground down hard, clit dragging against Seraphine’s, drawing a sharp gasp from the other woman.

Viktor watched—still buried inside Seraphine—eyes black with hunger and something dangerously close to awe.

Lisa leaned down, fangs grazing Seraphine’s lower lip.

“And tonight,” she continued, “he’s going to watch while I make you beg for the first time in centuries.”

Seraphine’s laugh was breathless, delighted.

“Try me, little one.”

Lisa moved.

She rode Seraphine with ruthless precision—hips rolling, grinding, never quite giving enough pressure to tip her over. One hand slid between their bodies, fingers finding Seraphine’s clit and circling—slow, cruel, teasing.

Seraphine’s back arched, hips bucking.

Viktor thrust deeper into her—hard, possessive—each stroke driving her closer to the edge Lisa refused to let her cross.

“Please—” The word slipped out of Seraphine before she could stop it.

Lisa smiled—slow, triumphant.

“Not yet.”

She leaned down, fangs sinking into Seraphine’s throat—not deep, just enough to draw blood. The taste was different from Viktor’s—older, richer, laced with centuries of rose and iron.

Seraphine moaned—loud, broken.

Viktor’s control frayed.

He pulled out of Seraphine suddenly, moved behind Lisa, and entered her in one brutal thrust.

Lisa gasped against Seraphine’s skin, blood dripping from her lips.

Now the rhythm changed: Viktor fucking Lisa, Lisa grinding on Seraphine, Seraphine writhing beneath them both.

The chain reaction was inevitable.

Seraphine broke first—screaming Lisa’s name, body convulsing, inner walls pulsing around nothing as the orgasm tore through her.

Lisa followed—shattering around Viktor’s cock, crying out into Seraphine’s throat.

Viktor came last—burying himself deep inside Lisa, spilling with a low, guttural sound that vibrated through all three of them.

They collapsed together—limbs tangled, blood and come and sweat mingling on the ruined sheets.

For long minutes, no one spoke.

Then Seraphine laughed—soft, breathless, almost fond.

“Well,” she murmured, tracing a lazy pattern on Lisa’s back, “that was… unexpected.”

Lisa lifted her head, meeting first Seraphine’s gaze, then Viktor’s.

“I win the night,” she said simply.

Viktor’s hand slid possessively over her hip.

“For now.”

Seraphine’s violet eyes sparkled.

“Until tomorrow.”

Lisa smiled—fangs glinting in the dying candlelight.

“Until tomorrow.”

The three of them lay entwined as the candles guttered out one by one.

Outside, the mountain wind whispered through the pines.

Inside, eternity had just grown a little more crowded—and infinitely more dangerous.

The game was far from over.

And none of them wanted it to end.


Chapter Twenty-Three: The Dawn of Compromise

Dawn was still hours away when the three of them finally lay still.

The bed was a ruin—sheets torn, pillows scattered, blood and come drying in abstract patterns across the black silk. Lisa rested in the center, head on Viktor’s chest, one leg thrown possessively over Seraphine’s hip. Seraphine lay on her side facing them, violet eyes half-lidded, fingers tracing idle circles on Lisa’s thigh.

The silence was not tense.

It was the quiet that follows a storm—exhausted, sated, strangely intimate.

Viktor broke it first.

His voice was low, rough from hours of growling commands and bitten-back moans.

“This cannot be permanent.”

Seraphine’s laugh was soft, almost fond.

“Darling, nothing is permanent. Not even us.”

Lisa lifted her head, looking between them.

“You’re both wrong.”

She sat up slowly, hair tangled and wild, skin still flushed with the afterglow of too many climaxes. The candlelight caught the drying blood at the corner of her mouth.

“It can be whatever we decide it is.”

Seraphine propped herself on one elbow, studying Lisa with new interest.

“And what do you decide, little one?”

Lisa met her gaze without flinching.

“I decide we keep playing. But not like enemies circling for weakness. Like three people who know exactly how dangerous the others are… and want them anyway.”

Viktor’s hand slid up her spine—slow, possessive.

“You would share me?”

Lisa turned to him, fingers threading through his hair.

“I would share us. All of us.”

She looked back at Seraphine.

“You came here to test me. To see if I was worthy of him. Or maybe to see if you could still take him.”

She leaned forward, lips brushing Seraphine’s in a kiss that was neither gentle nor claiming—just honest.

“You can stay. You can play. You can even win some nights. But you don’t get to destroy what we’ve built. And neither do I.”

Seraphine was quiet for a long moment—something rare and unguarded flickering in those ancient violet eyes.

Then she smiled—slow, genuine, almost vulnerable.

“You really did drink the whole garden, didn’t you?”

Lisa shrugged one shoulder, a small, wicked smile curving her lips.

“I drank everything it had to give. And I’m still standing.”

Viktor pulled her back down against his chest, arm banding around her waist.

Seraphine settled closer, draping herself half over Lisa, cool skin against warm.

“Then we compromise,” Seraphine murmured. “No more games of ownership. Only games of hunger.”

Viktor’s fingers tangled in both their hair—Lisa’s dark waves, Seraphine’s midnight cascade.

“Agreed.”

Lisa turned her face into Viktor’s neck, inhaling the familiar scent of stone and iron and centuries.

“And when dawn comes,” she whispered, “we face it together. No one burns alone.”

Seraphine pressed a kiss to Lisa’s shoulder—soft, almost reverent.

“Together.”

Viktor’s arms tightened around them both.

The candles guttered out one by one.

Outside, the mountain wind sighed through the pines.

Inside, three ancient hungers curled together—dangerous, sated, and—for the first time in centuries—almost at peace.

The night stretched on.

And for once, eternity felt less like a sentence…

and more like a promise.


Chapter Twenty-Four: The First Acolyte

The Turning House had grown quiet in the months since Lisa’s full turning.

The ultra-wealthy candidates still came and went—beautiful, broken things willing to pay fortunes for immortality—but the rhythm of the house had shifted. Viktor’s method remained the same: ecstasy layered upon near-death, blood shared in the throes of orgasm until the body begged to be remade. Yet everyone felt the change in the air.

Lisa was no longer entertainment.

She was no longer the newest fledgling.

She was something the house had never quite seen before: a consort who had drunk the garden, survived the first dawn, and now walked the corridors with the quiet confidence of someone who had chosen every inch of her damnation.

Tonight Viktor summoned her to the lowest level—the Induction Vault.

The room was circular, black marble veined with living crimson, lit only by a ring of low iron braziers. In the center stood the familiar low platform, draped in fresh black velvet. Restraints waited at each corner, but they were not yet fastened.

A single candidate knelt at the foot of the platform.

Young.

Twenty-three.

Male.

Hair the color of dark honey, body lean and sculpted from years of disciplined excess—personal trainer to tech billionaires by day, high-end escort by night. He had paid the entry fee in cryptocurrency and signed the contract in his own blood. His name was Julian Voss.

He looked up as Lisa entered.

His breath caught.

She wore black tonight—long silk robe open at the front, nothing beneath, the fabric parting with every step to reveal glimpses of pale skin, the faint silver scars of her turning, the twin puncture marks at her throat that never fully faded.

Julian’s eyes widened—fear, awe, hunger.

Lisa stopped in front of him.

“You asked for this,” she said quietly. “You paid for eternity. Do you still want it?”

Julian swallowed. His voice was hoarse. “Yes.”

She knelt before him—eye level now—and cupped his chin, tilting his face up.

“Then tonight you belong to me.”

She kissed him—slow, deep, deliberate. Her fangs grazed his lower lip, drawing a bead of blood that she licked away with a soft sound of approval.

Julian moaned into her mouth, hands rising instinctively to touch her.

She caught his wrists. Pushed them behind his back.

“Not yet.”

She rose, guiding him to stand, then to the platform.

“Lie down.”

He obeyed—back against velvet, arms stretched overhead, ankles spread. Lisa secured the restraints herself—silk-lined leather, tight but not cruel. Not yet.

Viktor watched from the shadowed alcove, arms crossed, expression unreadable.

This was her night.

Her first acolyte.

Her first turning.

Lisa climbed onto the platform, straddling Julian’s hips. The robe fell open completely, framing her naked body above him.

She leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“I’m going to take you apart,” she whispered. “Piece by piece. Pleasure by pleasure. Until you’re begging to die so you can live forever.”

She began.

Slow at first—kissing down his throat, fangs grazing but not piercing. Her hands explored every inch of him: chest, nipples, ribs, the sharp V of his hips. When she reached his cock—already hard, leaking—she took him into her mouth with devastating slowness, tongue swirling, fangs scraping just enough to make him buck against the restraints.

Julian groaned—loud, desperate.

She pulled off, climbed higher, positioned herself over his face.

“Make me come,” she ordered. “And maybe I’ll let you breathe.”

He obeyed—tongue eager, hungry, lapping at her clit while she ground down against his mouth. She rode his face with deliberate rhythm, one hand braced on the headboard, the other pinching her own nipple hard enough to draw blood.

When she came—hips jerking, wetness coating his chin and throat—she finally lifted off.

Julian gasped for air, eyes glassy, lips shining.

Lisa slid down his body, positioned herself over his cock, and sank down in one long, slow descent.

He filled her completely—hot, mortal, pulsing with life.

She rode him hard—hips snapping, nails raking red lines down his chest. Every time he neared the edge she slowed, stopped, left him trembling on the brink.

“Please—” he gasped. “Please—”

“Not yet.”

She leaned down, fangs sinking into his throat—deep, greedy. Blood flooded her mouth: young, rich, laced with adrenaline and terror and desperate lust.

Julian screamed—pleasure and pain indistinguishable.

She drank while she fucked him, each pull from his vein timed to each downward stroke. His body convulsed beneath her, hips bucking wildly, chasing release she still denied.

When his pulse began to stutter—weak, erratic—she lifted her head, blood dripping from her lips.

“Now,” she commanded.

She bit her own wrist, pressed it to his mouth.

“Drink.”

Julian latched on—desperate, starving—sucking hard while she rode him faster, harder, mercilessly.

The turning began.

His body seized—back bowing off the velvet, eyes rolling back. The venom in her blood mixed with the last of his mortal life, rewriting him from the inside out.

Lisa came again—violent, shattering—inner walls clamping around him as he spilled deep inside her, orgasm tearing through what remained of his humanity.

She kept riding him through it, drawing out every last shudder, every last drop.

When it was over—when his heart stuttered and stopped and then began again, slow and strong and wrong—she finally stilled.

She leaned down, kissed him—tasting herself, tasting him, tasting the first moments of his new eternity.

Julian opened his eyes.

They were crimson-ringed now.

He looked at her like she was the only thing in existence.

Lisa smiled—fangs gleaming, blood still on her chin.

“Welcome home, acolyte.”

From the shadows, Viktor stepped forward.

He placed one hand on Lisa’s shoulder, the other on Julian’s chest—feeling the new, unnatural rhythm beneath his palm.

“Well done,” he murmured, voice thick with pride.

Lisa looked up at him, then back at her first creation.

The house had a new member.

And Lisa Grant—once camgirl, once mortal, now eternal—had just begun to build her own legacy.

The Turning House had never felt more alive.


Chapter Twenty-Five: The First Night of the Newborn

Julian Voss woke screaming.

The sound tore through the Induction Vault—raw, animal, the kind of scream that belonged to a body remembering death while the mind refused to accept it. His back bowed against the velvet, wrists straining against the restraints, eyes wide and crimson-ringed, pupils blown to black voids.

Lisa stood over him, robe discarded, naked and still smeared with his blood and her own release.

She didn’t flinch at the scream.

She had expected it.

Viktor remained in the shadows, arms crossed, watching her work with the quiet pride of a sire who had finally found a worthy successor.

Lisa knelt beside Julian, one hand pressing firmly against his chest—feeling the new, slow, wrong rhythm of his heart.

“Breathe,” she said softly. “You’re not dying. You’re being born.”

Julian’s head snapped toward her. His fangs—new, delicate, still growing—dropped fully. He lunged, teeth snapping at her wrist, instinct overriding everything.

She caught his jaw with inhuman speed, forcing his head back against the platform.

“No,” she said, voice low and steel-edged. “You feed when I say. How I say. From whom I say.”

Julian whimpered—half pain, half desperate need. His body trembled, every muscle locked in the agony of transformation: veins burning with venom, skin tightening over bones that no longer needed oxygen, hunger clawing up from the pit of his stomach like a living thing.

Lisa leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“You wanted eternity. This is the price.”

She released his jaw slowly, watching him pant, fangs gleaming, eyes wild.

Then she offered her wrist.

The twin punctures from her own turning were still there—faint silver now, but the skin was soft, warm from the night’s exertions.

“Drink.”

Julian lunged again—this time she allowed it.

His fangs sank into her wrist with clumsy desperation. He drank hard, greedy, gulping like a drowning man. Blood—her blood—flooded his mouth: dark, rich, laced with centuries he hadn’t earned yet.

Lisa let him take several long pulls before she pulled her arm away.

He snarled, lips stained red, eyes frantic.

“Not too much,” she said calmly. “You’ll learn control. Starting now.”

She climbed back onto the platform, straddling his hips again. His cock—still hard, still mortal in its final moments—was slick from earlier. She sank down onto him slowly, deliberately, taking him deep inside her while he strained against the restraints.

Julian moaned—long, broken—hips bucking up to meet her.

She rode him with punishing slowness—each downward stroke timed to the new beat of his heart. Every time he neared the edge, she stopped completely, leaving him trembling, whimpering, begging.

“Please—Lisa—please—”

She leaned down, fangs grazing his throat.

“You come when I say,” she whispered. “You breathe when I say. You exist when I say.”

She sped up—harder, faster—riding him until his body locked, muscles seizing.

“Now.”

Julian came with a scream—violent, shattering—spilling deep inside her while his new fangs snapped at the air. The orgasm triggered the final shift: his heart stuttered one last time, then settled into the slow, eternal rhythm of the undead.

Lisa kept moving through it, drawing out every shudder, every pulse, until he went limp beneath her—spent, trembling, newly made.

She eased off him slowly, blood and come dripping down her thighs.

Julian stared up at her—eyes still crimson-ringed, but calmer now. Understanding beginning to replace the panic.

Lisa cupped his face with both hands.

“You’re mine now,” she said quietly. “My first acolyte. My responsibility. My legacy.”

She leaned down and kissed him—soft this time, almost tender—tasting herself on his lips, tasting the first moments of his eternity.

Julian kissed her back—hesitant, reverent, like someone tasting salvation for the first time.

Viktor finally stepped forward.

He placed one hand on Julian’s shoulder—firm, grounding.

“Welcome to the house, fledgling.”

Then he looked at Lisa—pride, possession, something dangerously close to love burning in his black eyes.

“You did well.”

Lisa smiled—fangs glinting, blood still on her chin.

“I learned from the best.”

She rose from the platform, graceful and unashamed in her nakedness.

“Clean him up,” she told the waiting attendants who had appeared silently at the edges of the room. “Feed him properly. Then bring him to my suite at dawn.”

She turned to Viktor.

“And you,” she said, stepping close enough to press her body against his, “are going to help me teach him restraint.”

Viktor’s hand slid around her waist, pulling her flush against him.

“With pleasure.”

Julian watched them from the platform—still bound, still trembling, but no longer screaming.

The Turning House had gained a new member.

And Lisa Grant had just taken her first step toward becoming something more than consort.

She was becoming a sire in her own right.

The night stretched ahead—endless, hungry, and newly crowded with possibility.


Epilogue: Eternal

Years blurred into decades, then centuries, the way rivers carve canyons—slow, relentless, beautiful in their inevitability.

Erebus House still stood on its mountain perch, black marble walls kissed by fog, windows glowing crimson against the night sky. The Turning House had become legend among those who could afford to believe in immortality: a place where the ultra-wealthy went to die and be reborn, where hunger was refined into art, where surrender was the highest currency.

Lisa Grant—once a camgirl from San Diego, once a fragile mortal begging for release—now walked its corridors as something else entirely.

She was no longer simply Viktor’s consort.

She was the house’s second heart.

Julian Voss had been only the first. Over the decades she turned dozens—carefully chosen, rigorously trained, each one a reflection of her own journey: hunger tempered by restraint, cruelty balanced by choice. Some stayed. Some left to build their own houses in distant cities. All of them carried her mark—the faint silver scar at the base of their throat, shaped like a blooming rose.

Seraphine remained.

Not as rival. Not as lover in the possessive sense.

As partner.

As mirror.

As the third note in a chord that never quite resolved into harmony but never broke into discord either.

The three of them shared the master suite most nights, bodies entwined in patterns that shifted with mood and hunger: sometimes gentle, sometimes savage, sometimes silent communion. They hunted together in the valleys below, fed together in the garden, faced every dawn together in the shadowed pine grove where Lisa had once burned and chosen to return.

There were losses, of course.

A fledgling who could not master the first dawn.

A candidate who broke before the turning completed.

Moments when the house’s hunger threatened to consume even its masters.

But they endured.

One night—centuries later, though the year no longer mattered—Lisa stood at the edge of the Induction Vault.

A new candidate knelt before the platform: a woman with dark hair and defiant eyes, the same hunger Lisa had once carried in her own gaze.

Julian—now a sire in his own right, lean and elegant—stood at Lisa’s side, ready to assist.

Viktor waited in the shadows, as he always did when she took the lead.

Lisa stepped forward, robe parting with each step.

The candidate looked up.

Lisa smiled—fangs glinting, crimson-ringed eyes soft with memory.

“You asked for this,” she said quietly. “You paid for eternity. Do you still want it?”

The woman swallowed.

Her voice was steady.

“Yes.”

Lisa knelt before her, cupped her chin, tilted her face up.

“Then tonight,” she whispered, “you belong to me.”

She kissed her—slow, deep, deliberate.

Fangs grazed.

Blood welled.

The cycle began again.

Behind Lisa, Viktor and Seraphine watched—two ancient shadows, two eternal witnesses.

The house sighed around them—pleased, expectant.

And somewhere in the deepest chamber, the garden’s fountain rippled once, as though remembering.

Eternity turned.

The hunger never ended.

But neither did the choice.

And in the end, that was enough.
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