
​The Dark Archive: The Incubus's Absolute Ownership 

​(The Immortal Syllabus Book 2)

​Shadowlyn Drake

The Dark Archive: 

The Incubus's Absolute Ownership

(The Immortal Syllabus Book 2)

Copyright © 2025 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 ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

Sign up for Shadowlyn Drake's Mailing List

Further Reading: Whispers of the Succubus Queen: A Seductive Dark Fantasy Romance

Also By Shadowlyn Drake

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the Coven: those who know the truth is always found in the darkest corners of the library.
Step quietly beneath these Gothic spires and read the only history that matters—the one written in wicked hunger and deep, forbidden Lore. We are conspirators now.
P.S., Skip to Chapters Two and Five if you need to know which secrets break first.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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The velvet-lined world of Azreal Blackbourne's private sanctum was Circe's new cage. It was a prison crafted not of bars, but of inescapable dependence.

Hours had bled into a slow, suffocating dawn. The only illumination came from the hearth, where the flames now burned a steady, possessive gold—a reflection of the molten inferno currently anchored in her own chest. The Dark Archive, bound in lead-stamped dragon hide, lay heavy on the sable furs of Blackbourne’s massive bed, its weight an unbearable reminder of her new servitude.

Circe sat, her naked skin still slick with the combined sweat and essence of their Claim, its heat stinging in the now-cooling air. Her Shadow Wings, too exhausted to fully retract, lay slumped and twitching around her, their black, velvety membranes coated in drying Seduction Oil and sticky Incubus essence. She didn't bother to retrieve the torn silk tunic; it was an artifact of her failed human disguise, irrelevant now that her true form was Blackbourne’s recognized property.

Her fingers, still bearing the faint phantom pressure of the Claim chains, traced the chilling, elegant sigil she needed to memorize. The Vessel Incapacitation Sigil—a complex, nine-part runic structure designed not for death, but for the temporary, total neutralization of a soul-bound entity. It was beautiful in its complexity, exhilarating in its intent. It spoke volumes about Blackbourne's power that he possessed a text containing such obscure, absolute magic.

She understood the logic instantly. The Scholar Vampire guarding the Manuscript in the Antiquarian Vault was bound by centuries of soul debt. Killing him would merely transfer the debt to the killer, binding them to the Manuscript’s curse. The only way to win was to pause his consciousness, to incapacitate the vessel without touching the soul. Only then could Blackbourne initiate his binding ritual.

The complexity was a distraction. Blackbourne didn't demand her attention be focused on the sigil; he demanded her focus be on him.

The golden essence pulsing in her core was proof. It wasn't just sustenance; it was a tracking beacon, a temperature regulator, and a mood stabilizer. It was the absolute, pure power source she had unknowingly craved for millennia, yet every thrum of that power was a reminder of her utter dependency. The thought of returning to the brittle, decaying energy of a mortal soul now tasted like chalk and dust. Blackbourne had given her gold when she was used to copper, and now she was irrevocably addicted to the shine.

She pressed her palm over her ribs, feeling the molten core ache. She was stronger than she had ever been, the Incubus essence having amplified her Succubus power tenfold, making her crimson aura pulse with an exhilarating new intensity. But her strength was conditional. She was his.

I may be his property, but I will be the most devastatingly powerful property he has ever claimed. And I will burn his world down from the inside out.

The mantra, forged in the heat of his Claim, was the only thing holding the shards of her autonomy together. But rebellion, she knew, came at a price. And that price, according to her new Master, was Lesson Two: The Erotic Cost of Rebellion.

The hour of her lesson arrived not with a knock, but with the subtle click of the heavy sanctum door. Circe hadn’t heard him approach. Blackbourne simply was—a dark, silent inevitability framed by the doorway.

He had changed. Gone were the shredded suit and the silk shirt. He was dressed now in dark, heavy wool trousers and an open vest of black leather that molded to the dense cord of his torso. The clothing was minimal, but designed to emphasize the powerful, controlled structure beneath. The jet dark of his eyes swept the room, assessing the damage left from their union, before settling on Circe and the grimoire.

"You are still on the bed," he stated, his voice a low, measured rumble that resonated in the golden essence of her core. It felt like a subtle, possessive command.

Circe fought the instinctive impulse to rise. She forced herself to remain seated, crossing her legs slowly, deliberately, the movement meant to convey calm defiance, not sexual availability.

"I found the sigil," Circe replied, her voice husky, a genuine residual effect of her surrender that she hated. "The Vessel Incapacitation Sigil. It’s a nine-point focus runic. I require a silver trace wand and a steady hand. Or perhaps," she lifted the heavy book with deliberate effort, "you expected me to absorb it?"

A ghost of a smile, cold and knowing, touched Blackbourne’s lips. It was the smile of a predator who finds his prey attempting a feeble, final sprint.

"Absorption is required for mastery, Apprentice, but not yet for retrieval. Your problem, Circe, is not the sigil's complexity. Your problem is the Claim."

He walked towards the bed, his presence instantly spiking the temperature in the room. The golden flames in the hearth grew taller, mirroring the surge of heat in her own chest.

"Every thought of autonomy, every trace of defiance, every moment of independent action is a moment you attempt to resist the binding," Blackbourne explained, stopping just inches from the edge of the sable furs. He didn't touch her, yet the space between them was charged with such kinetic energy that Circe's skin prickled. "Resistance is instability. Instability drains the reserve. You felt the power of the fusion, Circe. It demands absolute cooperation." 

His gaze dropped, lingering possessively on her exposed neck and the faint, phantom weight of the Claim chains she could still feel. "Try to break the Fated Claim, and the instability will detonate your core. It won't kill you instantly, but it will leave you a withered husk of copper essence, unfit even for the Great Cycle. A humiliating, endless starvation."

He reached out, his hand—large, warm, and utterly possessive—didn't touch her, but rested on the corner of the Dark Archive. "You are strong enough now to absorb a mortal soul once a night, perhaps two," he murmured. "But you will not, because you know it tastes like ash. You know it will fade in hours, leaving you craving the molten gold. You are addicted, Circe. And your addiction belongs to me."

He pressed down slightly on the heavy grimoire. "Lesson Two," he announced, his voice dropping to a seductive, resonant rumble that vibrated through the Incubus core in her chest, "is a lesson in cooperation. The retrieval of the Manuscript demands your full, undivided power, and your power will not be whole until your internal defiance is extinguished."

Blackbourne finally moved, sitting down on the edge of the bed, the mattress sinking beneath his weight. His proximity was a brutal, immediate surety. The scent of him—smoke, leather, and ancient power—hit her with the force of a physical blow, triggering the desperate, familiar ache of her Succubus nature.

"The Vessel Incapacitation Sigil requires intense focus, Apprentice," he continued, leaning close, his breath warm and spiced against her ear. "But your mind is fragmented. Your thoughts betray your anger, your resentment, and your pathetic, final attempts at freedom. These thoughts are draining the power I just invested in you."

He slid his hand off the grimoire and onto her thigh, his fingers—calloused and hot—resting heavily on the smooth, exposed skin. The touch was purely dominant, not overtly sexual, yet it instantly spiked Circe's internal temperature.

"You owe me a repayment for the cost of your rebellion," he whispered, his eyes, fathomless jet, holding her gaze captive. "I require your full, immediate attention. Close your eyes, Apprentice. Focus only on the golden fire in your chest. Let your thoughts burn away, leaving only your purpose: to be my powerful, obedient tool."

Circe’s jaw tightened. The instruction was a direct psychological challenge. He wasn't demanding a physical act; he was demanding the surrender of her mind.

"You misunderstand my purpose here, Professor," Circe managed, her voice shaking slightly with forced defiance. "My purpose is ambition, not obedience. The Manuscript—"

Before she could finish the word, Blackbourne’s hand clamped down hard on her thigh, his grip unforgiving. "Silence," he commanded, the word infused with pure, sovereign power. The golden essence in her core pulsed, the sheer force of his will causing a sharp, pang in her lungs. He didn't need to shout; the command vibrated against the Incubus core in her chest, demanding absolute, instant submission.

"Your purpose is my purpose, Circe. Your ambition is a tether, and I hold the leash." His face darkened, his eyes narrowing to slits of polished coal. "You will not speak the Manuscript's name unless I grant permission. You will not focus on your defiance. You will only focus on the molten gold that keeps you vital, and you will obey its source."

He released her thigh, only to slide his hands up, resting them on her shoulder blades, just where her Shadow Wings anchored to her spine
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