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This is not a standalone novel and all books in the series need to be read in order.

This story may contain mature themes, sexual situations, strong language, graphic violence and explores sensitive topics which some readers may find upsetting or triggering. Reader discretion is advised. Intended for adults 18+ only.
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In a haunted asylum, a handsome investigator finds himself ensnared by the beautiful yet vengeful spirit of Nina, a woman who once used her seductive power to control men, forcing him to confront a chilling cycle of desire, torment, and the horrifying truth of her past before he loses his mind—and his soul—forever.

In the haunting halls of an abandoned asylum, love and madness entwine in a deadly dance. Elias, a handsome investigator with a thirst for uncovering the truth, stumbles upon the dark legacy of Nina—a beautiful yet manipulative spirit trapped in a cycle of seduction and torment. Once a victim of betrayal, Nina now preys on the souls of men, drawing them into her web of desire and despair.

As Elias delves deeper into the asylum’s chilling past, he becomes entangled in Nina’s seductive grasp, forced to confront the terrifying truth of her existence. The line between pleasure and pain blurs as he grapples with the haunting allure of her beauty and the sinister pull of her vengeance. With each encounter, Elias risks losing his mind—and his very soul—to the twisted love that binds them.

In a battle between desire and survival, Elias must uncover the secrets of Nina’s past before he becomes just another victim in her endless cycle of horror and lust. Can he escape her clutches, or will he succumb to the darkness that awaits him?
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Elias

I didn’t believe in ghosts. 

Not at first.

The asylum was supposed to be just another haunted building, another location on my endless hunt for truth. 

I’d exposed so many false claims—charlatans, creaky old houses with faulty wiring, overactive imaginations. 

This place was no different. 

Or so I thought.

But the moment I stepped inside, I felt it. 

A heaviness. 

The kind that wraps around your chest, squeezes until every breath feels wrong. 

The air was cold, colder than it should’ve been, and there was this... hum, like the walls themselves were alive, breathing along with me. 

It was unsettling, but I pushed the feeling aside. 

Just my nerves. 

Just the weight of the stories I’d read, the things I’d heard.

Then came the whispers. 

At first, I thought it was the wind, moving through the shattered windows and long, empty halls. 

But no, they were too deliberate. 

Too real. 

They echoed in my ears, soft, sultry, like they were trying to pull me deeper into the darkness.

I shrugged my jacket tighter around me, my camera heavy in my hands as I moved forward. 

I wasn’t scared. 

Not then. 

But I should’ve been.

And then, I saw her.

She stood at the end of the hallway, half in shadow, her figure pale and shimmery like she wasn’t really there. 

Her eyes met mine, and a chill ran down my spine. 

But it wasn’t fear that gripped me. 

It was something else. 

Something... darker. 

My body reacted before my brain could process what was happening.

She didn’t move, but I felt her all around me. 

Her presence was electric, crawling under my skin, and there was this heat—an unnatural heat that made my blood rush in ways it shouldn’t. 

I tried to blink, to clear the image, but she didn’t fade. 

She was real, standing there, waiting for me.

My feet dragged me forward, slow, cautious. 

Every instinct screamed at me to turn back, but I couldn’t. 

There was something about her—something I needed. 

My hands trembled as I reached for her, the space between us charged with something I didn’t understand.

She smiled.

And then she was gone.

Nina

He’s here.

I’ve waited for so long. 

Watched them come and go, the ones before him—men who thought they could handle what this place held. 

Fools. 

They were weak, breaking under my touch too easily. 

Their fear was intoxicating, but their screams bored me after a while.

But this one... he’s different. 

I can feel it in the way he looks at me. 

The hunger in his eyes. 

He’s not just afraid. 

He’s intrigued. 

Drawn to me in a way that feels deliciously dangerous. 

I can work with that.

He thinks he’s in control. 

They always do at first. 

But I see through him. 

I see the cracks, the weaknesses. 

The desire. 

He may not know it yet, but he’s already mine.

I move through the halls, watching him fumble with his equipment, trying to record me. 

As if he could capture something so powerful, so beyond his understanding. 

It makes me smile. 

Poor, sweet man. 

He has no idea what’s coming.

I could make it quick. 

I could make him scream, make him beg, the way the others did. 

But no. I want more from him. 

I want to feel him surrender. 

I want to taste his torment, watch it grow inside him until he’s begging for release. 

Until he’s nothing more than a shell, broken and hollow, filled only with me.

And then I’ll take him.

Elias

I should’ve left that night. 

I should’ve turned and never looked back. 

But something about her... something about the way she looked at me... 

It pulled me in.

I didn’t sleep. 

Couldn’t. 

I stayed in that old office, my equipment spread out before me, reviewing footage, listening to audio files. 

My mind wouldn’t stop spinning. 

Every shadow in the corners of the room seemed to hold her shape. 

Every flicker of light was her eyes, watching, waiting.

And then she came to me.

I didn’t see her walk in, didn’t hear the door creak open.

One moment I was alone, and the next she was there, standing in front of me, her body glowing faintly in the dark.

She was beautiful in a way that didn’t seem real. 

Her skin pale as moonlight, her hair long and dark, cascading over her bare shoulders.

I couldn’t move. 

I couldn’t speak. 

My body reacted before my mind could catch up, that same, uncontrollable pull toward her.

She didn’t touch me. 

Not yet. 

But I felt her all the same, her presence sliding over me like a lover’s caress. 

The air thickened around us, heavy with something dangerous. 

My pulse quickened, and I hated myself for it. 

This was wrong. 

So wrong. 

But I wanted her. 

God, did I want her.

“Nina,” I whispered, the name foreign on my tongue.

Her smile sent a shiver down my spine. 

She moved closer, close enough that I could feel the cold radiating from her, sinking into my skin. 

Her lips hovered just inches from mine, but she didn’t kiss me. 

She didn’t need to.

“I’ve been waiting for you, Elias,” she whispered, her voice like silk, wrapping around my mind, pulling me under.

Nina

His heart races. 

I can hear it, feel it in the air between us. 

He wants me. 

They all do, in the end. 

But this one... he’s already closer to the edge than the others. 

He’s already teetering, already bending to my will, whether he realizes it or not.

I don’t touch him yet. 

Not physically. 

No, that comes later. 

For now, I let my presence surround him, seep into his thoughts, his skin. 
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