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The diary’s pages burned under my fingertips, alive with some wicked energy I couldn’t ignore. The candlelight flickered, painting shadows across Caleb’s face as he stood by the bookshelf, completely unaware of the storm raging inside me. My pulse thudded in my ears as I reread the same line for the third time. 

"The bond must be renewed," the ink seemed to whisper. "Only through shared flesh can the chains break." A slow, insistent heat pooled between my thighs, my body reacting before my mind could protest. I crossed my legs tightly, but the pressure only made it worse. 

Caleb turned, his dark eyes locking onto mine. "Find anything useful?" he asked, voice casual, but his grip on the book he held was white-knuckled. 

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. "Just old family nonsense," I lied, snapping the diary shut. But the words clung to me, wrapping around my thoughts like ivy. I stood, my legs shaky, and moved toward him before I could stop myself. 

The air between us crackled. I saw his throat work as I stepped closer, my hand lifting almost without my permission. My fingers brushed the hem of his shirt, grazing the warm skin beneath. He sucked in a sharp breath. 

"Do you ever feel it?" I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper. "Like this house is waiting for something?" 

His hand closed around my wrist-not pushing me away, not pulling me closer. "Nora," he said, rough and low. "What are you doing?" 

I didn’t answer. Instead, I rose onto my toes and pressed my lips to his. For one terrifying second, he didn’t move. Then, with a groan, his arms banded around me, crushing me against him. The diary’s words echoed in my skull, but all I could focus on was the heat of his mouth, the way his hands slid under my blouse, urgent and possessive. 

A sudden gust snuffed the candles, plunging us into darkness. The whispers that had haunted the halls since we arrived swirled around us, but they only stoked the fire in my veins. My fingers fumbled with his buttons, my breath coming in short gasps. "Tell me you want this," I demanded against his lips. 

His answer was a growl as he backed me toward the chaise. The velvet was cool against my skin as he pressed me down, his weight pinning me in the best way. The diary lay forgotten on the floor, but its promise pulsed between us, binding us tighter than any curse ever could.

The moment Caleb’s lips crashed into mine, every rational thought evaporated. His hands were everywhere-tangling in my hair, gripping my waist, sliding under the hem of my blouse with a desperation that mirrored my own. I pressed against him, the bookshelf digging into my back, the sharpness only adding to the fire building inside me.

'Tell me you’ve wanted this,' I gasped against his mouth, my fingers working frantically at his shirt buttons. The fabric parted, revealing his chest, and I dragged my hands down, loving how his breath caught.

Caleb didn’t answer with words. He yanked my blouse over my head, the cool air raising goosebumps on my bare skin. His gaze darkened as it traveled over me, lingering on the lace of my bra. 'You’re fucking beautiful,' he growled, his voice thick with need.

I reached for his belt, my hands trembling. The leather slid free with a sharp tug, and the sound of his zipper sent heat rushing through me. His fingers hooked into my skirt, pulling it down in one swift motion. The fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in nothing but my underwear.

A flicker of movement caught my eye-something shifting in the shadows. The spirits were watching. The thought should have chilled me, but it only made me hotter. Let them see, I thought wildly. Let them see how much I want this.

Caleb’s hand slid between my legs, pressing against me through the damp lace. I moaned, my hips jerking against his touch. 'You’re soaked,' he murmured against my neck. 'All for me?'

I nodded desperately, my hands clutching his shoulders. 'Yes, yes-just don’t stop.'

The air around us felt charged, heavy with something beyond just us. The diary’s words whispered in my mind, but I didn’t care about curses right now. Not when Caleb’s thumb was circling me in slow, perfect strokes. My legs shook, and he held me tighter, pinning me against the bookshelf.

'Look at me,' he ordered, and I did, drowning in the hunger in his eyes. His fingers slipped beneath the lace, finally skin on skin, and I cried out as he pushed inside. The stretch was incredible, the friction unbearable. Every movement sent waves of pleasure through me, my body clenching around him.

The whispers in the room grew louder, swirling around us, but I didn’t care if they were warning or encouragement. My climax built fast, my breath coming in ragged gasps. 'Caleb, I’m-'

He kissed me hard, his fingers moving faster. Cum for me, Nora,' he breathed against my lips. 'Let them see.'

And I did. Pleasure tore through me, blinding and overwhelming. When I came back to myself, Caleb was holding me up, his chest rising and falling rapidly. The diary lay open on the floor, its pages shifting as if turned by unseen hands. New words glowed faintly, but I couldn’t bring myself to look. Not yet. Not when the feel of him still burned through me.

The velvet chaise was cool against my bare skin as I knelt between Caleb’s legs. His fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me closer, and I could already taste the salt of his skin. The antique dagger lay beside us, its blade glinting in the candlelight-a cruel contrast to the warmth of his thighs under my palms. I knew what the ritual demanded. Mark him. Claim him. Let the ancestors see. But the thought of dragging that blade across his flesh made my stomach twist even as my mouth watered for him.

'Open,' I whispered, and he obeyed, his cock brushing my lips. The first touch was electric. I took him deep, savoring the way his hips jerked beneath me. His groan vibrated through me, and I moaned around him, the sound muffled but desperate. The dagger’s handle was smooth in my grip, but my fingers shook.

'Do it,' Caleb rasped, his voice rough. 'While you-' His words cut off as I sucked harder, my tongue swirling just the way he liked. The spirits whispered in the shadows, their presence thick as smoke. I could feel them watching, urging me on. My free hand gripped his thigh, nails pressing just enough to make him hiss.

The blade touched his skin-a feather-light press at first. Then, as I hollowed my cheeks around him, I dragged it down. A thin line bloomed in its wake. Caleb’s body tensed off the chaise, his shout echoing off the walls. The taste of him, the scent, the way his muscles tightened under my hands-it was too much. I was drowning in him.

'Again,' he demanded, and I obeyed without thought. The second mark crossed the first, and his hips bucked into my mouth. I took him deeper, choking slightly, but the discomfort only sharpened the pleasure coiling in my gut. The spirits’ whispers grew louder, their approval a physical weight on my shoulders.

I lost count of the marks. Lost myself in the rhythm of my mouth on him, the dagger’s cruel artistry, the way Caleb’s breath came in ragged bursts. When he finally came, it was with a groan that shook the room. I swallowed every drop, my own climax crashing over me untouched.

The portrait’s eyes glowed above us, and the manor’s doors slammed shut in the distance. Trapped. Together. The dagger clattered to the floor as Caleb pulled me up, his mouth claiming mine with a hunger that matched the fire still burning between us.

The grand hall’s marble floor chilled my bare knees as Caleb dragged me toward the center. His grip on my wrist was firm, unyielding, the same way his eyes locked onto mine, dark with a hunger that made my pulse thud in my throat. The candles flickered, casting long shadows that seemed to reach for us. I knew what he wanted. What the ritual demanded. But the thought of being taken here, where anyone-anything-could watch, sent a tremor through me that had nothing to do with the cold.

'Against the pillar,' Caleb ordered, his voice rough. I didn’t resist. My body moved before my mind could protest, my back pressing against the smooth stone. The chill seeped into my skin, a sharp contrast to the heat building between my legs. His hands were on my hips, lifting me, and then I was straddling him, my thighs gripping his waist as he pinned me to the pillar.

'You’re shaking,' he murmured, his lips brushing my ear. I was. But not from fear. The weight of him, the way his cock pressed against me, already hard and eager-it was overwhelming. I pressed into him, my fingers scraping against the stone behind me. 'Do it,' I breathed, the words barely audible. 'Fuck me right here.'

He didn’t hesitate. The first thrust stole my breath, my head knocking back against the pillar as he filled me. The stretch was exquisite, a sharp pleasure that blurred into something deeper, darker. Caleb’s groan vibrated through me, his hands tightening on my hips as he set a relentless pace. Each movement dragged a sound from my lips, the noise echoing off the high ceilings.

'Look at you,' he growled, his mouth grazing my shoulder. 'Taking me like you were made for it.' The words shouldn’t have thrilled me. But they did. The way he owned me in this moment-it twisted something low in my belly, a coil of heat that tightened with every thrust.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t do anything but feel. The pillar dug into my back, the pain a distant counterpoint to the pleasure building inside me. Caleb’s breath was hot against my neck, his hips slamming into mine with a rhythm that left
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