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Siphon demons were little more than parasites—low-level feeders that leeched from stronger beings to survive. But survival bred evolution.

They adapted. Grew bolder. Smarter. Deadlier.

In time, they discovered how to harness the power of upper demons, draining them slowly, quietly, until entire legions collapsed from within. The underworld never saw it coming.

Their rise was swift. Their fall, even swifter.

Once they crushed the uprising, the decree became final.
All siphon demons are to be executed on sight. No mercy. No exceptions.
But mercy was never the Overlord’s concern.

When one of the last siphons was born—a girl, still slick with afterbirth from a mother who never survived—he didn’t kill her.

He claimed her.

Bound in servitude and marked by infernal law, raised in secret, shaped by darkness and vengeance. The Overlord named her Bridget and forged her into a weapon. Her mission: infiltrate the human realm, gather power, and feed it back to him until he was strong enough to challenge the Thrones of Hell themselves.

She blended in, studied and seduced.
College was the perfect cover.
And Megan... Megan was the perfect target.

They became roommates. Friends. Almost sisters.
Bridget watched her. Learned from her. She found humans tedious and shallow—easy to manipulate, easier still to discard. But Megan complicated things. She was very honest. Too kind. Too genuine.
It annoyed Bridget.

Worse, it intrigued her.

Still, her mission remained unchanged. As a siphon succubus hybrid, she fed slowly, draining the energy of human men to preserve her youth, her power, her beauty. Each stolen breath, each whisper of desire, funneled back to the Overlord’s ever-hungry throne.

But then came Michael.

Half-demon. Half-human. Stronger than he should have been.
Bridget saw in him both a threat and an opportunity. Feeding off him was a risk, but a justified one. She told herself his human blood made it acceptable.
She told herself it wasn’t personal.

But even demons can lie to themselves.
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Megan 

Megan glanced at the clock on the wall. The second hand jerked forward in its mockery of her, almost like it knew she’s wasted years on this man. She glanced at Bridget, who didn’t flinch and held her gaze coldly. Bridget sat with her legs crossed, nails perfectly manicured, eyes cool and bored, like this was just another Wednesday.

Bridget used to laugh with her over wine and late-night TV. How could she sit there so cool and collected after betraying her?

“Is this the final version?” Megan asked, nodding at the folder in the lawyer’s hands.

Seated in this room that smelled faintly of old paper, polished wood, and something heavier—something final.

A long marble table stretched down the center, its surface cold and gleaming under the muted light of a heavy chandelier. Six black leather chairs stood like silent sentinels around it, far too formal, far too stiff for the raw emotions tangled in the air.

At the far end, a white fireplace sat like a monument to civility, crowned by a black horse statue frozen mid-stride. Beneath it, the hearth gaped like an open mouth, swallowing every word, every plea that might once had been rendered here.

Built-in shelves flanked the fireplace, crammed with rows of law books whose spines gleamed red and blue under the dim light, as if knowledge alone could dull the pain inked into the pages about to be signed.

The walls were a polite shade of cream, the crown molding crisp and dignified, but none of it mattered. Not the gold trim, not the careful order of books, not even the artful arrangement of smaller horse statues perched like guardians.

At the center of the table, a small black-and-gold horse figurine reared up in frozen defiance.

It was the only thing in the room that looked like it wanted to fight.

Megan sat across from her soon-to-be ex-husband with no escape but forward.

Nothing comforted her except the fact that survival stubbornly clung to her.

Edward cleared his throat, as if he were about to say something meaningful. Megan didn’t give him a chance.

“I don’t care about the house,” Megan said, before he could fake an apology. “Or the furniture. Or your 401(k). Just sign.”

He hesitated. “Megan, I—”

Bridget touched his arm lightly, possessive and smug in the smallest way. That’s all it took. He quieted. He picked up the pen. The click sounded louder than it should have. 

Edward signed first. His handwriting hadn’t changed — overly neat, he was always trying too hard. She used to find it endearing. Now she just saw someone good at pretending.

“I still don’t get it,” Megan said softly, not to either of them, really — more to the ghost of what they were. “You were the one who said there was something off about her.”

Bridget tilted her head, amused. “And yet here we are,” she said, voice sugar-sweet and sharp around the edges.

Megan looked at Edward. His eyes shifted away from hers. That hurt more than she had expected.

He used to watch her as if she were the universe. Now he couldn’t even meet her gaze.

He murmured, “She’s not what you think.”

“Oh?” Megan’s laugh was soft, tinged with bitterness. “Then maybe you can tell me what she is, because I’m still trying to figure out how my best friend ends up in my divorce hearing.”

Edward opened his mouth, but Bridget laid a hand on his leg. Just a fingertip, but it shut him up like a switch flipped.

She had always had this way of controlling a room — with a smile, a glance, a carefully timed breath. Megan thought it was charisma. Charm, maybe even confidence.

Now she wasn’t so sure.

Megan couldn’t stop her gaze from flicking to Bridget’s eyes. There was something too still about them. Too deep. Like staring into the night sky and realizing it was staring back.

Megan tried to shake it off.

“I loved you,” she said to Edward. Quiet, honest, unashamed. “You were weird, but you were mine. You danced in the kitchen. You knew all the constellations. You made the worst pasta but still insisted it was gourmet.”

His lip twitched, but he didn’t respond. Maybe he couldn’t.

“You were mine,” she repeated. “And now you’re... hers.”

Bridget’s smile was icy, and it didn’t reach her eyes.

“People can change as quickly as situations do, Meg.”

“You’re not people,” Megan whispered.

The words were out before she could stop them. She didn’t even know what she meant by that. But the way Bridget’s smile froze for a fraction of a second...

Yes, she heard it too.

The lawyer cleared his throat, clearly uncomfortable. “Right... thank you, Edward,” he said, reached across the table and retrieved the signed document like it might burn him. He shifted the paper over to Megan’s side, careful not to make eye contact with any of them.

The pen felt much heavier than before.

Megan inhaled slowly. Held it. Exhaled.

The world slowed to a crawl.

She glanced at Edward, not in the way she used to. Not with love or longing, not even hate. Just... clarity. Like seeing the truth under a film she’d never noticed before. He looked disheveled, crooked tie and wrinkled shirt. He looked tired, older, smaller somehow.

Bridget still sat with a perfect posture, expression neutral but watchful. Like she was waiting for the moment Megan broke.

But she didn’t.

Megan executed her signature in one smooth motion.

The pen clicked shut.

And suddenly — it was like a weight slid off her shoulders. She felt like she could breathe again for the first time in months. 

It made little sense. Megan should have felt broken. Hollow. But...

She felt free.

She pushed the papers back across the table. Her hand lingered for a second, then retreated.

She stood.

“Good luck on your new life,” she said, her voice steady. Almost kind.

Bridget blinked. Just once. But Megan saw it — the faint flicker of surprise, like a hairline crack in her porcelain mask.

She was expecting a mess. Tears. Rage. Begging.

What she got instead was peace. Power.

Megan didn’t wait for a response. Poised, she gathered her bag, squared her shoulders, and walked out the door with her head high.

The past might be broken, but she was not. Not anymore.
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Months before, Megan 

The fluorescent lights buzzed softly above them, and the air smelled like citrus and bleach — weirdly comforting. Edward tossed a bundle of green onions into their cart and grinned at her.

“Dinner’s going to be fire tonight,” he said, proud of his stir-fry skills.

She raised an eyebrow. “Only if you remember not to set the smoke alarm off again.”

“That was one time.”

“It was three.”

He bumped her hip with his and leaned in to kiss her lips. It was nice. Familiar. 

She smiled. This is what she wanted — ordinary, stable, sweet. 

She almost failed to recognize her at first — the lighting was strange, and the wine section wasn’t usually where she ran into familiar faces. But then she turned, and there was no mistaking her.

“Bridget!?”

Her face lit up, and Megan immediately smiled. “Oh my God, hey!” Megan stepped forward without thinking, arms open. “What are you doing here?”

Bridget leaned in and hugged her lightly, perfumed and polished as always. “I thought I told you I was coming back this weekend,” she said, pulling back with a bright smile. “I was going to surprise you with dinner tomorrow, but look at fate doing its thing.”

Megan laughed, already slipping into the warm bubble of familiarity. “It’s so good to see you. I’ve missed you.”

She gestured to the man beside her. “This is Michael Sanchez,” she said, tone casual but slightly possessive. “My boyfriend.”

Boyfriend? Megan wiggled her eyebrow at Bridget because this was a recent development to her. The last time she spoke with Bridget, she hadn’t mentioned a boyfriend.

Megan looked at him again — really looked. The man was gorgeous, but intense. There was something sharp about him, even in stillness. His eyes caught the light unnaturally. Not just gold — almost glowing. A little too focused and much too close to dangerous.

Still, Megan smiled and offered her hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Megan Peters.”

He didn’t take it.

He then stared at her as if she had just kicked his dog.

The air between them shifted uncomfortably. Megan’s smile faltered.

Bridget bumped his side, almost as if prompting him. “Michael?”

He blinked, with a tightened jaw. Then, slowly, he extended his hand — his grip was light, too light. As the electricity zinged up her arm, he let go immediately.

“Nice to meet you,” he said, but it was a lie, clear in every syllable.

Megan withdrew her hand, unsettled by the static electricity. “Of course, you already know Edward,” she said to Bridget.

Edward moved forward to give Bridget a halfhearted hug.

“Hi, Bridget, nice to see you again.” He said.

Megan turned her attention back to Michael and introduced Edward. “This is Edward.” She said to him, “My husband.”

That word — husband — hung in the air like ozone after a lightning strike.

Michael’s expression darkened so fast she almost recoiled. His shoulders tensed. Something flickered across his face — rage? Pain?

Bridget noticed. Edward didn’t seem to care. Not even bothering to extend his hand, having witnessed the standoff that was her earlier handshake.

“Wow,” she said quickly, eyes bouncing between them. “Megan, I didn’t realize that this was your grocery shopping night.”

Megan nodded, her smiled gentler. “Yea, since we got married, he’s been keeping me on a routine. It’s been good.”

Edward slid his arm around Megan’s waist, grinning at her. “Well, she keeps me on my toes too.”

Megan laughed softly, nudging him with her hip. “Don’t let him fool you. He’s the one with all the quirks. Like arguing with Alexa over hip-hop playlists.”

“She’s got terrible taste,” Edward said with mock seriousness.

Bridget laughed. Michael didn’t. He was staring at Edward as if he were some kind of bug on the windshield of the universe.

“You two seem... cozy,” he said. It didn’t seem like a compliment.

Bridget threw him a warning glance. “Michael.”

He shrugged, looking away as if he couldn’t stand another second of being near them.

Megan glanced at Bridget, a little uneasy now. “Everything okay?”

“Oh, he’s broody by default,” she said, brushing it off. “He’s not a fan of crowds.”

Michael muttered, “I’m not a fan of people,” but it was so low she almost missed it.

“What was that?” Megan asked, blinking.

He looked at her dead in the eye. “I said I don’t like artificial lights.”

Her mouth opened, then closed. She didn’t know how to respond to that.

Bridget stepped in smoothly, looping her arm through his. “We were just picking up a few things. Some wine, maybe a quiet night in. He’s not really the... mingling type.”

“Oh,” Megan said. “Well, I won’t keep you. It was great running into you.”

She meant it — or at least, she wanted to. But Michael looked at her like she had stolen something from him and he was trying to decide if he would burn the whole aisle down.

Bridget leaned in again and kissed her cheek. “I’ll text you,” she said. “We need to catch up properly.”

Michael still hadn’t moved.

Edward gently pulled their cart forward, sensing the tension. “Let’s not hold up the wine experts here,” he joked, trying to cut through the weirdness.

Megan managed a polite smile and started walking away. But she could feel Michael’s eyes on her back the entire time, like a hand pressing between her shoulder blades.

When they turned the corner, she whispered, “That was... strange, right?”

Edward glanced back. “Your friend’s boyfriend gives off major serial killer vibes.”

Megan huffed a laugh, but it didn’t reach her chest. Her heart was hammering. Her skin still prickled. She shook it off, trying to focus on dinner plans, on normal things.

But deep inside, something had shifted. She didn’t have the words for it yet, but something had changed, and she didn’t know how.
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Michael

She walked away.

She didn’t look back.

Michael watched her disappear around the corner, her laugh trailing off like the end of a song he wasn’t ready to stop hearing.

His jaw remained set. His hands, tucked in his coat pockets, remained perfectly still. From the outside, he looked calm — maybe even bored.

Inside?

A fault line had opened.

He could still feel her. The shape of her presence clung to the air. The scent of her skin — not perfume, not anything crafted — just her. Familiar and wrongfully intimate. Something he was supposed to know already but had never touched before now.

Something ancient stirred beneath his skin. The pull had already begun, even if she didn’t feel it yet.

Mine.

The word flashed through him like a buried instinct, old and hungry. The bond, already latching on, a slow pull tugging at his heart, a hook getting buried deep. His whole body vibrated with it — instinct screaming protect, claim, bind.

And she was married.

Married.

To that smug little worm with the crooked tie and forced charm who couldn’t protect her from a raindrop,

He said nothing aloud. He didn’t dare.

Mine. The moment she stepped into view, something in Michael’s chest tightened. It coiled low, primal, unbidden. He pushed it down.

She was not just stunning, and not only in the way humans usually defined it, but the fact that she was unmistakably his, made her even more desirable.

Her skin was deep and luminous, the shade of polished mahogany under the harsh grocery store lights. Her hair framed her face in tight, natural coils that crowned her head like a halo. Her eyes—rich, soulful brown—met his, and he swore time hiccupped.

She was curvy in all the ways that made his hands twitch—generous hips, full breasts beneath a simple top, and legs that looked like they were carved from pure intention. She was strength wrapped in softness, fire wrapped in calm.

A smile tugged at the corner of her lips as she leaned into the man beside her—her husband, apparently—and the sight struck something raw in him.

Mate.

The word echoed inside him like a drumbeat. Ancient. Final. Irrefutable.

Michael’s jaw clenched, but he understood why.

“Cabernet Sauvignon, Syrah, or Merlot?” Bridget’s voice cut through the silence like a thread pulled taut.

Michael didn’t answer.

She waited a beat. “We’re not staying long, but it should pair with spice. I was thinking of a lamb dish, or something with bone marrow.”

Michael’s gaze drifted across the rows of bottles as if they might have said something useful. They didn’t. He didn’t care.

“I wouldn’t mind one that bleeds,” he mumbled.

Bridget glanced at him, a smile barely touching her lips. “You’re in a mood.” She went back to examining the wine selection. “What the hell was that about, anyway?”

He didn’t respond. He kept his shoulders loose and his posture controlled, but every part of him was tense, like a wire stretched taut between two points. He could feel her — not in a memory, but in his blood. Still moving. Still near.

Bridget selected a bottle. She ran her fingers over the glass as if it might tell her his thoughts. “You were rude.”

“I didn’t notice.”

She blinked slowly. “Well, you’ve lost all sense of reality.”

“She’s your friend, not mine.”

Bridget exhaled through her nose, placing the bottle into the cart with a muted clink. She stepped closer, studied his profile. A tense silence stretched between them. In the distance, a cart squeaked. Somewhere, a child cried over cereal.

But here, between them, was stillness. Weight. Power waiting to snap.

Bridget broke it first. “We’re leaving,” she said simply. 

He nodded once. Not agreement — just movement.

She turned the cart toward the checkout. He followed, quiet and coiled.
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Bridget

The night was still.

Her bedroom was dim, lights low and warm, wine half-finished on the bedside table. The room was like something torn from the pages of an ancient, blood-soaked fairy tale.

Towering black bedposts twisted upward like dark spires, framing an enormous bed draped in heavy crimson linens. Velvet curtains spilled down the walls like rivers of blood, swallowing the windows in folds of shadow and silk. Carved from obsidian and polished to a brutal shine, the dark wood furniture displayed intricate, ancient patterns that seemed almost to shift in the dim firelight.

The walls were stone, old and cracked, their wear hidden beneath towering tapestries and the oppressive red drapery. Arched windows glared down like watching eyes, their stained glass fractured and dark.

Soft pools of amber light glowed from the blackened brass lamps on either side of the bed, casting long, unnatural shadows across the room. Even the rugs — rich, intricate Persian weaves of scarlet and black — seemed to drink in the light, muffling every step.

At the far end of the room, a heavy portrait loomed, the face within long faded but the gilded frame still intact — a grim reminder of someone who once ruled, and lost.

The air smelled of ancient wood, old smoke, and something sweeter beneath it—something dangerous.

This wasn’t a place meant for love.
It was a place meant for consumption.
And tonight, Bridget intended to feed.

The soft hum of nightlife, background noise to a world she
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