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    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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​CHAPTER

"You shouldn't be here." The words came out colder than Vraxis intended, but the scent of her—honey and iron, lavender and something unnamed—made his fangs ache beneath his gums. He hadn't fed in weeks, and this... this was intoxicating.

Aravi didn't flinch. Instead, she tilted her chin up, letting the candlelight catch the curve of her throat. The ancient library around them seemed to hold its breath, shelves of forgotten spells pressing in like silent witnesses. "I know," she said softly. Her fingers skimmed the edge of a crumbling grimoire, sending up a whisper of dust.

The distance between them was nothing—could be nothing—if he chose. But she was mortal, and he was... not. And yet, when she stepped forwards, her slippers silent against the stone, something in his chest twisted tight.

Her pulse was a drumbeat against the delicate skin of her throat—quickening, undeniable. Vraxis watched the flutter of it with absolute focus, the scent of her blood singing through his veins like a Siren's call. Aravi held his gaze, unblinking, then took one deliberate step forwards. The silence between them wasn't hesitation; it was permission.

He moved faster than mortal eyes could follow. One moment, the distance between them spanned the width of the study, ancient tomes and gilded candelabras separating predator from prey. The next, the air itself seemed to fracture as he appeared before her, close enough that the heat of her body radiated against the unnatural chill of his. His breath ghosted over her lips, a whisper of frost and restraint.

Aravi didn't recoil. Instead, her fingers lifted, trembling only slightly, until her fingertips brushed the bold angle of his cheekbone. The contact sent a shock through him—not just the warmth of her skin, but the sheer audacity of her touch. Centuries of isolation, of being feared, and here she was, tracing the lines of his face like he was something to be memorized.

Vraxis leaned into her palm, a shudder rippling through his wings—half-unfurled now, the leathery expanse casting jagged shadows across the library walls. His fangs lengthened fully, pressing against his lower lip in a sweet, aching demand. The hunger wasn't just for blood anymore. It was for her—the hitch in her breath, the way her pupils swallowed the color of her irises, the scent of her arousal thickening the air between them. She didn't speak. She didn't need to. The tilt of her chin, the deliberate way her fingers began to loosen the laces at her throat—it was all the permission he required. His breath ghosted over her parted lips, colder than the crypts beneath the academy, yet she didn't shudder. Didn't retreat. Her pulse hammered against the delicate blue veins of her throat, an offering laid bare.

Aravi exhaled deeply, her breath mingling with his. The scent of her—lavender soap and the musk of mortal sweat, the copper tang of blood just beneath the surface—wrapped around him like chains. His hands twitched at his sides, claws flexing against the urge to seize her, to press her against the nearest surface and devour every inch. But he waited. Even monsters could be patient when the prize was willing.

Her fingers lifted again, trembling—not from fear, but from the same electric tension that coiled in his gut—and cupped his cheekbone. The contact sent a shockwave through him, centuries of isolation crumbling beneath the warmth of her touch. He leaned into it, a growl building low in his chest, his fangs fully extended now, keen enough to part flesh like parchment.

Her fingers explored deeper, tracing the hollow beneath his cheekbone—slow, deliberate, as if mapping the architecture of his hunger. Vraxis shuddered, wings twitching against the weight of centuries-old restraint. The air between them crackled, thick with the scent of old parchment and something hotter, darker—a musk that coiled low in his gut. Aravi’s pulse stuttered under his gaze, the delicate vein at her throat fluttering like a restless bird.

Vraxis exhaled deeply—a sound like rustling parchment—as her thumb brushed the corner of his mouth where fangs threatened to break skin. The restraint he'd clung to for decades unraveled in an instant.

Vraxis leaned into her palm with a shudder that rippled through his entire body, his fangs sweet, gleaming points that pressed against his lower lip with aching urgency. The scent of her blood coiled around him like smoke, thick and intoxicating. His fated mate instincts roared to life, primal and undeniable.

He didn't kiss her so much as claim her. One hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back as his mouth crashed down on hers—deep, wet, and frantic. His lips moved over hers with a rapturous hunger, tasting of ancient magic and midnight. Aravi melted against him, her hands sliding up his broad chest to weave into his hair. He angled his head, deepening the kiss, his tongue sweeping along her lower lip to coax her open. When she yielded, the slide of his tongue against hers was pure ecstasy, a soul-deep connection that shattered his centuries of solitude. He devoured her sighs, kissing her until the world outside their shadows ceased to exist, every stroke of his mouth a promise of endless pleasure. Aravi gasped against his lips, but her surrender was immediate. Her mouth opened willingly, her tongue meeting his in a heated tangle that sent sparks skittering down his spine. His other hand gripped her hip, dragging her flush against him, the hard press of his arousal unmistakable even through the layers of fabric between them.

The corset was the first to go. Vraxis dragged his claws—razor-keen but meticulously controlled—down the delicate lacing at her back. The threads parted like butter beneath his touch, the bodice sagging open to reveal the pale curve of her shoulders, the swell of her breasts barely contained by thin linen. Aravi didn't hesitate; her fingers were already at the fastenings of his robes, shoving the heavy velvet from his shoulders with a passionate urgency. The fabric pooled at their feet, forgotten.

Her breath hitched as his cool hands slid beneath the loosened corset, tracing the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. The contrast between his unnatural chill and her warmth was intoxicating. Vraxis growled low in his throat, his mouth leaving hers to trail biting kisses down the column of her throat. His fangs scraped lightly over her pulse point—not breaking skin, not yet, but the promise was there, heavy in the air between them.

Aravi arched into him, her nails digging into the bare skin of his shoulders as she worked at the remaining layers separating them. Her chemise tore at the shoulder seam as he yanked it down, baring her to the waist. The scent of her—warm skin, salt, and that maddening hint of lavender—flooded his senses. He ducked his head, capturing one peaked nipple between his lips, swirling his tongue in a slow, deliberate circle that drew a ragged moan from her throat.

Her hands were everywhere—mapping the planes of his chest, the ridges of old scars, the surprising softness of his wings where they met his shoulder blades. When her fingers brushed the sensitive membrane, Vraxis jerked upright with a hiss, his pupils blown wide with something more than hunger. Aravi didn't retreat. Instead, she pressed closer, her thigh sliding between his with deliberate friction, her breath coming in quick, hot pants against his collarbone.

Vraxis palmed her bare breasts with reverent worship, his thumbs circling her nipples until they tightened into stiff peaks beneath his touch. The contrast between his unnatural chill and the feverish heat of her skin sent tremors through Aravi, her breath hitching as she arched into his grasp. His lips curled in a feral grin, fangs glinting in the candlelight as he watched her reactions—every gasp, every shudder—like a starving man memorizing a feast.

Then, without warning, she sank to her knees before him, the heavy velvet of her skirts pooling around her like spilled wine. The movement was deliberate, unhurried, her gaze never leaving his as she positioned herself between his thighs. Vraxis went utterly still, his wings twitching behind him as her fingers skimmed up the straining outline of his cock through the fine wool of his trousers. The sound that tore from his throat was half growl, half prayer.

Aravi didn't tease. Her fingers made quick work of the fastenings, her touch sure despite the tremble in her hands. When she freed him, the cold air of the library kissed his flushed skin—a fleeting sensation before her fingers curled around his length, squeezing experimentally. Vraxis hissed, claws digging into the mahogany shelves behind him as she stroked him once, twice, her thumb swiping over the slickness already beading at his tip.

Then her mouth was on him—hot, wet, and exquisitely perfect. She started slow, swirling her tongue
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Surrender to the Immortal Beasts of the night.
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He craves her ancient bloodline,
and she freely offers every drop.
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Forgea in ancient shadows,
he awakens only for her.
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