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CHAPTER ONE: WHISPERS BENEATH THE VEIL
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Rain slapped the windowpanes of the old estate, hissing down the glass like a curse. The air inside the summoning room was thick with clove smoke and tension, and Elara stood at the center of it, her bare feet on cracked stone inscribed with bone-dust glyphs. A circle of candles flickered around her, their flames trembling like they knew what she was about to do.

She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t.

But Elara had never been good at denying her hunger.

The knife in her hand gleamed wickedly in the candlelight, its silver blade curved like a lover’s smile. Her breath was slow but shallow. Her nipples tightened in the chill that rolled in through the broken window, but there was heat rising inside her, low and dark, molten as need. She ran the blade along her palm in one swift line, the sting immediate, cleansing. Blood pooled and dripped, fat droplets hitting the salt ring with a sizzle.

The shadows in the corners of the room recoiled. Then leaned in.

She chanted.

Not in any human tongue, but in the dead language of ghosts. It slithered out of her mouth like a second voice, lower and older than her own. Her blood traced the glyphs as if drawn by unseen fingers, threading into the summoning script like a kiss across time.

And the room changed.

The light dimmed, despite the candles. The floor beneath her feet turned colder, slicker, like ice had formed just beneath the surface. The sigils glowed. The air smelled suddenly of gold—sweet, metallic, and decadent.

Then she heard it.

A whisper. Close. Hot.

“Elara.”

Her name, dragged across the veil like fingers over wet silk.

She shuddered.

“I offer passage,” she said aloud, voice tight. “I give blood for bond. Flesh for favor. I open the gate and summon Darian, King of the Forgotten.”

Another whisper, rougher this time, tore through the candlelight.

“You want power?” it asked. “Or just to be touched?”

The voice came from nowhere and everywhere. It didn’t echo—it settled, heavy, in the pit of her belly.

Elara’s breath hitched.

Then he appeared.

Not slowly. Not with ceremony. One moment, there was nothing. The next, he stood inside the circle like he’d always been there—tall, unnaturally still, his body made of shadows and gleaming gold. His skin shimmered like it had been hammered from treasure, and yet there was something fractured about him. Cracks ran down his chest and arms like fault lines, glowing faintly from within. His eyes were pits of midnight, but they burned with heat.

He was beautiful. Devastating. Death made desirable.

“You called,” he said.

Elara couldn’t answer. Her throat had gone dry. Her knees, traitorous things, wobbled under the weight of his gaze.

“You bled for me,” he said, stepping forward.

The circle sparked. But he didn’t stop. He walked straight through it as if it meant nothing, and it probably did. He wasn’t a spirit meant for mortal chains. He was sovereign. And she had dared to summon him.

Darian closed the space between them in two steps. His hand lifted, cupping her chin, thumb smearing the ash that streaked her face. She flinched, not from pain but from sensation. His touch wasn’t cold. It was searing.

“Say it again,” he whispered. “Say what you want.”

She licked her lips. “Power.”

A cruel smile curved his mouth. “Liar.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear.

“You want surrender.”

Elara gasped.

His hand slid from her chin to her throat, not squeezing, just resting there, warm and commanding. Her pulse throbbed beneath his palm like a promise.

“You think you control this,” he murmured. “But I smelled your want before the first word left your lips.”

He pressed closer, his chest against hers, bare skin to gold. Her breasts flattened against his torso, and she felt the hard, unmistakable ridge of his arousal against her stomach.

“You dreamed of me,” he said.

She didn’t deny it. She couldn’t.

He tilted her face up and kissed her. Hard. Possessive. His mouth stole her breath and replaced it with need. She moaned, a raw sound, and he swallowed it eagerly.

Her arms rose without her command, wrapping around his neck. His hands slid down her back, gripping her hips, grinding against her as if he’d already claimed her body. Maybe he had.

Maybe she had the moment she summoned him.

Darian broke the kiss only to drag his mouth down her throat, biting the soft flesh there until she whimpered.

“I will ruin you,” he whispered.

“Do it,” she breathed.

He lifted her. Just like that—strong, effortless. She wrapped her legs around him as he carried her to the altar, laying her back on the stone. Cold bit into her spine. Heat bloomed between her thighs.

His mouth moved down, over her collarbone, her sternum, her breasts. He didn’t just kiss—he devoured. Teeth, tongue, lips. He left bruises shaped like lust.

And then his fingers were between her legs, spreading her open.

“So wet,” he murmured. “So ready.”

He dipped two fingers inside her, slow and thick. Her back arched, a cry catching in her throat. He curled them just right, and she shattered—just like that.

But he didn’t stop.

He watched her, eyes molten, as she pulsed around him. Then he withdrew his fingers and sucked them into his mouth.

“Tastes like secrets,” he said. “And something I’ll never give back.”

She barely had time to catch her breath before he was unfastening the shadows around his waist, revealing himself.

He was massive.

Elara’s eyes widened. “You won’t fit.”

“I will,” he said, lining himself up. “You’ll make room.”

Then he pressed in. Slowly. Relentlessly. Stretching her until her fingers dug into the stone and her teeth found her lip. But the pain was sweet. Addictive.

He filled her completely, bottoming out with a groan that made her toes curl.

“Elara,” he growled, voice breaking.

She clenched around him. “More.”

He gave it to her.

Harder. Deeper. Like he was trying to carve himself into her soul. His hips pounded against hers, his hands gripping her thighs as he moved faster, breath ragged.

“You summoned me,” he gasped. “Now you take all of me.”

And she did.

Her nails raked down his back, dragging gold and darkness together. She matched his rhythm, her cries echoing off the stone walls. Every thrust drove her higher, every snap of his hips closer to the edge.

She came again, screaming his name.

Darian’s body shuddered. His release was violent, beautiful—his mouth at her throat, his hands branding her hips.

They stayed like that, locked together, trembling.

Finally, he looked into her eyes.

“Now,” he said, brushing her hair back, “we’re bound.”

Elara blinked, dazed. “I didn’t—”

“Oh, you did.” His smile was soft, almost reverent. “You gave yourself to me completely. And I do not return what is mine.”

He kissed her again, slow and deep.

“I’ll haunt you, Elara,” he murmured. “Every breath. Every dream. Every touch that isn’t mine will rot in your memory.”

She should have felt fear.

She felt... alive.

As the candles flickered out, and the shadows coiled tighter around the altar, Elara closed her eyes.

And welcomed the haunting.
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CHAPTER TWO: THE SUMMONER’S PACT
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The morning after didn’t come with light. There was no sun to break through the grime-caked windows, no chirping birds or yawning stretch of day to greet Elara as she blinked into waking. The world remained cloaked in velvet shadow, and she lay on the cold altar with her body aching in places both flesh and spirit. Her thighs trembled from the night’s worship. Her lips still tingled from his kiss.

Darian was gone, yet she wasn’t alone.

His presence lingered like smoke. Not scent, not shadow, but something more—heat pressed into the walls, into her skin, inside her mind.

She sat up slowly, the edges of her ritual robe clinging to her damp skin. Her chest rose and fell too fast. Her thighs were sticky. Her breath smelled of copper and lust.

And her body—changed.

Something shifted deep in her core, like the weight of another heartbeat. Her magic, once docile and obedient, now pulsed with a rhythm that wasn’t hers. A hunger coiled inside her belly, not for food, not for power, but for him—for the way his voice had carved through her sanity, the way his hands had spoken her open.

“Elara.”

Her name. Again. A breath, a moan.

It wasn’t coming from the room. It was inside her.

She grabbed the edge of the altar and stood. Her legs shook. Her mind screamed to reassert control, to break the connection, but her body betrayed her—wet, wanting, ruined.

The pact was sealed.

Her fingers went to her throat where his mouth had pressed hardest. There, etched faintly against her skin like an invisible brand, was a glyph. Not drawn. Given. It pulsed when she touched it. Warm. Alive.

"You shouldn’t have called him," a voice rasped from the doorway.

Elara turned sharply. Her cousin Marek stood cloaked in shadows, his dark robes dusted with rain. He looked tired, older than yesterday, though only a few hours had passed.

“I didn’t ask for your opinion,” she said, straightening.

“You didn’t have to,” he snapped. “The veil weaves itself into knots when he's pulled through. I felt the break. Every necromancer with a drop of talent did.”

She smirked, tasting power behind her lips like wine. “Then let them come.”

Marek stepped forward, eyes narrowing. “Do you even understand what you’ve done?”

“I made a pact.”

“You unleashed a king.” His voice dropped lower. “And worse—you invited him into your bed.”

Something savage curled inside her chest. “Don’t pretend you understand him.”

“I don’t need to,” Marek hissed. “I’ve read the scrolls. I’ve heard the screams in the bone libraries. Darian doesn’t make alliances. He consumes.”

Elara walked toward him, slow and barefoot, the glyph still pulsing on her neck. “Then let him consume me.”

“You’re mad.”

“No,” she whispered. “I’m finally free.”

Marek stared at her. “You don’t even know what he is.”

“I know exactly what he is. He’s the only thing I’ve ever summoned who looked at me like I was alive.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

Marek hesitated. His anger dulled, replaced by something like pity. “He’ll destroy you, Elara.”

“Then let him.” She turned away from him. “I’d rather burn in the mouth of a god than rot in the bones of this world.”

Behind her, the air shifted.

Marek flinched. “He’s still here, isn’t he?”

The shadows thickened. The glyph on her throat pulsed.

“Always,” Darian's voice coiled from nowhere.

Elara exhaled sharply.

She closed her eyes. His presence was undeniable now—his heat licking down her spine, his fingers unseen but felt, grazing along her hip like a memory reborn.

“You said you would haunt me,” she whispered.

“And I keep my promises,” he murmured inside her mind. “Shall I show you again, little witch? What it means to belong?”

She stumbled against the altar, her thighs wetting without touch. Her nipples pebbled under the fabric of her robe.

Marek backed away. “I’m leaving. But this isn’t over.”

Elara didn’t answer. The moment the door shut behind him, her knees buckled.

A shadow caught her.

Darian manifested, slowly this time. Rising from smoke and gold, his eyes gleaming, his hands already on her body as if she were clay and he the god to shape her.

“You ache,” he whispered. “Let me soothe you.”

He undressed her without tearing, but there was nothing gentle about his hands. He stripped her soul with every drag of his fingers down her skin. When his lips found the glyph on her throat, the mark glowed.

“You gave me blood,” he said, sucking at her pulse. “Now I want your voice.”

She whimpered.

He spun her, pressing her chest against the altar, bending her forward.

“No spells. No circles. No names,” he murmured. “Just you. And me. And the ruin we’ll make together.”

He entered her with one brutal thrust.

She cried out, nails scratching stone, breath caught between pain and unbearable pleasure. He was deeper this time. Hungrier. Her magic flared wildly around them—blowing candles, cracking stone, shaking the very floor beneath them.

He thrust again. And again.

“You summoned me for power,” he growled, fucking her harder. “So take it.”

She did.

Every movement filled her with something she couldn’t name—something more than heat, more than lust. This was soul-binding. This was sacred desecration. Her body was an altar now, and Darian worshipped with his cock, with his mouth on her shoulder, with the filthy words he whispered between groans.

“You’re mine now.”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

He groaned like a beast and spilled into her, his hands tight around her hips, her name dragged from his throat like an oath.

“Elara...”

They collapsed together onto the altar. She felt full—claimed, marked, altered.

And yet she craved more.

Darian kissed her temple, his fingers stroking her stomach, lower, like he already planned the next summoning.

“This,” he whispered, “was only the beginning.”

She turned her face toward him. “What happens now?”

Darian smiled.

“You start to hear them.”

“Hear what?”

He leaned in close, lips brushing hers.

“The others who’ve called my name... and never survived the answer.”
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CHAPTER THREE: VEINS OF DESIRE
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Elara didn’t sleep anymore.

She lay in a bed that once belonged to her great-grandmother, a conjurer of minor spirits and herbal gods, and stared at the ceiling as it breathed shadows. The sheets beneath her stuck to sweat-drenched skin. Her nipples ached with ghost touches. Her thighs stayed parted in restless longing. She heard him in the walls, in the wood, in the blood that whispered through her veins like molten threads spun from his voice.

It had only been three nights since the summoning. Three nights since he marked her body and mind and claimed her soul as casually as a man might kiss a wrist. Yet she no longer remembered what silence felt like. His whispers moved through her, waking her, stroking her from the inside out, curling around her lungs like smoke.

Tonight, he didn’t wait for dreams.

The floorboards didn’t creak. The shadows didn’t stir. There was no signal at all when Darian emerged from the veil. He simply appeared at the foot of her bed, cloaked in darkness, eyes lit from within by something unnatural. Unholy. Unspeakably beautiful.

She sat up slowly. The sheet fell from her breasts.

He looked at her like hunger personified.

“You didn’t call me,” he said.

“I didn’t need to.”

He smiled. “Good girl.”

He moved like water over fire—liquid and dangerous. One knee on the mattress. Then two. His hands slid beneath the sheet, parting her thighs as though he had every right to them. She didn’t stop him. Her body pulsed in welcome.

“You’ve been dreaming of me,” he murmured, fingers slipping between her folds.

She gasped.

“I feel it,” he said, voice thick. “The way your soul writhes when I touch you in your sleep.”

She swallowed hard. “Then touch me awake.”

Darian’s lips curved, wicked and slow. He leaned forward, bracing himself above her with one hand while the other continued its cruel, tender exploration. His fingertips moved slowly, expertly, drawing circles that spiraled pleasure straight into her spine.

“Say it,” he demanded.

Her breath caught. “Say what?”

He bent his head. His mouth grazed her nipple, sucking it between his teeth. She arched up, a moan tearing from her lips.

“Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped.

He thrust two fingers deep into her, and her head snapped back against the pillow.

“Again.”

“I’m yours,” she cried out.

“Louder.”

“Darian—!”

He moved inside her like a promise and a punishment. His mouth devoured her breast, his teeth scraping skin already raw from the last time he came to her. She didn’t care. She would let him bite her until she bled if it meant he’d stay.

Then he paused, pulling his fingers free, tasting her on them like wine.

“You’re sweeter every time,” he whispered. “Are you ripening for me, little witch?”

“I don’t know what I’m becoming,” she said.

He leaned close, his mouth hovering over hers. “Mine. That’s what.”

Then he kissed her.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t gentle. It was a violation of breath and thought, tongue plunging into her mouth like he owned the words she hadn’t spoken yet. She wrapped her arms around him, clawed at his back, pulled him down until he pressed against her completely.

She felt every inch of him—thick, hard, impossible. Her body trembled, opening without question, needing him in the most primal way.

He moved between her legs and held her gaze as he entered her.

She screamed—not from pain, not this time, but from the pleasure that hit like lightning.

Darian’s mouth was at her ear. “You still think this is just sex?”

She couldn’t answer. He thrust into her again, deep and slow, like he wanted to carve himself into the walls of her womb.

“This is worship,” he said.

She cried out as he rolled his hips, hitting that spot inside her that sent stars across her vision.

“You summoned me,” he hissed. “And now every time you come, the veil tears a little more.”

She clung to him. “I don’t care.”

“You will.” His pace quickened. “When they start to slip through.”

Elara’s body bucked. She couldn’t hold back. Her orgasm broke over her like a tidal wave, crashing, pulling, drowning. Her scream echoed through the room, through the house, through the veil.

And Darian came with her.

His groan was a thunderclap, his body shaking as he emptied himself inside her, pulse to pulse, soul to soul. His fingers tightened in her hair. His lips found her throat.

Then everything stilled.

For a moment, there was no sound. No breath. No heartbeat. Just him.

Inside her.

All around her.

Within her.

When he finally moved, it wasn’t to pull away. He curled beside her, one hand on her stomach, possessive and firm.

“You’re changing,” he said softly.

Elara stared at the ceiling. “Into what?”

He brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Into the kind of creature that can love me properly.”

She turned her head. “What if I don’t want to change?”

He smiled, eyes dark and amused.

“You already have.”

She closed her eyes.

And in the silence between heartbeats, she heard it.

A whisper.

But it wasn’t his.

Another voice.

Another presence.

Distant.

Hungry.

Reaching.

Her eyes flew open.

“I heard something,” she whispered.

Darian’s hand tightened on her skin.

“I told you,” he said. “Every time you call me... the veil thins.”

“Are they coming?”

His expression didn’t change.

“They’re watching.”

She sat up. “From where?”

He didn’t move.

“From inside you.”

She looked down at her body, marked with sigils now—faint lines across her hips, her breasts, her inner thighs. Glowing softly.

She shivered.

“What are they?”

He met her eyes.

“The ones who came before me.”

“And what do they want?”

Darian leaned in. His lips brushed hers. His voice was barely sound.

“They want... a taste.”
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