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His Soul to Take
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Chapter 1 — Echoes of Darkness
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The mansion breathed quietly under the cover of night, its stone walls soaked in moonlight, shadows stretching long across the floorboards. Rain tapped gently against the tall windows, a rhythmic whisper that made the silence feel almost sentient. Adrian stood near the grand fireplace, fingers tracing the intricate carvings as if drawing strength from the centuries of history embedded in the wood.

Ethan watched him from the doorway, heart tight with a mixture of awe and desire. There was something about Adrian in these moments—vulnerable yet imperious, the weight of his secrets pressing in like the shadows themselves. “You’ve been quiet,” Ethan murmured, stepping closer. His hand brushed Adrian’s arm, and the heat between them sparked immediately.

Adrian turned, dark eyes glinting in the firelight. “I am listening,” he said softly, voice low, almost hesitant. “To the world... and to myself.” He paused, then allowed a small, almost imperceptible smile. “But you... you hear me better than anyone else.”

Ethan’s lips curved. “I try.” His hand slid over Adrian’s, warm and grounding. “Even with everything... the danger, the secrets—you let me stay.”

Adrian’s gaze softened, yet the shadows flickered in his eyes. “I never wanted to hide you, Ethan. But the world... it does not forgive weaknesses, and it never forgets what it fears. Even now, I feel it. Something... watching.”

A chill ran down Ethan’s spine. He leaned closer, pressing their foreheads together. “Watching? Who?”

Adrian hesitated, jaw tight. “I don’t yet know. But the echoes of the past... enemies long thought defeated... they stir. I feel their presence in the stones, in the air.” His hand curled over Ethan’s, gripping firmly. “We must remain vigilant. Always.”

Ethan swallowed, heart thudding. Danger and desire always seemed to intertwine with Adrian. Every brush of skin, every shared breath carried tension that was both thrilling and terrifying. “Then we face it together,” he said, eyes blazing. “As always.”

Adrian’s lips brushed Ethan’s in a fleeting, intimate kiss, light but electric. “Together,” he whispered.

The fire flickered, casting long, undulating shadows across the room, and for a brief moment, it felt as though the mansion itself exhaled with them—both a sanctuary and a warning. Beyond the walls, something moved in the darkness, subtle and patient, a presence waiting, observing.

Ethan sensed it too, a pulse of unease threading through the quiet. Yet the warmth of Adrian’s hand in his, the solid beat of his chest under Ethan’s palm, grounded him. The mansion might be old, the night full of secrets, but together, they were a force the shadows could not yet claim.

A soft wind whispered through the trees outside, carrying an almost imperceptible promise: The darkness is coming. And it wants what is yours.

Adrian’s hand tightened over Ethan’s. “Then let it come,” he said, voice low, commanding. “It will find us ready... and unwilling to surrender.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, part from fear, part from the heat of the moment. “And we won’t,” he whispered back, pressing their foreheads together once more, letting the intimacy bind them against the unknown.

Outside, the storm muttered its quiet threat. Inside, the mansion glimmered with firelight, shadows, and the promise of desire intertwined with danger. This night, like so many before, would be a test—but Adrian and Ethan would face it as they always had: together, bound by more than love, more than desire—bound by trust, power, and an unbreakable bond that the darkness itself could not yet touch.
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Chapter 2 — The Uninvited

[image: ]


The heavy doors of the mansion groaned under the pull of unseen hands. Adrian’s sharp gaze flicked toward the entrance just as the faintest echo of a knock resounded through the grand hall. It was precise, deliberate—a sound that seemed almost ceremonial, yet carried the chill of forewarning.

Ethan stiffened behind him, muscles coiled with protective instinct. “Who would come here at this hour?” he muttered, stepping closer. His hand hovered near the hilt of the dagger he rarely drew, but tonight, every instinct screamed caution.

Adrian’s dark eyes narrowed. “I don’t know,” he said, voice calm but taut. “But I intend to find out.” He strode to the door, moving with the quiet authority of a man who had faced danger for decades and survived. Ethan followed immediately, close enough to brush against him, letting the warmth between them offer a fragile shield against the uncertainty outside.

The door opened, revealing a figure cloaked in midnight blue, face hidden beneath a hood that shimmered faintly in the candlelight. The air seemed to shiver around the stranger, and even from a distance, Ethan sensed the hum of restrained power.

“I mean no harm,” the visitor said, voice low and smooth, melodic yet edged with an unplaceable danger. “I come with knowledge of what you have been hiding... of the blood that binds you, Adrian.”

Adrian’s hand dropped to the edge of the doorframe, knuckles white. “And you are?” he demanded, suspicion lacing every syllable.

The figure inclined their head, deliberately polite. “A friend... perhaps. Or a necessary witness. I know of your cursed lineage, of the pacts made by those who came before you. And I come with a warning: your enemies are stirring. The shadows you thought dormant awaken once more.”

Ethan stepped forward sharply, protective fire igniting in his chest. “Stay back. How do we know you’re not lying?” His hand brushed Adrian’s arm in a subtle, possessive claim, and he saw the faintest flicker of acknowledgment in Adrian’s eyes—both of caution and desire.

“I do not lie,” the stranger said calmly, tilting their hood so that a pale cheek and a single, piercing eye caught the candlelight. “But truth is dangerous. And secrets... dangerous still. One wrong word could cost you your life—or worse, your soul.”

Adrian’s gaze lingered on the visitor, calculating and wary. Yet something in the stranger’s presence stirred an almost imperceptible pull. Power, history, and the weight of forbidden knowledge radiated from them. Ethan sensed it too, the subtle tension that made his pulse quicken—not only fear, but something darker, hotter. Desire, threaded tightly with threat.

“Come inside,” Adrian said finally, voice low but firm. “Speak, but do not attempt deception. And do not underestimate me.”

The visitor stepped over the threshold, the air chilling in their wake. Ethan closed the distance beside Adrian, shoulder brushing his lover’s as if to warn both the stranger and himself: any wrong move, and they would strike together.

As the door shut behind the visitor, Adrian’s eyes met Ethan’s, dark and heated. “Danger arrives,” he murmured, lips almost brushing Ethan’s. “And yet... I cannot deny the way it thrills me.”

Ethan’s hand lifted to Adrian’s chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart, and he whispered, “Then we face it together, as always. Whatever they bring, we are stronger united.”

The visitor’s hooded head turned, one eye glinting knowingly, almost amused. “Oh... I have no doubt you are. But the question is—strong enough to survive what comes next?”

A shiver ran down Ethan’s spine—not just from the threat, but from the brush of Adrian’s hand against his own, the heat of desire mingling with the promise of danger. Outside, the storm that had faded returned in subtle gusts, wind rattling the windows as though echoing the unspoken tension in the room.

And in that charged silence, both men realized that the arrival of the uninvited was not merely a warning—it was the first move in a game that would test every shred of trust, love, and desire they had forged together.
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Chapter 3 — The Contract
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The visitor seated themselves on the edge of the grand library table, cloak pooling around their legs like liquid midnight. Candlelight caught on the faint runes embroidered into the fabric, glowing almost imperceptibly, and Ethan felt a chill run down his spine.

Adrian stood before them, his dark eyes narrowed, every muscle taut. “Show me what you claim to know,” he said, voice low, cold, yet tinged with curiosity. The threat was clear: lie, and there would be consequences.

With deliberate care, the visitor produced a folded scroll, its edges scorched as if kissed by fire. They placed it on the table between them. “This,” they said, voice smooth as silk, “is the contract that binds your soul, Adrian. Made long before your birth, sealed by ancestors who wielded forbidden power. You have lived unaware, yet every action, every choice, has been constrained by it.”

Adrian’s hand twitched toward the parchment, then froze. “And what proof do you have that it is binding now?” His voice was steady, but Ethan could see the tension in his jaw, the rapidity of his pulse.

The visitor lifted a delicate hand, tracing an arcane symbol in the air above the scroll. It flared to life in faint green sparks. Ethan felt a pull in his chest, a strange resonance that seemed to hum in time with the mansion itself. “This is no forgery,” the stranger said. “The magic still breathes. And your soul... is claimed, unless a choice is made.”

Ethan’s breath caught. “Claimed? By what? By whom?” His hand found Adrian’s, gripping tightly, protective and possessive. The heat between them sparked through his fingertips, mingling fear and desire.

Adrian’s gaze met Ethan’s for a brief moment, dark and conflicted. “It is not simple,” he murmured. “To challenge it... to break it... could destroy everything I’ve built. Or worse—us.”

Ethan pressed closer, shoulder brushing Adrian’s, lowering his voice in a mix of command and plea. “Then we face it together. Whatever it takes. Don’t hide from me... not now.”

The visitor’s single visible eye glinted. “The contract is not merely legal—it is moral, magical, and binding. Choices must be made. Sacrifices considered. And the soul... may have a cost beyond your imagination.”

Adrian ran a hand through his dark hair, tension radiating from him, yet Ethan could feel the subtle heat of desire under the surface. “And the options?” he asked, voice rough.

“One: accept the terms, preserve life but surrender part of yourself,” the visitor said. “Two: challenge it directly, risking everything you love. Three: negotiate... though the powers involved do not forgive weakness.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened. Jealousy flared at the implication of Adrian “surrendering” in any form, fear threaded through his veins, but so did desire—a burning, almost desperate need to be part of the choice, part of the struggle. “Then we negotiate. We fight. Whatever it takes,” he said firmly, pressing their foreheads together. “Your soul... our
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