
​Bride Of The Immortal: A Fated Mates Dark Romantasy (Blood Bonds Book 3)

​Shadowlyn Drake
Bride Of The Immortal: 

A Fated Mates Dark Romantasy

Copyright © 2026 by Shadowlyn Drake

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.

​This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

CHAPTER

Sign up for Shadowlyn Drake's Mailing List

Further Reading: Blood Sovereign: A Fated Mates Vampire Monster Romance

Also By Shadowlyn Drake

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Dedication

[image: ]


For the Coven.

You know who you are. The ones who linger in the dark corners of the library and crave the stories that bite back. Consider this a forbidden morsel, crafted specifically for your voracious appetites.

​Devour it.
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The Blood-Moon reached its highest peak, casting a column of crimson light that pierced through the singular skylight like a divine spear. This light didn't just illuminate the ritual room; it saturated the air with a humming, electric charge that made the very oxygen feel heavy and sweet. The light pooled directly upon the dark, polished stone altar, turning the surface into a shimmering lake of red. In the center of this lunar glow, the atmosphere shifted, amplifying the heat between them until the air itself seemed to vibrate with a shared, magnetic pull.

Caelia felt the shift in her marrow, a sudden, humming anticipation that made her skin prickle. She stepped towards Vykoris, her movements fluid and eager, her breath coming in shallow, needy hitches. A profound, conscious desire had taken hold, a soft, pulsing tide fueled by her own desperate need for his touch. She wanted this, wanted him, with an absolute clarity that washed away everything else. She leaned into him, her hands sliding over the cool silk of his tunic, her voice a mere whisper of a plea. "Now," she breathed, her body arching towards his as if drawn by an invisible thread. "I want you. Now."

Vykoris met her with a low, rumbling growl, his eyes swirling with molten desire. "This altar was built for sacrifices," he declared, his voice echoing off the cavern walls, "but tonight, it is a throne for my Queen. Are you certain, Caelia?"

She met his gaze with unwavering resolve, her eyes clear and blazing with matching intent. "Completely. Claim me, Vykoris."

He captured her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss, his lips slanting over hers to consume her breathless gasp. His tongue swept inside, sliding against hers in a lush, demanding rhythm that tasted of dark wine and absolute devotion. She met his passion with equal fervor, their mouths fusing as they exchanged soft, rapturous moans, drinking from each other as if parched. His hands moved with a focused energy, tracing the curve of her waist and the swell of her hips, while Caelia gripped his shoulders, pulling him closer until there was no space left between them.

The air around them began to churn as Vykoris’s shadow-tendrils woke from their slumber. The dark wisps didn't just move; they danced, swirling around them in a slow, rhythmic vortex. With a sudden, coordinated surge, the shadows wrapped around the fabric of their garments. There was a soft, rhythmic sound of tearing silk and linen as the shadows stripped away the remaining barriers, peeling the clothes from their skin with a gentle, sweeping motion. Caelia gasped as the cool air of the room hit her bare skin, though the sensation was quickly replaced by the searing heat of his body.

He lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her towards the center of the crimson light. He lowered her onto the polished stone of the altar, the surface cool and smooth against her back. Caelia arched her spine, her fingers grazing the dark stone as she looked up at him, her chest heaving with anticipation. Vykoris hovered over her, his massive frame blocking out the light, his presence a heavy, warm weight that anchored her to the moment.

He began to explore her with a slow, deliberate focus, his mouth finding the sensitive curve of her neck while his hands wandered over the slope of her breasts. Caelia let out a soft, rapturous moan, her hips tilting upwards, seeking the friction of his body. The environment seemed to breathe with them, the humming energy of the Blood-Moon amplifying every touch, every sigh, and every sliding glide of skin on skin. They lingered there for a moment, allowing the heat to build, the air thick with the scent of musk and ancient magic.

The crimson light of the Blood-Moon did not just fall upon the altar; it saturated the very marrow of the room, turning the air into a thick, humming syrup of magic. Caelia felt the energy vibrate through the soles of her feet, climbing up her spine in a series of warm, electric pulses that left her skin humming. This was a profound, consuming desire, a crystal-clear realization of exactly what she wanted. It didn't blur her consciousness; it sharpened every sense, leaving only the magnetic pull of the man before her. She reached for him, her fingers grazing the heat of his chest, her voice a low, needy thrum. "Please," she whispered, the word tasting of honey and hunger, her body arching towards him as if he were the only fixed point in a swirling Universe.

"The taste of you is the only prayer I remember," Caelia murmured, the words barely escaping her lips before she shifted her weight. In one fluid motion, she slipped from his embrace, her knees meeting the cool, polished surface of the altar with a soft thud. She didn't wait for him to guide her; her own intense desire had turned her into a creature of pure, directed longing. She knew exactly what she wanted to do. She reached for him, her hands sliding over the velvet warmth of his thighs, pulling him closer until the heavy, pulsing length of him was inches from her face.

Vykoris let out a low, rumbling sound, a vibration that seemed to shake the very floor beneath them. He reached down to cup the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he arched his back, offering himself to her hunger. "Worship me with your lips, Caelia, and I shall hand you the keys to my kingdom," he rumbled, his voice a dark caress that sent a new wave of heat crashing through her core.

She didn't hesitate, her mouth closing around him with a wet, eager heat. She began with slow, swirling licks that traced the velvet skin of his length, savoring the salt and musk of him before sliding her lips deeper. Her boundless devotion drove her to be thorough, her tongue dancing around the crown of his head in a rhythmic, swirling motion that drew a deep, guttural huff from his chest. She pushed further, taking him deep into the warmth of her throat, her movements fast and hungry. She wanted to consume him, to taste every inch of the man who claimed her soul, and she did so with a focused energy that left her gasping between rhythmic sucks.

Vykoris let out a monstrous groan, the sound echoing against the high stone ceilings of the ritual room. His hips shifted forwards, meeting her mouth with a slow, rhythmic pulse as he leaned back, his hands tightening in her hair. He didn't guide her; he simply surrendered to the sensation, his breath coming in ragged, heavy heaves. The sound of her lips sliding against him, the wet, slapping friction of her cheeks against his thighs, filled the silence of the chamber. Each time she dipped her head to take him deeper, he let out a low, rumbling vibration that she felt against her tongue, a sound of pure, unadulterated approval.

She increased the pace, her movements becoming a blur of focused desire. She used her hands to grip the base of him, her fingers massaging the heavy, velvet-soft weight of his stones as she focused her mouth on the exquisitely sensitive ridge, eager to pull every drop of pleasure from him. She worked him with a fast, sliding cadence, her tongue flickering against him in a way that made his muscles coil and tighten. The heat radiating from him was immense, a burning fire that seemed to mirror the crimson light of the moon above. She could feel the pulse of his heart beating through his skin, a frantic, driving rhythm that matched the desperation in her own chest.

Vykoris’s fingers tightened in her locks, not to pull her away, but to anchor her as he arched his spine. "You are a feast, Caelia," he rasped, his voice a low, gravelly hum. He looked down at her, his eyes swirling with a dark, molten energy as he watched her devotion. He waited for a moment, savoring the feeling of her warm, wet mouth enveloping him, before he reached down and gripped her waist. With a slow, powerful movement, he lifted her from her knees, her body gliding upwards as he guided her back onto the cool, smooth surface of the altar.

She let out a soft, needy sound as her back hit the stone, her legs naturally parting to welcome him. The contrast was immediate: the chilled air of the room against her damp skin and the searing, supernatural heat of his body. Vykoris didn't rush the moment; he stepped between her thighs, his massive frame blocking out the light of the Blood-Moon. He paused, the tip of his length grazing her entrance in a slow, teasing glide that left her hips arching upwards in search of more. He let the tension build, the silence of
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